Decades of Darkness Complete

Decades of Darkness #1: Seeds of Division

POD: 6 January 1809: Thomas Jefferson, 3rd President of the United States, suffers a severe heart attack and dies two days later; the first President of the United States to die in office.  Pressure from the vigorous debates in Congress about the Embargo Act may have contributed; he had certainly been under considerable strain for the last few months.  Congress had been considering the repeal of the Embargo Act, an Act which Jefferson himself had proposed but which had been increasingly unpopular.

This places the current Vice-President, George Clinton, in an unenviable position.  James Madison is the President-elect, and Clinton has been re-elected as the Vice-President.  So until the 4th of March, he has the dubious distinction of being Acting President, then returning to being Vice-President.  Hardly a boost to a man’s ego.

In this time, Clinton does not really have the opportunity to enact many policies.  One he does do, however, is lobby against the repeal of the Embargo Act, which he (along with President Madison) believes is the best way of putting pressure on Britain and France to stop impressments and other issues arising out of the Napoleonic Wars.  Both Clinton and President-elect Madison view the proposed alternative Non-Intercourse Act as too weak.  Clinton also feels that, given the temporary nature of his office, he should not sign any Act.  Given that Clinton has made it clear that he will refuse to sign the repeal of the Embargo Act, Congress decides to delay discussions on it for a couple of months – they know he will be gone soon, so it’s no great stumbling block.

4 March 1809: James Madison inaugurated as the 4th President of the United States.  Madison makes it clear quickly that he is also interested in preserving the Embargo Act.  He doubts that the Non-Intercourse Act (the proposed replacement) will be enforceable, and believes that pressure still needs to be placed on Britain.  He also likes the benefits to domestic manufacturing which Jefferson himself pointed out in his address to the nation last November.  Madison is aware of the New Englanders complaints, but doubts their willingness to do anything more than complain.

April-October 1809: The Embargo Act remains in force, with the blessing of President Madison.  Congress is distinctly divided, with New England representatives furious over its maintenance but the rest of the country favouring it.  President Madison’s argument that an alternative Act will be unenforceable is enough to swing the balance.

Some areas of New England and upstate New York are declared to be regions in insurrection, as Lake Champlain was under Jefferson’s administration the year before, and the actions of the army and the militia in enforcing the embargo further radicalise sentiment in New England.  The economy of New England is nearing collapse, but President Madison does not, as yet, believe that the situation is as serious as is being made out.

October 1809: The Massachusetts Legislature calls for a constitutional convention to meet in Hartford.  The primary point of dispute is the embargo, but there are also broader questions being raised issues being raised about the dominance of the Southern states and their over-representation under the U.S. Constitution.  Moderate Federalists want to reform the Constitution, but the growing numbers of extremists (led by influential voices such as John Lowell and Timothy Pickering) advocate secession as the only way to permanently solve the problem.

November 1809: The legislatures of Massachusetts, Connecticut and Rhode Island choose representatives; New Hampshire and Vermont Federalists select their candidates by popular vote.  New York is also invited to attend, but Governor Tompkins refuses to send representatives, despite much argument within the legislature and the state.  Secessionist sentiment is strong amongst the delegates, but it is not yet a majority.

December 1809-January 1810: The debates in the convention include many arguments in favour of secession, with the extremist wing of the Federalist Party, led by Timothy Pickering, demanding that New England leave the Union.  However, the convention is presided over by the head of the Massachusetts delegation, George Cabot, who is a moderate Federalist and prefers to negotiate within the Union.  After much wrangling, the convention is resolved through compromise, with a detailed list of proposals that, if accepted, would severely limit the powers of the president, and weaken the influence of the slave states.  The final document does not include an overt recommendation for secession, but makes it clear that this is a distinct possibility.

5 January 1810: The Hartford Convention publishes its famous report, which future historians will call the first step in the formation of the grand and glorious Republic of New England.

Report and Resolutions of the Hartford Convention

January 5, 1810

That it be and hereby is recommended to the legislatures of the several states represented in this Convention, to adopt all such measures as may be necessary effectually to protect the citizens of said states from the operation and effects of all acts which have been or may be passed by the Congress of the United States, which shall contain provisions not authorised by the constitution of the United States.

Resolved, That it be, and hereby is, recommended to the said Legislatures, to pass laws (where it has not already been done) authorizing the governors or commanders-in-chief of their militia to make detachments from the same, or to form voluntary corps, as shall be most convenient and conformable to their constitutions, and to cause the same to be well armed, equipped and disciplined, and held in readiness for service; and upon the request of the governor of either of the other states to employ the whole of such detachment or corps, as well as the regular forces of the state, or such part thereof as may be required and can be spared consistently with the safety of the state, in assisting the state, making such request to repel any invasion thereof which shall be made or attempted by the public enemy [1].

Resolved, That it be, and hereby is, recommended to the aforesaid Legislatures that if the following amendments are not accepted by the government of the United States, that the individual and sovereign States shall pass laws overruling any illegal federal laws concerning embargos or other measures to interdict the commercial intercourse of any of the States, and further to the aforesaid Legislatures that they pass laws authorizing the governors of the said States to grant clemency to any persons who have been wrongfully detained or withheld under any illegal federal laws.

Resolved, That the following amendments of the constitution of the United States be recommended to the states represented as aforesaid, to be proposed by them for adoption by the state legislatures, and in such cases as may be deemed expedient by a convention chosen by the people of each state.

First. Congress shall not have power to lay any embargo on the ships or vessels of the citizens of the United States, in the ports or harbours thereof, for more than sixty days.

Second. Congress shall not have power, without the concurrence of two thirds of both houses, to interdict the commercial intercourse between the United States and any foreign nation or the dependencies thereof.

Third. Representatives and direct taxes shall be apportioned among the several states which may be included within this Union, according to their respective numbers of free persons, including those bound to serve for a term of years, and excluding Indians not taxed, and all other persons.

Fourth. No new state shall be admitted into the Union by Congress, in virtue of the power granted by the constitution, without the concurrence of two thirds of both houses.

Fifth. Congress shall not make or declare war, or authorize acts of hostility against any foreign nation, without the concurrence of two thirds of both houses, except such acts of hostility be in defence of the territories of the United States when actually invaded.

Sixth. No person who shall hereafter be naturalized, shall be eligible as a member of the senate or house of representatives of the United States, nor capable of holding any civil office under the authority of the United States.

Seventh. The same person shall not be elected president of the United States a second time; nor shall the President be elected from the same state two terms in succession.

Resolved, That if the application of these states to the government of the United States, recommended in a foregoing resolution, should be unsuccessful, it will, in the opinion of this convention, be expedient for the legislatures of the several states to appoint delegates to another convention, to meet at Boston... with such powers and instructions as the exigency of a crisis so momentous may require to preserve the sovereign rights of the aforesaid states and the people thereof, and to consider and propound the secession of the aforesaid states from the Union.

--

[1] This clause was primarily included in the OTL Hartford Convention because of the existing war and demands that the militias operate under state command, not national.  A similar clause was included in this convention because the secessionists foresaw the need to raise militias if secession went ahead.

--

Decades of Darkness #2: Growth of Disharmony

25 January 1810
The White House
Washington, District of Columbia
United States of America

“You’ve read this... document,” President James Madison said, in lieu of saying something far stronger, as he threw the Hartford Convention report onto the table.  He looked up carefully, watching for everyone’s reactions.  “What do you think of it?”

Senator William Branch Giles nodded first.  He looked angry, but then Madison had expected nothing else.  Giles was here to represent the Senate, but Madison had chosen him because he was both a Virginian and a staunch Republican.  “This is dire news,” Giles said.

“It spells trouble, certainly,” said Chief Justice John Marshall.  He was also a Virginian, which was a good thing as far as Madison was concerned, since it might mean he was more likely to see reason.  Marshall was busily turning the Supreme Court into the most powerful branch of the government, in many ways.  Sometimes Madison had had disagreements with the Chief Justice, but he needed his support today, of all days.

“The Embargo Act has to go,” said Vice-President George Clinton, the only non-Virginian in the room.  Clinton had been saying that for the last couple of months.  He’d supported it at first, since he knew that the alternative Act was worse, but had shown grave misgivings since they first received word that the Federalists were gathering in Hartford.  And Clinton’s home state was now wavering, too.  Many New Yorkers felt the same way as the New Englanders.

“I don’t want to do that,” Madison said.  He needed something to put pressure on the French and especially the British, whose impressment of American soldiers had been a running sore for years, and was only growing worse.  The late President Jefferson had seen the same thing, and fought until his death to keep the Embargo Act in force.

“Congress may overrule you,” Giles said.  “The majority of both houses want to get rid of it.  They might get a two-thirds majority.”

Madison sent the Senator a sour look.  “The British are confiscating our ships, impressing our sailors, and you think we should do nothing?  We need to stop the British somehow.”

“We can,” Giles insisted.  “The Non-Intercourse Act will-”

“Will do nothing,” Madison said.  “Once a ship puts to sea, we have no way of saying where it will go.”

“If properly enforced, it might-” said Giles.

“If we found a way to enforce it – and I can’t see one – Calhoun and his fellow-travellers will scream just as loudly about that Act,” Madison said.  He drummed his fingers on his chair.  “And unless we can stop every way into the Canadas and Nova Scotia, it won’t be enforceable anyway.”

Clinton cleared his throat.  “If I might suggest, Mr. President, better to allow the Embargo Act to be repealed and sign it, rather than vetoing it and then being overruled.”

Madison sighed.  “Tell Congress to go head with the repeal of the Embargo Act, then.”  It went against his better judgment, but he could see no way out.  “We’ll replace it with... something.  But we still have to respond to this outrageous threat.”  He waved a hand at the Hartford Convention report still sitting on his desk.

“Surely not outrageous, Mr President,” Marshall said.  “The Embargo has caused them grave damage.”

“The British impressments have done the whole country grave damage,” Madison said.  “We can get rid of the Embargo Act – it might take away some of their steam – but as for the rest...  They’re demanding intolerable amendments to the Constitution.”

“It’s not constitutional unless three-fourths of Congress approves it,” Marshall said.

“Which will never happen,” Giles added.

Madison picked up the report again, forcing himself to read it.  “Forming their own militias – states to have the power to overrule federal laws – oh, look, only free men to be counted for representation in Congress.”

“That will never be passed,” Giles said.

Madison silently read past the passage limiting the President to a single term.  That alone would have given him good reason to reject the report.  But when he took it all together...  “This will irrevocably weaken the Union, almost to the point where we may as well dissolve it.  Any single state can say what it likes, and force the rest to go along with it.”

“Tyranny of the minority,” Giles said acidly.

Clinton said, “We could put it to the state legislatures.  Most of them would reject it.”

“I don’t like to take the chance,” Madison said.  “No, I think we should present this to Congress.”  If they didn’t reject it outright, then they would tie it up in committee indefinitely.  “Let them consign it to oblivion.”

“This won’t be the last we hear of it,” Clinton predicted.

“I know,” Madison said, suppressing another sigh.  “I know.”

--

31 March 1810
The White House
Washington, District of Columbia
United States of America

Harrison Gray Otis adjusted his bowtie, carefully making sure it was in place.  He was grateful it was only spring.  Another couple of months later, and the summer heat in Washington, D.C. would make any weather intolerable.

“You still think you can convince Madison to see reason?” John Lowell said from beside him, as they waited to be admitted to the President’s office.

The Hartford Convention’s deliberations had included the option of sending delegates to Washington if the report wasn’t acted on.  Otis and Lowell headed that delegation, but Otis was beginning to wish he hadn’t volunteered.  “We have to try,” Otis said.  “He did finally sign the repeal of the Embargo Act last week.”

“Waste of time, if you ask me,” Lowell said.  “Congress will finally get around to voting for their Non-Intercourse Act this week, and we’ll be right back where we started.  We should just tell them we’re walking away from the Union, and have done.”

“I heard all those arguments from you at the Convention,” Otis said.  Lowell had proven to be even more extreme than Senator Timothy Pickering in his demands for secession from the United States.  Otis himself took a more moderate line – he wanted to reform the Union along proper Federalist principles – but he had lately begun to despair of that possibility.

“Yes, and we went along with you and Cabot when you said that demanding secession was unnecessary.  Well, Madison might as well have spat on the Convention’s report, for all he did with it.  I think-”

Otis held up a hand, and Lowell fell silent as the President’s secretary arrived.  They were ushered into Madison’s office.  The President rose to greet them, politely shaking hands and inquiring after their health – Madison was a man of breeding, Otis had to concede, regardless of what else he may have been.

After the polite formalities, Madison said, “We may as well come to the point.  You’re here to demand that I persuade Congress to accept the proposals of your “convention.”

“One doesn’t make demands of the President,” Otis said, with what he hoped was a disarming smile.  “But we do hope you will listen.”

Madison nodded.  “I’m listening.”

“Mr. President, Massachusetts – and the other New England states - have been gutted by your Embargo Act.  Our merchants and ship captains have been left penniless.  You need to understand the depth of distrust that people have up there.”

“I understand it,” Madison said.  “The Embargo Act has been repealed.”

“That is a promising step, but not enough, Mr. President,” Otis said.  “There is enough mistrust in New England that only more positive steps can help.”  Such as approving the Convention’s recommendations, although Otis was not foolish enough to say that directly.

“Especially when the Embargo Act is about to be replaced by another just as bad,” Lowell said.

“We need to deal with these foreigners who think they can run rough-shod over the United States,” Madison said.  “I regret the damage done to New England, and indeed to the rest of the country, but I believe the problems posed by the British and French actions are worse.”

“If you persist in this course, you will discover how wrong that belief is, Mr. President,” Otis said.  “The rights of our states are being eroded; the principles of liberty have been sacrificed on the altar of foreign despots.”

“I don’t hold with this view of states rights,” Madison said.  “I never have.  We must stand united, and that requires a strong central authority.  Your proposals would gravely weaken the authority of the presidency and Congress.”

“And the actions of Congress have gravely weakened the authority of the sovereign states,” Lowell returned.

“If you want your proposed amendments approved, you should be harrying Congress,” Madison said.  “They have the authority to approve it, not I.”

“Some of our colleagues are doing that as we speak,” Otis said.  “But if I may, Mr President, I would ask your personal view of the Hartford Convention.”

“I already told you; I mistrust the doctrine of state’s rights,” Madison said.  “Accepting those proposals would have unacceptable outcomes.”

“You mean you won’t get a chance for a second term?” Lowell said.

Otis waved his colleague to silence, and turned to face the President.  “You reject our Convention’s report, then?”

“I will do everything within my power to oppose it,” Madison said.

Regretfully, Otis said, “Mr President, until recently I had hoped we could stay within the Union.  I truly did.  But this high-handedness, the way our interests have been cast aside for the last five years, and how the interests of other states are allowed to run freely over us... it cannot go on.  Either we make genuine reform, giving each state its proper and sovereign rights, or we shall have to part ways.  I see no other choice.”

“I do hope that’s not a threat,” Madison said.

“So do I, Mr. President.  So do I.”  Otis rose, bowed and left.  He did not look back, but he could feel Madison’s stare on the back of his neck as he walked out.

--

Decades of Darkness #3: The Gathering Storm Clouds

14 April 1810
Washington, District of Columbia
United States of America

...And so, Mr Vice-President, I regretfully withdraw from my office as Senator of the United States of America.  I shall no longer carry out my Senatorial duties until such time as the legitimate concerns of the Commonwealth of Massachusetts, as communicated in the report of the Hartford Convention, have been addressed.  While I do not yet tender formal resignation from my office, out of respect for the dignity of this great institution, I cannot remain here.

Be assured that I carry out this momentous step only after the gravest deliberation, but I can no longer continue in this office as affairs now stand.  With heavy heart I have sought advice from the Lord our Saviour in many hours on bended knee, and my conscience now permits me no other choice.

I remain, sir, your obedient servant,
(Signed) Timothy Pickering

Pickering folded the letter into three, sealed it, and leaned back at his desk.
I wish it hadn’t come to this, he thought.  But every effort to change the Union from the inside had failed.  Good morals and good government could never again be found within the United States of America.  The Embargo Act had been the latest and worst in a long series of disasters which showed that.

Pickering himself had been advocating separation for years, and now more and more of the moderate Federalists had begun to see reason.  Federalism could not be preserved within the Union; not with Virginians dictating terms and with Louisiana and the west about to be added.  Only secession could save Federalism and New England now.

--

25 April 1810
Bulfinch State House,
Boston, Commonwealth of Massachusetts,
United States of America

The third-floor House of Representatives chamber was crowded, with the Senate members packed into the larger chamber to hear Pickering give his address.  They would still have to adjourn to their own chamber to debate afterwards, but they all here and listening to him.  Pickering had called in a favour from recently re-elected Governor Christopher Gore, also a firm Federalist, to be allowed to address the Massachusetts Congress [1].  He suspected that the Legislature would back the Hartford Convention regardless of his speech, but he wanted to be sure.

“A friend of mine in Washington, on hearing of our Hartford Convention, lately asked me, “Is not a great deal of our chagrin founded on personal dislikes, the pride of opinion, and the mortification of disappointment?”  I replied, or to speak correctly, I prepared the following reply.  But when I had finished, perceiving the sentiments too strong for the latitude of Washington, I changed the form, and now address them to you.

“To those questions, perhaps to a certain degree, an affirmative answer may be given. I have more than once asked myself, For what are we struggling? Our lands yield their increase, we are building houses, “are marrying and given in marriage,” yet we are dissatisfied.  Not because we envy the men in office - to most of us a private life is most desirable.  We are dissatisfied, because we see the public morals debased by the corrupt and corrupting system of our rulers.

“Men are tempted to become apostates, not to Federalism merely, but to virtue and to religion and to good government.  Apostasy and original depravity are the qualifications for official honors and emoluments, while men of sterling worth are displaced and held up to popular contempt and scorn.  And shall we sit still, until this system shall universally triumph?  Until even in the Eastern States the principles of genuine Federalism shall be overwhelmed?

“Make no mistake, my friends, this is not merely a struggle between Federalism and Democratic-Republicanism.  Many of the distinguished gentleman on these hallowed benches before me are themselves Democratic-Republicans, and I address my remarks as much to you as to my Federalist friends.  For this is a struggle, not between factions of men, but between corrupt and debased government on the one hand, and liberty and good moral character on the other.

“We have witnessed, over the infant years of our young Republic, a struggle between these forces.  And for too many years, the corrupt forces have been advancing.  We saw how Mr Jefferson’s plan of destruction unfolded.  If at once he had removed from office all the men of good character, and given to the people such substitutes as we see, even his followers would have been shocked.  Instead, he made steady progress in the same course, and he has the credit of being the real source of the innovations which threaten the subversion of the Constitution, and the prostration of every barrier erected by it for the protection of the best, and therefore to him the most obnoxious, part of the community.

“With gleeful heart, he removed such upright men from office as he thought the mass could accept, and then installed men of lesser character, who even if they were steadfast at first, let themselves be debased by the corrupting system of our rulers.  And he cast up Mr Marshall, another Virginian man of good intentions but flawed judgement, who is erecting his own system of repression, turning the Supreme Court of our founding fathers into another instrument for placing his own narrow interpretation of the Constitution above what we have always known it to be, and for binding all the sovereign States of the Union under his will.

“This then, was the course that Mr Jefferson laid upon us during his first term, and then once he had established his minions within the halls of Washington, and had secured himself re-election from the mass who had not yet seen him for what he was, he closed his grasp around the throat of our beloved Commonwealth of Massachusetts.  For if the rivers and waterways of Massachusetts be our life’s blood, he sought to bleed that away by imposing an Embargo Act upon us that halted our free commerce upon those waterways, making them as festering cesspools instead.  He left New England to starve while Napoleon in France grew fat gorging himself on other nations, and old England found her trade elsewhere and cared not one whit for his precious Embargo, and all the while Mr Jefferson said that he was acting only for the interests of our nation.

“And I ask you, my friends, what interests did that preserve?  Not that of our beloved Massachusetts!  And when in fullness of His time Our Lord took Mr Jefferson unto himself, then the Embargo Act remained on its course, and a new man rose to the office of President.  But Mr. Clinton has spent too long in the corrupting system of government in Washington, and he wrung his hands and said that the Embargo Act must continue, and New England should still suffer ever more.

“Finally, to the highest office in this land – or so it is called – rose Mr Madison.  He too seeks to follow where Mr Jefferson led, appointing men of debased morals to the offices of the United States, and kept the Embargo in force until even the mass could see his true character, and cast it out despite his approval.  So for now, my friends, the immediate yoke has been lifted from us, and we are free to trade and rebuild what should never have been cast down.

“But for how much longer?  We look with dread on the ultimate issue - an issue not remote, unless some new and extraordinary obstacle be opposed, and that speedily; for paper constitutions are become as clay in the hands of the potter. The people of the East cannot reconcile their habits, views, and interests with those of the South and West. The latter are beginning to rule with a rod of iron.  So Mr. Jefferson and now Mr Madison has shown.  And must we with folded hands wait the result, or timely think of other protection?

“This is a delicate subject. The principles of our Revolution point to the remedy - a separation. That this can be accomplished, and without spilling one drop of blood, I have little doubt. One thing I know, if we first left the left the tyranny of England, should we not now also leave the popular tyrants in Washington, who shelter themselves under the forms or the name of the Constitution, tortured and interpreted to suit their views?  I do not believe in the practicability of a long-continued union. A Northern confederacy would unite congenial characters, and present a fairer prospect of public happiness; while the Southern States, having a similarity of habits, might be left “to manage their own affairs in their own way.”

“If a separation were to take place, our mutual wants would render a friendly and commercial intercourse inevitable. The Southern States would require the naval protection of the Northern Union, and the products of the former would be important to the navigation and commerce of the latter.  For while Mr Madison has imposed his debased morals on us while he is in Washington, he could no longer do the same if we lived alongside him.  Think not that we should seek to destroy the Union, as if we were a rebellious son destroying his father’s house out of spite – and many of those in the South indeed see as children – but rather, of our nations as a pair of brothers who may have squabbled while growing up, so that they could no longer live under the same roof, but who once they have moved into separate houses can then become amicable neighbours.

“And then, my friends, we could build a new government for ourselves.  The solid principles of government applied to a federate republic - principles which are founded in justice, in sound morals, and religion, and whose object is the security of life, liberty, and property, against popular delusion, injustice, and tyranny.  It may yet be that we could build such a government within the United States.  At the Hartford Convention we proposed measures that would, if not in themselves guarantee that just government be attained, would set us upon that road.  But the debased character of Washington has been shown in their rejection of our Convention, and I fear we must take stronger steps.  Let us first approve the amendments of that Convention, as the first State to do so, and an example for others to follow, so that they may yet be approved by the individual States if Congress and the President in Washington still malinger.

“Thus, my friends, I ask that you move to approve the report of the Hartford Convention: first that this Legislature accepts the proposed amendments to the Constitution, that they be set in ink and paper so that not even the government in Washington can misinterpret our Constitution as it wishes; and second, that in accordance with the Hartford Convention, that this Legislature name a time and place for a second convention to be held in this fair city, and name delegates from those assembled here to attend, that this Convention might discuss what measures should be taken if the proposals of our first Convention are not hereby approved by the various States.

“Thank you for listening, my friends, distinguished gentleman.” [2]

Pickering left the podium to thundering applause.

--

[1] In OTL, Governor Christopher Gore, a Federalist, was defeated by Elbridge Gerry, a Democratic-Republican, in the 1809 election.  Here, the stronger Federalist sentiment over the prolonged Embargo has seen Gore retain the Governorship.

[2] This address is closely based on a letter which Pickering wrote to George Cabot, head of the Essex Junto, and who presided over the Hartford Convention in both OTL and the ATL.  In this TL, I have him reusing the contents of that letter, and modifying them in the light of later developments, to form his address.  Some of the paragraphs of the letter have been used verbatim, some with slight modifications, and new paragraphs have been added to suit the nature of a spoken address rather than a letter.

--

Decades of Darkness #4: The First Rains Fall

12 June 1810
Boston, Commonwealth of Massachusetts
Republic of New England

Pickering raised his glass, the wine sparkling inside.  “I give you... the Republic of New England!”

Otis matched the toast, raising it to his lips and repeating the words.  Many people had made that toast earlier in the night, including Governor Gore himself, the man who had just signed Massachusetts’ declaration of entry into the new Republic.  A Republic of which she was, so far, the only member.

After a moment, Otis nodded, and raised a toast of his own.  “To friends of our new Republic; may they prosper and be numerous.”

Pickering raised his glass and repeated that toast too, but softly.  It was a reminder of how friendless their new nation was.  Formally, the four other New England states’ delegates had approved the Boston Convention and the new Constitution, but their legislatures still had to ratify it.  Pickering expected New Hampshire and Connecticut to ratify it easily, but some of the hints the Vermont and Rhode Island legislatures had given meant that he worried about those states.  And they badly needed New York to join the Republic, but that state had refused to send official delegates to the Boston Convention, although two of their state Congressman had come to observe.

Pickering said, “May your journey find us new friends in London, too.  Better than the ones we’ve found in the rest of the United States.”

“Delaware votes Federalist,” Otis pointed out.

“So does South Carolina, and half of Maryland,” Pickering said.  “But they won’t help us.  We have to travel this road alone.”

Otis nodded.  “Some of the southern Federalists may as well be Democrats.  Bayard down in Delaware, for instance, calls himself a Federalist but advocates war with the British.  We won’t get much help there.”

“So much the more important that we get recognition from London, then,” Pickering said.  If Madison let New England leave in peace – which he still hoped would be the case – then Britain’s recognition would be helpful, nothing more.  But if Madison was feeling belligerent, then Otis’s mission to London would be vital.  The support of Britain would ensure that New England could separate in peace.

“And if not?” Otis asked quietly.

“If not, then we are in God’s hands,” Pickering said.

--

23 July 1810
White House
Washington, District of Columbia
United States of America

Madison felt hollow inside as he stared at the Boston Convention report.  Five copies, each signed by one of the Governors of the New England States, ratifying it, including the secession ordinances and the so-called “Constitution of the Republic of New England” it contained.

Five states.

He had never thought the New Englanders would go so far as this.  That they would make noise, yes, but no more.  How could they betray the principles of the United States, of the Constitution?  “Well, these New England Yankees have always been rebels and traitors,” he muttered.

A discreet knocking at the door interrupted him.  He shook his head, trying to ignore the distraction, but a moment later the knocking repeated itself.

“Come in,” he said.

His secretary sidled in.  “My sincere apologies for disturbing you at this time, sir, but there is bad news.”

Madison shrugged.  “Five stars have just fallen from the flag, and two more are slipping.  Next to that, what news could make things worse?”

The secretary cleared his throat.  “We’ve just heard that Aaron Burr has returned to New York City from Europe.”

Slowly, Madison nodded.  “Yes, that made it worse.”

--

Timeline of the United States of America and Republic of New England

- Excerpts taken from James H. Worthington’s “1800-1850: Early History of the Republic of New England”.  (C) 1947: Boston University Press.  Used with permission.

1803: Louisiana Territory purchased from France for US$15 million.  Considerable agitation in New England, led by Thomas Pickering, but the time is not yet ripe for secession.

1804: Jefferson re-elected President; George Clinton elected Vice-President.

1805: Barbary war ends.

1807: Jefferson forces Embargo Act through Congress, ignoring the grievances of the New England states and other people affected by it.
U.S. Congress passes “Act Forbidding the Importation of Slaves” on 2 March, to take effect the following year.  (Repealed 1834).

1808: James Madison elected President; George Clinton as Vice-President.

1809:

8 January: Death of President Thomas Jefferson.  On the advice of Chief Justice Marshall, George Clinton takes the title of Acting President, acknowledging that the Constitution is unclear, and recommending that a commission be set up to consider this matter in due course.

4 March: James Madison inaugurated as President; George Clinton re-sworn as Vice-President.

14 October: Massachusetts Legislature issues call for a constitutional convention to be held at Hartford to discuss New England’s grievances, particularly the Embargo Act.

20 December: Hartford Convention begins.

1810:

5 January: Publication of the Hartford Convention report, proposing constitutional amendments and condemning the Embargo.

26 March: Embargo Act repealed; Congress discusses new measures such as Non-Intercourse Act.

25 April: Massachusetts Legislature ratifies Hartford Convention and calls for a second convention to be held in Boston.

4 May: Rhode Island Legislature ratifies Hartford Convention, the last New England state to do so.

20 May-12 June: Boston Convention held; delegates endorse secession, draft new Constitution.  Massachusetts Legislature approves secession and endorses new Constitution on 12 June, the first state to enter the Republic of New England.

22 June: New Hampshire Legislature calls for secession.

14 July: Vermont Legislature narrowly passes call for secession, the last New England state to do so.

23 July: Delegates from the New England states return to Boston with the formal documents of secession, endorsing new constitution, and issuing writs to call for elections of a President, Vice-President and Congress.

27 July: Bitterly divided New York Legislature issues a declaration of neutrality, refusing calls to join the Republic of New England, but affirming its right to prevent its citizens from being forcibly conscripted onto either side.  A further bill that would have denied the right for any U.S. or New England armies to set foot on its soil “in the case of hostilities” is rejected.  Advocates of the bill, reportedly encouraged by Aaron Burr, vow to reintroduce it soon.

--

Decades of Darkness #5: The Florida Question

26 July 1810
Washington, District of Columbia
United States of America

John Rhea shook the President’s hand after Madison came out from behind his desk to greet him.  Not content with that, James Rhea bowed as well.  “Mr President, you are most generous to give me some of your time.”

Madison’s responding smile didn’t touch his eyes.  In that moment, Rhea knew that the news would dire, even before the President uttered a word.

Sure enough, Madison said, “Sir, I appreciate the need which brought you here, but I fear I can give you no relief.”

Even though he knew it would be futile, Rhea did his best to present his case.  He had not travelled from Baton Rouge in West Florida merely to be put off at the first signs of discomfort.

“The matter which brought me here is vital, sir.  West Florida is in chaos, its people abandoned by the Spanish government... and most of us want to be American, now.  We want the United States to annex us,” Rhea said.

“And, if I may speak frankly for a moment, I would like you to become American, too,” Madison said.  “But alas, that is not sufficient.  I can risk nothing that would anger Britain.  That was true even before the New England crisis broke; it is doubly urgent now.”

“Most of the people in West Florida are of American birth, Mr. President.  And the territory itself was land you bought during the Louisiana Purchase.  Can you not spare some assistance for your fellow Americans?”  Rhea knew he was pleading, but West Florida badly needed help.  It especially needed a loan to fund its new government, but he would not ask for that explicitly, not yet.

“Not now,” Madison said.  “Spain is a British ally.  Annexing some of her territory, no matter how just the cause, would turn Britain against us.  There is already a New England mission to Britain, begging for recognition of their so-called Republic, and they are meeting as we speak to elect a President.  I cannot risk anything which would anger Britain, under those circumstances.” [1]

Reluctantly, Rhea nodded.  He talked with the President a few minutes longer, for form’s sake, before asking permission to leave.

Disappointment filled him as he walked out.  He had held such high hopes for getting West Florida admitted as a U.S. state.  Now all those hopes were dashed.  Maybe the Committee for Public Safety back down in Baton Rouge could organise itself into its own government – some of them already were talking about forming a Republic of West Florida.  But if there was no hope of U.S. recognition, they would have to fight the Spanish alone.  He doubted they had the strength to do that.

“Mr Rhea?” a polite voice asked.

Rhea looked up from his reverie to see a well-dressed young man standing before him, who then passed him a card.  It read “Senator Henry Clay” and gave the address.

“I am Senator Clay’s secretary, sir.  He asks if you would be kind enough to visit him at his home at your earliest convenience.  I have a horse and buggy waiting for you if you can come now.”

“Gladly,” Rhea said, and followed the man out of the White House.  He had heard of Henry Clay, a Kentuckian Senator who was loudly advocating war with Great Britain, but was unsure why the Senator would want to meet him, especially why he would take the trouble to have someone wait at the White House.  Rhea shrugged mentally.  He would find out soon enough.

After a short trip, they arrived at Clay’s residence.  The secretary ushered him inside.  Clay turned out to be a fresh-faced young man with a prominent nose and orange-red hair.  Rhea hesitated; he had expected someone older.  This man looked like he was too young to even be admitted to the Senate! [2]

Henry Clay rose and offered his hand.  Rhea shook it gladly – Clay had a very firm handshake.  After the usual exchange of polite formalities, Clay said, “If I may ask, what answer did the President give you about your request for annexation?”

“He refused,” Rhea said.

Clay smiled.  “Congress chooses to admit new states, not the President.”

“You mean...?” Rhea let his voice trail off as hope filled him.

Clay said, “Most of the Congressman from the New England states have left.  So have half of those from New York and New Jersey.  With the Houses of Congress as they are now, I believe they would look favourably on a request from West Florida for admission as a state.”

“Would the President sign it?” Rhea asked, not wanting to see his new-found hope come crashing back down to earth.  “He was worried about the British reaction.”

“We have the numbers to force it through over the President’s veto, if we need,” Clay said.  “And as for the British...”  He waved a hand dismissively.  “They will come in against us anyway.  The New Englanders have sent a commission to London already.  But let them come.”

“You are that confident the United States can win?”

“Of course we can,” Clay said.  He sounded brisk, energetic.  Full of a young man’s confidence, Rhea thought.  “Our fathers licked the British during the War of Independence, and we are stronger now than we were then.  Most of New England’s people still support us, I’m sure, despite what their misguided legislators have voted.  And the Canadas are full of American settlers who’ve moved there too.  They’ll come in on our side, the Frenchies in Quebec will support us or just sit it out.  That’ll leave the British alone against us, with no friends over here at all, and needing to send most of their forces against Napoleon.  They can declare war with us over West Florida if they like, and then we’ll crush them.  That’ll bring the Canadas into the United States, and then the New Englanders will come back to us of their own free will.”

He spoke so confidently, Rhea found it easy to believe him.  Especially about the British being busy in Europe.  Clay had a gift for inspiring people, it seemed.

Clay summoned his secretary, who reappeared with a bottle of blackberry wine and two glasses.  Clay poured the wine himself, and Rhea gladly took up the glass.

Clay raised his glass and said, “To the state of West Florida!”

--

[1] I haven’t been able to find out whether Rhea travelled to Washington in person to plead his case or not – my sources vary.  It seems plausible that he might visit in an ATL, though.  Either way, Madison turned him down in OTL, and he would be even more likely to do so in this TL, I think.

[2] Henry Clay was under thirty when he was admitted to the U.S. Senate, below the Constitutionally-mandated age.

--

Decades of Darkness #6: The British Answer

26 September 1810
Number Ten Downing Street
London, England

Foreign Secretary Richard Wellesley looked around the room.  There were only four men in the room, a sign of how unimportant Prime Minister Spencer Perceval – not that that was his official title, but Perceval had always accepted it as a proper title, not a term of abuse as it had been only a few decades before – rated affairs in the Americas.  Wellesley and the Prime Minister were the only Cabinet members present.  The only other attendees were FJ Jackson, as he always called himself, who had been the minister to the United States until recently expelled, and the Prime Minister’s Private Secretary, who was here to record events, not to speak.

“I’d prefer not to get involved here at all,” Perceval said.

Wellesley nodded.  The Prime Minister was far more concerned with the ongoing struggle with Napoleon and the perilous state of the economy than in some colonial squabbles across the Atlantic.  “None of us wants trouble with the Americas, but we can’t afford to ignore them.”

Jackson’s smile was cruel.  “Why not just let them kill each other?”

Wellesley said, “Because once the Americans finished crushing the New Englanders, they would have a battle-hardened army, and be poised to attack the Canadas.  Some of them were calling for an invasion even before New England seceded.”

Jackson said, “It’s better to have the United States staring at New England than staring at the Canadas.”

Perceval said, “But can we afford the distraction of fighting in the Americas?”

“It will be the New Englanders who get to do most of the fighting,” Wellesley said.

“And most of the dying, if dying is needed,” Jackson added.

Wellesley began to understand, then, why the Americans had expelled him.  But the point was a valid one, however cynically it was put.  “I would also ask, sir, if we can afford not to.  The United States are an often vulgar democracy, and the chance to split them in half is one we should welcome.  Even more worrying is their actions over Florida.  They seek to steal land that belongs to our ally – quite apart from their illegal purchase of land in Louisiana.  If we want to keep the Spanish onside and tying down Napoleon’s troops in the Peninsula, then we have to do something about the Americans.”

“A telling point,” Perceval said.  “So, you think we should recognise this Republic of New England?”

“Yes, sir, I do.”  “Divide and rule” had always been the British foreign policy in Europe; Napoleon’s current ascendancy was proof of why that was necessary.  It could work well in the Americas, too.  “What better way to guarantee ourselves a long-term ally in the Americas?  They will always be smaller than the United States, and thus of necessity dependent on us, and they will protect our North American colonies at the same time.” [1]

Perceval nodded.  “I’ll recommend it to Cabinet, then.  And about West Florida?”

“Express our protest to the United States’ minister here, in the strongest possible terms.  Tell them we regard the proposed annexation as illegal; that if it is not revoked we will take whatever steps are necessary.”

“Including war, you think?” Perceval said.  “I truly do not want a war in the Americas while we are occupied in Europe.”

“I doubt it will come to that,” Wellesley said.  Actually, he thought it likely, but wanted to manoeuvre the Americans into declaring war first.  Otis had advised him that that would be the best choice, since having the United Kingdom declare war could turn New York sentiment against them.  “And even if it did, it would be the New Englanders who did most of the fighting.  We would give them mostly naval support, and our navy is less needed in Europe after Trafalgar.”

Perceval nodded, and spoke to his private secretary.  “Be so good as to bring in Mr Otis, will you?  We have some good news for him.”

--

Timeline of the United States of America and Republic of New England

- Excerpts taken from James H. Worthington’s “1800-1850: Early History of the Republic of New England”.  (C) 1947: Boston University Press.  Used with permission.

1810:

24 July-6 August:

United States Congress, meeting in special session (as agreed before the house adjourned in March) considers responses to the New England crisis.  It eventually adopts the following resolutions:

1. New England secession declared illegal.
2. Proposes appointing commissioners to visit the rebellious states and persuade them to revoke their secession.
3. Adopts measures “in the case of war”, authorising increased budgets for the army and developing navy, but falling short of a formal declaration of war.
4. Congress resolves to have a new special session called to Washington on March 4 the following year, immediately after Congressional elections, to consider the New England response to the commission.

In a separate resolution, Congress approves “in principle” support for the annexation of West Florida and its admission as a state, provided that the locals organise themselves properly first.  Authorises a loan to assist in financing the development of the province, with an invitation to reapply for annexation after Congress reconvenes the next year.

August-November:

United States of America develops its armed forces, training militias and other activities.  State militias are also being raised in New England and New York, although without formal approval of the as-yet unformed New England government.  Occasional skirmishes between pro-New England and pro-US militias in New York, New Jersey and Pennsylvania.

28 September:

British Cabinet votes to grant diplomatic recognition of the Republic of New England; agrees to an exchange of ambassadors after elections are held and a new government formed there.

4 November: 

American forces under Governor Harrison, having become more militant since the New England crisis, are defeated near Tippecanoe in a surprise raid by the Shawnee and allied Amerindian peoples, under the leadership of Tenskwatawa (the Prophet).  Unconfirmed rumours circulate that the British have been actively arming and training the Shawnee for some months, fuelling U.S. anger against the British.  Some historians class this battle as the first action in the Second American War of Independence, but it usually considered to be a separate conflict which was only later merged into the war.

November-December:

The Congressional elections (and Senate appointments) return an increasingly militant Congress.  The “War Hawks” are prominent in the elections, including Henry Clay (Kentucky), William Lowndes and John C. Calhoun (South Carolina) and Peter B. Porter (New York).  While New York has participated in these elections, doubts linger as to the sincerity of their representatives (except for Peter B. Porter), as New York has elected two Federalist Representatives and one Federalist Senator.

In New England, Timothy Pickering (Massachusetts) is elected 1st President of the Republic of New England, with former U.S. Senator Chauncey Goodrich (Connecticut) elected as Vice-President.  According to the resolutions of the Boston Convention, Pickering is President immediately, and the houses of Congress likewise both convene immediately “due to the needs of the crisis”, although all subsequent Presidents and legislators will take office on March 4.

1811:

4 March:

Congress reconvenes in Washington.  Henry Clay quickly elected Speaker of the House, and the War Hawks, led by Clay and Calhoun, begin advocating war with Britain and strong measures against New England.

--

[1] This is contrary to what British leaders thought later, during the ACW.  By then, it had become apparent just how much land there was in North America, and how easily it could be filled up with people.  At this time, it was far from obvious what a colossus the United States would become, and the British were more prepared to do things which weakened the Americans (e.g. supporting the American Indians).

--

Decades of Darkness #7: The War Drums Sound

18 March 1811
Washington, District of Columbia
United States of America

Whereby it is noted that that the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland has:

1. Illegally impressed sailors of the United States of America, violated the neutrality of shipping, and unlawfully obstructed commerce; and

2. Armed, trained and supported the seditious activities of the Indian peoples in their insurrections against the United States of America; and

3. Refused to recognise the United States’ admission of the State of West Florida, which was duly passed into law by Congress as valid from the 1st of January 1811, and threatened the invasion and occupation of the same; and

4. Aided and abetted the rebellion threatened by the States of Massachusetts, Connecticut, Vermont, New Hampshire and Rhode Island;

A state of war is hereby declared between the United States of America and the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland and her Overseas Colonies and Possessions.

Approved by both Houses of Congress, and signed into law by President James Madison on this day, Monday the Eighteenth Day of March in the Year of Our Lord Eighteen Hundred and Eleven.

--

Extracts from “A War of Ironies: A Short History of the Second War of Independence”
By James E. Howard
King George’s University
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1949 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission. [1]

The Second American War of Independence is a war full of ironies.  Not the least of these is that it is only called by that name in the rest of the world; none of the participants consider that it suits that name.  To those most directly affected by it, the people of New England, it is most commonly called the Second American Revolution.  To those who live in the former United Kingdom, it is most commonly called simply the War of 1811, despite the fact that the first military actions took place in 1810, even if war was not formally declared then.  Some Americans give it the same name, while others call it the Great Rebellion...

Perhaps more ironic still is that, in a war to prevent the secession of New England, the first blow the United States struck after finally declaring war was aimed not against New England, but against the British…

--

12 June 1811
Near Amhertsburg,
Upper Canada

“May I say, sir, what a pleasure it is to have a commander who’s prepared to attack?”

Major General Thomas Pinckney nodded to his adjutant.  “Thank you.”

Around and ahead of them, Pinckney’s militia forces marched steadily under the hot summer sun.  It was a dusty march, but better than being here during, say, winter.

And he appreciated the dig at Governor Hull, who had been in command of the militia here until a couple of weeks before.  But he had been better at making excuse why he shouldn’t attack than at attacking, and so Pinckney had been able to inveigle himself into the command, leaving Hull with Harrison further west in Indiana Territory, to worry about the Indians.

Pinckney paused to spit on the ground.  “The Prophet and his Indians need to be dealt with too,” he muttered.

“Not today, sir,” the adjutant said.  “The British are ripe for the plucking.”

Pinckney nodded.  Many of the British were further out west, helping the Shawnee and their allies against Harrison.  That would mean trouble later, he knew, but for now it made his task much easier.  If he could take Fort Madsen and Amhertsburg, the territory around Detroit would be much more secure, and the way would be open to invade deep into the Canadas.  It might even mean they could outflank New England, since the New Yorkers’ declaration of neutrality made it difficult to suppress the rebellion.

“Indeed.  Only a small force; they should have prepared better.”

“Too busy sucking up to the Federal-”  The adjutant caught Pinckney’s eye and said, “The New Englanders, I mean.”

Pinckney shrugged to himself; no point bawling out his adjutant when thousands of his men were thinking the same thing.  The New Englanders had tainted Federalism with talk of secession for years before they finally rebelled.  One reason he was here today was to prove that Federalists could still be loyal to the United States.  He feared that if he did nothing, the name “Federalist” would become a synonym for “rebel” and “traitor” before this war was over.

Some of the men parted to let through a returning scout.  The scout said, “Sir, the British are just outside Amhertsburg, and we outnumber them by a lot.”

Pinckney smiled.  “Pass the word to be prepared for battle.”  He would prefer a night to rest if possible, but if the men had to deploy today, so be it.  Victory would be sweet, if the first battle in the war belonged to the United States.  It would be the harbinger of many more to come.

--

Timeline of the United States of America and Republic of New England

- Excerpts taken from James H. Worthington’s “1800-1850: Early History of the Republic of New England”.  (C) 1947: Boston University Press.  Used with permission.

1810:

December:

United States Congress reconvenes for final session of the term.  Passes further war measures, and admits the former Republic of West Florida as a state effective from 1 January of the following year, with Congressional and state elections to be held within six months.  Fulwar Skipwith is the state’s first Governor.

Congress agrees to convene a new special session immediately after the expiry of the current term.

1811:

January-March:

British contacts with the Indians in Indiana Territory and surrounding areas are strengthened, bringing the United States and the United Kingdom to the brink of war.

18 March:

United States declares war on United Kingdom; names New England states as territories in rebellion.

13 June:

American militia forces under Major General Thomas Pinckney defeat a smaller British force in the First Battle of Amherstburg; Fort Madsen evacuated as British forces retreat.

--

[1] James E. Howard has been denigrated by some professional historians as being a populist historian, trying to inject controversy into undisputed areas, of “glossing over” controversial areas in favour of telling the version which he thinks sounds the most exciting to his readers, and of having a distinct anti-American bias (and to a lesser extent, anti-British bias).  Nevertheless, his history of the war is one of the most entertaining books on the subject.

--

Decades of Darkness #8: Echoes in the Mist

Extracts from “A War of Ironies: A Short History of the Second War of Independence”
By James E. Howard
King George’s University
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1949 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission.

...While Pinckney’s incursions into Canada provided some distraction to the British, as did the ongoing successful raids by the Shawnee in Indiana, the main question of the war was unarguably whether New England could successfully defend her independence.  And thus the early fortunes of the war turned on the fate of New York.

It was well-nigh impossible for the United States to invade the rebellious states of New England without passing through New York territory.  An invasion through the Canadas was impractical at best.  And a naval assault was impossible, given the moribund status of the U.S. Navy and the hostility of Britain.  Troops might perhaps have been moved by sea, but they would have been vulnerable to strikes by British marines, and cut off from resupply in short order.

Yet few United States leaders suggested invading New York.  Even Calhoun and Clay, the most vocal of the warhawks, who had loudly approved of military action against the Canadas and West Florida, had shrank from approving any action against New York itself, which might turn the population against the United States.  Formally, the state was still part of the Union, even if its militia and other forces refused to take any action against New England.  The weight of population and industry in New York also meant that its departure would severely weaken the United States’ potential to wage war, and correspondingly enhance that of New England.  More worrying still, its departure could inspire other states to follow – New Jersey almost certainly, and perhaps even Pennsylvania and Ohio, a point which had been raised during the Congressional debates.

From the New England point of view, however, a neutral New York served them almost as well as one which was a member of the New Republic – better, in some ways.  It gave New England time to organise militias for their defense, without the risk of American invasion, something which may well otherwise have come earlier if New York had joined the Republic before the outbreak of war.  And it gave time for the Royal Navy to base ships in New England ports, which made any major naval attack on New England impossible.  And the British, lobbied by Secretary of State Otis, carefully took no action in New York or its territorial waters which might turn New York sentiment against them...

In New York itself, opinion was sharply divided.  There was some sympathy for New England, particularly in New York City, where the Embargo Act had also gutted trade.  Some of the more far-sighted thinkers recognised the United States’ inevitable drift toward slaveholding, and felt that New York’s own free-soil status might be endangered if it remained within the Union.  And a few of the more prominent statesmen, such as De Witt Clinton and Rufus King, favoured joining New England, thinking that their status in that nation would rise much higher.  After all, no New Yorker had ever become President of the United States of America [1], but in the New Republic, New York would inevitably dominate by weight of population.

On the other hand, there was some anti-British feeling in New York, particularly upstate New York, where memories of the First War of Independence were stronger.  Loyalty to the Union also remained a considerable factor even amongst many New Yorkers who thought that New England should be permitted to depart in peace.  Hence the declaration of neutrality may well have been the only practical choice for the Legislature, since either a motion of secession or a motion condemning New England may well have started a fully-fledged civil war within the state.  The skirmishes which New York had already seen demonstrated that, as did the steady trickle of New York volunteers to join each side…

... The neutrality of New York thus became a vital factor for both sides during the early months of the war.  Although New York had not formally forbidden American forces from crossing their soil, it was clear to both sides that any armies which entered the state would swing sentiment against the invaders.  It became a waiting game, to see whose patience failed first...

--

4 September 1811
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

As the first President of New England, Timothy Pickering had had to deal with many men, including many he disliked, and a few he actively hated.  But no man he had ever met inspired quite the same sense of loathing that Aaron Burr did.  If Burr had not come in the company of De Witt Clinton – a much more reasonable man, and now one of the leading Federalists in New York – Pickering would have been tempted to refuse him a meeting.  Burr’s intrigues in New York had been for secession, but there were probably as many men opposed to secession simply because Burr favoured it than the man had persuaded to support it.

When his secretary ushered the men in, Pickering rose and bowed, avoiding the need to shake hands with Burr.  “Welcome to Hartford, Mr Clinton, Mr Burr,” Pickering said, again avoiding the necessity of calling Burr a gentleman.  “May I ask what has brought you on the difficult journey from New York to the capital of this glorious republic?”

That was not merely a polite question; travel between New York and New England had become dangerous since the outbreak of war.  Clashes between pro-New England and pro-Union forces in New York had escalated to the point where the state could almost be called in civil war.  And American naval ships and privateers swarmed the seas, despite the British naval presence.  Last week a British frigate had been sunk only a few miles out of Boston, and the U.S. frigate responsible had escaped pursuit.

Clinton said, “We have come to see what we can do to end this war.  Without further bloodshed.”

“Have you?” Pickering said.  “I wish war had not broken out, but I do not see how it can be stopped now.”

“It has brought chaos to New York,” Clinton said.

“And not far from it in New England,” Pickering said.  Though the majority of New Englanders supported secession, a substantial minority remained opposed, especially in Rhode Island and Vermont, and the results of secession had not been peaceful.  The organisation of militias had brought some measure of calm, but it might yet erupt again.

“But the cause of this war is the tyranny in Washington,” Pickering said.  “They started this war, they invaded the Canadas, and only the neutrality of New York has kept them from striking us.  Only they can choose to halt it.”

“And do you think the United States will abandon it easily?” Burr said.  “Their armies are in Upper Canada, and their navy can strike into the waters around New England.”

Pickering sighed.  “No, the United States have shown more determination than I had hoped.  I wish they had let us leave in peace and live alongside them in peace.  That was what I always wanted.  But if we must defend our independence through force of arms, then we shall.”

Clinton said, “Your armies have not done much defending yet.  Which is why we’re here.”

“You think we do not dare to fight?” Pickering said.  Maybe he had been mistaken about Clinton.  The man was reported to be a firm Federalist, and as mayor of New York City had been influential in helping people look favourably on New England, but maybe his principles had lapsed.  His uncle was still Vice-President of the United States, after all, and had refused to repeal the Embargo Act when he had had the chance.

“No, we ask why you haven’t,” Clinton said.

“That should be obvious,” Pickering said.  And he was sure that Clinton saw it too.  They were obviously leading up to something, but he could not yet see what it was.  “Our militia have been raised to defend their home states, and they can refuse to venture outside those states.”  He did not mention the small professional army that New England was raising, from some volunteers and members of the former U.S. Army who had returned to their home states.  That force was not yet ready to venture outside of the borders of New England.

“And the President of their nation can’t order them to go further?” Clinton asked sardonically.

“Their state governors could ask them to, if they wish, but I cannot.  That is, after all, one reason we formed our new republic.”

“Will that ensure your defense?” Clinton said.

“For that, we can rely on the British,” Pickering said.  He wished Clinton and Burr would come to the point, but they were clearly talking him around to something.  He decided to place a barb of his own.  “If I were from your state, I would be worried about a British victory.  They claim a large part of New York.”

“That only matters if they win,” Clinton said.  “And the war still goes on.”

Pickering said, “But do you truly doubt the British will lose?  They have the resources of an Empire which spans the globe.  They are distracted by the war with Napoleon, but if they need to call on their full reserves, they will.  They will stop short of reconquering the United States, but they will hold what they can take.”  He stopped short of pointing out that the British would be more willing to concede their claims to upper New York if it were part of a friendly New England than part of a hostile United States.  Burr and Clinton both supported that already, he knew.

“They also claim part of Massachusetts, Mr President,” Burr said quietly. [2]

“That claim can be settled once the war is over,” Pickering said.

“Once the British win it for you, you mean,” Clinton said.

Burr added, “Consider, sir, how the British will view that.  Their soldiers are fighting and dying in Upper Canada, their navy is under attack near your own ports, but you are doing nothing.”

“And what do you propose we do, then?” Pickering said, unable to keep the chill from his voice.  Burr’s comments had more truth than he liked to admit.

Burr said, “Would the state governors order their militia into other states, if it was required to defend New England?”

“They would, yes,” Pickering said.  Now they came to the crux of the matter, he thought.

“Then they could defend New York, if it was a state in New England,” Burr said.

“Of course,” Pickering said.  “But are you sure it will become one?”  He had always hoped that New York would join a secession movement – it had been a major theme in his writings since just after the turn of the century – but their lack of actions recently had disappointed him.

Burr smiled.  “Perhaps you have not yet heard.  Lieutenant Governor Broome died a few days ago.” [3]

“That is news,” Pickering said.  “But how what do you want me to do?”

Clinton said, “I believe I can become the next Lieutenant Governor.  And as mayor of New York, I can... influence how the people of the city view secession.”

“That would be welcome,” Pickering said.  “But I repeat: how does this involve me?”

Burr smiled.  “Governor Tompkins is a Democratic-Republican, even if he has been keeping very quiet over secession.  He would hardly be a suitable candidate... for the next Presidential election.”

Pickering leaned forward.

Burr continued, “Your New England Constitution limits you to a single term, and further requires that the next President come from another state.  What better place for the next Federalist President of New England to come from than... New York State?”

Pickering said.  “So you offer...?”

Clinton said, “We can give you New York State, if in turn, when the next presidential election comes, you support my candidacy for the Presidency.”

Pickering could not keep the grin from his face.

--

[1] George Clinton was a New Yorker, but he merely became Acting President, not President.  Madison is the 4th President.

[2] This refers to the British claims to part of Maine, which at this time was still part of the state of Massachusetts.

[3] Broome died in 8 August 1810 in OTL; here the desire to do something about secession meant that he clung on to life for a while longer. [4]

[4] Although he wasn’t necessarily in a fit state to do much about it anyway, which was another reason New York was so confused.

--

Decades of Darkness #9: One Step Forward, Two Steps Back

25 September 1811
Albany, State of New York

As his troops marched through the streets of Albany, greeted by some people cheering but by more watching in ominous silence, General William Hull wondered if he had truly made the right decision in remaining with the United States.  Connecticut still had its calls on his heart, but not strong enough to make him betray the Union.  Not even being summarily replaced as commander of forces in Michigan Territory had been enough to change his mind.  New England was better off inside the United States than out of it; he remained convinced of that.

Before long, his soldiers reached the residence of Rufus King.  King had been a U.S. Senator, and still theoretically was, but the Congress was not in session.  Whether King would ever return to Washington of his own free will was doubtful, though.  Not with his public support for the secession vote in the Legislature.

As the soldiers surrounded the house, Hull walked up to the door himself.  Such a prominent citizen deserved that courtesy, even if he was being arrested on a charge of treason.

King answered the door himself, surprisingly.  He must have been expecting this visit; Union forces had only reached the city yesterday, but everyone knew what to expect.

“Ah, General Hull.  What brings you to my humble home?” King said.

Hull said, “As you would expect, I am here to place you under arrest.  The charge is giving aid and comfort to the enemies of the United States.  Treason, if you prefer.”

King sighed.  “Urging the Legislature to exercise its sovereign right to secede is not treason.  A pity Governor Tompkins refused to sign the declaration of secession, but that will be solved, in time.”

“It is a violation of the Constitution of the United States,” Hull said.  “And I am not here to argue with you, sir, but to arrest you, and eventually all the disloyal members of your Legislature that have not already fled the state.  Will you come quietly?”

King nodded.

Hull stepped back and waved for the soldiers to come forward.  As they came near, a rifle shot rang out from a nearby alley.  Hull instinctively looked for the firer as he ducked for cover.

As his soldiers returned fire, their own rifles barking out, someone let loose an agonising scream.  Hull turned to see King dropping to his knees, clutching his stomach.

“No,” Hull whispered.  That shot must have come from one of his own soldiers.  And to strike King, the soldier could only have deliberately aimed at him.  No-one who was returning fire to the alley could have accidentally struck the Senator.  How many people had just witnessed this deliberate act of murder?  And one for which, Hull knew, he would probably bear the blame.

A second shot rang out from the alley, and a Union soldier dropped to the ground with a hole punched out of the back of his head.  The other soldiers advanced, but Hull had eyes only for King.  He had taken a belly wound, which guaranteed him the worst sort of lingering death.  And instinctively, Hull knew that the soldier who died would turn out to be the one who fired at King.  That soldier had been murdered in turn, by a very good marksman.

Even amidst the clamour in the streets, Hull could already make out a cry of ‘murder’.  That word would be repeated over and over, he knew.  More than anything else, he suspected, this would turn the New Yorkers to New England.

--

26 September 1811
Albany, State of New York

Aaron Burr remained calmly in his chair, despite the man holding a pistol.

“Give me that money!” the man said.

Bur affected not to notice the bag of coins sitting beside him.  “Whatever for?”

“You know what for!” the man said.

“I merely discussed certain matters with you,” Burr said.  “About how the Union soldiers would certainly be arresting Senator King and others.  They will come for me, in time, but no doubt think me less important.”  A mistake of which he had no plans to correct, either.

“You said I’d be rewarded!” the man said.  He started to raise the pistol.

“And rewarded you shall,” Burr said.

The man pointed the pistol at Burr.  “I’ll take it myself, then!”  He reached out and took the bag; Burr made no motion to stop him.

The pistol shot which rang out come from behind the man, and caught him in the head.

“Well done, Jones,” Burr said.  “Best to report this attempted robbery to the U.S. forces, since they claim to support order in the city now.  In Governor Tompkins’ name, of course.”

“And you, sir?” Jones asked, from his hiding place in the shadows.

“Best I leave Albany, for now.  The troops will inevitably come for me, if they aren’t driven out by the militia first.”

Burr rose and left, smiling in the near-darkness.

--

Extracts from “A War of Ironies: A Short History of the Second War of Independence”
By James E. Howard
King George’s University
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1949 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission.

... In the end, the United States had to move first.  The successful secession vote in the New York Legislature may have provided them with impetus to move, especially when it was deadlocked after Governor Tompkins refused to sign it, but Madison had to act anyway.  New York’s neutral status provided a buffer which afforded New England too much protection.

The initial entry into New York certainly suggested that Madison had taken the right decision.  The Union forces had been ready to move for some months, and penetrated rapidly into most of the state, with General Hull leading a force to Albany itself.  They received a warm welcome in some quarters, but that welcome quickly faded.  The wanton commandeering of supplies from the locals generated hostility, as did the constant skirmishes with pro-Republic forces.  But these were minor considerations when compared to the reaction to that greeted the death of Rufus King.

The assassination of Rufus King is a crime which remains unsolved to this day.  Many theories have been advanced to explain it, some ingenious, others merely implausible.  A military court of inquiry into General Hull’s behaviour cleared him of any involvement, but that finding was greeted with derision.  Some suspicion pointed itself at Aaron Burr, but there has never been a shred of evidence to suspect him, and only his natural reputation for deviousness cast any suspicion on him in the first place...

In any event, the result of the assassination is unquestioned.  Pro-Union sentiment in New York was significantly reduced, and Republican forces were greeted as liberators when they entered the state.  The fleeing members of the New York Legislature responded by creating a government-in-exile, which was supported by most New Yorkers.  There is no doubt that New Jersey would have followed New York’s lead immediately if it hadn’t been for the presence of large Union forces in the state, and certainly New Jersey sentiment followed that of New York when given the opportunity to express it.

In another of the war’s many ironies, a move designed to ensure the loyalty of New York State – arresting the vocal supporters of secession – merely guaranteed its departure.

--

Decades of Darkness #10: Moves and Counter-Moves

25 April 1812
Near York, Upper Canada

Smoke rose from his left as Major General Thomas Pinckney looked out over Lake Ontario.  The lake had been British-dominated until recently – the American forces occupying Rochester in New York were hard-pressed – but the victory here should relieve part of that pressure.  And the fires blazing behind them should have taught the British not to trifle with American arms.  Pinckney had given orders to spare civilian lives, but their houses and property were fair game.

“Shame we can’t stay here,” he murmured.  But their supply lines were hopelessly overextended; the main reason he had permitted the looting was the need to gather as many supplies as possible. He would have to return to Rochester or maybe even Buffalo before he had a secure base.

As secure as any base could be in New York, at least.  The state was in chaos, with Union and Yankee forces trading blows across most of the state, and New York City itself firmly in the hands of the British and their Yankee cat-paws.  Maybe most of the locals wanted to be part of New England by now; Pinckney couldn’t tell.  If that was true, then that would be another grave blow against both the United States, and Federalism in particular.  His heart still belonged with that party, but the actions of the New Englanders had tainted Federalism forever.  Even now, his soldiers referred to the Yankees as ‘Feds’ much of the time.

His adjutant walked up behind him.  Still looking at Lake Ontario, Pinckney said “This should make Rochester easier to hold, shouldn’t it?”

“I doubt it matters now, sir,” his adjutant said.

Pinckney’s heart sank when he heard his adjutant’s tone.  “Is the news that bad?”

“We’ve just received word that there was a battle in Lake Erie.  The British defeated our fleet there.  Captain Perry was reportedly killed when his flagship was sunk.”

Pinckney muttered an oath.  “We’ll have to withdraw, then.”  He had been planning that anyway; but if the British had control of Lake Erie, supporting his operations here would be impossible.  And now they had lost Perry, one of the few New Englanders who remained loyal to the United States.

“It could be worse, sir – you might still have command in Detroit,” the adjutant said.

That was a bad joke, and small comfort even if it had been serious, Pinckney thought.  The northwestern frontier was a disaster, with the British reoccupying Amherstburg, and with their Indian allies on the rampage.  Michigan and Indiana Territories were both under threat, by all reports.

“Better gather the troops,” Pinckney said.  “We’ll be needed back in New York.”  They had to hold upstate New York, or the United States would face disaster.

--

4 September 1812
Trenton, New Jersey

“Still more of these British and Yankees invading this state?” General Andrew Jackson said.  “Well, if I need to whip them again, I will.”

The messenger glowed at the confident words, and was still smiling when he left at Jackson’s nod.  Jackson wished he felt as confident as he sounded.  The last year’s campaigning had been vigorous.  And while Jackson had had several successes, including a major defeat of the combined British-New England forces outside New Brunswick, he knew he needed only one major defeat, and New Jersey would be lost.

The Yankees already occupied the northern part of the state.  Their so-called ‘Continental Army’ – a travesty against the memory of George Washington and the Revolution – had found a welcome there.  And one reason Jackson had moved his troops back to Trenton was to ensure compliance from the State Legislature.  He suspected that if they dared to call a vote, it would come down in favour of secession.

“Of course, none of them are fool enough to try,” Jackson muttered, as he walked back to his command post.  They feared being arrested, sure enough.  That move had originally been designed merely to keep them quiet – no-one had seriously thought about executing the members of the New York Legislature – but it had gone badly wrong when Hull bungled the arrest of Rufus King.  Much more than anything else, that had poisoned the feelings of the people of New Jersey.

“Where are the Yankees?” he asked, as he entered.

“Marching on New Brunswick, again,” came back the reply.

“Then we march too,” he said, and starting brushing out a stream of orders.  He felt thankful that the British had not used their naval strength much against New Jersey, such as they had done last month when raiding Baltimore.

Another messenger entered, and Jackson paused.  “Is this important?”

The messenger removed his hat.  “Yes, sir.  We’ve just received word that the British have...”  The messenger faded to a halt.

“Yes?” Jackson said.

“Sir, the British have occupied Washington City.”

--

Decades of Darkness #11: A Tale Of Two Presidents

11 September 1812
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

Timothy Pickering, First President of the Republic of New England, thought he should feeling better than he did.  By all the reports in the newspapers and on the streets, the war was going well.  The attempted American invasions of Connecticut, Massachusetts and Vermont had long since failed, and their incursions into the Canadas had proven short-lived.  New York City was firmly part of New England now, and although upstate New York was a quagmire, the balance seemed to be tilting to the New Republic.  The recent victories in the west, and the news out of Washington, certainly made it hard to see how the United States could continue the war.

“So, on the face of it, a success,” Pickering murmured.  There had been only limited invasions of New England territory – two of the five founding states had not even been touched.  Yet he still felt unhappy.  The very thing which had allowed New England to advance – British intervention – might now prove its undoing.

There had always been anti-British sentiment in New England.  He’d known that from the start, which was why he had taken the steps he did.  Persuading the British to keep out of New York early had been important, as had waiting for the United States to declare war.  Even today, New England and Britain were not formal allies – people remembered the First American Revolution too well.  But with their close cooperation recently, they might as well have been... which was the source of his current problem.

The British were doing well enough out of the war that now some people were starting to whisper that the secession had been merely a move by the rich classes to reverse the American Revolution.  That was completely untrue, of course.  The principles of good moral government were all Pickering stood for, and had ever stood for.  But especially in the rural areas, dissent was growing.  It was disorganised as yet, but it could grow worse, the more the war was prolonged.

“Especially with the Indians in the west.”  Tecumseh had proven a man of good martial spirit, even if he was a savage, and with their British allies, the Indians had done very well for themselves.  But that worried people too, especially the New Yorkers.

Might people want to reverse secession?  Pickering had thought he had dealt with that problem earlier, but it could resurface.  A mixture of cajoling, pressure and necessity had been useful in the last two years, to solve the earlier problems.  Many of the militias had refused to fight except in direct defense of their home state, especially once Britain joined in the war, and many others had given only the appearance of compliance.  A few had even fought directly for the Union – the Freedom Brigade in New Hampshire caused occasional grief even to this day.  But much of this opposition had faded over time, especially with the U.S. invasion of New York, and their high-handed actions there.  And having the militias around to defend their home states was not entirely a bad thing, in any case.  Still, the reluctance of militia to follow orders caused some problems.  Even the Continental Army was reluctant to advance beyond New York.

The opposition of the state governors was another matter.  There had been considerable reluctance to follow requests from the central government.  Rhode Island, in particular, had gone along with secession largely because it was surrounded by other states that did, and now that secession had led to war, its government and especially Governor Jones were unhappy.  He doubted it would come to counter-secession, but who could be sure?

Worse, he was worried that the war might turn this Republic into something too close to the United States for comfort.  As President, he had had to give orders which he thought were best for the Republic as a whole, but which were sometimes less well appreciated by the states.  He sometimes felt tempted to override them, but that might turn Hartford into another Washington, another central government tyranny.  “Lord, give me strength to resist the temptation,” Pickering murmured.

But the problem remained before him, despite moments spent in prayer.  Anti-British sentiment would not go away, and he didn’t want to have to press for more powers for a central government.  It was one thing to have British support in a defensive struggle – that had raised some voices, but not too many to be manageable – but to be fighting alongside the people who had burned Washington was another story.  Even many patriotic New Englanders who had despised living under the tyranny of Washington still hated the thought of it going up in flames.

“Maybe we should make peace now,” he murmured.  He had never wanted to come to blows with the United States in the first place.  Once war had started, though, he had to think what was best for New England.  Any independent New England would need New York, he knew, and he had been saying that for years before secession finally came.  Could he trust the vagaries of the peace table to deliver New York?  New Jersey would be important, too, but he doubted the will of some of the people there.  Many of them preferred to stay with the United States.  But still, with those two states, New England would be equal to the United States.  Without them, the Republic would be sorely pressed.

“But if we keep them, that will mean a longer war.”  That might mean open revolt over the involvement of the British.  And it would certainly mean that he would have to exercise central power more, which he detested.  Making peace would make it easier to preserve good government in the Republic.  In the end, that was the telling point.

“Let us stand in peace beside the United States.  If we can make peace with them, then we can continue beside them in a government which maintains its principles.”

Pickering nodded to himself, and reached for paper to write a letter.

--

11 September 1812
Fredericksburg, Virginia
United States of America

A hotel suite in Fredericksburg – even the finest room in the finest hotel in the city – made a poor comparison for the Capitol Building and the White House.  But for the time being, President Madison had no intention of returning there.  The British had only been in Washington for a week before departing, but they could come back, and even with a reinforced garrison in the capital, Madison saw no need to take the risk.

But then, this entire war had been a risk, the size of which Madison had only slowly begun to realise.  Britain had proven far more capable of fighting than he had anticipated, despite being entangled with Napoleon.  And while many New Englanders had wanted to remain with the Union, there had not been as much support he had hoped.  John Adams had spoken out against secession, but it had not been enough.

And then, the war itself could hardly have gone worse.  The initial successes in Upper Canada and on the high seas now seemed a distant memory.  Since then, the war seemed to be merely a long litany of disasters.  Indiana Territory almost completely lost.  New York City seceded, taking half the state with it.  Defeat outside Manchester, Vermont and Pittsfield, Massachusetts.  Vice-President Clinton dead.  Albany fallen.  Detroit captured.  Much of New Jersey lost.  Defeat on Lake Erie.

Oh, there were some flashes of hope.  York in Upper Canada burned.  General Jackson had checked the forces invading New Jersey twice, and was holding a fighting retreat on the third invasion... but it was still a retreat.  There was some good news from the south.  General James Wilkinson had done sterling work defeating the Creeks in Mississippi Territory, and the other Indians who sought to take advantage of the United States’ distraction.  And West Florida was settling in as a state, despite his initial misgivings.  But none of that could make up for the disasters in the north.

Especially the most recent disaster, Washington City itself.  The embarrassingly easy way the British had defeated the garrison and moved in had been a major blow.  And then they had stayed long enough merely to show that they weren’t being driven out, then left.  They were just sending a message: they could do more, but didn’t want to expend the effort.

“Is it time to seek peace?” Madison asked himself.  He could hardly stomach the likely result of a peace.  Half the nation torn away, the Indians in the Northwest likely granted lands that belonged to the United States, maybe even West Florida and much of the Louisiana Purchase wrested from its rightful owners.  Yet if he did not seek peace, much of that land might fall to the British anyway.  If he sought peace now, while American arms had shown some success, he might have room to bargain... but seeking peace might itself be a signal of weakness.

A discreet knock at the door interrupted his thoughts.

“Sir, there is a letter here from John Quincy Adams.”

Madison raised an eyebrow.  John Quincy Adams had been his minister to the Russian Empire since before the outbreak of war, and had remained there despite the departure of his state.  That letter must have travelled a very roundabout route to have arrived here.

Madison skimmed the letter: its contents were brief and to the point.  Tsar Alexander was offering to mediate between the United States and Britain.  Apparently the Tsar wanted the British to be free to concentrate on Napoleon.

This offer, at least, Madison was willing to consider.  The letter made no mention of New England, which was intriguing.  But it would be good to negotiate with the British... if they would accept the offer.  Madison didn’t know, but he had only one way to find out.

He reached for paper and began to write a letter.

--

Decades of Darkness #12: Winter of Discontent

5 December 1812
The Winter Palace, St Petersburg,
Russian Empire

St. Petersburg in winter struck John Quincy Adams as a poor place to hold negotiations.  At the best of times, the city would still be far from the capitals of the main parties.  As it was now, the city was cut off from most news by the tyranny of distance and winter.  But this was where Tsar Alexander resided, and thus where the negotiations were held.  At least the Russians knew how to heat buildings properly – inside the palace was always hot, regardless of the winter chill outside.

Adams supposed he would have been happier still if he had been given much involvement with the negotiations.  But the United States’ main commissioners were Albert Gallatin and Henry Clay.  Theoretically, Adams was meant to be included, but he had found himself being shuffled ignominiously to one side.  It seemed that Gallatin and Clay – and by extension, President Madison – didn’t trust him.

Which meant that Adams had been given only limited involvement in the negotiations.  The issues were many: the independence of New England (although that was assured, in practice); the status of New York and New Jersey; British claims on Detroit and New York; the relationship with Tecumseh and his Indian Confederation; West Florida’s admission; and indeed the entire Louisiana Purchase.  Not to mention matters of trade, especially navigation rights on the Mississippi, an indemnity, and other issues.

And the negotiations certainly seemed to be taking a long time, especially since New England had inveigled itself into them.  Tsar Alexander was meant to be mediating, but in practice he spent most of his time handling the French invasion.  Adams had only seen the Tsar once since he formally welcomed the commissioners.  If the discussions reached a deadlock, he expected the Tsar would intervene personally, but otherwise he seemed content simply that they were talking.  And they were certainly talking... and talking... and talking, despite the strict instructions from Madison not to formally treat with the representatives from New England.  All contact with them was directed through the British or the Russian officials – and Adams had found himself being relegated largely to organising such communication.

“No doubt Madison wants the negotiations to take a while,” Adams said, as he drummed his fingers on his desk, studying yet another written proposal from the New Englanders, officially written to the Tsar.  It had, of course, been passed on to Adams without comment from the Tsar.  The letter amounted to a statement that all of New York State belonged to New England.  The United States still controlled part of that state, and were loathe to lose it.

But regardless of the issue of New York, Adams knew that the negotiations were being deliberately prolonged, especially the delay in giving any kind of formal recognition of New England’s independence.  That could hardly be avoided forever, but it had to be kept away until after the electoral college had met, to give Madison the best chance for re-election.  Adams was unsure whether Madison would be re-elected or not – another problem with winter in St. Petersburg – but he knew that the chances would be better during an ongoing war than if Madison was forced to concede a humiliating peace.

A peace which, Adams admitted to himself, would leave him with a question of his own: was his loyalty to the United States greater than his loyalty to Massachusetts?  With all his heart, he wanted Massachussetts to stay in the Union, but it was going to leave.  There was no questioning New England’s independence at this point, only how large it would be upon its independence.

The war certainly had not stopped because of the negotiations – both sides wanted to gain maximum advantage.  At last report, Jackson had fought the invaders to a draw in New Jersey and both sides had retreated to winter quarters, while the Indians were still on the warpath in the West.

“So, can I remain loyal to Massachusetts, in a New England run by Federalists and beholden to the same British who we so recently overthrew, and who now support the savages in the frontier?” Adams asked himself.  His only other choice was exile to a United States which would be even more dominated by Virginians.  Neither choice was palatable, but he knew he would have to make it soon.

Sighing to himself, Adams bent over his desk and started to write a noncommittal reply to New England’s latest note.

--

Extracts from the private journal of General Peter Buell Porter [1]
Dated 18 January 1813

So, it comes to this, that Mr. Madison has been returned as President of the United States of America.  For this we are meant to be glad, that we have not seen the electors choose a President who would be even more lax and ill-prepared in his pursuit of this war than Mr. Madison has been.  And so this would be true, that we should be glad that some of the other men who placed themselves before the nation have been rejected.

But does this mean that we should be thankful for the election of Mr. Madison?  I, for one, think not.  For Mr. Madison has shown himself to be incapable of following good advice.  Two years ago I advised him and Congress that the time was not yet ripe for war with Britain, [2] but they let themselves be carried away by fear.  New England would not have struck first against us, and spending time to develop our army would have been a better choice.

And this gave us a war which every man now has realised that we can no longer win, merely hope not to lose too much ground.  For even Mr. Madison saw that, and had to grant negotiations, aided by the only country in the world which seems to be our friend, the Russian Empire.  What a strange and curious thing it is, that the only friend of our republic is the one among the civilized nations whose form of government is most alien to ours!

Still, this election has raised grave questions about our United States.  For how could we in justice hold an election for a President who is to be appointed by the entire nation, when so many of the members of that nation refuse to take part?  This becomes a question of law, and of the need for a reinterpretation of the Constitution, which never considered such a crisis, or indeed many other matters which have recently befallen our nation.  For no proper provision was made of the death of the President in office either, nor of the Vice-President, nor of the office which his successor should hold.  This is a question which our nation should urgently consider, once this tragic war is ended.

Certainly, the present solution which was adopted is most unsatisfactory.  Indeed, I would be tempted to say that it was alien to the spirit of democracy.  For my own state of New York to be most unfairly excluded from the presidential elections, even those districts which remain loyal to the United States and which are protected by its armies, is a violation of the principles on which our new nation was founded.  It is perhaps fortunate that the recent admission of Louisiana [3] and West Florida provided enough electoral votes so that Mr. Madison could claim that he had a majority of the whole nation, even when the absent states were included.  Otherwise, the damage to our institutions might be much graver, but even this presents us with a system in urgent need of repair.

Whether this system can be repaired is, however, a vexatious question.  I must confess to myself a sentiment I would never express in Congress or to any but my closest friends: I see no hope for the restoration of New England.  For while some of the people there desire restoration to the Union, more do not, having been angered by the United States’ conduct of this war.  In this they are misguided – the death of Senator King was a tragic accident, nothing more – but I understand their distrust.  One day soon, I suspect I must ask myself where I will stand, in the United States or in New England.

--

[1] Peter B. Porter was prominent during the lead-up to the Second War of Independence, as a “War Hawk” and supporter of the frontier development, which developed in him a firm hatred of the British.  During the war, he led volunteers around Buffalo and the Niagara frontier against the British, distinguishing himself reasonably well, and preventing any major incursions into Buffalo from British North America.  But like so many others, he was handed a poisonous choice on the conclusion of the war, whether to abandon his home and go to the United States, or remain in a New York which was to become part of New England, thus living in the land of his recent enemies.

[2] In OTL, Porter supported war with Britain but thought that the declaration of war should be delayed, even in 1812, on the grounds that the defenses were not yet ready.  Here, the crisis of secession meant that war broke out earlier despite his objections.

[3] Louisiana was admitted as a state in October 31, 1812 in this TL, giving it enough time to participate in the presidential elections of that year.  This is later than it was admitted in OTL (April 30), and Louisiana is now a smaller state.  Baton Rogue and the surrounding areas are part of the state of West Florida (indeed, Baton Rogue is the capital of that state).  Louisiana now has its capital at New Orleans.  It’s still admitted, though, because the USA has a desire to add more stars to the flag, to make up for those that are being lost.

--

Decades of Darkness #13: Breaking The Union

March 17, 1813

Dear Mr. Strong,

I hope that this letter finds you in the good health that you have displayed throughout our conversations.  The three-fold discussions between the representatives of the United Kingdom, New England and the United States, while they may not have progressed at a pace to suit all parties, were nonetheless held in good conduct as long as you were present, and your absence is a misfortune which I hope to remedy.

Since you have decided to avoid being present in person, leaving the negotiations to your compatriot Mr. Lowell, I must write you this way.  I hope that you will hold this letter in confidence.

Let me begin by stating what is a plainly self-evident truth, but one which must be acknowledged: the Republic of New England, and more importantly the United Kingdom, holds the upper hand in these polite discussions.  This is a fact that I do not deny.  Nonetheless, the conduct of these negotiations in your absence has been most unsatisfactory to myself and the other representatives of the United States.  We are being left no room to bargain; our most recent conversations have been conducted as little more than a list of demands read to us, with no negotiation involved.  In such a position, how can the United States seek anything but continued war?

I submit to you, Mr. Strong, that a prolonged war is in none of our nations’ interests.  The United States have already conceded much to avoid that.  Under President Madison’s direction, we have recognised the independence of the five states of New England.  Their separation from the Union is assured, no matter what other arrangements are made during the course of our negotiations.  But to prolong this war when negotiating over other matters merely means more shedding of blood and expending of treasure.  Even more assuredly, sir, as you yourself have commented in the past, it will lead to long-lasted hatred between the United States of America on the one hand, and the New England states on the other.  Such a situation is surely as distressing to you as I find it myself.

I ask you to consider for a moment, sir, matters as they appear from the perspective of a representative of the United States of America.  We have been asked, first of all, to allow the sacred Union to be torn in two by the departure of the New England States.  This we have accepted, despite our misgivings.  But since then, we face only ceaseless demands.  We are asked to surrender the entirety of the states of New York and New Jersey, despite our continued successful defence of part of both states, and the wishes of the people therein.  We are asked to abandon most of our Territories in the Northwest, to be partitioned between Britain and the Indians.  We are being asked to relinquish two further States from the Union, both Louisiana and West Florida, and also the rest of the territory we purchased from France.  As if the territorial demands were not enough, we are also being asked to pay an indemnity for this war, which I as Secretary to the Treasury know that we will not pay for no gain.  Given such a set of demands, sir, do you find it at all surprising that we favour returning to war rather than persisting in negotiations which offer us no scope for negotiation?

I would ask, sir, that you return to the negotiations, and urge your compatriot Mr. Lowell, and exert your influence over the British representatives, that we can arrange a more equitable peace.

I remain, sir, your obedient servant,
Albert Gallatin

--

5 April 1813
Winter Palace, St. Petersburg
Russian Empire

“At least they’ve finally decided to show some room to negotiate,” Albert Gallatin said.

“There was always scope for negotiation,” Henry Clay replied, with a wry smile on his lips.  “They were just getting their own back.  We spun out the negotiations until the President was re-elected, so they responded by making unconscionable demands.”

“They’re going to get most of those demands, too,” Gallatin muttered.

“Most, yes, but not all, by any means,” Clay said.  He wished that the United States had proved stronger, especially on the high seas, but now was not the time to worry about that.  They had to make peace for now, salvaging as much as they could, then he could oversee the building of a strong army and navy.  He had advocated that even before the war, and it was doubly important now.  When the United States and Britain next tangled – as they inevitably would – then there would be a different result.
“It might as well be all,” Gallatin said.  “New York State is gone, at the very least.”

“Inevitable, alas,” Clay said.  “The only part of that state which we still hold is the northwest, after all.  The British would claim that anyway.  Better it go to New England than King George.”

“I suppose so,” Gallatin said.  His nod held obvious reluctance.  “But much of the northwest is going to King George, and more to the Indians.”

“Tecumseh is a noble man, even if he is a savage,” Clay said.  “But don’t trouble yourself with the Indian Confederation.  We’ve made treaties with Indians before.  They’ve never lasted.”  He shrugged.  “Just be thankful for General Wilkinson.  Without him, we might have to concede land in the southwest.  That would be more troublesome.”

“We may have to give up the most important land down there: two states.”

“I doubt that,” Clay said.  “If we concede matters elsewhere, they’ll be more willing to give in there.  We’ll come to some arrangement there, and in the other matters of the frontiers, I’m sure.”

“You’re forgetting the most important part of all, New Jersey,” Gallatin said.  “That’s not in any frontier.”

“I haven’t forgotten it,” Clay said.  He just didn’t know what to do about it.  Yielding New Jersey to the Yankees would give them altogether too much weight.  When next it came time to discuss matters with the New Englanders, he wanted the United States to be in a position of unassailable strength.  “It is the issue where we have to tread most carefully.”  From what he could gather, the northern part of the state, and part of the south, favoured joining New England, while the rest wanted to remain with the Union.  Did that mean they should partition New Jersey, with a separate chunk of New England in the south?

A knock at the door interrupted his thoughts.  A moment later, Count Capo d’Istria, who these days seemed more and more to be the Russian foreign minister, strode into the room, accompanied by an interpreter.  The Count had always used an interpreter during their discussions, despite Clay’s suspicions that the Count understood English.  After a brief exchange of pleasantries, the Count said, “The Tsar is displeased with the slow process of negotiations.  He wants things ended quickly.  He calls both of you, together, to meet with him and the other commissioners.”

Clay smiled.  “Tell him we will be there soon.”  So, the Tsar had finally bestirred himself from his other diplomatic commitments.  With the Russian ruler working for peace, Clay suspected they would receive a much more favourable deal than otherwise.

--

Excerpts from the Treaty of St. Petersburg
Originally published in “The Second American Revolution: The Birth of New England”
(C) 1948 by Richard Irving
Boston University Press
Boston: New England

Article 4.
The United States recognise the independence of the Republic of New England, comprising the States of Massachusetts, New Hampshire, Connecticut, Rhode Island, Vermont, New York and New Jersey, and associated dependencies.

Article 5.
The United States recognise the sovereignty of the Indian Confederation, comprising parts of the former Territories of Michigan and Indiana, and associated lands, subject to negotiation of the precise boundaries of these lands.  The United States agree to dismantle forts within these territories.

Article 6
The city of Detroit, and the surrounding counties, and the remainder of the former Territories of Michigan and Indiana, is ceded to the United Kingdom and the Republic of New England, which shall hold joint sovereignty over it.

Article 7
The United States agree to purchase from the Kingdom of Spain the lands comprising the former so-called Louisiana Purchase and West Florida, at a price to be agreed between those two nations, subject to mediation by Tsar Alexander I if such negotiations are unsuccessful.

--

Decades of Darkness #14: Falling Through The Cracks

5 September 1813
The Winter Palace, St Petersburg,
Russian Empire

“Please do convey my deepest sympathies to your President when you return to Washington,” Count Capo d’Istria said, through his interpreter.

The Count’s tone sounded appropriately sympathetic even before his translator spoke, but his words offer John Quincy Adams scant comfort.  Adams also doubted their sincerity.  Why would the Russian Empire feel any need for sympathy?  The Tsar had gained everything he wanted through the negotiations: Britain was now concentrating on fighting Napoleon, and the Russians had obtained favourable trading terms with both Britain and the United States, and would probably gain the same with New England.  Not to mention increased personal prestige for the Tsar, for bringing an end to war on at least one side of the Atlantic.

“I shall do so,” Adams replied.  “And please convey my best wishes to the Tsar.”  Even if Alexander I had been motivated by self-interest, he had at least tried to give the United States some concessions.  The “purchase” of Louisiana and West Florida had been the Tsar’s idea, along with forgoing an indemnity as a result.

The Count gave him a sly look.  “And once you’ve delivered that message, will you remain in Washington?”

That look pained Adams.  Was the Count gloating, as Adams had to watch his nation tear itself in half?  Still, there was only one answer Adams could give.  “No, I’ll be returning to Massachusetts.”  That state was still his home, even if it was now part of another country.  Besides, few in the United States would trust him if he remained there.  “I hope to work to bring New England close to the United States.”

Maybe he could even press for reunification, but that was probably doomed.  But if he could keep the two nations close, that would be better.  New England and Britain would not stay friends forever, Adams was sure of that.  Too many areas remained to quarrel over.  Commerce, the fishing rights of the Grand Bank and the disputed border of the District of Maine were three issues which sprang quickly to mind.

The Count said, “May your endeavours find success there.”  He gave Adams the same charming smile which he had used to such good effect as a mediator.  “Much as other armies are making progress against the French.”

Adams nodded.  The French Empire was crumbling, which Adams felt glad over, even if Napoleon was the main enemy of the British.  Some British lord had won a significant victory at Vitoria in Spain.  “Do you think—”.  He stopped as an overdressed Russian army officer strode into the room.  The officer had a brief, excited colloquy with the Count in Russian.

The interpreter punched a fist into the air in celebration.

“What’s happened?” Adams asked.

The Count snapped something at the interpreter, who translated quickly.  “Napoleon has been defeated in battle!”

Adams felt his eyes widen.  “How?”  The French Emperor had been nearly invincible in the field.  Even though his Russian campaign had ended in frozen disaster, he had not been defeated in battle throughout it.

“His armies were mauled near Dresden, and Napoleon retreated from the battlefield,” the over-dressed officer said, through the interpreter.

“Well, well, well,” Adams murmured.  This certainly made events in Europe more confused, but for the time being, it was no longer his problem.  Since Madison had recalled him to Washington – no doubt to be replaced by someone deemed more worthy – he had other things to concern himself with.  Still...  “May it be the first of many defeats.”

When that was translated, the three Russians shouted down each other.  Adams had to wait while they sorted themselves out and sent for vodka.  They made him repeat that sentiment as a toast, and it was one he was glad to make.  For a while, as the vodka filled him, he was able to forget about the troubles across the Atlantic.

--

6 September 1813
New York City, New York
Republic of New England

New York City: the greatest port in North America.

New York City: which should have been part of the United States.

New York City: still the base for the Continental Army and several detachments of British troops, even if many of them were returning to Europe now that peace had returned.

New York City: not a place Pinckney enjoyed being, but one he had had to visit, even as he now watched the city’s buildings shrink into the distance.  Most of the U.S. citizens who were leaving this state were taking ship through New York, and Pinckney was among them.

At least I’m better off than most, he thought.  Pinckney had a home state to return to; many of those leaving New York had been forced to abandon their homes.

One such man stood beside him: General Peter B. Porter.  He had lost his home, and indeed his home state, despite his best efforts.  Now that they were leaving together, Porter did his best to hold a brave face, but his bitterness still showed through.

“Where do you plan to go from here?” Pinckney asked.

Porter shrugged.  “Some other frontier.  Somewhere without the British.”

“That doesn’t leave anywhere near here,” Pinckney said.  The British were all along the frontier, and down further south.  They were still in New Jersey, where their naval landings at Atlantic City in support of the secessionists had finally swung the balance in that state.  Andrew Jackson had done his best, but he could not be everywhere at once.

Porter said, “West, or southwest.  Tennessee, or maybe Louisiana.  The Indians are tamed down there.”

Pinckney nodded.  Being further from the Canadas meant that the British could offer those Indians little support.  General Wilkinson had turned himself into a hero in the west, by all reports.  “No Indian Confederation down there,” he said, and regretted it the instant the words were out of his mouth.

Porter uttered a profanity about Madison’s eternal prospects which Pinckney affected not to hear.  The New Yorker – former New Yorker, Pinckney supposed – added, “A hundred thousand American citizens making way for a handful of savages?”

Pinckney sighed.  There was so much truth there.  Some of those Americans would move to the parts of Indiana and Illinois Territories which remained in U.S. control.  Some of them might stay and become British.  But there would be a lot of them dispossessed, and a lot of them would be angry.  Where would they go?  What would they do?

Porter said, “You mark my words, there’ll be a reckoning for that.”

“Against the British, you mean?” Pinckney asked.

“Them, in time,” Porter said.  “But for now, against Madison, for dragging us into this war in the first place.”

Pinckney that Porter showed remarkably selective memory.  He had been one of the War Hawks who urged Madison to declare war with Britain, even if he had been less vocal than Clay or Calhoun or Skipwith.  “What grounds are there for articles of impeachment?” Pinckney asked.  He could certainly see none.

“If throwing away American territory isn’t a high crime, I don’t know what is,” Porter said.  “I certainly know which way I’ll vote.”

Pinckney suspected that Porter would be excluded from voting.  He might theoretically still be a Congressman, but Madison’s supporters would no doubt argue that he should be excluded, since the state he represented was no longer part of the Union.  Either way, though, the next session of Congress would be likely to be full of incidents.

--

Decades of Darkness #15: The Great Debate

Something slightly different this time...

--

“Madison was the worst President the United States has ever had”
Excerpts from a sponsored debate held at the University of Pennsylvania on 27 June 1949

Opening Remarks For The Affirmative

Welcome, ladies and gentlemen.  I’m glad to see such a wonderful turnout, some twelve hundred people.  It’s reassuring to see so many people thought it worth showing to hear me remind them why Madison was the worst President we’ve ever had.

Certainly, most of you would know that already.  Of the twenty-seven men who our great nation has chosen to become their president, Madison’s name stands as one of the few failures.  Who else has presided over the loss of so much American territory?  The first time Madison was elected, seventeen states voted.  At his next election – and one he had to manipulate to win – there were only fourteen states, and two of those were ones shoved in by Madison to help his dubious chances of winning.  And he then lost another two states after that!

Madison deserves the blame for other failures too, of course.  Remember Washington D.C., back in the days when it was our capital?  That got burned twice before we finally abandoned it.  The second time it got burned... well, we all know about that already.  It was a mistake, but at least it was the result of a decisive battle.

But the first time?  The British might as well have just strolled into Washington.  They only left because their soldiers had orders not to occupy any territory down here.  Madison should have seen that the city was better defended.  Indeed, he should have ensured that the entire country was defended.

And in that, ladies and gentlemen, lies the most fundamental reason why Madison deserves our scorn.  His judgement.  There have been other presidents who we barely remember, because they were nonentities.  They might have made mistakes at times.  Some, perhaps, might even have had worse judgement than Madison.  But at least they knew their own limits.  They didn’t get into situations where they relied on their ability to make good decisions.  Madison, however, had the singular talent of being wrong at exactly the right times.

The Embargo Act would be excellent for making the British listen to us, he thought.

He was wrong.

The secessionist voices coming out of New England were just hotheads mouthing off, he thought.

He was wrong.

The American army and navy were ready for war, he thought.

He was wrong.

Even on the smaller matters, Madison’s judgement was horrible.  If the decision had been left to him, West Florida would never have been admitted as a state - because he feared that it would anger the British.  It didn’t, and when we went to war, even though we lost, we kept West Florida to become the great state that it now is.

But if you want further proof of Madison’s incompetence, you need only think about the verdict of history.  Consider this: most of our early Presidents earned the privilege of having states named for them.  I know our moderator, Ms. Brooks here – who’s doing such an admirable job, by the way – well, she hails from the great state of Washington.  And do we have people here tonight from Jefferson State?  Excellent.  And Wilkinson State?  Glad to see you could make it all that way.  I’ll bet we have some from Jackson State, too.  Magnificent.  Now, folks, is there anyone here who hails from the state of Madison?

I didn’t think so.

That, ladies and gentleman, is why Madison was the worst President the United States has ever had.

Opening Remarks For The Negative

I’d like to begin my remarks by asking the members of this audience a question.

When we walked into this hall, is there anyone who didn’t salute the flag?

Of course you did.  Of course we all did.

Look at that flag, ladies and gentleman.  If there’s anyone in this hall who doesn’t already recognise it, then you need much stronger glasses.  But look at it, all the same.  Seventy-seven stars on that flag now, representing the seventy-seven states.  And seven stripes, to represent the seven founding colonies which remained loyal.

That much, I’m sure you already know.  But do you know who standardised the design for that flag?

Not many people remember that, these days.  But I can tell you.

James Madison.

Yes, the flag which we all revere, the flag under which the United States has become the greatest nation the world has ever seen, was implemented by James Madison.

Is that the action of the worst President that this country has ever seen?

I think not.

And you will have already heard the speaker for the affirmative tell you about Madison’s failures.  But no-one disputes the fact that Madison made mistakes.  We all make mistakes.  Madison was unfortunate to be placed in a time of great crisis – a crisis of his predecessor’s making, not his own – and that means that his mistakes are more easily noticed.  But it doesn’t make him the worst president.

Let me put this situation into context.  It is reported that when Madison first heard about New England’s secession, he remarked “five stars have fallen from the flag, and two more are slipping”.  Those two states slipped, sure enough.  But when Madison was first elected, there were seventeen stars on the flag.  When he finished his second term of office on March 3, 1817, there were... seventeen stars on the flag.

And if you want to talk about Madison’s judgement, it’s unfair to concentrate only on the times he got it wrong.  No-one’s disputing that he made mistakes.  But he got some things right, too.  He got some things very right.  He implemented some valuable reforms.  Most importantly, he gave us the Fourteenth Amendment.  That is what has bound us together ever since.  Before that, secession was legal.  Anyone who wanted could walk out of the United States.  The New England states were first, but who else might have followed.  This great state of Pennsylvania, where we now stand, might have left without that amendment.  If he could keep Pennsylvania in the United States, then Madison can hardly be the worst president our country has ever seen.

Rebuttal: Case for the Affirmative

So, there were seventeen stars on the flag when Madison left office?  How much better would it have been to have twenty-four stars on the flag when he left office, as there should have been.  If he hadn’t bungled the handling of New England’s secession, those states would still be with us today.  Seven states!  That is far and away the worst reversal the United States has ever suffered.

As for these so-called “good things” which Madison has done, what kind of reformer would ignore the real problems facing the United States?  If he had been that good, he would have had the repeal of the slave anti-importation act during his presidency, instead of leaving it to his successors.  Or he could have formalised the rules for indenture, or any of the other decisions that made the United States the great nation it is today.

Madison’s “achievements” were minor, but his failures are clear for all to see.  He bungled everything he touched, and when some good things happened during his tenure in office, they were the work of others.  The impeachment of Madison should have succeeded.  It came close, and if it had gone ahead, we would have a much different United States than today.  And a much better one, too.  Madison was, and likely will always remain, the worst president the United States has ever had.

Rebuttal: Case for the Negative

The New England states would be with us, if Madison wasn’t elected?  That, ladies and gentleman, is a statement I cannot credit.  We need only look at the country the Yankees have built for themselves today.  They are far too different from us.  They do not even understand the importance of maintaining proper rules of property.  Even if Madison had somehow kept them from seceding – which would have been near-impossible, since at that time the British Empire was the greatest nation in the world – then they would have left soon enough.  So this so-called “failure” was merely the inevitable striking while Madison happened to be in office.  If there had been a different president in office, the result would have been similar.

To be sure, Madison made mistakes.  But he did many good things during his time in office, too.  He could have done much worse.  He can hardly be considered our worst president.

--

Decades of Darkness #16: The Butterfly’s Wings

Extracts from “Napoleon Bonaparte: The First French Tyrant”
By Malcolm Davis III
Baton Rogue, West Florida
United States of America
(c) 1947 Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.  Used with permission.

Chapter 24: The 1813 Campaign

The disastrous invasion of Russia had shown the nations of Europe that Napoleon’s days were numbered.  The only question which remained to be answered was how long his final defeat would take.  With Austria, Russia, Prussia and Britain and other minor powers united against him in the Sixth Coalition, and with barely 100,000 of the once half-million strong Grande Armee surviving the retreat [1], it seemed unlikely that Napoleon could survive for very long at all...

The defeat at Dresden – actually more of a draw than anything else, but which the Allies loudly proclaimed a crushing victory – appeared, for a time, to be the snowball that started an avalanche.  Most of Napoleon’s remaining German allies deserted him, including Bavaria.

Yet despite this loss, Napoleon showed again and again that he still had tactical genius.  He defeated the allies again at Kulm and Katzbach.  That was enough to persuade the allies to revert to their earlier strategy of fighting only Napoleon’s marshals, avoiding battle with the Tyrant himself.  After a series of defeats of the French marshals, the largest clash of the Napoleonic Wars was fought at Leipzig... [2]

The sheer number of forces arrayed against Napoleon meant that his defeat was virtually assured.  The French fought a valiant defence, holding off the Allies for four days, and eventually extricating themselves and fleeing across the Rhine, but the important fact was that the French had been evicted from German soil.  The remainder of the wars would now be fought in France...

Chapter 32: The 1815 Campaign

Waterloo, on the face of it, appeared to be a victory for Napoleon.  The Anglo-Dutch forces under Wellington were broken and departed from the field.  While the Duke had given a better account of himself against Napoleon than most of his predecessors – especially when so badly outnumbered – it appeared that once again, the Emperor would prove victorious... [3]  And thus, he uttered his famous words, “J’ai retourné” [4]

But he had forgotten about Blucher.  And when the Prussian armies caught Napoleon, they became, in the words of Duke Wellington, “the hammer who broke him against our anvil”.  The regrouped Anglo-Dutch armies were able to hold him, and Napoleon was decisively defeated.  From that moment on, “Waterloo” entered the popular lexicon for a premature proclamation of victory...

--

Extracts taken from “The Compleat Textbook Series: Modern European History”
By J. Edward Fowler (Principal Author)
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1948 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission.

The Congress of Vienna

[Events marked with an asterisk (*) are different from the OTL outcomes of the Congress of Vienna.]

*1 December 1814 – *9 July 1815

The “Congress of Vienna” is a misnomer, in that the delegates never met in sessions; the discussions took place informally amongst the Great Powers (Russia, Britain, Austria, Prussia and, later, France) whilst the myriad delegates from the lesser nations were mostly left to attend the festivities arranged by the Austrian Emperor.

The Congress, in general, adopted a policy of returning to status quo ante bellum, and not providing either great rewards or great punishments to any of the powers.  It focused on returning monarchs to their thrones – or to a different throne if another fundament already occupied that particular throne.

The main outcomes of the Congress of Vienna were as follows:

RUSSIA:
- received the majority of the Polish-speaking lands, as the Grand Duchy of Warsaw in personal union with the Russian Emperor Alexander I.
- maintained possession of Bessarabia (from the Ottoman Empire)
- kept possession of Finland (from Sweden) 

AUSTRIA:
- received many Italian possessions: Illyria (Trieste, Carinthia and Carniola), Milan and Lombardy, Venetia, and Cattaro.
- in the German-speaking lands, obtained Tyrol and Salzburg.
- retained eastern Galicia (except for Krakow)

BRITAIN:
- gained Malta
- gained Heligoland
- obtained Mauritius and Santa Lucia from France, *but returned Tobago.
- obtained Ceylon and the Cape from the Dutch
- *returned Trinidad to Spain [5]
- *kept Saint-Pierre and Miquelon from France

PRUSSIA:
- obtained considerable parts of the German-speaking lands, including *Saxony, the Grand Duchy of Berg, part of Westphalia, *territory on the Rhine between Julich and Cologne, *parts of Hessen and Hessen Kassel, and Pomerania. [6]
- was confirmed in its territory from previous partitions of the Polish-speaking lands, included Posen and the cities of Thorn and Danzig

THE GERMAN MINOR POWERS:
- Were organised into a German Confederation to replace the Holy Roman Empire.  The old German states were consolidated from more than 300 to *39, [7] with a Diet at Frankfurt.  The member states retained independence in their internal affairs, but were forbidden from declaring war on each other, and foreign adventures required the Confederation’s approval.  Most of the German minor powers were completely part of the Confederation, but the Flemish-speaking parts of the Austrian Netherlands were outside it (along with large parts of Prussia and Austria, the two Great Powers).
- Hanover was elevated to a kingdom and was granted Hildesheim and East Frisia.
- Bavaria was granted the Palatinate and *the Rhineland up to the new border of Nassau.
- Nassau *lost its Right Bank territories and *received compensatory territories in the Rhineland between Bavaria and Cologne (which became part of Prussia)
- Hessen and Heseen Kessel *lost their northern and eastern territories (to Prussia) and were compensated with a partition of the Right Bank territories of Nassau
- The Netherlands became a kingdom under the House of Orange, and were granted the Austrian Netherlands, the *Grand Duchy of Luxembourg [8], and the *Rhineland up to the Prussian border.  Luxembourg and the Netherlands proper functioned as two member states in the German Confederation.

THE ITALIAN LANDS:
- Ferdinand IV was confirmed as King of the Two Sicilies
- The Empress Marie Louise received Guastella, Parma and Piacenza for life
- The Kingdom of Sardinia was awarded Genoa
- Modena was granted to the Archduke Francois d’Este
- Tuscany became a Grand Duchy under Ferdinand (Austrian Emperor Francis’s uncle)

SCANDANAVIA:
- Denmark was granted Schleswig-Holstein, as separate states in personal union.
- Sweden lost Finland, but was granted Norway and *retained Guadeloupe. [9]

FRANCE:
- Confirmed within the borders of the Second Treaty of Paris, with minor variations
- Received Martinique and the Isle of Bourbon from Britain
- Received French Guiana from Portugal
- Confirmed as retaining the formal papal legation of Avignon

SWITZERLAND
- Confirmed in its neutrality by the major European powers
- Received 3 additional cantons (Geneva, Wallis and Neuchatel)

--

[1] In this TL, Napoleon accepted Marshal Davout’s advice to take a different route on the retreat from Moscow, avoiding already-plundered Smolensk.  The result was still a massive disaster for France, but more of the army survived.

[2] This battle was fought later in the year than in OTL, but given the strategic position of the city, it still seems reasonable to me that, despite the different details of the campaign, that a battle would be fought at Leipzig.

[3] Napoleon ignored the rain here and attacked earlier in the day.  It was enough to gain a (temporary) victory over Wellington.

[4] This is meant to be French for “I have returned.”  (Shades of Douglas “MacArthur” Bonaparte here).

[5] Mostly out of guilt for forcing the Spanish to give up West Florida, the British allow them to retain Trinidad.  Since they no longer have Trinidad, they also judge Tobago is not worth having, and return it to France.

[6] Due to more money spent in the Americas, and the defeat of Wellington, British influence at the Congress was reduced.  This meant that the Prussians got much less of the Rhineland: the rest was divvied up between Nassau, Bavaria and the Netherlands.  The Prussians got Saxony instead.  The reduction of British influence also meant that the Congress did not adopt an official resolution condemning the slave trade, although the French did agree to do what they could to reduce it, and Spain and Portugal to begin steps in that direction.

[7] This is the same number of member states as in OTL, but the members are different: there is no longer a Kingdom of Saxony, and the Netherlands have been included.

[8] While the Netherlands also received the Grand Duchy of Luxembourg in OTL, it was a separate state in personal union.  With the enlarged role of the Netherlands within TTL’s German Confederation, there was no need to make Luxembourg a separate state, and it became part of the United Netherlands.

[9] Since the French retained Tobago, the Swedes were permitted to keep Guadeloupe.

--

Decades of Darkness #17: In The Aftermath Of War

The Thirteenth Amendment to the Constitution of the United States was ratified by the West Florida Legislature on 10 December 1813, the tenth state to do so, and went into force on 4 March 1814.

If any citizen of the United States shall accept, claim, receive or retain any title of nobility or honour, or shall, without the consent of Congress, accept and retain any present, pension, office or emolument of any kind whatever, from any emperor, king, prince or foreign power, such person shall cease to be a citizen of the United States, and shall be incapable of holding any office of trust or profit under them, or either of them.

--

The Fourteenth Amendment to the Constitution of the United States was ratified by the West Florida Legislature on 9 December 1815, the tenth state to do so, and went into force on 4 March 1816.

Section 1: 
The Constitution of the United States is hereby acknowledged to be a permanent union.  No ordinance of secession, which shall be passed by any individual State, shall be permitted under this Constitution.

Section 2:
Notwithstanding the provisions of Section 1, if a state shall desire to secede from the United States, that State may submit a motion of secession to its Legislature.  If such a motion is ratified by three-fifths of the members of each of the Houses of that State's Legislature, or by three-fifths of a convention called by the Legislature to debate the motion, then the motion shall be submitted to the Congress of the United States.  If the motion of secession is passed by a two-thirds majority of both Houses of Congress, then that motion shall become law.

--

The Fifteenth Amendment to the Constitution of the United States was ratified by the West Florida Legislature on 9 December 1815, the tenth state to do so, and went into force on 4 March 1816. [1]

Section 1.
In case of the removal of the President from office or of his death or resignation, the Vice President shall become President.

Section 2.
Whenever there is a vacancy in the office of the Vice President, the President shall nominate from among the members of the Senate a Vice President who shall take office upon confirmation by a majority vote of both Houses of Congress.

Section 3.
If, at the time fixed for the beginning of the term of the President, the President elect shall have died, the Vice President elect shall become President.  If a President shall not have been chosen before the time fixed for the beginning of his term, or if the President elect shall have failed to qualify, then the Vice President elect shall act as President until a President shall have qualified; and the Congress may by law provide for the case wherein neither a President elect nor a Vice President elect shall have qualified, declaring from among the members of the Senate, who shall then act as President, or the manner in which one who is to act shall be selected, and such person shall act accordingly until a President or Vice President shall have qualified. [2]

--

The Sixteenth Amendment to the Constitution of the United States: [3]

No law, varying the compensation for the services of the Senators and Representatives, shall take effect, until an election of Representatives shall have intervened.

--

The Seventeenth Amendment to the Constitution of the United States was ratified by the Illinois Legislature on 9 December 1817, the tenth state to do so, and went into force on 1 January 1818.

Section 4:
The Constitution of the United States being the supreme law of this nation, and the Congress of the United States being the legislative branch, Congress shall have authority to: [4]

The Congress shall have power to lay and collect taxes, duties, imposts and excises, to pay the debts and provide for the common defense and general welfare of the United States; but all duties, imposts and excises shall be uniform throughout the several States.  The disposition of taxes, duties, imposts and excises may be varied from this uniform arrangement in Territories and in other possessions which the United States may acquire which have not yet been granted Territorial status;

To establish post offices and post roads, and any other roads, canals or other methods of transport which the Congress shall deem to benefit the United States, or the several states, or its commerce thereof;

--

Selected Important Dates in North American History:1810-1820
Taken from “The Compleat Textbook Series: Early American History”
By J. Edward Fowler (Principal Author)
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1948 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission

1 January 1811: West Florida admitted as the 18th state (later reclassified as the 11th state).  West Florida is a slave state.

20 April 1812: Death of Vice-President George Clinton.

31 October 1812:  Louisiana enters the Union as the 19th state (later reclassified as the 12th state).  Louisiana is a slave state.

27 July 1813: Treaty of St Petersburg ratified by the U.S. Senate, officially ending the Second War of Independence. [5]  Concurrent with this treaty, New York and New Jersey become states in New England (the 6th and 7th, respectively).

Displaced settlers from the northern lands move south, into Missouri Territory, what remains of Indiana and Illinois Territories, and into the “Old Southwest”.  More settlers move into the southern areas from the rest of the United States, including many of those frontiersmen displaced from New York and other Unionists fleeing the New England states.  Many of those displaced from New York settle in Pennsylvania; displaced New Jerseyans congregate in Delaware.

12 December 1813: Attempted impeachment of President Madison fails in the House of Representatives: Clay and Calhoun are instrumental in defeating the motion.

1 June 1814: President Pickering authorises the new design of the New England flag: A red Cross of St George on a white field, with a blue canton and white stars representing the states. [6]

4 March 1815: De Witt Clinton (New York) inaugurated as second President of the Republic of New England.  Chauncey Goodrich (Connecticut) inaugurated as Vice-President.

6 June 1815:  Indiana enters the Union as the 13th state.  Indiana is admitted as a free-soil state (free-soil status later repealed).

1 January 1816: Mississippi and Alabama admitted to the United States as the 14th and 15th states, respectively, formed out of the old Mississippi Territory. [7]  Both are slave states.

2 January 1816: After holding a national competition for a design, Madison promulgates the new flag of the United States:  The flag contains four red and three white stripes (representing the seven remaining founding colonies).  It has a blue canton with white stars representing each of the states (15 stars at the time of the flag’s acceptance).

12 June 1816: Illinois admitted to the Union as the 16th state.  Illinois is admitted as a free-soil state (free-soil status later repealed).

1 February 1817 Missouri admitted to the Union as the 17th state.  Missouri is admitted as a slave state.

4 March 1817: James Wilkinson (Louisiana) inaugurated as 5th President of the United States.  James Monroe (Virginia) inaugurated as Vice-President. [8]

--

[1] Yes, I know this is similar to the wording of the OTL Twenty-Fifth Amendment (and the Twentieth).  There are, however, a couple of important differences.  It seems logical to me that after having first a President, then a Vice-President die in office, such an amendment would be devised that much sooner.

[2] This amendment also included a Section 4 and Section 5, whose effective wording is identical to that of Sections 3 and 4 of the OTL Twenty-Fifth Amendment.  They’ve been omitted here to avoid repetition.

[3] This amendment, which was proposed as part of the original Bill of Rights, took rather a long time to be ratified in OTL (until 1992, to be precise).  The reduced number of states saw it ratified earlier here. [9]

[4] This amendment replaced, and added to, Article 1, Section 8 of the Constitution.  I’ve only included those sections which were added or modified.

[5] The legislators would be getting really, really tired of having to meet in Washington every summer.

[6] The earlier, war-time flag of New England was a striped flag with a rattlesnake on it.  (Thanks to Ernest Cline for his input on flag designs for New England).

[7] The southern boundaries of these states end at West Florida’s northern border, they have no Gulf Coast.  Other boundaries are essentially identical to OTL.

[8] Monroe did not get the same prestige during the War of 1811 as he did during the OTL War of 1812.  Wilkinson was popular as a war hero, particularly with his anti-Indian credentials, and thus carried most of the states which were worried about Indians in their boundaries (which was most of the United States).

[9] The other proposed amendment, regarding the number of Representatives, still failed of ratification. [10]

[10] There is no footnote 10.

--

Decades of Darkness #18: The Next Generation

5 December 1816
Near Nob Creek, Kentucky
United States of America

The log cabin looked awfully small to Thomas Lincoln, as he set his eyes on it for the last time.  It had housed him and his family for the last five years, but now he had to depart.  The legal wrangles which had cost him part of his farm were just too much, and now he needed to strike out elsewhere.

“I’ll miss this place,” Nancy Lincoln said.  She held their older son Abraham [1] with one hand, and their younger son Thomas in the other. [2]  Their only daughter, Sarah, brought up the rear.

“So will I,” Thomas said.  “But we’ll find something better in Missouri, I know it.”

His wife nodded, while young Abraham looked around, apparently excited by the journey.  It probably hadn’t sunk in yet that they would never see this cabin again.  But they would find a better life, Thomas was sure.  There was land for the taking in Missouri, and that was enough for him to decide to go.

That territory would soon become a state, if the rumours were true, but it was still a large land with not many people, and the perfect place for a new life.

“To Missouri!” he said.

--

4 March 1819
Near the Susquehanna River, Pennsylvania
United States of America

What happened on 4 March 1819 – apart from the minor matter of the inauguration of the third president of New England, an event which few in the United States cared about – would be argued about for generations to come.  To an ever-increasing number of believers, the events of 4 March were the beginning of a great faith.  To most skeptics, particularly those inside the United States, this was just the first instance of a charlatan Yankee whose family should never have been allowed across the still-open border between New York and Pennsylvania. [3]

The only account of that day was that related by Joseph Smith himself, years after the event.  He claimed that after earlier reading a Biblical passage instructing those who needed guidance to ask of God, he had gone out into the woods to pray, asking God what was the true church.  He claimed that he was visited by two “personages” – who called themselves God the Father and God the Son, the Christ – who talked to him, telling him that none of the churches yet in the world were the true church.

Since no-one can very what the very precious thirteen-year-old did – if indeed he did anything – this account can never be verified.  But it was, without doubt, the beginning of something much larger...

--

28 March 1818
Cumberland Island, Georgia
United States of America

Eleven-year-old Robert Edward Lee kept his head down as the funeral service rolled on.  His father was gone.  He held back his tears easily; he had already done his crying in private.  The long years of his father’s declining health – almost as long as Robert could remember – had given him plenty of time to prepare himself.  His father’s death was a cause for sadness, but not surprise.

“They should never have called you traitor, father,” Lee said.  His father had been a hero of the Revolution even before Robert was born, and staunchly committed to it all his life, yet men had called him a traitor because he adhered to the Federalists.  So what if Henry Lee had wanted to let the New England states go without forcing them to remain?

His head bowed, Robert vowed on his father’s death, that he would not make the same mistake.  He would join the army, just as his father had, but he no-one would call him traitor.  New England was gone, and the United States would surely be better for it.  But Robert would make sure that he restored the family name.  Henry Lee had gone to his death with the stigma of “treason” lingering over him; his status as a hero of the Revolution forgotten.

“Father, I will join the army, but no-one will call me traitor.  I will make the United States again honour a Lee who leads them to war.”

--

8 March 1818
Washington, District of Columbia,
United States of America

“There’s so much to do here,” Colonel Winfield Scott said, as he settled into the chair of his new office.  “Organising a real army for the United States... that is a role any true soldier should welcome.”  He hadn’t really wanted to return to the army, but who could refuse the request of a man like President Wilkinson?  Even before his inauguration, Wilkinson had been the closest thing the United States had to a war hero – although Andrew Jackson and Thomas Pinckney came close, and, although modesty forbade him from saying it aloud, Scott himself.  If the President wanted a new professional army, Scott could only agree.

“Who would have thought that being assigned to the Indian frontier was a good thing?” Scott murmured.  But being assigned there after his release as a prisoner of war had brought him into contact with Wilkinson.  Between them, they had crushed the various Indian tribes in the south, making sure the Indian Confederation was limited from reaching there, before Scott was reassigned to the north.  His victory over the British and Continental Army in New Jersey had proven to be too little, too late to preserve that state in the Union – much like Jackson’s doomed efforts further south – but they had won him recognition.

And now this was the result.  The United States needed a professional army, the President had decided, and now Scott was one of those chosen to shape the armed forces.

“Time to get to work,” he murmured.

--

1 April 1815
Schönhausen, Saxony
Kingdom of Prussia [4]

Ferdinand von Bismarck, former officer of the Prussian cavalry, paced back and forth inside the room.  At least it was big enough to pace.  That was what he needed, right now.  His wife Wilhelmine laboured to bear their child, and all he could do was wait for it to happen.

Thankfully soon, the midwife emerged.  “Congratulations, Herr von Bismarck.  You have a son!”

Bismarck smiled.  A son, just as he had expected.  And he already knew the names he wanted.  “Otto Eduard Leopold von Bismarck, welcome to the world,” Bismarck said, as he stepped inside to greet his newborn son. [5]

--

[1] Abraham Lincoln was born on 12 February 1809, after the POD (6 January 1809), but was conceived before it, and was thus safe from any potential butterflies, except perhaps from some minor ones on his exact birthday.

[2] This not the child who died in infancy in OTL.  It’s another child, conceived after the POD, but the Lincolns still liked the name.

[3] Joseph Smith’s family moved out of New York in the aftermath of the War of 1811 in this TL.  But most Pennsylvanians still thought of them as Yankees.

[4] Technically, Saxony had not yet been assigned to Prussia, as the Congress of Vienna had not yet finalised things.  But it was clear by then that this would be the outcome, so people were by then getting used to the idea of being part of Prussia.

[5] Yes, I know Bismarck was born after the POD, but it’s not that much after.  Given that Europe wasn’t affected by significant butterflies for a couple of years, I don’t think it’s impossible that someone like Bismarck might be born so soon after it.  Strictly speaking, he’s an analogue rather than the same Bismarck, but he’s going to be close enough personality wise for most purposes.

--

Decades of Darkness #19: My Fellow New Englanders

3 March 1815
New England House of Representatives,
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

“My fellow New Englanders,

To all of you who have gathered here today to attend my final address as first President of New England, I thank you.  You honour me with your attendance, and I hope that you will remain here for the inauguration of President De Witt Clinton tomorrow.

Sometimes it still amazes me, when I look outside these windows, that this fair land we possess is part of the Republic of New England.  For less than five years ago, we were still firmly yoked to the United States, and it seemed that all of our opportunities were slipping into the mire of the swamplands that surrounded Washington, D.C. – and how appropriate it seemed to us that such a place had been chosen as the capital of the United States.  For, while there were and are many men of good character in the United States, few of those could be found in Washington then, and even fewer today.

Let us reflect, my friends, on how far Our Lord has allowed us to come since that time!  We have built much; we have made of ourselves a nation with men of stout heart can guard us in our army, in our militia, in our navy, and in our separate states against any attempt to create a new Washington here.  We have built ourselves many ships to foster our commerce, our fishing, and all the other products we produce.  Above all, here we have built a place where the principles of good government, of justice, of sound morality, and of religion, can be accepted.  Here we have built ourselves a true republic.

Let us reflect further, on the status of the United States today.  They retain the name of a republic, but not the form.  All of the ideals of the founding fathers have been cast aside; the President rules nearly as a king, and his court of Congressmen are so corrupted by dwelling in Washington that they soon adopt the same principles.  To become a man of power in the United States takes only money, not breeding or good character, and since money is required to attain government there, the principles and policy of those in power is concerned solely with its acquisition.  They think only of the dollar; it has become their goal, their creed, and it rules them now.  For just as those who want political office there must have money, even men of good character who seek office find that they must attain money in order to achieve office, and in the seeking of such money they become tainted, until maintaining their money is more important than maintaining their character, and this outlook they bring with them into office.

I charge you, my friends who are before me, to ensure that the same does not befall our beloved New Republic.  Let us continue to ensure that the dollar alone is not the mark of a man’s value, but rather the strength of his character, his virtue, his religion, his breeding, and his birth as a true citizen of New England. [1]  It was in defense of these principles that we separated from the United States, and while I regret that blood had to be shed to secure our separation, I am glad that it was attained.

By the same token, however, let no man think that we should pursue enmity to the United States.  They are our brothers, and while we now dwell in our own house, they are still our neighbours.  We still have much to do with them, and in the natural intercourse of our commerce, we shall continue to grow alongside them.  We must be firm and stalwart in our defense, to ensure that no future tyrant in Washington can dare seek to force us back under their yoke; but we are and should remain friends with them.  Likewise, we should maintain our friendship with Great Britain, not forgetting our differences which required our forefathers to separate during the First Revolution, and protecting our interests and our commerce where we disagree, but nonetheless standing beside them to keep our independence secure. [2]

Whither, then, does New England go from here?  We shall grow in prosperity and in wealth, in friendship to the United States and to Great Britain, but separate and of ourselves.  In time, our neighbouring British provinces of Nova Scotia, New Brunswick and Newfoundland may choose to join our New Republic. [3]  We can hope that Britain will of her own consent relinquish these provinces, so that she is rid of the charge of maintaining them, while she will derive from them still, as she does from us, all the commercial returns which her merchants now receive.  And in time, we may be able to add further lands to New England, as our commerce may dictate. [4]

--

Timeline of the United States of America and Republic of New England

- Excerpts taken from James H. Worthington’s “1800-1850: Early History of the Republic of New England”.  (C) 1947: Boston University Press.  Used with permission.

1815:
19 December: Vice-President Goodrich dies in office.  Under the terms of the New England Constitution, the Senate names Secretary of State Harrison Otis as the replacement Vice-President.  Otis continues his responsibilities as Secretary of State as well as being Vice-President.

1818:
Treaty of Halifax signed between Great Britain and New England.  The treaty specifies a defensive pact where both countries will come to the assistance of the other if New England or Britain’s North American possessions are attacked by a foreign power within North America.  The treaty specifies both land-based and naval cooperation in the event of war.  The treaty negotiations also settle the issue of the Maine and New Hampshire borders, and grant New England fishing rights in the Grand Bank. [5]  Maine is admitted as a New England state on 1 October, in time to vote in the third presidential elections.

The treaty was noteworthy for provoking considerable anger in some parts of New England where anti-British sentiment still lingered, particularly upstate New York, and in some commercial sectors.

1819:
Harrison Gray Otis (Massachusetts) inaugurated as 3rd President of New England.  Samuel Whittlesey Dana (Connecticut) inaugurated as Vice-President.

--

[1] In the New England Constitution, it is necessary to be born there (or to have been a naturalised citizen at the time of the Republic’s formation) to be granted any government office, not just the presidency.  Needless to say, this is likely to cause a problem with future immigration.

[2] Historians have often interpreted this remark to mean that Pickering recognised the future problems that New England would face, as a small neighbour to a United States which, even by his time, was growing much larger.

[3] Pickering had been advocating this as a possibility for years; since at least 1804.  Here, though, he is expressing more of a wish than a realistic opportunity for New England to grow.  The Loyalist populations in the maritime provinces may be friendlier to New England than to the United States (since both have departed from it), but the Federalist character of New England is hardly one they find attractive.  Not to mention that Great Britain would be reluctant to let them go, to say the least.

[4] As with some of the earlier remarks in Pickering’s farewell address, this hint has been interpreted in many ways.  The most common view is that Pickering saw the Indian Confederation as a short-lived entity, and that he expected New England to acquire some of its land.  Others suspect that he was referring to the Canadas, or to the ‘border states’ of Pennsylvania, Delaware and Ohio.

[5] The Maine-New Brunswick border is approximately the same as that arranged in OTL (it’s actually closer to the border devised by the failed arbitration of the King of the Netherlands in OTL).  The New Hampshire border is as per OTL.

--

Decades of Darkness #20: The Three James’s

5 March 1817
The White House,
Washington, District of Columbia
United States of America

Three men were gathered in the room, all named James.  Madison, the just-departed President; Monroe, the barely-failed aspirant to that rank; and Wilkinson himself, the incumbent President.

Wilkinson knew he had a faint smile on his lips.  He had followed a very long, very twisted road before he finally arrived here.  Indeed, for much of his life had had not even been sure that he would remain a citizen of the United States.  But now he was certain, and now he was here.  The time in his life when he had declared himself a citizen of Spain and encouraged Kentucky to depart the United States now seemed a distant memory.  And his more recent victories in the war had made him a hero, and led people to press him to stand for the presidency.  Wilkinson had originally planned to retire to his new lands in Louisiana and live out the remainder of his days, but he had found himself called to this office.

Madison raised a glass of wine.  “To the new President of the United States, and to his Vice-President.”

Wilkinson mimicked raising a glass himself as Madison drank.  He noted the twinge of regret in Madison’s tone; the now-former President had never really recovered his spirits after losing the late war.  The death of his wife had been a further blow. [1]

After the toast, an awkward pause lingered, until Wilkinson said, “Sir, you wished to discuss some private matters with me?”  As private as they could be with Monroe in the room – Madison had also insisted on that.

Madison said, “Yes.  I wish to discuss my... legacy to the United States.  My advice for the future.”

Wilkinson said, “You think to offer me instructions?”  He kept his voice firm.

“Instructions?  Certainly not,” Madison said.  “But I have had some experience in government, and wish merely to pass on my thoughts to you.  Whether you take that advice, sir, is of course your prerogative.”

Wilkinson nodded.  “Carry on, then.”

Madison said, “The aftermath of the late war is, naturally, the largest issue which faces our country today.”  Madison sounded bitter about the war, sure enough.  He no doubt wondered how history would treat him.  “Out of that, naturally, arises the question as to what our relations should be with Great Britain and New England... your words in your inaugural address yesterday were clear enough.  I can only add that whatever influence I have in Virginia will be used to support your plans.”

Wilkinson nodded.  “We must, must be in a position of strength.  Another war with them now would be a disaster, but only by standing strong can we avoid another humiliation.”

Monroe said, “And if Henry Clay is given the scope he wants with the navy--”

Wilkinson held up a hand.  “My measures for the army, navy and foreign policy can be discussed later.”  Without Madison around, he didn’t bother to add.  “We are here to listen to Mr. Madison.”

Madison said, “Thank you, sir.  I would mention other matters today.  One issue will surely arise in the next meeting of Congress, or perhaps the one after: relaxing the laws on the importation of slaves.”

Wilkinson said, “You think that it will arise so soon?”

“Almost certainly,” Madison said.  “Enough states contain enough supporters for it to be proposed again.  The Carolinas, Georgia, Mississippi, Alabama, West Florida.  And Missouri no doubt will support it, too.  Perhaps Louisiana as well.  Congress may pass such a law during your first term.”

“And you think I should veto it?” Wilkinson said, keeping iron in his voice.  He had no firm view for or against the importation of slaves, but he had firm views against a former president dictating what should happen after his departure from office.

Madison said, “I think that if you plan to do so, you should make careful preparations ahead of time.  Preferably before it comes to a veto.”

“And if I decide to permit it?” Wilkinson said.

Madison flinched when he heard that.  “Then if you do so, sir, then you will have to consider the other matter I wish to raise: our relations with the northern states.”

“That is indeed a delicate question,” Wilkinson said.  “Some of them look to New England.”

“Pennsylvania most of all,” Madison said.  “And Delaware, even though departing the Union would cost them their slaves.  So do some people in Ohio, although they also remember the Indian Confederation on their borders.  Pennsylvania and Delaware came close to leaving us before the Fourteenth Amendment was ratified.”

“Indeed, but they didn’t,” Wilkinson said.  “If they try to leave now, it’s illegal.  Our army can reconquer them, at need.”

“Not if the British support New England again, which they almost certainly will, Madison said.  “We could defeat New England, but not New England and Britain together.” [2]

“Not yet,” Monroe said.

Wilkinson nodded.  “In time, we shall have the strength.  But our army, and especially our navy, is not yet ready.”

“Given that, sir, how do you think to bring the northern states closer to us?” Madison said.

“If they would tolerate slavery – suitably benevolent slavery – that would much reduce the differences between our states,” Wilkinson said.  Again, he noted Madison’s discomfiture, then added, “Do you think that would work?”

Madison took some time before he answered.  Eventually, he said, “The black man is here; we cannot easily remove him to Africa.  Perhaps it cannot be done it all.  But until it can be done, then the Negro is better off under a kind master than to be freed, for as a freeman he will lack the property or education which will permit him to make use of his freedom.” [3]

“And if the institution of slavery cannot be ended?” Wilkinson said, out of genuine curiosity.  He remained unsure on the long-term question of slave holding, but he knew that attempting to free slaves would be difficult at best.

“It shall be ended someday, surely,” Madison said.  “The difficulties attending it, however, mean that the United States shall have to tread warily in doing so.”

Monroe said, “What think you, sir, of the late President Jefferson’s plans to solve the slave question by diffusing them throughout the United States?”

Madison said, “To that, there may be some merit.  Perhaps the slaves could even be diffused to the northern states, for a time – if they could be persuaded to do so.  For, in my own experience, for slaves to be kept working on land is the worst kind of profit, for both the master and the slaves.  Better for both that they should be employed in various manufactures, I think... and there are more places to manufacture in the north.  If slaves could be profitably employed in manufacture in our northern states – freeing up the white race from the most onerous duties, perhaps – then this issue might perhaps not divide us.  And we could gradually free the slaves afterward.” [4]

Wilkinson raised an eyebrow.  “That sentiment is not one I have heard expressed before, sir.  And it may, perhaps, be one we can consider.”

Monroe said, “There may be other less controversial ways to do the same.  One idea I have heard, and think worth considering, is to build a canal linking the Ohio river to Lake Ontario.  Let our commerce flow through there to the Mississippi, bypassing New England.”

“And the labour for building this canal?” Wilkinson said.  “Could it be made using slave labour?”

“That might antagonise people in the free-soil states,” Monroe said.  “But perhaps, judiciously considered, it might be.”

Wilkinson said, “These matters, too, we shall consider at another time.”  He gave Madison a brief glance.  “Were there any other... thoughts you wished to convey?”

“If I may ask, what measures do you plan to take against the Indian Confederation?”

“For now, none,” Wilkinson said.  “The time is not yet ripe.  Most of our people have moved south.  I shall, of course, ensure that the Indians in the south and west do not imagine they could follow the example of their northern brethren.  We shall take whatever measures are necessary there.  But for now, let the Indians in the north use the British as their bulwark.  We can settle accounts with them later.”

“If you are looking south, there is the question of Spanish Florida,” Madison said.

Wilkinson said, “We shall acquire that, in time.  Mr. Clay wants a naval base down there.  But the state of the Treasury requires that we wait a year or two, at least.”  He glanced at Madison, then decided he had spent enough time discussing matters with the former president.  He stood.  “Thank you for your advice, Mr. Madison.”

--

Excerpts taken from a letter from President De Witt Clinton to Secretary of State Harrison Otis, sent while Otis was in Halifax negotiating the treaty there.

As to the other matters discussed in our last letter, I trust your judgment in these negotiations.  Only three things are vital to us: firstly, that we secure a defensive alliance with Great Britain; secondly, that we retain at least part of the St. John valley in Maine; and thirdly, that we obtain the greatest possible concession of fishing rights.  On any other issues, you may negotiate as you see fit, keeping the interests of New England uppermost.

You may have heard rumours that Maine is to become a state.  These rumours are true, but do not let it concern your negotiations; we still need you to secure the best possible boundary for the new state.  There is also discussion of partitioning New York State into two or perhaps three states, but I will not permit such actions to happen during my presidency.  There remains too much Unionist sentiment in many regions of that state.  Let it remain together until all its citizens have accepted their place as New Englanders.

(Signed)  De Witt Clinton, President

--

[1] Dolly Madison’s antislavery sentiments have been claimed by some OTL authors to have had an influence on Madison’s own views of slavery.  In OTL, he favoured gradual emancipation, but believed that blacks and whites could not readily live alongside each other if freed.  The changing circumstances in this TL, including the early death of his wife, have given him slightly different sentiments, although he continues to regard it as a necessary evil.

[2] The Treaty of Halifax had not yet been signed at the time of this discussion.

[3] Based on Madison’s views in OTL, but modified in line with his new sentiments.

[4] Madison expressed similar views about turning slaves to manufacturing in OTL.

--

Decades of Darkness #21: Glimmers of Light

12 March 1817,
The Davis Hotel,
Washington, District of Columbia,
United States of America

The men gathered at the Davis Hotel were among the best the United States had to offer, the recent ex-President Madison reflected.  The new Vice-President, James Monroe, was perhaps the most distinguished – apart from himself – but some of the other members were also noteworthy.  Francis Scott Key, who had written the words to the “Star Spangled Banner”, now established as the national anthem of the United States.  Andrew Jackson, a rough man in many ways, but a war hero, and a willing advocate of resettling “free people of colour” to Africa.  What Jackson thought of those who were still in slavery was harder to fathom, but at least his support of the colonization movement was a start.  Henry Clay, Speaker of the House of Representatives, was here to preside over the first meeting of the American Colonization Society.

Henry Clay said, “Welcome, my friends.  We are here to prepare the way for a message, much as Our Lord sent John the Baptist to prepare the way for His own coming.  We are here to found a society to return the free people of colour back to their true homeland in Africa.”

Clay kept on speaking, but Madison let his gaze wander around the room.  The principal man who had organised this meeting was watching Clay intently: Reverend Finley, until recently a citizen of New Jersey, but he had fled that state for Pennsylvania after the end of the late war; had been loud in his suggestions for a colonization movement, but Madison suspected that Finley wanted it as a method for freeing all the slaves.  That, assuredly, was something few of the men in this room would countenance.

Sure enough, Clay continued his speech: “I stand before you gentlemen, as a slaveowner without chagrin.  This society we are forming is not to discuss the ownership of slaves.  Rather, we are here to discuss what shall be done with that, which of all classes of our population is the most vicious: that of the free coloured.”

Madison noticed that Finley looked unhappy at that proclamation, although he hid it well.  Finley had obviously learned the importance of compromise to achieve at least some of your objectives.  That was a lesson which Madison which he had learned earlier himself – it would have made his political career far more successful.

Madison returned his attention to Clay’s speech.

--

31 January 1820,
New York City, New York,
Republic of New England

“Strange to see how the Americans are still willing to work with us on some matters,” Reverend Samuel Bacon murmured to himself, as the ship Elizabeth made its way slowly out of New York harbour.  He half-listened to the list of supplies being inventoried beside him: wagons, wheelbarrows, plows, muskets, cannon, even a small barge.  He gave more notice to the crowds who cheered the ship’s departure.

He had never expected that anything like this might happen, after all the unpleasantness of the late war.  The American Colonization Society had seemed to be much more of a Unionist enterprise than a New England one, despite the active support of some influential people in the New Republic.  The lingering distrust between the two nations had been hard to overcome, despite the new American president’s oft-expressed desire for reconciliation.  Things only changed when President Otis took office in Hartford, and allowed something of a rapprochement with the United States.  This ship sailing out of New York harbour, with a crew of settlers mostly from the United States, and escorted by an American sloop of war – itself an unimaginable sight in New York as recently as a year ago – was proof that relations were thawing.

The Treaty of Halifax had certainly seemed to be a blow to friendship, but now things were changing.  Strange that the U.S. President Wilkinson was building up a strong army and navy, if he wanted peace, but then he also claimed that the best way to prevent a war was to be ready to fight one.

Bacon shook his head.  The concerns of North America should be beyond him, now.  There would be a long voyage to Africa, Bacon knew, as the sight of New York faded into the distance behind them.  What could be done with the people here?  He wanted to help them as best he could.  That might be difficult, though.  Most of the ninety-two passengers were former Americans, but some were New Englanders.  To Bacon’s ever-growing disgust, New England was gradually turning hostile to blacks – perhaps even worse, in some ways, than the United States.  And they were, truly, sailing into an unknown land.

“What will Africa hold for me?” he asked the empty sea air, but his only answer was the call of gulls.

--

21 January 1822,
The Davis Hotel,
Washington, District of Columbia,
United States of America

Madison stared at the gaunt, sickly figure of Reverend Bacon.  This man had looked so hale and healthy when he set out for Africa less than two years ago.  But that continent had exacted a bitter toll from him.  Bacon moved slowly, as if every gesture was an effort.  Perhaps it was.  The fevers and other ailments of Africa had proven even more taxing than Madison would have believed.

“Is the situation as severe as that?” Madison asked.  The new settlement in Africa had held such promise, but a series of letters from Bacon had been far from reassuring.  And now the clergyman had come here in person, proof of how dire the situation was.

“We cannot build a place for the blacks there,” Bacon said.  He paused to cough, and he sounded as if his lungs were being ripped open.  “We thought they would be safe from diseases, but they are as vulnerable to them as men of the Anglo-Saxon race.  Three-quarters of the colonists have died.”

Madison believed Bacon, in a way he would never have done before seeing this wreck of a man.  Everyone had thought that the Africans would be protected against the illness of the tropics.  But Bacon was proof that this was not so.  “What do you want to do, then?”

“Move somewhere else in Africa,” Bacon said.  “It’s the only way.  Somewhere that we know has fewer sicknesses.  Somewhere... further south.  On the other side of the equator.”

Madison said, “You sound as if you have a place in mind.”

Bacon nodded, slowly.  “The Portuguese lands in Angola.  Somewhere along the coast.  We could probably buy land off them cheaply.”

Madison raised an eyebrow.  “Send freed slaves next door to a country which is still shipping slaves to Brazil – and an example which some of our own people want to reinstate?”

Bacon said, “They have no shortage of potential slaves in their own lands.  They would have no need to threaten people protected by the United States.  They should be willing to grant us land there, or even further south if need be.”

Madison said, “Something like that would need President Wilkinson’s support, at the very least.  That might be difficult to arrange.”

Bacon shrugged.  “Name the capital of the new nation as Wilkinston.  That should appeal to him.  And if we need further support, speak to the British.  They still have quarrels with the United States, but they would still support a move like this, if it looks like limiting slavery here.  They are pressuring the Portuguese very heavily to stop it, anyway.”

Madison nodded.  “I understand that.  I will do... what I can.”

--

Extracts from “The Rise and Fall of The Liberian Republic: Struggle, Sorrow, Triumph, Growth and Tragedy”
By Sergey Tolstoy,
Translated by Richard H. Morris,
St. Petersburg,
Russian Federation,
(c) 1974 Red Truth Publishing Company, St. Petersburg.  Used with permission.

...The new land along the Angolan coast was inhospitable in many ways, but at least it was survivable.  Compared to the old lands near Sierra Leone, it was a paradise.  And here, the hundred-odd colonists founded Wilkinston, soon to become capital of Liberia, which would become the oldest republic in Africa, apart from Carthage...

Those who escaped to Liberia, in the initial trickle after the founding of the colony, and the great flood of refugees who arrived after the passing of the Expulsion Act of 1854, were the lucky ones.  Despite the high mortality rate on the crossing, and the high death rates even in the relatively mild environment of southwestern Africa, and the myriad challenges of building a new nation from scratch, at least these emigrants had escaped.  Others who remained bound within the United States, or who were sucked into the maelstrom of horror as it expanded, would not have that option...

--

Decades of Darkness #22: A Matter Of Trade

14 December 1822,
Washington, District of Columbia,
United States of America

“Thank you, sir, for your time,” John Rhea said, as he escorted the Virginian Senator toward the door.  The meeting had been unsuccessful, as he had feared it would be.  James Pleasants remained opposed to the reopening of the slave trade, as were virtually all the representatives from every northern and eastern state.  A few voices still spoke out for its readmission in South Carolina and Georgia, but those voices had grown quieter over the last decade.  The slaveowners there made too much profit selling their own slaves to the growing states in the west to want any competition from cheap imported slaves.  And while some representatives from West Florida, Missouri, Mississippi and Missouri – and even Louisiana and Alabama – spoke out in favour of legalising the slave trade, they were not enough.  Rhea thought there might still be a majority in West Florida and Missouri, and perhaps even Mississippi, but those three states alone would never be enough.

“Where did it all go wrong?” Rhea asked himself.  As recently as four or five years ago, he had been certain he would garner enough support for the motion.  There had been encouraging noises from enough representatives, and people still remember when the slave trade was legal, only a few years before that.  But those noises had never been translated into action.  And gradually, the slaveowners had seen the value in keeping fresh slaves out.

Rhea thought he should have been happier than he was.  As one of the senior Senators – he had represented his state of West Florida since its admission in 1811 – he had had a successful political career.  And for the rest of the time, his plantation down in West Florida was, by any measure, a successful venture.  But it would be far more successful if he could obtain fresh labour at a cheap cost.

“It’s not as if I’m bringing fresh people into bondage,” Rhea muttered.  He sought only to import slaves from Cuba and Brazil, not from Africa itself.  These were people already held in bondage, and he was certain that they would be treated far better under his ownership than slaves in Cuba or, especially, Brazil.  There had been strengthened ties between both of those lands and the United States over the last few years, and some of the stories from down south made him uneasy.  The Brazilian planters were reported to be happy to work their slaves almost to death, content in the knowledge that they could always obtain more from Africa easily enough.  Their slaves would be far better treated if they were shipped to the United States instead.

His valet appeared at the door.  “Sir, Speaker Henry Clay is at the door and asks if you will see him.”

Rhea felt for a moment as if had stepped back in time more than a decade, to when he had first come to Washington, D.C., and Clay had helped him then.  Both of them had improved their status since then – Clay was now perhaps the most influential man in the Legislature, and some said he had more control over affairs than President Wilkinson, while Rhea had built his own political career considerably – but they had hardly been in close contact since.  Clay had made it abundantly clear that he opposed the renewal of the slave trade.

Sure enough, after Clay was escorted in, and after the usual polite formalities, Clay said, “Yes, I would like to discuss this matter of the slave trade with you.”

Rhea said, “You want me to stop pressing for it, you mean.”

Clay nodded.  “You do your own cause no good.  It will never be reopened in its current state.  Indeed, by making it such an issue you harden opposition to it.”

“Perhaps, but you could merely be saying that because you oppose it yourself,” Rhea said.

“My main concern with slavery is with the free people of colour, not with those who are still owned,” Clay said.  “I think that it would be best for both us and them if such people were returned to Africa, as our Liberian experiment is seeking to undertake.  But above all, I do not want our nation divided.”

“Our nation is already divided,” Rhea said.  “Between those northern states who would limit slavery to its current position, and the southern states who would expand it to the current borders of the United States.”

“Those are the two extremes of the position,” Clay said.  “Many more views fall somewhere in between those.  As does my own.  But that is not the point I wished to make.  You are aware, sir, of the current constitutional amendment being mooted?”

“That which will make slavery legal in all the territories of the United States?”  Rhea nodded.  “But there are many forms of that amendment being discussed; I am not familiar with all the details.” [1]

“The details do not, as yet, matter,” Clay said.  “But the broad strokes do.  According to the most likely form, all of our Territories will permit the ownership of slaves, with the question of further ownership to be established by a state’s legislature once it is admitted.”

Rhea nodded.  “That sounds like a reasonable compromise, to me.”  He didn’t bother mentioning, since Clay was surely already aware of it, that a state would find it difficult to make slavery illegal if slaves were already being held there.

“Indeed.  But some of our more fervent representatives want to make slavery legal in every new state, and add rights of transit which would make it effectively legal to hold slaves even in the free-soil states.”

“The federal government has no such power,” Rhea said.  Such an extreme proposal made him uneasy.

“Then would you be willing to use your influence to see that a more moderate form of the amendment is adopted?” Clay asked.

Rhea said, “I might.  But how does this fit into the other matter we were discussing?”

“Because I think you would have more success if you let that matter rest, for now.  It will not be adopted, especially since this recent slave revolt in Charleston.  That was started by an African-born former slave. [2]  If you really wish, you could raise it again at a future time when it may, perhaps, succeed.”  Clay’s tone made it clear that he thought that unlikely.  “But your influence would no doubt grow without it.  Perhaps to the governorship of your home state, for example.”

That was an interesting point.  Rhea had considered the governorship of West Florida before, but never so urgently.  Clay certainly knew how to make a man think.  And, Rhea was sure, Clay was looking for other matters here.  He wanted to build his own influence even further.  Already, the leading figures within the Democratic-Republican party were manoeuvring for the upcoming Presidential election.  In the last, Wilkinson had run virtually unopposed – only a token two electors had voted against him – but the next would be a much broader contest.

Clay, for instance, had already been touted as a future presidential candidate.  But then, there would be no shortage of them.  All would be from the Democratic-Republican Party, of course.  The two-party system, such as it was, had been broken.  Tainted with the stigma of treason, the Federalist party had nearly vanished completely – although it still lingered in Delaware and South Carolina.  All the important representatives belong to the same party, including Rhea himself.

That one party, however, still had active debates within it.  Rhea suspected there would be a very bitter struggle soon, when the time came to choose the next president.  Monroe would want a chance after waiting in Wilkinson’s shadow for so many years.  So would Clay, of course.  And perhaps others.  Calhoun, maybe, or William Crawford.  Perhaps even Andrew Jackson, whose recent campaigns against the Indians had returned him to the limelight he had held during the aftermath of the late war.

Clay said, “If it helps, you could note that the government has taken little action against smuggling of slaves.  I know some have been brought in, and not much has been done against them.  But that is while they are only a trickle.  If more come in, that would be a different matter.”

Rhea nodded.  It would be a very unusual jury who would convict someone accused of smuggling slaves.  But no-one wanted to make it legal.  The Virginian planters, especially, wanted to keep slave prices high, the border states wanted no slaves at all, and President Wilkinson did not care enough to do anything about it.  “Let it rest, then,” he said.  For now, anyway.  He still hoped he could bring the issue back, at a more favourable time.

Clay said, “Excellent.  Let us see what we can achieve in other matters, then.”

--

[1] Absent the issue of a Missouri crisis, this issue took longer to become important than it did in OTL.

[2] A reference to an alt-Denmark Vesey revolt.  This was slightly more successful than in OTL, and increased the U.S. unease about having freed slaves kept around.  The responses to the revolt, however, vary considerably.  Some are using it to press for gradual emancipation, but more are arguing that slaves need to be kept as slaves forever, since it was a freed slave who organised the revolt.

--

Decades of Darkness #23a: Monarchs and Slavers

4 January 1824,
NES Argus,
Atlantic Ocean

Commander Matthew Calbraith Perry kept his gaze on the suspected slave ship as he brought his own ship alongside.  The boarding party of marines – mostly Yankee, but with a few British observers – were ready to enter the boat.

Perry gave no further instructions to the Marine’s officer; he already knew his business.  He did spare a moment to give his British colleague, Commander Albright, a wry glance.  “Care to take a wager that the ship’s captain will only speak Spanish?”

Albright grinned.  “Not much point claiming to be French these days, is there?”  He had an infectious sense of humour; Perry had found himself getting along well with the other commander since he had come aboard at Halifax.

“It took King Louis long enough to outlaw the slave trade,” Perry said.  Since he was speaking to an Englander, he kept to himself his opinions about the bargain which had led to the French finally condemning slavery.  The British Foreign Secretary Castlereagh [1] had negotiated that permission with France, in exchange for the French banning slave trading.  Independent republics in the Americas could face counter-revolutionary intervention from Europe.  President Dana should have done more to persuade the British against it.  Stopping the slave trade was important – Perry agreed with that, which was why he was here – but the cause of liberty was hardly served by allowing European monarchs back into the New World.

Albright gave Perry a long stare.  “You worry too much about France,” he said.  “And about what she might do here.”

Perry felt himself flush slightly; he was not used to being so easy to read.  “I’m not sure I follow.”

Albright waved a dismissive hand.  “Let the French throw away men and treasure in the former Spanish colonies.  They won’t succeed.”

Perry said, “That, I definitely don’t understand.”

Albright said, “It’ll only take a couple of defeats for King Louis to ask himself why he’s shedding French blood to restore a Spanish king.  Let the French weaken themselves trying to reconquer Argentina or Mexico if they like.”

“You want them to look away from Europe,” Perry said.  This diatribe was most unlike the usually genial Englishman.  “Much as some of our people have quietly chastised President Dana for granting recognition to the Greeks, since that takes us away from North America.”

“I want the French weak,” Albright said.  “So should you, since they look to the United States more than to us.”

Perry felt like spitting over the side.  If the United States bothered to enforce their own laws, he wouldn’t have needed to be patrolling the Atlantic.  The importation of slaves was still illegal in the United States, but many of the slaves who were still shipped, more or less legally, into Cuba ended up in West Florida and South Carolina.  “I take the point,” he said, in lieu of arguing.  They still had the rest of the voyage awaiting them; no need to antagonise each other.

Albright glanced over to the other ship.  Following his gaze, Perry saw that the marines had gone on board.

Perry said, “How do you think that conversation will go?  ‘I am bringing these slaves into Cuba.  We are allowed to do this.’  Never mind about how a ship bound for Cuba is sailing for the South Carolina coast.”

Albright laughed.  “Thankfully, that isn’t our worry.  Once we’ve seized the slaves, someone else can worry about offering compensation, just in case that captain turns out to be telling the truth.”

Someone British, Albright meant.  Perry understood that.  Although New England assisted with antislavery patrols, it remained primarily a Royal Navy operation, and any compensation for seized slaves was a British expense.  “Let’s go see if we’re right about the captain,” Perry said, striding across the deck.

--

Excerpts taken from “Revolutions and Counter-Revolutions: Examples of the March of History”
(c) 1946 by Vladimir Trotsky,
Imperial Press,
Berlin: German Empire

The European interventions in the New World – mostly French and Spanish, since the Prussians quickly lost interest and the Russians and Austrians sent only token forces – became classic examples of how not to conduct a counter-revolution.

Firstly, they could only operate there with the tacit consent of the Royal Navy, and from the very beginning, informed observers believed that the British had only permitted the intervention so that they could interrupt it later and be seen as liberators and friends of the Latin American peoples.  With, naturally, the expectation of commercial rights which were, then as always, the only thing the British truly cared about.  Napoleon I had long ago observed, accurately, that the English were a nation of shopkeepers.

Secondly, the cost of shipping troops across the Atlantic, and of conducting extensive military operations against people who most emphatically did not want to be ruled from Europe, quickly mounted, for no realistic gain.  It was one thing for the French to march into Mexico City and Buenos Aires, it was quite another to hold them.

Thirdly, there were was the United States to consider.  Many historians argue that the incursions would never have taken place originally if President Wilkinson had been in firm health, and been ready to protect them.  Certainly, the example of the support he gave to Brazil showed that the United States was capable of projecting power even in those days, if she chose to do so, and similar actions elsewhere would probably have assured the same.

These considerations should have been obvious to anyone who considered the march of history, but they were not.  It was left to the British to announce a stop to the intervention – with New Englander backing that no-one in Europe cared about, at the time – and thus to gain the apparent advantage of being seen as friends.  And, in time, as bankers.  And traders.

But the interventions, although short-lived, did have considerable impact on the march of history.  The renewed British influence in South and Central America might have seemed helpful to them in the short-term, but it ensured United States anger, which was a folly that should have been visible even in the 1820s.  And it created a precedent for intervention in the affairs of these nations, which the United States in turn would be glad to follow...

--

[1] In TTL, Castlereagh has not committed suicide, and remains as Foreign Secretary for a few more years yet.

--

Decades of Darkness #23b: Historians and Dreamers

Selected Important Dates in North American History: 1820-1825
Taken from “The Compleat Textbook Series: Early American History”
By J. Edward Fowler (Principal Author)
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1948 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission

1820:
First American settlers (400 families) arrive in Texas. [1]

1821:
First public high school opened in Boston, Massachusetts, New England.
New York abandons property qualifications for voting; similar motions have been defeated earlier in Connecticut and Massachusetts.

1822:
Sporadic Indian raids begin into Ohio, Indiana, and other parts of the U.S. Northwest.  U.S. President’s Wilkinson’s protests to Britain led to curtailing but not cession of these raids.
After protracted negotiations, the United States is granted Spanish Florida in exchange for nullification of Spanish debts.  General Andrew Jackson is named military governor, and commences operations against the Semnioles and other tribes within the new East Florida Territory.
Failed slave revolt in Charleston, South Carolina.  Denmark Vesey and several of his co-conspirators are hung.  This leads to calls for harsher treatment of free blacks, who are held to inspire slaves to rebel.  Plans are made for more freed slaves to be shipped to the colonies which later became Liberia, while others call for re-enslavement.

1823:
Samuel Whittlesey Dana (Connecticut) inaugurated as 4th President of New England.  Nathan Sanford (New York) inaugurated as Vice-President; the first non-Federalist to hold that office.

1824:
U.S. President Wilkinson dies in office (12 March).  James Monroe becomes the 6th President of the United States.
The U.S. election of 1824 is the most heavily contested since Madison was re-elected in 1812.  All serious candidates are members of the Democratic-Republican party.  Incumbent President Monroe seeks re-election, but Andrew Jackson, Henry Clay, William H. Crawford and John C. Calhoun are also candidates.
N.E. President Dana issues a protest over French invasions of Mexico and Argentina; the protests are ignored.

1825:
The previous year’s election having produced no candidate with a clear majority; the U.S. Presidential election is sent to the House of Representatives.  Andrew Jackson received the greatest number of electoral votes, but John C. Calhoun is elected the 7th President of the United States.  James Monroe is returned as Vice-President.
President Calhoun declares that the ongoing French intervention in the New World is ‘contrary to American interests’.  The British issue similar declarations, backed up by New England.  This leads to the beginning of the Anglo-American rivalry for influence in Latin America.  Initially, the British have much greater influence, except in Brazil and Cuba.
Robert E. Lee and Jefferson Davis appointed to Wilkinson Military Academy, Virginia. [2]
Ratification of Eighteenth Amendment, to go into force the following year.  The Amendment makes slavery legal in all Territories of the United States, and includes rights of transit provisions for slaves being transported through free-soil states, but confirms the rights of individual states to legislate against slaves becoming permanent residents.
United States Navy establishes a naval base at Ballington, East Florida Territory [Miami].

--

Extracts from “Slaves, Serfs and Peons: Indenture in the Industrial Age”
By Michelle Davies
Hobson University
Eden [3], Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1947 Eagle Publishing Company: Eden.  Used with permission

The United States during the 1820s appeared increasingly schizophrenic toward the issue of chattel slavery.  In the Northern states (Virginia, Pennsylvania, Maryland, Tennessee, Kentucky, Ohio, Indiana, Delaware), opinions were commonly expressed that slavery was an evil which should, in time, be abolished.  (Hard though this is to believe today!)  Indeed, in the Upper North, principally Pennsylvania, there were even some calls for forcible abolition, with appropriate compensation for slaveowners.  This brief flowering of liberty produced the Liberian settlement, which trickled on until the great flood of free blacks who fled the United States during the late 1840s and 1850s.  Those fortunate few were able to plant the seed of liberty on harsh soil, but which would in time grow a valuable crop.  For those who were left behind, and the other peoples of the New World, the seeds which were planted there would yield a much more bitter harvest.

For not all of the voices in the United States called for the limitation of slavery.  Many others called for its expansion.  Some of these advocates were also in the Northern states – the nearly incomprehensible adherents of the diffusion theory being the most notable examples – but most were in the Southern states.  Here, the schizophrenic nature of the United States become increasingly apparent during the 1820s.  These states included many people who started to describe slavery as the proper way to run a society.  They were pushed on by their own views on race, that of a struggle between races, which anticipated the later view of Matthism. [4]  Mostly, however, the motivation was economic.  It was, not coincidentally, in the then-frontier states such as West Florida, Louisiana and Missouri – states that were filling up fast as the United States expanded away from British influence, and also the states where plantation slavery was most profitable – that the loudest voices were raised for the maintenance and extension of slavery.  Indeed, in some of these frontier states there were renewed calls for the legalisation of the slave trade.  Most of these voices fell silent once the slaveowners realised how much more profit their own slaves brought once importation was illegal, but not all, by any means.  In West Florida and Missouri, the calls for re-opening were the loudest.  For now, however, they mostly went unheeded.  The increasingly schizophrenic U.S. attitude toward slavery continued to simmer throughout the later 1820s, and indeed afterward, but after the election of President Calhoun, the questions became harder to answer as the internal dispute became linked to foreign affairs, with slavery becoming an increasingly vexatious issue between relations with Great Britain and New England...

--

[1] This settlement is both earlier and more numerous than the first settlers who entered Texas in OTL, due to the axis of settlement being much more southwest than west in TTL.

[2] This is the replacement for West Point, which is now a New England military academy.  It was not named Wilkinson Military Academy until after the President’s death.

[3] OTL Auckland, New Zealand.

[4] Similar, but more racist, equivalent to OTL Social Darwinism.

--

Decades of Darkness #24: On The Road to War

Extracts from “The Seventh President: A Calhoun of Contradictions”
By Malcolm Davis III [1]
Baton Rogue, West Florida
United States of America
(c) 1949 Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.  Used with permission.

The presidency of John C. Calhoun embodies the confused spirit of the late 1820s.  The nation was confused in its direction, riven by internal disputes between the states, over the nature of central authority, of questions of property ownership, and of political struggle.  This was the era of the breakup of the Republican Party, which had dominated U.S. politics for a generation, but which could not survive its own internal struggles.  Indeed, the rise of Jackson’s political fortunes turned the last two years of Calhoun’s presidency into a lame-duck session.

Calhoun’s initial election was more by luck than by any particular genius of his own.  Monroe disliked him, by all reports, but preferred to have a South Carolinian than a Westerner in the White House.  Quite what Henry Clay thought of Calhoun was hard to fathom – as, indeed, it was hard to fathom what Clay thought of anyone or anything – but on one thing they agreed: American honour needed to be restored.  Clay evidently preferred to have a fellow War Hawk in power than the uncertainties of an uncouth barbarian from the frontier.

Calhoun’s internal political often seemed contradictory.  He was a staunch advocate of the need for internal improvements, yet he often opposed their construction.  He supported the necessity for internal trade improvements, and the need for a central bank, yet he often suppressed measures that would have paid for them.  For Calhoun was above all a South Carolinian first, and while he stood up for the United States on issues that would also strengthen Carolina, he would often support South Carolina first.  Thus, he usually denied the establishment of protective tariffs that would support local industry, since such measures inevitably depressed cotton prices.  The northern states were even then beginning to turn toward manufacture, but cotton was still king in South Carolina.

On the issue of property ownership, however, Calhoun was clearly a man ahead of his time.  He saw slavery not only as necessary but as right and proper.  Thus he welcomed the passage of the Eighteenth Amendment, which he had steered through the South Carolina Legislature as the first state to ratify it.  At this time, many people in Virginia still thought that slavery was incompatible with republicanism – odd though that seems in comparison to today’s Virginia – and of course, the border states all opposed slavery.  Calhoun’s emphatic support for the extension of slavery was one factor which led to the coalition of interests against him, since the northern states now looked, improbably, to Andrew Jackson as their saviour.

On the issue of expansionism, Calhoun was also a man ahead of his time.  Although he did not use the phrase himself, his comments about the United States’ fitness for growth would have fitted in well even to-day.  But Calhoun, alas, had little true opportunity for expansionism.  For while the flood of population had been west and south, most of the people of the United States still kept their heads turned north.  Their concerns were with the Indian Confederation, New England, but above all with the British Empire.  Conquest of them was not usually the goal: enthusiasm for that had diminished considerably after the War of 1811.  But the restoration of American honour was their primary goal.  They viewed Britain as the implacable enemy, the New Englanders as their tame hounds.  The relatively difficult-to-acquire lands of the north were still their main focus, despite the clear signs even in those times that there was land for the taking in the southwest.  It should have been clear that the American race could sweep aside the savages and the other lesser races who had claimed those territories, but for the most part they did not recognise it.  Even in the great state of Georgia, which had led the way in forcing the Indians to make way for a greater race – the Creeks were gone before Calhoun’s term expired, and the Cherokee had started their flight – more people thought about the British than anyone else.  Even the prominent Georgian Senator John Macpherson Berrien, a noted War Tortoise, remarked in 1827 that, “America can never stand before the world if she crouches before the British”. [2]

Calhoun did, however, did have one notable accomplishment: the admission of a new state.  During the Wilkinson presidency, calls to form new states had been resisted, on the grounds that there were too few people in them.  Calhoun, however, detached the more northerly parts of Arkansaw Territory – the most heavily populated ones, since they were settled from rapidly-expanding Missouri – into the new State of Washington.  He stated that the choice of that name was to honour America’s greatest hero, but he no doubt also hoped to set a precedent for naming states after past presidents, and thus that in time his own name would be similarly honoured.

--

Excerpt from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool, [2] Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

“War Tortoise”:  A term used mostly by their opponents for those members of the United States government who advocated the continued slow build-up of the U.S. armed forces, as had been established by Presidents Madison and Wilkinson, and which became a major subject of dispute during the Calhoun and Jackson eras.  The phrase originated in a speech by New Englander President Sanford during his Reconciliation Speech, where Sanford argued for closer ties with the United States, that “our nations be bound together in commerce and in peace”.  The context of the phrase was: “It is our hope that the United States and New England can stand beside each other as friends.  For our part, New England stands ready to welcome them.  But, just as before the war the United States had its “War Hawks” who urged their nation into a quick war, so now they have their “War Tortoises” who urge their nation slowly into war.  It is our hope that these War Tortoises will be so slow that they stop.”

--

Extracts from “United States Foreign Policy 1789-1833: The Northern Obsession”
(c) 1947 William S. Richards
University of New England,
Hartford, Connecticut, New England.
University of New England Press.
Used with permission.

Chapter 8: Return to Hatred

The election of John C. Calhoun as 7th President of the United States brought an abrupt end to the thaw in Anglo-American relations that had started under the Wilkinson presidency and which sputtered on during Monroe’s brief tenure in that office.  Not only was Calhoun himself obsessed with the restoration of American “honour” – so much so that he might be called the first American samurai – but he received a Congress with many militant members.  Calhoun himself was firmly anti-British, and the expansion of the army and navy continued even further under Calhoun than it had under Wilkinson.

More fundamentally, however, too many issues remained unresolved for the United States to stand alongside Britain, or even New England.  In their hearts, most Americans had still not accepted that New England deserved to be a sovereign nation.  Although friendship with New England continued somewhat longer than with Britain, since the first Republican President, Nathan Sanford, advocated reconciliation with the United States, but even that came to an end with Sanford’s departure from office in 1831.

But, although the United States disliked New England, they were unlikely to start a war without a causus belli.  No New England President allowed them to have such a cause, and thus, war was always most likely to begin with the British Empire.  For the British most certainly did have the willingness to undertake a war, since there were issues they deemed worth fighting for.  And with Calhoun in the White House, the relationship with Britain quickly deteriorated.

Many factors contributed to this deterioration.  First, as always, was the American desire for revenge.  They had never forgotten the Second American Revolution, or the British support which assured its success.  But there were other factors present, too.  The intermittent Indian raids into Indiana, Illinois and Ohio, which Tecumseh was unwilling or unable to stop, were a significant source of friction.  The British were blamed for creating the Confederation originally, and for their continued support for it, particularly their sales of muskets and gunpowder at nominal prices.  Worse, the Americans were angered by the influx of New Englanders and pre-Canadians into the lands of the Confederation, which the United States still then thought of as “their” lands, which were only temporarily occupied by Indians.  In foreign policy, whatever reconciliation sentiments which Calhoun may have had were cast aside by struggle for influence throughout Latin America, which seemed to be much more pro-British, except for Brazil.  The ongoing dispute over the northern border also caused considerable ire, despite the relatively small areas of land under dispute.

One issue, however, was far more dominant than all these considerations: slavery.  The United States remained almost completely committed to chattel slavery.  Only four states held it to be illegal, and even in two of those states, Indiana and Illinois, the downstate areas settled from Virginia and Kentucky looked favourably on slavery.  And despite the plans of some of the northern states to abolish slavery “in time”, few of their residents looked favourably on the British pressure for total abolition.  Indeed, the ongoing British insistence on abolition made it more difficult for anyone inside the United States to espouse similar views without being condemned as a British sympathiser.  Worse, the British adopted the well-intentioned but misguided policy of seizing any suspected slave-carrying ships.  This included a large proportion of U.S.-flag ships carrying slaves to Brazil and Cuba.  From the British perspective, the U.S. government was guilty of allowing its citizens to carry out illegal activities, particularly the smuggling of slaves into the mainland United States, which was still unlawful at that time.  From the American perspective, the British were violating their sovereignty and freedom of commerce by seizing slaving ships carrying out the still-legal slave trade to Brazil and Cuba, despite the compensation offered.

The ongoing acrimony between these nations grew steadily worse throughout the 1820s, thanks to all of these issues.  The British Government expressed several protests against the United States’ tendency to turn a blind eye to smuggling slaves into its own territory.  The government rarely tried to enforce the Anti-Slave Importation Act – since the level of smuggling was too low to have much impact on slave prices – and even when Monroe made some brief efforts to enforce the act, juries usually refused to convict anyone accused of smuggling slaves.  The U.S. Government expressed its own protests over the handful of fugitive slaves who escaped into the Canadas and New England.  While these cases were relatively few, they were well-publicised and raised considerable anger within the United States.  The firm British refusal to do anything about them was understandable, given the staunchly anti-slavery stance of their own electorate, but it strained the already poor relations with the United States.  Relations with New England were marginally better – President Sanford did agree to provide compensation to slaveowners, despite refusing to return any slaves – but by the time of the 1828 presidential elections, war-lust was high.  And when the intensely militaristic and expansionistic Andrew Jackson was elected President, it seemed that the United States was only waiting for an excuse to declare war...

--

[1] Readers are warned that Malcolm Davis III, like his famous grandfather, had a tendency to prefer controversy to veracity.

[2] OTL Melbourne, Australia

--

Decades of Darkness #25: Days of Infamy

22 March 1833
Prophet’s Town, [near junction of Wabash and Tippecanoe rivers, Indiana]
Indian Confederation

Maywathekeha [1] had seen many harsh winters throughout his life.  The hunting life of the Shawnee was what he preferred, despite the preferences of more and more of his compatriots who had taken up the lifestyle of the pale-faced Canadians and New Englanders who dwelt within the Indian Confederation lands.  Some of them had been particularly bad, such as the one sixteen winters ago, which had seen snow fall in what should have been the height of summer. [2]  Compared to that, the winter just past had been mild.  But still, he thought it would be recognised as the bitterest winter of all.

Tecumseh lay dying, confined to his sickbed.

Tecumseh, Great Chief of the Indian Confederation, whose leadership had won the Shawnee protection from the hated Americans, was about to depart this world and join the spirits.

Maywathekeha had looked upon Tecumseh’s haggard face, and been sorely troubled.  The Great Chief would not live to see summer.  He was sure of that.

He heard faint movement behind him.  Without turning around, he knew that this was his wife, Nenexsa, who had been at his side for too long.  Now, she too watched Tecumseh die.  The paleface doctors had been kept away – Tecumseh had little trust in those butchers.

“How is he?”

Nenexsa said, “He is preparing his final words.  We will hear them soon.”

Maywathekeha nodded.  Of themselves, his eyes turned to the southeast.  A direction he had gone many times over the years, in raids into the American lands.  And one where the American warriors had come from in their own raids several times, during the troubling years of the Great War, and more recently since the Great White Father Jackson ruled the Americans.

“They will be coming for us, won’t they?” Nenexsa said.

“And we for them,” Maywathekeha said.  The Americans, like all palefaces, made poor warriors.  Their muskets were fine weapons, but no American knew how to follow a trail, or lay an ambush.  “But there are so many of them.”

“The other palefaces will help us,” Nenexsa said.

“I hope so,” Maywathekeha said.  But the Canadians and New Englanders fought for their own reasons, not those of the Shawnee.  If they chose, they could also seize the lands of the Indian Confederation.  They had already moved into them in large numbers; their settlers grew more numerous each year.  Raids on those palefaces had been few – Tecumseh and Tenskwatawa had ensured that – but that could change, too.

Wordlessly, Nenexsa reached out to clutch his hand.  Maywathekeha squeezed it, finding some comfort there for a moment.  If only it would last for longer.

--

25 April 1833
The White House
Washington, District of Columbia,
United States of America

Jackson signed the last of the orders with a flourish, then put his pen down.

John Eaton, Secretary of War, collected the orders, and smiled.  “It’s past time we did this, sir.”

Jackson nodded.  “We’ve waited too long.  Let the British and their New England geldings feel the strength of American arms.”

Secretary of State Henry Clay coughed.  After Jackson nodded, Clay said, “Sir, I agree that the British need to be taught a lesson – their demands on our internal affairs are unconscionable – but is this the right way to achieve it?”

Jackson said, “We’ve heard your view before, Mr Clay.  The army marches now.  The navy sets sail.”

Clay said, “Congress has not yet made a declaration of war.”

Jackson said, “They meet in camera now.  I expect a declaration will be forthcoming.”  It certainly should be, with majorities of both houses for his Democratic Party.  Even some of the Patriots should back it.  “Even if they refuse it, we can always recall the soldiers.  A messenger travels faster than an army.”

“A surprise attack is dangerous,” Clay insisted.  “It will make them more determined to fight on and on.  We want a victory over the British to secure our northern frontier and to regain the lands of the Indian Confederation, not a war which drags on for years.”

Jackson drummed his fingers on his desk.  Clay did raise a valid point.  At least he had abandoned his old line about how such an attack would needlessly bring many enemies into the war.  The British and New Englanders would both fight anyway.  The Treaty of Halifax had ensured that, and their willingness to undertake continued action against American maritime commerce [3] proved it.

After some thought, Jackson said, “The danger is small.  Our armies and navy will not attack before the appointed day.  And our minister to Britain will deliver the declaration of war the day before, simultaneously with our minister to New England.  One day’s notice will be sufficient.”

Eaton said, “Our ministers will cry havoc, and then we let slip the dogs of war.”

--

9 May 1833
Outside New York Harbour,
New York City,
Republic of New England

Commodore Lewis Warrington held up the blackberry wine in a toast.  “To the United States Navy, and to victory!”  His fellow officers followed the toast.  Some of them were normally teetotal, but none of them could refuse a toast like that.  Not with the smoke still rising from New York Harbour, or with the six captured vessels that were accompanying the U.S. naval squadron back to American waters.  The attack had been a brilliant success; with the New Englanders caught completely by surprise.  The forts would have made a raid like this one suicidal if they had been fully-manned.  But they hadn’t been.  The war was only a day old, but the United States had already gained an important victory.

--

10 May 1833
Prophet’s Town,
Indian Confederation,
U.S. Occupied

First Lieutenant Jefferson Davis spat into the flames rising from the wooden building.  It did nothing to dampen the flames.  “Good riddance to the savages,” he muttered.  Only a few of the Indians remained in the town, all of them U.S. captives.  A few others had died.  Most had fled; the Indians were too good at hiding in the wilderness.  But they would be tracked down soon enough.  The U.S. Army had re-entered the Indian Confederation.  And this time, they would avenge the defeats of a generation ago.  The militia and volunteers would be gathering within the United States, and soon they would come here.

“The United States will triumph,” Davis announced.

--

[1] A historical figure, if a relatively minor one, born around 1780.

[2] The winter of 1816-1817, which was notoriously cold and had snow falling in June in North America.  It was caused by the eruption of Mt Tambora.

[3] i.e. slave-trading.

--

Decades of Darkness #26: The Stars and Strikes

9 May 1833
Number Ten Downing Street
London, England
United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland

Robert Peel, Prime Minister of Great Britain and Ireland, and First Lord of the Treasury, felt badly strained.  The meeting which his private secretary had scheduled in his diary had been to discuss nothing more serious than the recent discovery of gold in New South Wales.  Now, he had the Foreign Secretary, Lord Aberdeen, and the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, Lord Anglesey, about to enter his office to discuss a war which seemed to have broken out of nowhere.  Relations with the United States had been cool ever since Jackson’s election, but both sides had averted the crises which had threatened war.  This time, there had been no brewing crises, only a brief note delivered by the American minister.  On the same day that news came of open uprising in Ireland.

Worse, both of them would be berating him for not acting to emancipate the Catholics earlier.  Anglesey had warned of the danger of revolt in Ireland, and events had now proven him right. [1]

When Aberdeen and Anglesey were ushered in, Peel made sure he kept the discussion on a subject which was less personally threatening to him.  “This American treachery has already been responded to.  Their minister has been expelled.  All their diplomats will soon be gone.  We can accept them back in time, but this declaration of war is unconscionable.”

“They’ll already be attacking our North American possessions,” Anglesey said.  Foreign affairs were not strictly his bailiwick, but that had never stopped him before.

“New England will stand with us,” Aberdeen said, his voice full of calm assurance.

Anglesey said, “If the Americans haven’t attacked them already.”

“They probably have,” Aberdeen said.  “The Americans have long been planning this.  The First Nations will be destroyed.  Tecumseh was a great man, but his legacy will not survive his death.”

“And can we defeat the United States?” Peel said.

“You should be asking our generals that, not myself,” Aberdeen said.  “But the Americans have been preparing for a fight for years.  They will be difficult to defeat.”

“Especially with the small matter of our troops being busy in Ireland,” Anglesey said.  “We have to reconsider our position on Catholics.”

Peel said, “I would be prepared to consider that only after we defeat the uprising.  We cannot allow the Irish to think that they can dictate terms to our government.”  He didn’t bother adding that many of the Irish revolutionaries were surely demanding many more things besides emancipation.

“Wars on both sides of the Atlantic?” Anglesey said.  “The Royal Navy can probably find the ships it needs, but can we raise that many men?”

Aberdeen said, “It could get worse.  Charles X is still smarting after we chased him out of Argentina and Mexico.  The French remain friendly with the United States.  If they join the war, things could become... more difficult.”

“God preserve us,” Peel said.  This situation looked grimmer the more he learned about it.

--

21 May 1833
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

Until the event, President Horatio Seymour had never thought he would be glad to see war return to New England.  Standing alone, New England could never hope to gain more than a draw against the United States.  The Continental Army and militias could probably hope to hold the fortifications along the Lowell-Gallatin line.

But they might still lose.  Only if they had secure relations with Great Britain could New England feel secure in its borders.  And relations with the United Kingdom had been strained of late.  The Republican tenure in office had been brief, but their demands for commercial concessions, pro-Catholicism and friendship with the United States had made the British uneasy.  And Seymour himself was glad to see Federalism restored, which meant that the Republicans’ agitation against property qualifications, immigration restrictions and constitutional amendments had also been defeated.  He devoutly hoped that Vice-President Thomas Oakley would follow him, not one of the New York or New Hampshire Republicans.

But the United States’ blatant declaration of war had ensured that the British and New England would stand together.  And that the British would go to whatever lengths they needed to defeat the Americans, despite the loss of their Indian allies.  Privately, Seymour welcomed the Indians’ fate – they had always made uncertain allies, as their raids had always angered the Americans, and they occupied land which would be much better in New England.  The initial embarrassments of the U.S. naval raids would soon be forgotten once the Royal Navy joined their New England counterparts.  Of that, Seymour remained certain.

--

24 May 1833
Detroit, Michigan Country
U.S. Occupied

General Winfield Scott had seen many battles in his life, during the unfortunate last war, and in his later campaigns against the Indians.  But none of them had given him the same satisfaction as the one he had just won.  Detroit should have always belonged to the United States.  It had been wrongfully stolen during the Great Rebellion, and it now had more people of Yankee descent than anywhere else.  But now it had been returned to the country where it belonged.

A passing officer caught Scott’s eye, and saluted.  “Yes, First Lieutenant Lee?” Scott said.  He did not know the names of all his officers, but this young officer was one to watch.

“The British prisoners of war have been gathered,” Lee reported.

“Excellent,” Scott said, as the officer walked away again.  He was glad for all the prisoners they had captured.  The U.S. Army had made spectacular gains initially, but they could not be sustained alone.  Scott had overseen the development of the Army into a substantial force, but there were still relatively few regulars.  They would need to rely on the deployment of militia and volunteers to strengthen their numbers, and that would take time.  All the prisoners they captured would gain them valuable time to follow up their initial success.

“And may we have much success elsewhere,” Scott murmured.  It would be needed.  The Indian Confederation was broken, by all reports, with only a few French and Yankee fortified trading posts still holding out, but there were many other frontiers.  The more distant Northwest Territories, where the British retained contact with the Indian tribes even outside of the Confederation.  Along the New England border, where the majority of the U.S. Army was gathered.  And, of course, on the high seas.  Scott devoutly hoped that the United States had gained the same victories there as they had in the west.

--

[1] Wellington’s defeat at Waterloo means that he never rose to a prominent position, and thus never became Prime Minister.  This has delayed the push for Catholic Emancipation, and the process of parliamentary reform in the UK.

--

Decades of Darkness #27: Around The World in Eighty Names

This is the results of the first “Where are they now?” call in the Decades of Darkness TL.  It mostly follows people up until the outbreak of the War of 1833, with a few exceptions.

--

John Quincy ADAMS: The US minister to the Russian Empire during the War of 1811, he was involved in the peace negotiations that followed.  Adams returned reluctantly to Massachusetts, where he retired from public life for a number of years.  He returned to public life during 1817, when he was one of the founders of the Republican Party.  He was an unsuccessful candidate in the 1818 and 1822 presidential elections.  However, his proposals for improved highways and canals were largely adopted by the successful President Dana in 1823.  He was appointed Secretary of State under President Sanford in 1827, but removed from office with the election of President Seymour in 1831.  Adams remains an influential elder statesman within the Republicans.

James Gillespie BIRNEY: Birney finished his education in New Jersey in 1810, just as the spectre of war was forming.  His study of law as interrupted by the war, and he moved to Alabama and opened a cotton plantation.  He remains there at the outbreak of the War of 1833.

Chief BLACK HAWK: One of the leading chiefs in the Indian Confederation; the Sauk lands stretch on both sides of the Mississippi.  Black Hawk and his warriors were responsible for some of the raids during 1829-1830 which brought the United States and Britain to the brink of war, and it took considerable effort by Tecumseh to force Black Hawk to stop.  As of 1833, Black Hawk and the Sauk were reported to be near the Mississippi, in the former Illinois Territory.

Simon BOLIVAR (South American general and statesman): Bolivar was one of the envoys sent in the unsuccessful diplomatic mission to Britain in 1811.  On his return, he became a spectacularly successful general, despite occasional reversals.  He was proclaimed President of the Republic of Colombia [Venezuela, Colombia, Panama, and Ecuador], and assisted in the liberation of Peru.  Colombia was spared from the worst of the European counter-revolutions, and Bolivar was able to defeat most of the attacks even before the French withdrew.  The European invasions proved a distraction from the brewing civil wars within Colombia.  In 1833, Bolivar still faces the attempts to break up Colombia.

Sir Isaac BROCK (British-Canadian general): In 1811, General Brock was defeated outside Amherstburg by the Union forces under General Pinckney.  He was injured and then taken prisoner during the battle, and sat out the rest of the war as a prisoner.  He died in obscurity.

Aaron BURR: Famous for the intrigues of his earlier career, and the murder of Alexander Hamilton, Burr continued his chequered career after the outbreak of the War of 1811.  He is often suspected of arranging the murder of Rufus King, although without any hard evidence.  He is, however, credited with arranging for De Witt Clinton to bring New York into the Republic of New England.  Clinton briefly appointed Burr as minister to the United States (in 1815), but Burr was expelled after a U.S. protest.  In 1823, Burr was lucky to escape with his life after attempting to arrange an expedition from Detroit to annex large parts of the Indian Confederation to New England.  He currently has links to the Velvet Circle and other pro-secession groups within the U.S. state of Pennsylvania.

John BROWN: Often called a Yankee caught on the wrong side of the border, John Brown’s father was a wandering New Englander who led his son through much of New England, New York, Pennsylvania and Ohio before the outbreak of the War of 1811.  He herded cattle for General Pinckney’s army during the war, and ended up at the burning of York (later Toronto).  Brown returned to Pennsylvania, where he tried to run several businesses, but failed.  By the late 1820s, Brown had become part of the “Velvet Circle” in Pennsylvania, who issued tracts and speeches against the extension of slavery, calling for its gradual abolition.  By 1833, John Brown was being accused of extremism even within the Velvet Circle, and had been associating with other prominent Pennsylvanians who advocated secession from the United States in favour of joining free-soil New England.

David CROCKETT: Born in East Tennessee in 1786, Crockett first rose to prominence during the War of 1811, when he served under General Wilkinson in the Indian Wars, including the Creek War.  He served three terms in the Tennessee legislature before being elected to the U.S. House of Representatives in 1825, and re-elected in 1827, 1829, 1831 and 1833.  A charismatic if uneducated speaker, Crockett was originally a supporter of President Calhoun, but later transferred his support to President Andrew Jackson.  Crockett was one of the influential voices behind the 1833 declaration of war against Great Britain and New England.

Jefferson DAVIS: Appointed to Wilkinson Military Academy in 1825.  After graduation, he became a Second Lieutenant in the U.S. Army.  In 1833, he was a First Lieutenant and took part in the initial raid on Prophet’s Town, Indian Confederation, which was one of the opening blows in the War of 1833.

Francisco DE GOYA (1746-1828) (Spanish artist): Served as court painter to the French during the Napoleonic invasions of Spain.  His frighteningly realistic etchings in “The Disasters of War”, which would be published after his death, depicted the horrors of war.  After the defeat of Napoleon, De Goya was pardoned for his service for the French but ordered into exile.  He was briefly a court painter to the King of Sardinia, but moved first to France then to Mexico.  His depictions of the French invasion of Mexico City are considered amongst his finest works.  He died in Mexico City on 15 June 1828.

Agustin DE ITURBIDE: One of the key figures in the Mexican War of Independence, De Iturbide was successful in serving on both sides, until he finally had himself proclaimed Emperor of Mexico in 1822.  His grip on the throne looked shaky, but the French invasions helped to unite Mexicans behind him, allowing him to act as the figurehead of resistance.  He was also fortunate that one of his main rivals, Vicente Guerrero, died during the invasion.  De Iturbide maintains a shaky grip on the throne at the outbreak of the War of 1833.

DINGANE: [Largely as per OTL].  Dingane became King of the Zulus after assassinating his brother Shaka.  He continues to oversee the expansion of the Zulu Empire.

Thomas Wilson DORR: Prominent Rhode Island lawyer (practicing since 1827) and member of the “Young Republicans” arm of the Republican Party of New England.  His are some of the most effective arguments for reforming the New England Constitution provisions against foreign-born residents holding office.  He has also been campaigning against the still-extant property qualifications for voting, the religious tests for office, and the immigration restrictions.

William Lloyd GARRISON (1805-1824): William’s father deserted his family in 1808 due to crippling debt; one of many New England merchants affected by the Embargo Act.  Garrison’s early life was one of hard work and determination, working through failed apprenticeships. Unable to gain suitable employment anywhere on land, Garrison enlisted in the New England Navy, where he served on the NES Swan, and later transferred to the Argus under Commander Perry.  During the boarding of a suspected slaving ship, Garrison was shot and later died of his wounds.  He was buried at sea on 7 July 1824.

Robert Young HAYNE: Prominent South Carolinian Senator, then Governor from 1826.  A staunch opponent of Jackson, and founding member of the Patriot Party which formed after the break-up of the Republican Party.  Hayne has become outspoken in his opposition to the centralisation which is taking place under Jackson, despite his support of the general principles of expansionism and slavery extension.  Hayne was particularly famous for pardoning several people convicted of importing slaves into South Carolina during 1827-1828.

Sam HOUSTON: Enrolled in the army after the outbreak of the War of 1811.  Badly wounded four times during the war.  Remained in the army afterwards, until his resignation in 1819.  Studied law in Tennessee, admitted to the bar.  Unsuccessfully stood for election to U.S. Congress in 1823.  After the break-up of his marriage shortly thereafter, Houston migrated to Texas.  He soon rose to prominence in Texan affairs, being nominated for several military commands, and attending the Conventions of 1830 and 1831.  He was one of the signatories to the Texan Declaration of Independence on 12 January 1833, and shortly after was elected general.

Edgar Allan POE: Orphaned early in his life, Poe was fostered by a series of merchant families. Poe graduated from West Point in 1829 and was admitted to the Continental Army.  By 1833, he had attained the rank of captain and was stationed in a fort near the New-York Pennsylvania border.  Poe has repeatedly been reprimanded by his superiors for writing poetry and other fiction when he should be commanding his men.

George PREVOST (1767-1812): Prevost served as the overall commander of military forces in British North America during the first part of the War of 1811.  He led a wing of the invasion forces into New Jersey during 1812, and was killed in the Battle of New Brunswick in that year.

Lt. Col. Charles-Michel DE SALABERRY: Military commander during the War of 1811.  He had a number of victories over Union forces, including some successful raids into upstate New York around Buffalo.

Antonio Lopez de SANTA ANNA: One of the main figures in the Mexican War of Independence, and renowned as a national hero for helping to repel the French from Mexico City.  Santa Anna is currently reported to be chafing under the rule of Emperor De Iturbide, but his plans for a revolution were put on hold by the recent Texan declaration of independence.

Henry Rowe SCHOOLCRAFT: (1793-1821).  Explorer, ethnologist and victim, Schoolcraft took part in an ill-fated expedition to find the source of the Mississippi.  He died at the hands of hostile Indians somewhere along the northwestern borders of the Indian Confederation, according to the panicked accounts of survivors of the expedition.

William Barret TRAVIS: Born in South Carolina, Travis had a brief career as an attorney before his marriage in 1828.  When his wife died in childbirth the following year, Travis left South Carolina and moved to Arkansaw Territory.  Disappointed with the prospects there, he moved onto Texas in 1830.  He arrived to find Texas a hotbed of unrest, with the growing calls for independence from Mexico, and volunteered to join in the militia there.  With the declaration of independence in 1833, Travis assumed command of a detachment of militia, and is currently preparing to fight against the Mexicans.

Martin VAN BUREN: After the chaos of the War of 1811, Van Buren rose to prominence in New York.  He was a moderate Federalist at first, but abandoned that party for the Republicans after the Federalists continued to oppose the elimination of property qualifications for voting.  He was elected as a New York Senator in 1823, and became one of the leading Republicans in that state.  He was a staunch supporter of President Sanford during the latter’s election, but had a rift after he was passed over as Secretary of State in favour of John Quincy Adams.  He was appointed to fill a vacancy in the New England Senate in 1832, and remains an influential member of that body.

Cornelius VANDERBILT: Prominent New York capitalist, his steamboat empire expanded dramatically with the construction of canals was given federal approval by President Dana in 1823.  His growing commercial empire includes strong trading links with the Canadas and the United States.  Vanderbilt has been an opponent of the establishment of tariffs in New England, and has lent his considerable financial support to the most pro-United States wing of the Republican Party.

Hugh Lawson WHITE: Prominent Senator from Tennessee.  First elected in 1823, re-elected in 1829.  Serves as President pro tempore of the U.S. Senate.  Widely regarded as Jackson’s heir apparent to the Presidency, although there are also rumours that Jackson will seek a third term in office.  [Note: not to be confused with Hugh White, a relatively obscure New York Congressman in both OTL and TTL.]

William WIRT: Eminent author and lawyer, William Wirt became a long-standing Attorney General, serving from 1816-1832.  He retired on the grounds of ill-health, and died two years later.

--

Decades of Darkness #28: Ravens

22 May 1833
Fort Clinton,
New York State,
Republic of New England

Bodies covered the ground between Fort Clinton and the Susquehanna.  They were still too recent to smell, but already the carrion birds were gathering overhead.  A solitary man wearing the army of a captain in the Continental Army walked through the bodies.  He looked over the corpses, a vacant expression on his face.  New England might have held off the U.S. invaders, but as with all true battlefields, the true winners were the ravens.

The captain wandered aimlessly amongst the corpses, his thoughts meandering as well.  He murmured to himself as he walked.

“Once upon a war-field dreary, while I pondered weak and weary,
Over many a fallen and curious corpse by the river shore,
While I nodded, nearly dying, suddenly there came a crying,
As of some one gently trying, trying at the army corps,
As the ravens were crying, crying at the army corps,
Thus quoth the ravens, “Never war, never war.”

--

26 May 1833,
Near the Mississippi,
Indian Confederation
U.S. Occupied

The pleasant warmth of what the Americans called May was a season which Black Sparrow Hawk enjoyed.  He had seen too many long winters, and the cold seemed to cling closer to his bones with every passing year.  But the heat of approaching summer made him relish the season.

Especially today, of all days.  The too-proud Americans had invaded the lands of the Indian Confederation, after the death of the great Tecumseh.  They had burned Prophet’s Town, and thought that this meant that the Confederation was broken.

They had much to learn.

Black Sparrow Hawk led more than a thousand warriors of the Sauk and Mesquakie, and they were ready to strike.  A regiment of American soldiers were encamped near the Mississippi.  In their arrogance, they had not kept proper watch, and Black Sparrow Hawk had positioned his warriors to strike with the dawn.  They could wreak immense damage on the Americans in a quick raid, and then be gone before the invaders could react.  If they succeeded, Black Sparrow Hawk hoped that he could draw warriors from the Winnebago and other tribes who were cowering from the initial American invasion.

Tecumseh should have let Black Sparrow Hawk continue his raids of the summers before, since that would have weakened the Americans even then.  But there was yet time.

The first rays of the dawn broke over the eastern horizon.  Black Sparrow Hawk signalled to his neighbouring warriors, and urged his horse forward as they began the raid.

As his warriors rode down into the camp, on horses which were mostly gifts from the British, and muskets bought off the Yankees, Black Sparrow Hawk glimpsed a raven watching him from a tree.

It was a good omen.  “We will give you a great feast of American flesh today,” he told the raven, and sent his horse galloping ahead.

--

17 July 1833,
Baltimore, Maryland
United States of America

A lone raven sat near the dock as Captain Elie Frederio Forey stepped onto the soil of the New World for the first time in eight years.  When he had left Veracruz eight years before, he had been a lieutenant leaving with his regiment after the English had required the intervention in the Americas to end.  Now, he returned as a volunteer, with his own command of volunteers, to repay the English by aiding their allies.  And, if he was fortunate, liberating his countrymen in Quebec who were ruled over by the Englishmen.

“We have a debt to settle with the Englishmen,” Forey murmured.  The French armies had been winning in Mexico before the English forced their recall.

A few of his countrymen were disembarking from the ship behind him.  Forey started to turn to speak to them, but his eyes were drawn back to the raven.  He would have expected seabirds, even on this side of the Atlantic, but instead this solitary black bird waited, watching him.  What it was doing here on the docks, Forey could only wonder.

“Messr Forey?” someone asked, in hideously-accented French.

“Oui,” Forey said, turning to see a formidably-nosed man in the uniform of an American colonel.

“Bon jour. Je suis Colonel Zachary Taylor,” the officer said.

“Bon jour,” Forey said, then switched to English.  He preferred his command of that language to Taylor’s butchering of the divine French tongue.  “I am honoured to meet you, Colonel Taylor.  I did not expect such a welcome for a mere volunteer.”

Taylor’s face crinkled into a smile.  “For most volunteers, I wouldn’t have come.  But for one of the most distinguished captains in the French Army, how could I fail to attend?”

Forey said, “You know of me?”

Taylor nodded.  “We’ve heard of your great courage in the business of Mexico.  I would like to express the gratitude of the United States that you and your compatriots have decided to help us in shaving the mane off the British lion.”

Forey chuckled.  “Gladly will I do so.  And I hope more of my countrymen will join us here.”

“We can hope,” Taylor said.

“You think they will be stopped?” Forey said.

The American colonel shrugged.  “So far, the British have not stopped French volunteers coming here.  They fear more what will happen if they provoke Charles X into declaring war on them.  But if they become aggravated enough, the Royal Navy will make travel difficult.”

“Perhaps,” Forey said.  The Royal Navy had been the only thing which saved the British from Napoleon, and which allowed them to prevent the conquest of Mexico.  Since then, Charles X had been quietly strengthening the French Navy.  It was reported that the Americans had been doing the same.  Between them, they might be able to defeat the Royal Navy, if it came to open war between France and England.

Forey’s gaze returned to the raven.  The bird seemed to be watching him.  He could never remember seeing such an intelligent expression on an animal, except on the one occasion he had glimpsed the King of England.

“That bird’s been here for a while,” Taylor said.  “Maybe it wants to greet all the French volunteers.”

Forey said, “I hope it follows us.  We will give it plenty of British corpses to feast on.”

Taylor clapped him on the back.  “Well said!”  He waved a hand, and an American came over with a bottle of wine.  “I had been planning on offering you a welcoming toast, but that sentiment is even better.”  After the wine was poured, Taylor held up his glass and said, “To ravens.”

The wine was poor, Forey thought, but he gladly repeated the toast all the same.

--

18 July 1833,
Concepcion
Republic of Texas (proclaimed)
Empire of Mexico (recognised)

James Bowie turned to his second-in-command as they marched down the hot, dry road into Concepcion Town.  “You know, Mexico would be a wonderful country if it weren’t full of Mexicans.”

Andrew Briscoe [1] duly chuckled.  “Mexican customs authorities, especially.”

Bowie nodded.  His own natural instinct was to lash out at the Mexicans who still lived under an emperor, of all the antiquated customs, and who wanted to keep Texas under his thumb.  He knew that Briscoe had other reasons for hating the Mexican authorities.  Mostly because he thought they were bad for business.

A shot rang out from above them.  Bowie barked orders, but the hundred men behind him were already returning fire.  A few moments later, they had three dead Mexican scouts for the price of a couple of bullet holes in hats.

They left the bodies to rest where they fell.  Bowie said, “Let them stay there as proof that the Mexicans can’t stop a stronger race.”

Ravens were starting to gather around the bodies before Bowie led his men out of sight and on toward Concepcion Town.

--

[1] Born in November 1810 in OTL, Briscoe has just managed to be born in TTL.

--

Decades of Darkness #29: Wars and Rumours of Wars

Selected Important Dates in North American History: 1826-1833
Taken from “The Compleat Textbook Series: Early American History”
By J. Edward Fowler (Principal Author)
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1948 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney. Used with permission

1826
Formation of the Democratic Party in the United States, led by Andrew Jackson.  Many prominent Democratic-Republicans desert to join it, particularly in the western states.

Hudson’s Bay Company establishes Fort Vancouver on the Columbia River, strengthening British control of the Oregon Country.

Last of the Creek Indians evicted from Georgia.  Pressure begins to be placed on the Cherokee.

Religious revivals start in New England, and continue over a number of years.  Prominent figures include Theodore Weld, and Arthur and Lewis Tappan.  The religious revival has limited effect south of the border, except for some areas of Pennsylvania and Delaware.

1827
U.S. President Calhoun issues a protest over British occupation of the Oregon Country, in a bid to strengthen his domestic standing in the face of increasing publicity for Andrew Jackson.  The British ignore the complaint, and the long-standing dispute over the northern and western boundaries of the United States remains unresolved.

Nathan Sanford (New York) inaugurated as 5th President of New England, the first Republican to hold that office.  Charles Cutts (New Hampshire) inaugurated as Vice-President.

Washington [northern Arkansas + southern Missouri] admitted as the 18th state of the Union.  Washington is a slave state.

1828
The presidential election campaign in the United States begins early, with the Democrats holding a national convention and recognising Andrew Jackson as their leader.

Prominent anti-slavery newspaper writer Benjamin Lundy killed by a slave trader in Baltimore, Maryland.  Despite vocal condemnation from sections of the United States and from New England, Lundy’s killer is found not guilty on grounds of self-defence.

Joseph Smith, Jr., founds the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints in Pennsylvania.

1829
Andrew Jackson (Tennessee) inaugurated as 8th President of the United States.  Richard Rush (Pennsylvania) inaugurated as Vice-President.

One of Jackson’s first acts is to recognise the independence of Greece; one of the few times in recorded history where the British and Americans found themselves in accord.  Jackson also offers to purchase Texas-Coahuila from Mexico; Emperor De Iturbide refuses the offer.

Mexico forbids further settlement of U.S. citizens into Texas.  The prohibition is largely ignored.

Proposed act to partition New York State into three states is defeated in the New England House of Representatives.

Railroad construction expands rapidly in New England, particularly around Boston, and in New York and New Jersey.

Major Indian raids into Ohio and Indiana cause considerable damage.  President Jackson deploys regular army units into the frontier, and sends two punitive expeditions.

Joseph Smith publishes “The Book of Nephi”.

1830
Indian raids into the United States are curtailed under pressure from the British-Canadian government.  President Sanford was notable in reducing the tensions. 

Nat Turner leads a violent slave revolt in Virginia.  The revolt requires 3000 members of the state militia to suppress.  Nat Turner is executed, along with several of his followers.  Secretary of State Henry Clay arranges for the free-born followers of the revolt (except for those guilty of murder) to be forcibly removed to Liberia rather than executed, setting the precedent for exiling free blacks to that colony for minor and even contrived precedents.  Attitudes toward slavery in Virginia harden considerably as a result of the revolt.

Republican Party of the United States breaks apart.  Many of its prominent members join the Patriot Party, including former President Calhoun.

First Constitutional Convention held in Texas.

Thomas Lincoln and his family, including Abraham Lincoln, migrate to New England, settling in New York State.

1831
Horatio Seymour (Vermont), Federalist, inaugurated as the 6th President of New England.  Thomas Jackson Oakley (New York), Federalist, inaugurated as Vice-President.

Second Constitutional Convention held in Texas.  Texas issues call for establishment of an independent republic.

1832
Massive slave revolt in Jamaica, with over 25,000 slaves involved.

Publication of Patrick Matthew’s “Design and Evolution: The Natural Selection of Species.” [1]  Copies reach North America in the same year, and cause considerable consternation and discussion.

1833
Texas issues Declaration of Independence (January 12).

United States of America declares war on the United Kingdom, New England, and the Indian Confederation (8 May).

--

Excerpts from “Among The Ravens: The War of 1833 and its Historical Context”
(c) 1946 by Martin van Buren VI
Boston University Press
Boston: New England

Introduction

The 1830s were a decade with far too many wars.  After the relative peace of the 1820s throughout most of the civilised world, except for South America, the new decade saw a return to the seemingly endless cycle of wars which had characterised the Napoleonic era.  It is fitting that this decade is best remembered for the haunting poem “The Ravens”, by the acclaimed poet and novelist E. Allan Poe, which described the horrors of war.  Reportedly written while Poe was still a captain in the Continental Army, the poem came to symbolise the war and indeed the entire sorry decade.

For, without doubt, the 1830s were a time when war seemed to range everywhere.  Most of the countries in the civilised world were touched by war, in one way or another.  The War of 1833 is naturally remembered most in New England, but most other countries were touched by war.

The Texan War of Independence from Mexico, and the subsequent Mexican Civil War, were two other wars which touched North America.  So, too, were the “Pirate Wars” in the Caribbean.  The rest of the Americas escaped no better, with civil war in Colombia breaking out in 1830 and continuing for most of the decade.  The revolt of Upper Peru provided another brief but fiery war around the same time.  To this can be added the break-up of the Central American Union late in the 1830s.

Europe itself had its share of wars during the decade.   As well as being involved in the War of 1833, Britain faced a substantial Irish uprising during this period, marking the start of the long-lasting troubles with the Emerald Isle.  Even as the decade drew to a close, with the War of 1833 finally settled, the British were dragged into another war in China.  While 1833 is noted for the war named for it, the same year also saw the start of the First Carlist Wars in Spain.  The 1830s also saw the two failed Belgian Revolutions, which dragged in Prussia, Austria, and the rest of the German Confederation, and which started the long road to German unification.  And on the fringes of Europe, the Russian-Ottoman War of 1834-1836 saw the clash between a dying nation and one in its ascendancy.  The war was well-timed by the Russians, begun when the other European powers were distracted by the War of 1833 and the Belgian Rebellion, and delivered a crushing victory to the Russian Empire and marked another step along the road to Great Power status which Russia had begun with the defeat of Napoleon in 1812. [2]

Of all these wars, however, the War of 1833 was the most wide-ranging, and the one which had the greatest geo-political implications...

Chapter 3: The First Phase

...The United States held most of the advantages throughout 1833 itself.  Their army and navy were both well-prepared for war. With the help of complete strategic surprise, they achieved considerable initial success.  The Indian Confederation effectively ceased to exist before the end of the year; the few Indian warriors who remained operated as auxiliaries to British and New England units who operated in the Indians’ former lands.  The U.S.A also made considerable encroachments onto British and New England lands, occupying Detroit, and breaching the Lowell-Gallatin Line to capture Buffalo, as well as incursions into New Jersey.  They also received support from volunteer French soldiers fighting with the tacit blessing of Charles X, and sympathy from Irish settlers in New England.

There were some signs of fortune for the allied forces.  The Americans were checked along most of the New York-Pennsylvania border.  The Indians such as Black Hawk had some success, but they could not press on forever.  The naval struggle remained unclear, with the bulk of the Royal Navy not arriving in Halifax until nearly the year’s end.  By then, the British, while not reeling, were placed under considerable pressure due to a lack of forces in the Canadas.  The British Government regarded the Irish uprising as the greater threat, diverting most of their troops there earlier in the war, leaving the main burden of the land war to fall on New England.  The apparent success of the Americans led to rumours that Charles X, already firmly anti-British, was planning to officially join the war...

Chapter 4: The Texas Gambit

The Texan Declaration of Independence should have come as no surprise to the Mexican authorities, given that the first convention was held in 1830.  However, Emperor De Iturbide appears to have underestimated the Texan desire for independence, assuming that their demands would run to no more than legal reform.  Certainly, the imperial government should have realised the seriousness of the situation earlier.  The United States had tried to purchase Texas-Coahuila in 1829, and been firmly rebuffed.  U.S. citizens had continued to flood into Texas despite the prohibition on migration...

The initial success of the Texan revolutionaries should have been enough to secure its independence.  The defeats inflicted on the Mexican forces showed that subduing them would be difficult.  But with the settlers also demanding the cession of at least part of Coahuila, which had received considerable American settlement, the war threatened to drag on – until the United States intervened.

At the time, many influential figures in the U.S. government called President Jackson a fool for his decision to provide support to the Texan revolutionaries.  South Carolinian Governor Hayne’s famous injunction “one war at a time” was oft-repeated, and Jackson was criticised for making the same mistake as Madison.

However, events proved that Jackson had been correct.  The United States needed only to deploy two regiments which would not have been used during that part of the war in any case, since they were deployed on the south-western frontier.  In exchange, he gained a huge swathe of territory in Texas-Coahuila, which would form four future states, and substantial numbers of volunteer units who would then contribute to war on the U.S. side...

--

[1] In OTL, Patrick Matthew published an obscure and largely unnoticed precursor to Darwin and Wallace’s theory of natural selection.  Matthew’s theory of natural selection had much in common with Darwin’s and Wallace’s, including the idea of a struggle for existence, but it also had some important differences.  In particular, he emphasised the action of natural selection as an agent of stasis, and thus keeping populations where they are now.  He also remained convinced for the importance of keeping a divine being in the process.  His theory of natural selection is thus more acceptable to the religious sections of the United States, and can be readily converted to an ideology of being a God-favoured race which deserves to dominate the other, fixed inferior races of humanity.

[2] In OTL, the Russians fought an earlier war (in 1828-1829) against the Ottomans after the Greek War of Independence and were stopped from going further, partly, by a Polish revolt.  This war happens later than in OTL, and the Russians extract much more substantial gains from the Ottomans, although as in OTL, they still prefer to leave a weakened Ottoman Empire than a power vacuum which would invite other nations to step in.

--

Decades of Darkness #30: Crows and Jackals

12 January 1834
Capitol Building
Washington, District of Columbia
United States of America

“Do you understand these instructions?” Secretary of State Henry Clay asked.

“I have heard them, yes, but I do not understand them,” said George Mifflin Dallas, until recently a U.S. Senator, and now the newly-appointed minister to Russia.  If the British honoured the diplomatic safe-conduct – as they had been doing scrupulously so far during the war – then Dallas would soon be in St Petersburg, ready to deliver President Jackson’s proposal.

Clay said, “It is quite simple.  You are to deliver a request to Tsar Nicholas to mediate between the United States and the Halifax Pact.”

“I don’t understand,” Dallas repeated.  “We are winning the war.  Why would we want to stop?”

Clay had to stop himself shaking his head.  Like too many of his countrymen, Dallas saw only what was before his eyes, and not over the horizon.  “President Jackson has been persuaded that this is an ideal time to seek an end to the war.”

“We are giving up while we are winning?” Dallas said.  “Are we going to lose another war, just as we lost the War of 1811?”

“The United States are not giving up.  We have gained what we wanted,” Clay said.  “The lands stolen from us and turned into the so-called Indian Confederation have been restored.  Detroit once again flies the American flag.  We have captured Buffalo and much of New York State.  Not to mention part of New Jersey.  We cannot, realistically, hope for more.”  Privately, Clay had always thought this war a perilous adventure.  “Best to end the war while we have many gains and not much blood shed to achieve it.”

“The British will refuse it, most likely,” Dallas said.  “The Yankees certainly will.  You think they will abandon part of their land so easily?”

“They may reject it,” Clay said.  In fact, he reckoned that likely.  “But we will put the proposal to them, all the same.”

Clay feared that the Halifax Pact would do exactly as Dallas predicted.  He had opposed this war from the start, with what he still believed were valid reasons.  The early gains in the north, and the unexpected gain of Texas and Coahuila, did nothing to change his belief.  The British Empire alone was a formidable opponent.  When allied with the New Englanders, it became a very dangerous opponent.  Once the British put down the Irish uprising – perhaps even beforehand – they would be here in strength.

Clay still felt uneasy when he considered the naval strength of the British.  On land, the redcoats were still weak.  But he had never forgotten the burning of Washington.  The British could do that again, or worse.  Raids on American ports could cripple commerce for years to come.

Dallas said, “And what terms will we be putting to the Halifax Pact?”

“About what you would expect,” Clay said.  All the lands of the Indian Confederation restored to the United States.  Detroit and the parts of New England we hold to be purchased by the United States, subject to negotiation of the boundaries.  And demiltarisation of the frontier on both sides, to allow trade to flourish.  Recognition of our Mexican acquisitions.”  Even if the British agreed to negotiate, Clay doubted they would gain such favourable terms.  But the vital points would probably be conceded.

Dallas looked dubious.  “I will convey the proposals, of course.”  By his tone, he expected a negative response.  As did Clay himself, come to that.  But President Jackson had authorised the proposal, and thus it would go ahead.

--

From The Hartford Sentinel [1]
24 February 1834

VICTORY AT NORFOLK!

The combined New England and Royal Navies have inflicted a major defeat on the U.S. Navy in the city of Norfolk, just inside Chesapeake Bay.  A brilliant raid planned by Commodore Matthew Perry [2] has delivered a heart-warming victory to our gallant armed forces struggling against the depredations of the Americans who dare to invade our sacred soil and raid our blessed waters.

Sources report that the combined navies launched a dawn raid on Norfolk, catching the defenders unprepared.  Our ships engaged the enemy vessels, destroying more than thirty American naval vessels, and a large number of merchant ships.  The naval fortifications were badly damaged.  Landings by marines allowed the destruction of the docks and other buildings. [3]

The damage to Norfolk is reported to be considerable, and the smoke from the raid was still rising high when our ships departed.  We can also hope that American commerce will duly suffer from the effects of this raid.

--

Editorial from The Hartford Sentinel
24 February 1834

It is reported from our friends in Federal House [4] that President Seymour has rejected the so-called “peace” proposals of the United States.  It is our firm editorial opinion that he could have taken no other course.  If President Seymour had accepted “King Jackson’s” proposal, he would have been impeached within the day, and, one suspects, he would have voted for his own impeachment.

For there can never be a smidgen of doubt that the New Republic is right to continue to fight this war.  The United States have only ever grudgingly accepted our existence, believing us to be a rogue child in the brotherhood of nations.  And well may they hate us, for we hold true to everything that they have abandoned.  The United States have, in the immortal words of Timothy Pickering, “kept the name of a republic but abandoned the form”.  How can we then be surprised that they hate our own beloved New England, which keeps both the name and the form of good government?

For the delivery of such an importunate peace treaty shows how morally bereft the United States have become.  George Washington was a great man, and if it were possible to shed tears in heaven, then even in the glorious New Jerusalem of his eternal reward, he would be creating a new river in that divine city as he wept for the stench which has become attached to the earthly city that bears his name.  Washington D.C. has become the latter day Babylon, and the only emanations which come from it are the smoke which rises above hellfire.  King Jackson has belched forth his smoke against it, and gallant New Englanders are choking on the fumes in Buffalo and New Jersey.  But just as the Israelites were delivered from Babylon, so shall New England, by the grace of our Lord, be delivered from Washington D.C.

--

Editorial from The Hartford Sentinel
25 February 1834

So, not content to attack New England alone, King Jackson has found himself a fellow-king to assist him.  The French volunteer regiments which had been fighting beside the Americans now have become official French forces.  King Charles X has shown the true desire of most European monarchs to put an end to republicanism, knowing that it spells the end of their desire to rule by right of “blood”.  We can only thank our glorious Lord God that King William IV of Britain, and his predecessors, understand allowing Parliament to rule, even if they still do not have a true republic.

For this, as always, shows how the United States have fallen.  They are cowards and brutes, who struck only because they thought we were weak.  The United States attacked out of a supposed claim to the lands of the Indian Confederation, citing the Indian raids of years before as cause for dissolving the Treaty of St. Petersburg.  As with an unscrupulous barman who adds nine-tenths water to one part wine, so do the United States mix one part of truth to ten parts of lies.  For it is true that Chief Black Hawk – who still continues his brave resistance to this day – should not have made raids into American territory.  Yet how much truer is it than the Americans have shed ten drops of Indian blood for every drop of their own that was spilt?  And even if that were not so, what cause but the arrogance of the sinful could have brought the United States to declare war on New England and the United Kingdom and to stage such infamous attacks?

And now, the King of France has decided to join the uncrowned King of the United States in attempting to bring to ruin the New Republic.  Charles X did not declare war at first, like the coward that he is, but waited until it appeared that the United States were standing strong.  Only by sending “volunteers” to fight for the United States could he show what he had planned.  And even then, he did not declare war until the United States reached New Jersey and annexed part of Mexico’s territory.  One suspects that had word of our glorious raid at Norfolk reached Versailles, then King Charles would not yet have joined this war.  But he has.  For the French are vultures, feeding on the corpses of the dead, and the Americans are the jackals who provide their bodies. [5]  But while the United States still hold our sacred soil, we will drive them from it.  The raid at Norfolk was only the beginning of what New England can do.  The United States peace proposals are naught; only when they have withdrawn from our lands can there be peace.

--

26 February 1834
NES Nantucket
North Atlantic Ocean

The wind was blowing from the southwest; the perfect breeze to take the combined armada of British and New England ships of the line, frigates, and assorted smaller vessels back to port in New York.  At least, it would have been, Commodore Matthew Calbraith Perry thought, if all of this armada were returning to New York.  Already, he could see the first squadron of British ships tacking to starboard to begin the voyage back to the British Isles.  More would follow; it would be a much-reduced fleet that returned to New York.

“Is it necessary to remove so many ships?” Perry asked his old friend, Captain Albright, who remained on board the Nantucket as liaison.  “It seems an over-reaction to the French joining the war.  We knew it was coming, after all.”

“Of course we did.  Why do you think half the Royal Navy is back in Scapa Flow even now?” Albright answered. [6]

“So now you send most of the other half?  Even a quarter of the Royal Navy could keep the French on their side of the Channel.”

Albright said, “No-one wants to take the chance.  But we have other reasons, anyway.  With Charles X officially joining in, there’ll be war from the West Indies to India itself.  We’ll need a lot of ships – and men – to deal with that.”

“But we were just starting to put pressure on the Americans,” Perry said.  “With a few more raids on Baltimore or Charleston, or maybe even Washington, we could make them really hurt.”

“Commerce raiders will be the real hurt,” Albright said.  “We’ve spent enough time hunting down the American ones.  The French will be even worse.”

Perry felt his face form into a frown.

“Cheer up,” Albright said.  “At least now Parliament will give us the money it needs.  With the United States alone, our MPs thought that New England would carry the bulk of the war.  The funds they did approve – and grudgingly – were being spent on Ireland.  That’ll change now.”

“I suppose so,” Perry said.  But his nod was reluctant.  He suspected that the British would turn all that money into extra troops to be used capturing the French colonies in the West Indies, Africa and the Indian Ocean.  It looked like the entire burden for the war would fall on New England.  At least until the Irish were out of the war.  Maybe even after that.

--

[1] The Hartford Sentinel is the oldest surviving paper in New England.  It was then, as now, the paper most sympathetic to the propertied classes (at that time, the Federalist Party), including both the genuinely rich and the social aspirants.  In this era, it was much more conservative than in the present day, although of course it remains the paper of the social conservatives.  During the War of 1833, it was the most pro-war newspaper – although few people dared voice anti-war sentiments in any event – and the most staunchly pro-British.

[2] As in OTL, Commodore is not yet a permanent commissioned rank in the New England Navy (or the U.S. Navy), but a rank assigned to a captain commanding a group of vessels.  Although the New England Navy has close ties to the Royal Navy, it has retained the distinction in rank.  The New England Navy has, as yet, no admirals either.

[3] Naturally, the paper made no mention of the New England and Royal Navy losses in conducting the raid.

[4] The formal name for the residence of the New England President.  Informally, it was even then most commonly referred to as “Pickering’s Cottage” for its modesty, but the Hartford Sentinel would hardly deign to use such a name.

[5] This is the earliest source that can be found for the origins of the unflattering New Englander nickname for the Americans.

[6] This is a reference to the operations against privateers.  In the OTL War of 1812, and in TTL’s War of 1811 and War of 1833, privateers were a major nuisance, and Scapa Flow was one of the main bases for the ships fighting them.  Albright is, of course, exaggerating about the number of ships deployed there.

--

Decades of Darkness #31: Active Negotiations

3 March 1834,
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania
United States of America

John Brown did not know quite what he had expected on meeting Aaron Burr, but certainly not what he had found.  Burr was an elderly man, of course, which he had expected, but he was also urbane and charming, incredibly smooth in his conversation.  Which was far from the dragon-faced ogre and grand conspirator who had been reported in the United States.  The former Vice-President of the USA.  The man who was known to have murdered Alexander Hamilton, and was suspected of doing the same to Rufus King.  The man who had first tried to separate the Western states from the USA, then had succeeded in separating New York, and who had tried to annex the Indian Confederation to New England.

The man who might, with Brown’s assistance and that of some of his compatriots, succeed in detaching Pennsylvania from the USA.

Burr said, “I’ve been watching your progress over the last few years.  I should say, I’m quite impressed with what you’ve done.”

“We haven’t done enough,” Brown said.  The Velvet Circle had been loud in its calls for the abolition of slavery, but that had made no impact in the United States.  Too many men made money exploiting their fellow man, and looked down on black men as subhuman, to succeed within the United States.  Brown had gradually realised that, and thus started contacts with others who preferred that Pennsylvania leave the Union altogether.  “The Velvet Circle has made no progress.  There are too many men in the United States who want to extend slavery.  Take Illinios.  It was barely made a free-soil state when it was formed, and now many of the people there want to bring in slaves.  Only Pennsylvania is truly opposed to slavery.  We cannot expunge it from the United States.  We have to take action against it.  And your help has enabled us to do more.”

That was certainly true; the supply of money, occasional arms, and moral support had been valuable.  But Brown was most impressed by Burr’s own vigour.  The man was nearly eighty, but he had somehow travelled from New York, through the battlefields in New Jersey, across the border into the United States, and reached Pennsylvania.

“I hope that we can do more still,” Burr said.  “Separation has become nearly respectable in Pennsylvania, thanks in large part to your efforts.  The thought occurs that if Pennsylvania declared its secession, the United States’ position would become untenable along the entire Lowell-Gallatin Line.”

Brown said, “Much as I wish we could do that, we would gain nothing but to be hanged as traitors.”

“Who by?” Burr said.  “Secession is legal in the United States – which is ironic, since it is forbidden in New England – under your Fourteenth Amendment.  How can it be treason to seek the rights guaranteed you under the Constitution of the United States?”

“What the law says matters very little,” Brown said, knowing the frustration was clear in his voice.  “Just ask the slave importers in West Florida or South Carolina, if you want proof of that.  We would be condemned as traitors just as much as, say, Rufus King was.”

“Ah, but there is a crucial difference,” Burr said.  “Rufus King, may God have mercy on his soul, had no-one to help him.  Pennsylvania does.  New England and Britain both stand ready to help.”

“The same Britain and New England who can’t even defend their own borders?” Brown replied.  “The United States hold more than half of New Jersey, much of New York State, and at last report were advancing into Upper Canada.  And who now have found support from France.”

Burr shrugged.  “It is one thing to capture territory.  It is another thing to hold it.  The United States’ soldiers are being stretched thin holding that land.  If Pennsylvania were to declare its secession, and deploy its militia into the field, they would be able to defend themselves long enough for the Continental Army to aid them.  The U.S. Army would have to withdraw with its supply lines cut.”

“Withdraw into Pennsylvania,” Brown said.  “I want Pennsylvania free from the United States, but this is not the way to achieve it.  At this time, I do not believe that New England and Britain are capable of helping us.”

Burr said, “So let that be, for now.  I will continue my meetings with other Pennsylvanians.  But would you change your view if the Halifax Powers showed they were capable of taking the war to the United States?”

“If they could show that, then yes, I would be,” Brown said.

Burr smiled.

--

24 April 1834
Waterloo (Later Porter) [1]
Texas-Coahuila Territory
United States of America
(Disputed territory; still claimed by Mexico)

“Miserable place for a capital,” General Sam Houston said.  There had been many arguments about this place already, but for now, those matters could be put aside.  The army gathered here, included the supporting U.S. regiments, had come to influence the ongoing negotiations.  Whether Texas-Coahuila would be independent was a question which had already been answered, but the border disputes remained an ongoing dilemma.  Including how much of Coahuila would be included in Texas-Coahuila.

“Oh, it has its charms,” General Peter Buell Porter replied.  “I wouldn’t mind retiring here.  Retiring again, I should say.”

Houston could only nod in sympathy.  After seeing his nation tear itself apart during the Great Rebellion, Porter had eventually settled in Texas as a form of pleasant retirement.  Only to find himself dragged into another war where he was more figurehead then actual commander.  “We’ll have to see about that, after we’ve finished with General Santa Anna.”

Santa Anna, the leading Mexican general, remained in charge of the negotiations despite his multiple defeats.  Emperor De Iturbide refused to take any part in the border settlement; he apparently wished Santa Anna to have the humiliation of defeat.

“We should be able to claim as much territory as we want,” Porter said.

“That would be ideal,” Houston said.  He cast a silent glance at the approaching Senator Crockett, Jackson’s emissary to these negotiations.  “But it won’t happen.”

President Jackson had made it clear, through Crockett, that while he welcomed freeing Texas from the grip of the Mexican Empire and welcoming it into the United States, he did not want to make so many demands that Santa Anna returned to war.  With another war raging on their northern border, the United States did not want to become bogged down in a long Mexican campaign.

Sure enough, after Santa Anna and Crockett were both seated, Santa Anna put his proposal through the interpreter.  “The Emperor has advised that he thinks the border should be at the Nueces River.”

Houston said, “That would leave too many Texan citizens within Mexico.  The border should be at least at the Rio Grande.”

Santa Anna started shaking his head even before that was translated.  “That would leave too many Mexican citizens within Texas.  And what of the western border?”

Porter said, “We were not finished stating where we think the southern border should be.  Much of Coahuila has Texan citizens, even south of the Rio Grande.  We think the border should be the Rio Salado, then the Rio Sabinas to its headwaters, then due west to the intersection with the 103rd line of longitude.  That should be our western border.”

Santa Anna looked as pale as his swarthy skin allowed.  “That leaves us with virtually nothing.”

Porter shrugged.  “Since your armies have shown themselves to be so ineffective, you should take these terms before we deliver worse ones.  If it were up to me, say, and not the United States, I would be demanding more of Coahuila, and Chihuahua also.”

Santa Anna said, “What of the northern border?”

Houston said, “Let it fall at the 36th parallel, along our common border.  As to where that leaves our border with the rest of the United States, that is a matter between us and them, not you.”  As he spoke, Houston kept waiting for Crockett to intervene.  By demanding such excessive terms, Houston hoped that they might get as far as the Rio Grande.  That was what he really wanted.

Santa Anna muttered to himself for a while before he spoke again.  “I doubt the Emperor would accept such terms.”

Crockett said, “Now, wait here a minute, General.  Let’s talk about this.”  Crockett stood, and motioned for Santa Anna to follow.  They walked away with the interpreter in tow.

Houston sighed.  “I’ll wager that Crockett wants to give Santa Anna everything he wants.”

Ported nodded.  “I fear you’re right.”

Yet when the three other men returned a few minutes later, Santa Anna still looked unhappy, while Crockett smiled.  Santa Anna said, “It has been pointed out to me that... that my best choice would be to accept your terms.  In the name of the Emperor.”

Crockett said, “We will need to have a formal treaty signed by the Emperor, of course.  If you prepare it, would you return to us for final signature?”

Santa Anna nodded curtly.

Porter said, “No need to come all the way out here.  Perhaps somewhere closer to a city.  Near San Antonio, pehaps.”

Houston nodded.  “Not in the city, though.  There’s a fort called the Alamo nearby.  Let us meet there.”

Crockett smiled at Santa Anna.  “I will see you again, General, at the Alamo.”

Santa Anna departed hurridly.

Houston shook his head.  “I didn’t expect that, Senator.  How did you make him give in so easily?”

Crockett said, “Easily.  I pointed out to him that if he wanted to overthrow the Emperor, he would have his best chance if he blamed de Iturbide for the most humiliating defeat possible.  Especially since his other alternative was having worse terms dictated at him.”

Houston chuckled.  “Then we can truly celebrate the birth of the U.S. state – territory, for now, I suppose – of Texas-Coahuila.”

--

5 June 1834
Fort Clinton,
New York State,
Republic of New England
U.S. Occupied

The row of prisoners marched glumly along in front of Elie Frederio Forey, until recently a captain of a volunteer unit, now a major leading his own battalion of French troops.  A battalion which was now advancing into New England territory.  The first step in the defeat of a key British ally, and a step closer to Quebec.  He did not know whether liberating that was a realistic goal, but he hoped it could be.

One of the prisoners caught his eye, a thin man wearing the uniform of a captain.  Forey took the opportunity to practise his English with a man of rank.  “What is your name, Captain?”

The captain bowed mockingly.  “Captain E. Allan Poe, sir, at your service, Major Frenchman.”

Forey gave his own name.

“Well, Messr. Major Forey, you seem to have acquired a pet raven.”

Forey barely noticed the bird which had been following him ever since Baltimore.  “It gives better conversation than most men.”

Poe raised an eyebrow.  “You’ve taught it to speak?”

“No, I’ve taught it to stay silent,” Forey said.  “What is conversation, after all, but an excuse for someone to listen to you?”

Poe said, “Then, sir, I am your prisoner, and I must perforce allow you to inflict conversation on me.”

Forey said, “A distinguished prisoner, however.”  Forey decided he liked Poe’s sardonic outlook.  “I would be honoured if you would join me and my officers for dinner tonight.”

Poe said, “An evening with civilised conversation certainly sounds better than a night wrestling for space with cockroaches and privates.”

Forey laughed.  “Welcome, then.”  He had made a policy of ordering his troops to treat civilians well, to spare property, and to engage in no wanton destruction. [2]  What had disturbed him was that the U.S. Army operated under no such constraints.

“I’ll have to make sure we amend that before we reach Quebec,” he muttered, then bade Poe farewell until the evening.

--
6 June 1834
NES Nantucket
Outside Chesapeake Bay

“This is a challenging stroke, Commodore,” Commander Albright told Perry.  “I hope it works.”

“It will work,” Perry insisted.  It has to work, he thought.  The lines of ships stretched out before him on both sides.  The New England Navy and the Royal Navy had both sortied in strength; every ship that could be spared from New York, Boston and Halifax.  If this failed, they would be forced to rely on fresh ships from Britain, and those might be slow to arrive.

But the flotilla was in place; ships of the line, frigates, sloops, and cutters.  And transport ships behind, packed with soldiers from the Continental Army and British and New England marines.

“This means a lot of troops missing from your border,” Albright said.  “Troops that could be used in holding back the Jackals.”

“It will work,” Perry repeated.  It had to work.  New England badly needed a convincing victory in this war.  The raid on Norfolk had had little effect on Yankee morale; the French entry into the war had more than cancelled that out.

The fleet kept sailing on, toward the mouth of the Potomac.

--

Excerpts from “Among The Ravens: The War of 1833 and its Historical Context”
(c) 1946 by Martin van Buren VI
Boston University Press
Boston: New England

Chapter 7: The Return to Washington

The successful raid on Washington had a major impact on the war.  It represented the first assertion of naval superiority by the Halifax Powers which was to be crucial in determining the outcome of the war.  While the troops did not remain in Washington for more than two days – long enough to burn most of the government buildings – when they withdrew to avoid conflict with fresh troops out of Baltimore, the blow to U.S. prestige was immense.  The federal government withdrew from Washington for the duration of the war.  More significantly, it raised New England morale, which had been badly weakened by the series of U.S. victories on land.  And in perhaps the most important outcome – and one which had been unanticipated – it led the Pennsylvanian extremists to declare secession, changing the balance of the war.

The raid on Washington also had some long-term, unanticipated effects.  After the war, the United States decided to relocate the District of Columbia to a more secure location, and thus changed the national capital.  And it made a national hero of Commodore Perry, and led to the New England Navy’s adoption of Admiral as an official rank, a rank which for the first five years had only one occupant...

--

[1] OTL Austin, Texas.  ITTL, named for Peter Buell Porter, the “Father of Texas”, who moved into Texas in 1820 along with the rest of the founding families.

[2] Similar to what Forey did in Mexico in OTL.  Then, he was unfortunate enough to get rebuked by Napoleon III for it.  Here, at least he isn’t being similarly told off by the U.S. forces, although he’s still looked at strangely for it.

--

Decades of Darkness #32: The Descent Begins

Extracts from “Slaves, Serfs and Peons: Indenture in the Industrial Age”
By Michelle Davies
Hobson University
Eden [1], Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1947 Eagle Publishing Company: Eden. Used with permission

To the contemporary reader, slavery is almost synonymous with the United States of America.  Mention the word “slave” to an Australian on the street, and it usually conjures up a vision of a man bending over beneath a whip in a plantation in Mississippi or Cuba, or mining in Sonora or the Californias, or labouring in a steel mill in Virginia or Coahuila.  This disguises the fact that even today, there are many forms of indenture within the United States: peonage, debt-bondage and slavery proper, to name but three.  It is true that the increasing trend within the United States has been to reduce all of these varying forms of indenture to complete slavery, but nonetheless important distinctions remain...

The growth of slavery within the United States had an interrupted career.  Slavery was legal in most states during the colonial era, but was abolished by many of them before or shortly after the First American Revolution.  Indeed, many of the remaining slaveholding states viewed slavery as a necessary evil which would “someday” be abolished, although even then their hypocrisy was shown in their refusal to take any sort of steps to actually reduce it.  Nonetheless, the change in attitudes toward slavery between, say, an American planter in 1810 and in 1850 is remarkable.  In 1810, slavery was typically viewed as a necessary evil.  By 1850, in most of the United States, it was seen as the only fit way to run a society. [2]  There were notable exceptions to this trend, with some individuals opposing the practice, but their voices became increasingly drowned out in the clamour...

Of the factors which contributed to the increasing indenture rates within the USA, the War of 1833 and its aftermath was perhaps the most significant.  The war influenced indenture in two ways, political and economic.  The political factors are obvious to even a casual student of history.  The increasingly strident anti-slavery rhetoric out of Britain and New England had provided the backdrop to these events, and the war brought them into stark relief.  The British habit of seizing slaves as spoils of war and then freeing them did nothing to endear them to the Americans.  Nor did the ongoing capture of slaving ships which lead to the nominal re-legalisation of the slave trade even before the end of the war – nominal since few or no slaves could be imported with the Royal Navy blockading most of the U.S. coast.  But others have analysed these political factors in great detail (e.g. Kolker, 1937; Bunterschladt, 1941) and there is little need to discuss them further.

The economic contributors to the growth of slavery are, I think, of greater importance.  At a fundamental level, the War of 1833 consolidated and accelerated the growth of industrialised slavery.  Prior to the war, the use of slaves in manufacturing had been relatively limited, partly due to the restricted number of slaves available, partly from competition from free labour, but mainly because the profitability of slave labour in industry was much lower than the profitability of agriculture, particularly cotton.  This meant that the high slave prices for the limited slave population prevented the development of industrial slavery.  Slave prices were unlikely to fall due to internal economic causes, since the ruling classes had too much capital invested in their existing slaves, and a reduction of slave prices would have been catastrophic for their investments.  Pre-war attempts to reduce the price of slaves (principally by allowing slave importation) had generated considerable debate but had never had any practical chance of success.

However, the War of 1833 had considerable economic fallout.  The ongoing raids and blockades caused a (temporary) crash of export-driven agriculture within the United States.  From 1834 onwards, exports of agricultural products such as cotton were reduced by 90% along the East Coast states, and by over 50% along most of the Gulf Coast (Richards, 1927).  Slave productivity in plantation agriculture – which was then by far the dominant use of indentured labour – was thus drastically reduced as the slaves were left mostly idle, with no opportunity to export their produce.

Yet the collapse of exports also led to increasing demand for internal manufacture.  This included general manufactured imports, which could now no longer be obtained from New England and the United Kingdom, but particularly war-related industries and other ongoing construction.  This increase in industrial output created a labour shortage, with increased production required but many of the able-bodied workers serving on the frontlines.  This labour shortage, combined with the surplus slaves on plantations, led to increasing numbers of slaves being rented to the factory owners who were establishing and expanding their operations in Virginia, the Carolinas and Kentucky.

The demanded for indentured labour continued to increase throughout the war and afterward.  While the end of the war temporarily alleviated the labour shortage, the rapid expansion of industry in the key northern areas of the United States – the first parts of the country to industrialise – led to an increased demand for cheap slave labour.  Given that many of the existing slaves were returning to plantation agriculture, the obvious response was to import more slaves.  The political clout of the northern states, and the growing demand for slaves in the booming southwestern territories – particularly the Texases, Washington, Arkansaw and Missouri – led to the restoration of the slave trade becoming a viable proposition.  In the peace negotiations after the war, the importation of “people already in bondage” from Cuba or Brazil had been grudgingly granted, on the basis that U.S. slaveowners tended to be more humane in their treatment of slaves than the others, especially Brazil.  (This was true in the 1830s, at least).  But the economic realities meant that importing slaves from Africa itself was now the desired option.  At first, this involved the transhipment of unfortunate Africans through Cuba, but even this was not enough to satisfy the growing demand for indentured labour.

Certainly, other attempts to alleviate the labour shortage were tried, since not all in the United States favoured an increase of slave labour, especially in the border states.  But there were few other options.  The United States’ industrialisation was continuing, and indeed received government incentives to allow it to flourish.  The war had shown the necessity of industrial production, and the ongoing competition with New England and the British Empire after the war required that it continue.  But, naturally, this required additional labour.  The only realistic alternative would have been immigration, but the United States received relatively few immigrants.  With New England, the United Kingdom and later Canada retreating behind their own customs union with high tariff walls, most of the immigrants from Europe went to these areas, and also to the burgeoning colonies in what was then Australia, New Zealand and South Africa.  The relative trickle of migrants to the United States meant that voluntary migration was insufficient to match the demand for labour.  The only alternative that could be sought was involuntary immigration...

--

[1] OTL Auckland, New Zealand

[2] Much like the comparable shift in attitudes between 1810 and 1850 in the Southern states of the OTL USA, only more so.

--

Decades of Darkness #33: The Year Of Revolutions

From The Boston Wanderer
27 January 1946

Lest anyone think that the current spate of revolutions is anything new, they can find something to assuage their minds in our History in Review centre-page spread.  This will show them that both successful and unsuccessful revolutions are nothing new.

History in Review: 1834

When most people today are asked about 1834, the usual response is something like “That was the second year of the War of 1833, wasn’t it?”  Certainly, this year is most noted for being part of that war.  And in that year, the most famous event was surely the burning of the U.S capital, Washington D.C., for the second time.  Yes, for those of you who weren’t paying attention to our review last week, the United States was not always ruled from Columbia...

One year, four revolutions.  Two successes, two failures.  But even the failed revolutions had major importance.  Without the abortive Pennsylvanian revolution, New England might have been conquered by the USA over a century ago...

--

Excerpts from “John Brown: Father of The Velvet Underground”
A biography written by Josiah A. Quigley,
(c) 1947 Taylor Press
Brigham: Nephi Free State

The self-styled “Third American Revolution” was a dismal failure.  Despite the gallant actions of John Brown, and the support of his fellow abolitionists such as Elijah Pennypacker, the entire secession effort was doomed before it began.  Quite simply, there was never enough popular support for a successful revolution.  A bare majority of the Pennsylvania Legislature had approved a call to petition Congress for secession, as was permitted under the U.S. Constitution, but this legal avenue was swept away by the risings under Brown and Pennypacker.

Quite simply, Brown failed to gauge correctly the public mood.  He may have been correct in his belief that the majority of Pennsylvanians opposed slavery, but he was sadly mistaken into translating that belief into a false assumption that they would rise up against the United States.  Relatively few Pennsylvanians were interested in being labelled as traitors and secessionists.  Indeed, Governor Joseph Ritner – himself a vocal opponent of slavery – signed the instrument of secession, but he was reported to have done so only with the mob already baying at the door.  But the fierce opposition to secession can be judged from the speed with which the western counties of Pennsylvania counter-seceded back to the USA, and the former Pennsylvania lieutenant governor became Governor George Wolf of Westylvania...

And thus, from the broad perspective, it can well be asked what the Pennsylvanian Rebellion achieved.  For Pennsylvania, it gained very little.  Within a few months, even the most pro-secessionist counties had been reconquered.  John Brown lingered on for a while with the Velvet Underground, but this never amounted to more than a fringe movement.  For Governor Joseph Ritner, it nearly cost him his life and it did cost him his career, as he lived out the rest of his life in exile in New England.  And it ensured that any talk of secession in the United States, even legal secession, was condemned as treason.  So, of course, was abolitionism.

Indeed, the main benefits of the Pennsylvania Rebellion were for New England, not Pennsylvania.  The “Third American Revolution” has been cited as a frequent turning point by fools, U.S. patriots and “alternate historians” – these often being the same person – as a major historical turning point, with arguments such as “the United States would have conquered New England, if not for the treachery of Pennsylvania”.  Naturally, such arguments do not hold up.  The United States’ war objective was never to conquer New England, merely the Michigan Country and parts of New Jersey and New York.  And while the rebellion did force the United States to withdraw from most of its early conquests, leaving them holding only the key border forts along the Lowell-Gallatin Line, it did not mean much.  Britain was always going to give its full aid to New England once the other distractions were dealt with, and thus a complete conquest of New England was never a realistic option.

In short, the Pennsylvanian Rebellion was a noble but doomed attempt to free the Pennsylvanians from the moral corruption and incipient ideology of Matthism [1] which was soon to engulf the United States.  But it came too late.  If Pennsylvania had seceded during the Second American Revolution, they would have been freed.  But they lingered too long.  Even in the 1830s, the United States, while not yet capable of forcing a decisive victory against New England and her allies, was able to hold onto any reluctant parts of her own territory.  All the Rebellion achieved was to add another state to the United States, and to give John Brown the opportunity to lead a long, but futile, resistance.

--

From The Boston Wanderer
27 January 1946
By “George Stringe” [2]

“The French change governments more often than Australians change mistresses.”  -- Attributed to Clement Churchill

As revolutions go, the French Revolution of 1834 was relatively bloodless.  Charles X found out he was sitting on a rather slippery throne, and the only grip he could find was that of the British blockade closing on the French economy.  The December Monarchy replaced the Restored Monarchy which had replaced the First French Empire which had replaced the First Republic which had replaced the Old Bourbon Dynasty which had replaced the Valois Dynasty.  And the December Monarchy would in turn be replaced by the Second Republic, which would in turn be replaced by the Second French Empire, and so on, and so on, et cetera, et cetera.  You get the idea.

The French had thus changed governments, again.  It’s doubtful whether anyone on the mainland of Europe even noticed.  The British noticed long enough to sign a peace with France – as they had a habit of doing every five years or so, and then changing their minds – give back most of the French colonies they had captured that year, and call it a draw.  The Americans noticed, of course, since they now had no allies in their little war, and they were rather unhappy about that.  But then, Americans are never happy except when they’re unhappy, and thus they should have been really happy.  And that’s about it for the December Revolution, really.

--

Excerpts from “Misfits of History”
(c) 1947 by Emily Vasquez
Cline Publishing Company
Habana, West Cuba: United States of America

Chapter 6.  Belgium: A Nation That Never Was

The non-existent nation of Belgium is another of the misfits of history.  The region has been dominated by many cultures, having been Celtic, Roman, Germanic, French, Dutch, Spanish, Austrian, and Dutch (again) over the centuries leading up to its formation.  The name has ancient roots, but was only considered the name of a nation, rather than a region, for two brief periods during the attempted Belgian Revolutions...

There were two attempted Belgian Revolutions.  The first, abortive revolution took place in 1830, inspired by various French-nationalists, but fell apart after receiving little support from France.  The second, much more serious revolution broke out in 1834.  For a time the self-proclaimed Republic of Belgium [3] occupied a considerable stretch of territory, including Luxembourg and much of the southern Netherlands.  However, William I did not permit his nation to break apart so easily.  Despite the protests of Britain and France, both of whom were too busy with their own war to do much, the German Confederation marshalled its forces to suppress the revolt.  Prussia and Austria both sent substantial armed forces, eager to stop the spread of republicanism, and the other members of the German Confederation sent symbolic contributions of troops.

Thus, the Second Belgian Revolution came to a bitter end.  It might have been much worse for the revolutionaries – William I is said to have been keen to deliver strong punishment – but the German Diet intervened.  Their troops had been committed to support the Netherlands throne, not to be used as executioners.  Belgium was removed from the map of Europe after its brief appearance, but its long-term effects were important in both the Netherlands and the other German powers... 

--

From “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

DE ITURBIDE, Agustin (1783-1835).  Emperor of Mexico (1822-1835).  De Iturbide had a spectacular military career, first fighting for the royalists and later against them, during the Mexican War of Independence.  After Mexico received its independence, he was proclaimed as the first Emperor of Mexico.  His reign was initially precarious, but bolstered by nationalistic feeling after the European invasions (1823-1825).  As Emperor Agustin, he ruled over Mexico for twelve years of peace, before General Santa Anna and others instigated the Mexican Revolution of 1834.  During the civil war which followed, imperial forces suffered a series of defeats.  De Iturbide abdicated in 1835, and attempted to flee the country for refuge in the United States, but was betrayed and executed.

--

[1] TTL equivalent to Social Darwinism.  See DoD #29, footnote 1.

[2] The pseudonym adopted by a virulent satirist who corresponded with a variety of newspapers and other publications.  Real name unknown.

[3] Internal Belgian (and Dutch) politics have changed considerably from OTL during the 1810s-1830s, mostly due to the inclusion of some German-speaking areas in the United Kingdom of the Netherlands.  One effect of these changes was a greater distrust of monarchy than in OTL, and thus Belgium was initially proclaimed as a republic.  It probably would have become a constitutional monarchy soon if it had survived, however.

--

Decades of Darkness #34: Peace or Pieces?

25 June 1835
Federal House,
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

Since his inauguration, President Oakley had taken to keeping a large map hanging on the wall opposite his desk.  The map showed New England, the Canadas, and most of the United States, except for their Texan acquisitions which no-one had yet recognised, but which in practical terms had become a fait accompli since the Mexican Revolution.
The map depicted known American forces in blue, British-Canadian forces in red, and New England forces in green.  Major battles were depicted in black.  While the map was probably inaccurate, it showed the general tide of events.  Black pins dominated the entire arc of the map between Lake Ontario and New Jersey.  The war there remained indeterminate, with the U.S. forces back in Buffalo after the short-lived Pennsylvanian rebellion.  The northwestern theatre showed a wide range of battles.  The U.S. still held most of the land, but was unable to consolidate its control with the British controlling the Great Lakes.  And the eastern seaboard of the United States showed a series of black dots from Baltimore to Ballington. [1]
“But where does all this end?” Oakley asked himself.  The war had gone on for more than two years, with an eternal list of battles, men dead and maimed, and with no sign of stopping.  Even with the French abandoning the war, and with the British starting to send across more troops with Ireland mostly quelled, the United States would not give up.  And they had both more men than New England and the willingness to use them.
“What does the United States want from this war?” Oakley asked himself.  The United States kept on fighting even though it was clear that they would never conquer New England, or even a large part of it.  It seemed that, most of all, what the United States wanted from this war was a way not to lose.  They had never forgotten the War of 1811, and one of the main reasons they had started this war was to avenge that defeat.  They would never give up until they had something which they could present as a victory.
“Maybe we could give them that,” Oakley said, in sudden understanding.  Not the crushing victory which the United States craved, but something which they could still present as a successful outcome of the war.
Oakley turned his gaze back to the map.  It still showed the old borders of the Indian Confederation, running in a line roughly halfway between the Great Lakes, the Mississippi, and the Ohio.  The Indian Confederation was gone – no-one doubted that much.  Conceding that would be a simple part of any peace negotiations... yet it still left open the question of who would have all that land afterwards.  The United States wanted all of it, but to concede it to them would be disastrous.  And the United States could not be given any of the Michigan Country, no matter how much they craved it.  “But would it be possible to concede some of the Indian lands to them?”  Maybe, just maybe, that would be enough to secure peace.

--

17 September 1835
Stockholm, Kingdom of Sweden

Visiting Stockholm took U.S. Secretary of State Henry Clay back more than twenty years, to the last time he had tried to secure peace between the United States, Britain, and New England.  At least Stockholm’s weather was better than St Petersburg, even if the negotiations dragged onto winter as he feared they might.  There were more promising signs this time than in the last negotiation.  Then, the United States had been keen on prolonging them.  And both sides had continued major battles while the diplomats tried to talk, which had made achieving peace much more difficult.  This time, at least, President Jackson had given orders for major military actions to stop, which left both sides encamped on their borders with raids and skirmishes.
Clay felt grateful that both sides had finally arranged a venue where they could negotiate with a mediator they trusted.  The search had been a difficult one.  France had been ruled out due to its involvement in the war; the German powers had lost credibility with the British due to their intervention in the revolts within the Netherlands; and Russia, the old mediator, was still engrossed in its war with the Turks.  Spain would have been Clay’s ideal choice in most circumstances, but that nation remained bogged down in its own civil war.  Sweden was just about the only candidate left.
“Think we can win peace here?” Clay asked, turning to his fellow emissary, David Crockett.
“If the British want it,” Crockett said, with an offhand shrug.
“New England--”
“Doesn’t count for anything,” Crockett said.  “If the British packed up and left North America today, we could dictate whatever terms we wanted to the Yankee Rebels tomorrow.  Worry about the British, and let the Yankees worry about themselves.”
Clay nodded.  “And let the Yankees worry about the Swedes, too.  They are--”  He stopped speaking abruptly, and gestured across the dock.  “I do believe that’s Harrison Otis.”
Crockett looked blank.
“One of the emissaries at the last treaty, although Strong and Lowell did most of the negotiating.  Why would President Oakley send such an old man to Stockholm?”
Crockett said, “To get him away from Hartford, perhaps?”
Clay said.  “Perhaps.  Would you like to meet him?”  King Karl XIV was meant to mediate the formal negotiations, but Clay saw no harm in meeting Otis beforehand.  He recalled that Otis had always been much more pleasant than his counterparts, especially John Lowell.
When Crockett nodded, Clay led the way over to Otis.  After the usual round of polite introductions and insincere good wishes, Clay said, “What do you think of Sweden so far?”
Otis said, “I should have expected you Americans to wrangle having a slaveholding country host the negotiations.” [2]
Clay said, “Where else would you have us go?  Denmark refused.  The only other civilised nation left is Portugal, and they keep more slaves than Sweden.  Unless you want to try submitting our mediation to the Son of Heaven in China, perhaps.”
Otis grimaced.  “Point taken.”  He still didn’t sound very happy about it, though.
Clay said, “But I do expect the Swedish King to help us in our search for peace.”
Otis studied him for a moment, then said, “You genuinely mean that.”
“Of course,” Clay said.  “I thought this war foolish from the start.  Too much blood has been shed to little gain.  I would rather we make peace, and go back to hating each other across the border instead of hating each other for crossing the border.”
“Well said!” Otis exclaimed.  “I think, sir, that these negotiations will go well indeed.”  He thrust out his hand.
Clay shook it, but he could not help noticing that Crockett looked less than happy in the background.  It looked as if Crockett knew something about President Jackson’s wishes which had not been passed on to Clay.  That would not be the first time Jackson had done so.  Clay silently wished that this time, peace would be easier to find than his last negotiations.

--

28 November 1835
Mr President Andrew Jackson.

Sir,

It is my unfortunate duty to inform you that the Stockholm negotiations proceed at a most dilatory pace, and that our talks have come close to breaking down on several occasions.  A great many issues remain outstanding, and I shall enumerate only the most salient ones for your consideration.

Firstly, the status of the former Indian Confederation lands remains uncertain.  Both Britain and New England claim large parts of those lands.  The New Englanders have shown some small willingness to concede a shift of boundaries along the Illinois and Indiana borders, but they continue to demand that the United States abandon all claim to most of those lands.  The same uncertainty remains for our extreme northern border with Upper Canada, which dispute still remains unsettled from the time of the last war.

Secondly, the city of Detroit, and the northwestern corner of Ohio which was conceded to the British during the last war, continues to be a severe impediment to peace.  As per your instructions, I have attempted to gain it for the United States, but I am unhopeful of our success in doing so.

Thirdly, both Britain and New England continue to insist upon their right to interfere in our own domestic affairs.  They demand that we repeal our legislation to trade in Negro slaves, and insist on their own right to capture any ship suspected of transporting slaves.  To show some flexibility in the negotiations, we have indicated that only trafficking of persons already in bondage is legal under American law, and thus that the prevention of trafficking of slaves from Africa itself will be a matter of no concern to us.  Yet the British continue to insist that this is insufficient, and that all transport of slaves should cease.  The British and New Englanders have also shown no regard for our own concern about fugitive slaves who have fled the United States, and refuse to include any provisions either for returning said slaves or for compensation to their lawful owners.

Some matters have fortunately become settled, however.  New England has agreed to grant recognition to our acquisition of Texas and Coahuila, and convinced Britain to do likewise, in exchange for our agreeing to withdraw from Buffalo and our other gains in New York.  Absent major military success along the New England border, I suspect that we shall have to renounce our claims to any of these former lands of the United States.  We await your instructions on how best to proceed on this and the above matters.

If I may be permitted an afterword, sir, I would mention an issue which has been of concern here in Sweden.  Some of the Stockholm traders have expressed great displeasure over the continued depredations of pirates within the Caribbean.  This is also a matter of concern to our own commerce in this area.  I believe that we could acquire much goodwill throughout Europe if we were to rid the Caribbean of these pirates, once the war is concluded [3].  It would also have benefits to our commerce and in rebuilding our navy.

I remain, sir, your obedient servant,
Henry Clay

--

From The Stirling Daily Mirror [4]
18 December 1946

Headline: The Daily Mirror Circulation Reaches 1,000,000!

On This Day: Today, one hundred and eleven years ago, in Stockholm, Sweden, negotiations broke down for peace between Britain, New England and the United States.  Which, at the time, also meant that the Australian colonies were at war with the United States.  The War of 1833 had been raging for two and a half years, but although both sides wanted peace, neither was willing to concede to the others’ demands for lands and over slavery.  The various powers reluctantly returned to the battlefield...

--

[1] OTL Miami.

[2] Due to a different outcome of the Congress of Vienna, Sweden ended up with Guadeloupe.  Outright abolition there proved too difficult, so the Swedish government is currently negotiating a program of gradual emancipation.  The expense has delayed it considerably, however, as has the profitability of the sugar exports.

[3] The U.S. Navy has not yet created a West India Squadron in this TL, and thus pirates remain a menace in the Caribbean.  (The British have made some attempts to eradicate them, but it has not been a major priority).

[4] Stirling is OTL Perth, named in TTL for Captain James Stirling who explored the Swan River and founded the colony.  It was not originally named for him, but was rechristened after his death.

--

Decades of Darkness #35: The Piece Of The Board

Extracts from “Stars and Stripes Redundant: The War of 1833”
(c) 1947 William H. King,
Hooper & Son Publishing Company.
Detroit: New England

1836: The War Without Battles

The breakdown of the Stockholm negotiations initiated the beginning of one of the stranger phases of nineteenth-century warfare: a war without major combat.  Both sides had returned only reluctantly to the battlefield.  It was as if they did not want war, but did not want peace either...
While there were a great number of skirmishes and naval raids throughout the first half of 1836, neither side brought themselves to a decisive battle.  The United States sent probing armies into New York and New Jersey, but avoided pitched battle and withdrew when their supply lines were threatened.  The Great Lakes theatre formed a series of small engagements without notable battles, as both sides manouevred far from their lines of supply.
For, fundamentally, both sides were tired by the war.  The United States had definitely suffered the most: its agricultural industries had been devastated, and increased manufacturing made up only part of the shortfall.  But New England and British North America suffered not much less, and even the United Kingdom was bearing an increasingly high cost for the war.  Both sides also tended to avoid major combat since a decisive defeat would cause problems when next they returned to the negotiating table, as everyone expected they would.
Two events served to change the “War Without Battles”, or the “Cold War”, as it was called in the USA.  The first was the Canadian Rebellion, the second was President Jackson’s decision to seek a third term...

--

Excerpt from “Among The Ravens: The War of 1833 and its Historical Context”
(c) 1946 by Martin van Buren VI
Boston University Press
Boston: New England

Chapter 17: The Canadian Rebellions

The Canadian Rebellion, or rather Rebellions, had no realistic chance of seizing Canada.  Despite the near-simultaneous uprisings in both Upper and Lower Canada, and the substantial pro-American sentiment in parts of Upper Canada, neither rebellion had enough popular support to threaten a direct change of government.  It certainly caused much consternation in Britain, and is believed to have been a contributor to the election of a Whig government, with calls for reform both within Great Britain and in the colonies, particularly Ireland and British North America.  And, indeed, the reforms would be conducted after the war.
In the short-term, however, the Rebellion caused much internal confusion, but no more.  The split in the Family Compact between Beverly Robinson and the Protestants on one hand, and the Catholics under Greenfield and MacDonnell on the other, added to the dispute.  Not surprisingly, the Catholics had never been in favour of the Halifax Pact, given what was then staunch anti-Catholicism in New England, and they found much common cause with the patriotes in Lower Canada.  But while the would-be revolutionaries had a certain amount of sympathy for the United States, and wanted the war to end quickly, they had no desire to become part of the USA, and thus the Rebellion had little impact on the military course of the war.  However, it did give the United States renewed hope to keep fighting, a sentiment which had been fading since the Battle of Washington...

--

17 July 1836
Fredericksburg, Virginia
United States of America

“A third term?” Senator Hugh White, President pro tempore of the Senate, asked.  “Is Jackson insane?”
That last question was, in fact, one that Henry Clay had asked himself many times over the years.  President Jackson had often seemed like a man whose grasp of reality was purely accidental.  And yet, he was the President, and despite the bungling which this war had produced, remained a popular President.  “He wants to stand.  We cannot change that.”
White said, “The question is, what should we tell the convention in a few months?”
Clay shrugged.  “Long live President Jackson, perhaps.”
“That sounds ominously close to the truth,” White replied.  “The Patriots speak of “King” Jackson.  If he seeks a third term, we could well end up with President Hayne.  Do you want that?”
Clay said, “It may not be that bad.  Jackson can already claim to have added a star to the flag.  Especially if we keep repeating his promise to resign once the threat of war is over.”
White said, “Then he will find a new war afterwards, even if we make peace.  Whatever will keep him in office.”
And you out of office, Clay mentally added.  White had always seen himself as the natural heir to Jackson.  He badly wanted the Democratic nomination for himself.  As did Clay, come to that, but politics had taught him the importance of biding his time.  There would be other elections, and he did not want to be remembered as the man who had tried to unseat Jackson.  “Jackson will not budge,” Clay said.  “It would be best for the Democratic Party if we supported him, I think.”
And then we pray that Jackson gets himself re-elected, Clay thought.  He did not know how that would turn out.  In peacetime, any politician who sought a third term would have been lucky to escape being merely laughed at.  But wartime was another matter altogether.  Jackson still looked as if he was winning – well, not losing – the war.  Would that be enough?

--

Excerpt from “Among The Ravens: The War of 1833 and its Historical Context”
(c) 1946 by Martin van Buren VI
Boston University Press
Boston: New England

Chapter 19: The Battle of New Orleans

For all the much-celebrated repeating of the Battle of New Orleans, especially among American historians, it was a battle which could easily have gone to either side.  If the British commander Lieutenant General Harry Smith had been a little more careful in staging an assault, if the First Texan Volunteer Cavalry under Travis had taken longer to arrive, or if the bullet which felled General Coffee had gone a few metres to the left and killed the then-Colonel Jefferson Davis instead, then the course of the war might have been quite different.
As events turned out, of course, the battle became noted as a major American victory.  In purely military terms, it was only a marginal victory to the USA.  The British retired from the field and returned to transports.  They could certainly have continued the battle.  But it had become clear that the U.S. forces regrouped around Jefferson Davis, who hastily adopted the brevet rank of Brigadier General even if this was not precisely in line with military formality, it became clear that these forces would not be easily displaced... and thus the British withdrew.  The plan for a cheap end to the war by strangling U.S. commerce flowing through the Mississippi was put on hold.
And, as with all such events, there were several unintended consequences.  The demonstration that the war was winnable probably swayed enough votes to President Jackson to gain him a small but decisive advantage, and in turn a large majority of the electoral votes.  It also made a national hero of Jefferson Davis, whose brevet rank was quickly confirmed...

Chapter 20: The Negotiating Table: Round Two

The re-election of President Jackson, surprisingly, was quickly followed by a return to negotiations.  The U.S. Army’s push into New Jersey in late December was halted, and that seemed to be enough for Jackson.  The war was now put on hold again as both sides returned to negotiations, this time under the auspices of Dom Pedro, Emperor of Brazil and King of Portugal... 

--

Decades of Darkness #36: God Save The King, Because No-One Else Will

17 August 1837,
Buckingham Palace, [1]
London, England
United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland

Henry Petty-Fitzmaurice, 3rd Marquess of Lansdowne, Prime Minister of Great Britain and Ireland, and First Lord of the Treasury, had known several moments of trepidation since he had been asked by King William to form a government.  Most of those had been over the seemingly-eternal struggle on the North American continent.  That was mostly over these days, with British and allied forces making ground on most of the major fronts, but now he had a new challenge.  A new king had taken the crown of the United Kingdom.  A king whose character was uncertain, but who might be less inclined to accept the reform agenda which the late King William had promised that he would help Lansdowne implement once the war was resolved. [2]
Lansdowne was ushered in to meet King Edward VII for his first private audience [3].  His first glance confirmed that he was dealing with a monarch who would be a handful.  The young king – Edward had barely passed his eighteenth birthday – had abandoned any pretence of sitting on a throne, and had placed himself behind an impressively large oak desk, with a stack of papers to one side.  Here, it seemed, was a monarch who wanted to rule, not merely officiate.  That could mean trouble; probably not on the same scale as George III, but trouble nonetheless.
Still, he had to admit that Edward VII looked like the part of a monarch.  Dressed in a white shirt with a blue sash, and a simple but elegant overcoat, he resembled his late uncle.  His clothing, in fact, was quite reminiscent.  No doubt deliberately.
“Ah, Lord Lansdowne.  Welcome, welcome,” the king said, and gestured to a chair.  “Sit down, please.”
A most unusual form of royal protocol, Lansdowne thought.  But then the king no doubt wanted to put him on edge.  “Thank you, Your Majesty,” Lansdowne said.
The king turned to the top-most document on his desk.  “I have here the proposed peace treaty with the United States of America.  It seems to be quite favourable to British interests – and those of the New Englanders,” Edward added dismissively.  “The proposed border is just as we would wish it, even beyond the Great Lakes.”
“Yes, sire.  The Americans have been willing to concede much, claiming only the southern portions of Tecumseh’s old lands.  And wanting recognition for their Mexican gains, but that was easily granted.”
The king said, “So, why have we not yet signed a treaty and put an end to this war?”
Lansdowne had to stop himself taking a deep breath.  Sure enough, the new king was going to be an upstart.  Young, and looking to make his mark on the world, if Lansdowne judged him right.  “Viscount Palmerston [4] has been in close communication with our envoys in Lisbon.  He reports that the problem is extra clauses which the United States wants added to the treaty.”
The king frowned.  “Clauses pertaining to slave-trafficking and holding of Negroes in bondage, no doubt.”
“In exchange for generosity over the border, they want protection for their right to import slaves from other slaveholding nations, the end to the seizure of their ships which practice that abominable trade in human misery, and the return of any of their slaves who escape to our North American possessions.”
The king said, “All harsh clauses, especially the last.  But is refusing to concede them worth returning to the battlefield?  It was concern over this issue – and New England’s border, which is now settled – which stopped us making peace in Stockholm two years past.  If we refuse this, shall we face another two years of expensive war?”
Phrased that way, Lansdowne did not know how to answer the question.  Slavery was an abomination against mankind, he had always thought, and the practice still lingered within the Empire.  That would be attended to once the war was over... but it still left many more men in bondage.  “We want to stop them trafficking in slaves.”
“And so we can – between Africa and the New World.  But we still allow, within limits, the trade to Cuba, Puerto Rico and Brazil.  At least the Americans do not want to bring in more slaves from Africa.  And they claim that their slaves are treated more humanely than those in the other countries.”
“That is definitely true of Brazil,” Lansdowne conceded, reluctantly.  “But we encourage them to do more... and slavery must be stopped.”
“So it shall be, in time,” the king said.  “But the war needs to be stopped now.”
Lansdowne was quiet for a long moment.  He could refuse the king’s request, and resign from government.  But if he did that, then the Tories would be back in authority again, and that would set the course of reform back by another generation.  If not worse.  “It shall be, then,” Lansdowne said.
As he left the audience, Lansdowne decided that the parlimentary reform act he had in mind would have to have some strict limits on the power of the monarch.  Edward VII had to be stopped before he could do further damage.  But in the meantime, he had to prepare instructions to be sent to Lisbon, so that peace could finally be declared.

--

1 October 1837
San Antonio, Texas-Coahuila Territory
United States of America

General Peter Buell Porter had tasted the bitterness of defeat once before in his life, when the United States had been torn in half and the New York he had loved in his youth had been thrust into an unnatural union with New England and, in practical terms, with the British.  But this time the only bitterness in his mouth was from the mescal he was drinking, and this was being drunk in celebration.
“To peace and to victory,” Porter said, and his compatriots raised their glasses in salute.  The victory was less complete than he had hoped for, with most of the Old Northwest going back to the British and to their Yankee cats-paws.  But the Indian Confederation had been broken, some of its lands regained, and now the United States stretched to the Rio Grande and beyond.
“We have a new frontier,” Porter murmured.  In his youth, the northwest of New York had been the frontier, and he and his fellow Americans had expanded into the emptiness.  That frontier had been cut off.  But now, as he looked west and south, he realised that there was a new frontier.  A large, empty land to the west, stretching all the way to the Pacific.  And to the south there was an inferior race who had already shown that they could be defeated by a handful of American patriots.  What would happen if the United States sent a complete army into Mexico?

--

[1] This had just become the London residence of the House of Brunswick, as it was in OTL.  It was much less magnificent than today.

[2] There has as yet been no Reform Act in Britain, and thus the monarch has somewhat more power than in OTL, although not, realistically, all that much.

[3] The child who in OTL would have been Queen Victoria was born male in TTL, and has a distinctly different character.

[4] The Foreign Secretary in TTL as well as OTL, although he started later in the role in TTL.

--

Decades of Darkness #37: Shooting A Mangum

24 January 1847
The Knoxville Register

PRESIDENT MANGUM IS DEAD

It is our most solemn duty to report that President Willie P. Mangum, who has lain near death for the last week, has died.  He lingered for some time after the shooting, but in the end the two gunshot wounds he suffered at the hands of the Negro fanatic were beyond his ability to overcome.  He is survived by his wife Anne, his three sons, and two daughters.

The city has had some days to become used to the prospect, with the late President lingering near death for so long, but this will still come as a grave shock to all citizens of the United States.  We are sure that people of all political persuasions will mourn his passing, not just his own Patriot Party, but also all his fellow Americans.  Now the people of the United States must look ahead, to what uncertain outcome awaits us.  Our great country has lost presidents before, but never one who died through violence.

Newly inaugurated President Lewis Cass has called for calm on the streets of Knoxville, and has ordered the National Guard [1] onto the streets to protect the city against the anti-black riots which have raged since Mangum’s shooting.  It is hoped that this will put an end to the disturbances, which have been most disastrous to property.  Some of Knoxville’s great magnates have reported that they have lost a total of thirty-seven slaves during the riot; loyal servants who had the misfortune to be mistaken for free Negroes, of whom an unknown number have been repaid for the death of the President at the hands of one of their compatriots.

In his opening address, President Cass heaped praise on his predecessor, and condemned all forms of politically-inspired murder.  The new President said, “Centuries ago, our forebears fled Europe to escape the tyranny of religious wars and persecution.  That eruption of religious wars has already spread to the Americas, with the uprising of the Nephites.  Now, political murder has followed us across the Atlantic, and it is a most unwelcome immigrant.”

President Cass pledged his support for the policies that the late President Mangum had proposed, including the continued sponsorship of migrants to Liberia, [2] of honouring the results of natural justice, of supporting the rights of individual states while allowing for central authority, and the expansion of manufacture alongside that of agriculture.  In terms of foreign policy, President Cass stated... (continued on page 4).

--

17 February 1847
The New White House
Knoxville, District of Columbia
United States of America

How, Henry Clay wondered, should he talk to a man who had just become president through the most tragic and bizzare of circumstances?  A man who probably felt that he should not hold the presidency at all?  Especially, Clay suspected, since President Cass would look upon him awkwardly as a man who had also been denied the presidency too many times.

Three presidents had now died in office during Clay’s lifetime, but the first two had been of natural causes.  With this one, Clay wondered what he could say.  Fortunately, although he acted as President pro tempore of the Senate, often these days he had been able to get away with saying nothing.  It was a useful tactic when dealing with such a contentious issue as the Free Negro Question, which bedeviled even Clay’s own attempts to compromise... and which had just become so much more tangled.  And now, since he had been invited to consult the new President along with Senator Robert B. Rhett, of all people, it gave him an idea of the kind of policies which President Cass was considering.

When they were ushered into the President’s office, and after the usual polite greetings, President Cass said, “Tell me, gentleman... what do you think of my position at this moment?”

A very loaded question, Clay thought.  And extremely unfair of Cass to ask it of him at this time.  Clay chose a safe answer.  “I think, sir, that most actions you take with foreign policy will be cautiously welcomed from around the world.  Think of the condolences which we have received already.  From Emperor Dom Pedro II of Brazil [3], King James I of Canada, from President-elect Martin Van Buren of New England, President Simon Bolivar of Colombia.  And even from President Santa Anna of Mexico and King Edward VII of the United Kingdom.”

Cass shrugged.  “Foreign policy matters little to me except with two issues: Mexico and importation [4].  No amount of sympathy from Mexico will gain us what we need from the Mexicans [5].  And while the British have finally recognised our purchase of Guadeloupe during the Pirate Wars – only five years too late – and settled border tensions with the recent treaty [6], they will never relent over the issue of importation.”

“Perhaps, sir...” Clay began, but Cass held up a hand.

“This is dancing around the issue,” the President said.  “The real question is, what should we be doing with the Negros?”

Senator Rhett said, “This brutal assassination confirms what I have been saying for the last decade.  The free black man has no place in American society.  Let him return to his homeland in Africa, or return to bondage.  He has no other choice.”

Cass said, “The free Negro has an awkward position in our society; with that I agree.  But to return him to bondage is difficult; having tasted freedom, the black man does not willingly relinquish it.”

Rhett said, “Free black men from Africa have accepted slavery here; so free black men here can do the same.”

Clay said, “But it would be easier, and better, I feel, to return the free black men to Liberia.”  The transportation of free black men to Liberia had gone well.  Clay preferred to see them in Liberia bringing civilization to their heathen brethren than causing trouble within the United States.  Especially with the use of transportation for black men convicted of crimes such as vagrancy [7]; their chances of survival were much better in a harsh term in prison in, say, South Carolina, West Florida or Mississippi.

“Very expensive to transport so many people,” President Cass said.  He coughed.

Clay nodded.  The prohibitive cost of mass transportation had been an important part in Mangum’s debates before his assassination.  Given the current attitudes in the United States, Congress might actually pass an act approving it now.  But the cost might dampen their enthusiasm soon enough.

Rhett said, “Letting them go to Canada or New England would be better.”

Clay said, “If either nation really wanted them.  The Canadians will take a few, but the New Englanders simply do not want black men in their country.”  Any more than we want freed ones here.  It was illegal to free a slave without transportation in a broad swathe of states from Virginia to Georgia, and many of the inland states were preparing to follow those examples.  Given the current events, Clay thought such legislation almost inevitable.

“So, then, we must do what we can about the Negro,” Cass said.  “Strong action is called for after the... tragic event.”

Rhett said, “Not just the blacks.  I’ve heard reports from East Texas blaming Mexico, saying that Mexican agents used a free Negro as a scapegoat, and demanding punitive action against Mexico.”

“War, you mean,” Clay said.  Relations between the United States and Mexico had never really settled since the end of the war, and had grown steadily worse with the increasing number of U.S. citizens moving into Mexico’s northern provinces.

Cass said, “I doubt such a claim would work.  And I fear that our country is not yet ready for another great war.  We have not been lax since the war’s end, but there is still more which could be done.  After that, we can await a more suitable causus belli.”  He frowned.  “For now, the Negro must be dealt with... and dealt with, he shall be.”

--

[1] An institution which was formed considerably earlier in TTL than in OTL.  As in OTL, the National Guard was a replacement and extension of the militia system.  The National Guard replaced the old militias which used to be raised, but whose system of incompetent leadership was largely blamed for the U.S. failure to exploit its initial gains during the War of 1833.  The National Guard acts as a potential defensive force, but its main duty is to capture would-be runaway slaves and, in practice, to harass free Negroes.  Readers of the Knoxville Register would be feeling a strong sense of irony for the National Guard to be deployed to protect “black” men, not to persecute them.

[2] Needless to say, such sponsorship is not entirely voluntary.

[3] The same name as the leader of Brazil in OTL, but with a distinctly different (more conservative) personality.

[4] i.e. slave importation.

[5] In other words, those damn Mexicans will fight for their country instead of letting us grab as much of it as we want.

[6] Treaty of Detroit, which settled the border dispute over the boundary between the United States and the Oregon Country.  In this treaty, New England mediated between the USA in what was then still British-ruled North America.

[7] Many free blacks found themselves accused of trivial crimes during this era, and faced transportation to Liberia.  Vagrancy was a popular choice.  It was speculated that Mangum’s approval of policies in this area where the main motivation for his assassin.

--

Decades of Darkness #38: The Sons Of Nephi

28 March 1828
Sunbury, Pennsylvania
United States of America

Few people were here to hear Joseph Smith, Jr. speak, despite his best-laid plans.  The dreariness of the morning, with mist rolling in off the river might have had something to do with it.  But despite the sparseness of the crowd, Smith had no intentions of changing the day.  This was the time when he had been called into God’s work, to restore the priesthood which had so long been denied men, and he could not countenance even one more day’s delay. [1]

“Let me tell you, my friends, a short history of how we came to be here today, to witness the restoration of God’s church.  He has chosen me to be his messenger on this world, and the time of this choosing stretched back many years...

“I was born in the Year of our Lord one thousand eight hundred and five, on the twenty-third day of December, in the town of Sharon, Windsor county, State of Vermont, in what was then still part of these glorious United States.  My father, Joseph Smith, Senior, left that State and moved to Pennsylvania when I was in my tenth year, or thereabouts.

“In the townships where we resided, after our removal to Pennsylvania, there was an unusual excitement on the subject of religion.  It commenced with the Methodists, but soon became general among all the sects in that region.  Great multitudes united themselves to the different religious parties, which created no small stir and division amongst the people, some crying, “Lo, here!” and others, “Lo, there!

“For, notwithstanding the great love which the converts to these different faiths expressed at the time of their conversion, and the great zeal manifested by the respective clergy, who were active in getting up and promoting this extraordinary scene of religious feeling, in order to have everybody converted, as they were pleased to call it, let them join what sect they pleased; yet when the converts began to file off, some to one party and some to another, it was seen that the seemingly good feelings of both the priests and the converts were more pretended than real; for a scene of great confusion and bad feeling ensued—priest contending against priest, and convert against convert; so that all their good feelings one for another, if they ever had any, were entirely lost in a strife of words and a contest about opinions.

“During this time of great excitement my mind was called up to serious reflection and great uneasiness; but though my feelings were deep and often poignant, still I kept myself aloof from all these parties, though I attended their several meetings as often as occasion would permit.  In process of time my mind became somewhat partial to the Methodist sect, and I felt some desire to be united with them; but so great were the confusion and strife among the different denominations, that it was impossible for a person young as I was, and so unacquainted with men and things, to come to any certain conclusion who was right and who was wrong.

“In the midst of this war of words and tumult of opinions, I often said to myself: What is to be done? Who of all these parties are right; or, are they all wrong together? If any one of them be right, which is it, and how shall I know it?

“While I was laboring under the extreme difficulties caused by the contests of these parties of religionists, I was one day reading the Epistle of James, first chapter and fifth verse, which reads: If any of you lack wisdom, let him ask of God, that giveth to all men liberally, and upbraideth not; and it shall be given him.

“Never did any passage of Scripture come with more power to the heart of man than this did at this time to mine. It seemed to enter with great force into every feeling of my heart. I reflected on it again and again, knowing that if any person needed wisdom from God, I did; for how to act I did not know, and unless I could get more wisdom than I then had, I would never know; for the teachers of religion of the different sects understood the same passages of Scripture so differently as to destroy all confidence in settling the question by an appeal to the Bible.

“At length I came to the conclusion that I must either remain in darkness and confusion, or else I must do as James directs, that is, ask of God. I at length came to the determination to “ask of God,” concluding that if he gave wisdom to them that lacked wisdom, and would give liberally, and not upbraid, I might venture.

“So, in accordance with this, my determination to ask of God, I retired to the forest to make the attempt. It was on the morning of a glorious, clear day, early in the spring of eighteen hundred and nineteen. It was the first time in my life that I had made such an attempt, for amidst all my anxieties I had never as yet made the attempt to pray vocally.”

Some of those gathered by the Susquehanna River were beginning to look restless, but Smith pressed on with his account:

“After I had retired to the place where I had previously designed to go, having looked around me, and finding myself alone, I kneeled down and began to offer up the desires of my heart to God. I had scarcely done so, when immediately I was seized upon by some power which entirely overcame me, and had such an astonishing influence over me as to bind my tongue so that I could not speak. Thick darkness gathered around me, and it seemed to me for a time as if I were doomed to sudden destruction.

“But, exerting all my powers to call upon God to deliver me out of the power of this enemy which had seized upon me, and at the very moment when I was ready to sink into despair and abandon myself to destruction—not to an imaginary ruin, but to the power of some actual being from the unseen world, who had such marvelous power as I had never before felt in any being—just at this moment of great alarm, I saw a pillar of light exactly over my head, above the brightness of the sun, which descended gradually until it fell upon me.

“It no sooner appeared than I found myself delivered from the enemy which held me bound.  When the light rested upon me I saw two Personages, whose brightness and glory defy all description, standing above me in the air. One of them spake unto me, calling me by name and said, pointing to the other—This is My Beloved Son. Hear Him! 

“My object in going to inquire of the Lord was to know which of all the sects was right, that I might know which to join. No sooner, therefore, did I get possession of myself, so as to be able to speak, than I asked the Personages who stood above me in the light, which of all the sects was right (for at this time it had never entered into my heart that all were wrong)—and which I should join.

“I was answered that I must join none of them, for they were all wrong, and the Personage who addressed me said that all their creeds were an abomination in his sight; that those professors were all corrupt; that: “they draw near to me with their lips, but their hearts are far from me, they teach for doctrines the commandments of men, having a form of godliness, but they deny the power thereof.”

Too many people in the already-thin crowd were looking away.  Smith decided he needed to curtail his account. 

“He again forbade me to join with any of them; and many other things did he say unto me, of which I cannot speak at this time.  But he promised me that he would send his angels to speak to me again, and to give me further instruction.  And the Lord’s words were truth – for how could they be otherwise – and He has sent me many of His messengers to show me some of the truth which was lost.  And here, beside this very river, only a few days ago, He sent the angel John, the same that is called John the Baptist in the New Testament.  The angel explained to myself and my brother in the Lord, Brigham Young [2] who stands beside me today, that he had come to ordain us un the ancient higher priesthood, the Priesthood of Melchizedek, which had been denied to men for so long, and which was now restored.  So we have been ordained, and now, my brothers and sisters in the Lord, I call upon you to accept baptism into the renewed Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints.”

The sound of people rushing forward came as music to Smith’s ears.

--

2 April 1832
Sandusky, Ohio,
United States of America

Only a few people were gathered in the room to hear the new direction for the Church.  Joseph Smith, Jr, the Prophet himself, his wife Mary Ann [3], his brother Samuel Smith, Parley P. Pratt, David Whitmer, the three High Witnesses.  And Brigham Young, who had been chosen among the Quorum of Twelve Apostles, but was the only one present.  The others were already on missions throughout the United States and New England, and in time they were expected to go to the Canadas and Great Britain to reveal the Word of God.  And now, Young found himself here to listen to... whether all their work had been in vain.
“We cannot stay here in Sandusky,” the Prophet said.  He held a copy of the Testament in one hand, and a copy of the Book of Nephi in the other, as if weighing them.
Pratt said, “You told us that here is where we will build the kingdom of God on this world.  Many of our followers are already gathering here, and more will follow.  Must we tell them to move again?”
The Prophet said, “God has spoken to me again.  The kingdom we are to build shall not dwell here.  This shall be a place of fire and sword, not a place for our kingdom.  This is a place where the struggles of men are coming.  Our people must leave here before this time draws near.”
Young felt his eyes drawn to the northern wall.  There were no windows there, but he could picture Lake Erie, and the British beyond it.  Yes, war was likely to come, which he had known even before the Prophet foretold it.
Whitmer said, “We are to go west again?”
“West, for now,” the Prophet said.  “After that... it will be up to the Lord.”

--

19 August 1845
Hamilton, Illinois
United States of America

Gray-clad National Guardsmen surrounded the remains of the Hamilton jailhouse.  They gave Brigham Young angry looks as he walked past, but did no more.  Young knew better than to return the looks.  He had had little occasion to favour them over the years.  The National Guard was ostensibly meant to maintain order and defend the United States in case of attack, but they had done nothing to protect the Saints during the persecutions of mobs which had driven them westward.  They had done their best to arrive too late at this riot, too.  The Prophet’s brother Hyrum had died in the jailhouse, and by all reports the Prophet had been fortunate – or blessed of God, more likely – to avoid the same fate.  About the only thing the National Guard had right was their distrust of Negroes, the sons of Ham, who were denied entry into heaven.  If only the Guardsmen cared about any crime besides escaped slaves, they might even make it possible to live within the United States.
“But now, we cannot,” Young said, to himself.  It was time to leave the United States.  
Brigham Young thought that he had learned much about the world and how it perceived the Saints during his missionary journeys, more than the Prophet and the leadership who had remained in Hamilton.  He felt like Paul, who during the days of the early church who had taken his own missionary journeys while the old leadership of the church in Jerusalem, and cut off in their own small world, had tried to tell him what to do.  Young had brought thousands to follow the truth which the Prophet revealed.  But while the Prophet spoke with God, he did not speak with men enough.  And this, Young thought, was now the problem.  What would the Prophet want to do, now that he had come so close to death?
Sure enough, when he was ushered into the presence of Joseph Smith, Jr, the Prophet said, “We must flee the United States.  They are not where we can build the kingdom of God.  Now, we must go north.”
Young shook his head.  North?  That could only lead them into Wisconsin province, a land full of Indians and Frenchmen and Yankees, and which was part of Canada nowadays.  And a land where the Saints would only find themselves caught between Britain and the United States the next time they fought a war, as they had done every generation.  “That is not what the Lord has shown me.”
Smith gave Young a baleful look, but he ignored the Prophet’s glare.  “Of late, I have been reading the words of our Lord.  I remember the book of Genesis, in the twelfth chapter.  “Now the Lord had said unto Abram, Get thee out of thy country, and from thy kindred, and from thy father's house, unto a land that I will show thee.  And I will make of thee a great nation, and I will bless thee, and make thy name great; and thou shalt be a blessing.”  I have heard these words, and I have prayed to the Lord, and I have felt a burning in my bones, telling me that this is right.  We should go west, outside of the borders of the United States, and there we will find a land where the Lord will show us, and there we will become great.”
Smith shook his head.  “That is not what the Lord has shown me.  There is now a King in Canada, and within that land we can build our own kingdom”
Young said, “Within that land, the Lord has told me, we will find only ruination.  If you must go there then, well, we must see...”

--

Selected Important Dates in North American History: 1845-1850
Taken from “The Compleat Textbook Series: Early American History”
By J. Edward Fowler (Principal Author)
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1948 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission

1845

James I crowned as King of Canada.

Nephite settlers led by Joseph Smith, Jr. arrive in Dearborn [4], Wisconsin Province.

1846:

First Nephite settlers of Brigham Young’s faction found Salt Lake City.

--

[1] This speech is closely based on Joseph Smith, Jr’s account of the history of the Mormons, as published in “Pearl of Great Price” in OTL, but which has been modified to take into account the different circumstances of the ATL.

[2] Due to the changed circumstances of Joseph Smith’s migration to Pennsylvania, he met Brigham Young earlier.  Oliver Cowdery has not, as of yet, heard of the *Mormons (called Nephites in TTL).

[3] Mary Ann Angell, who in OTL was Brigham Young’s second wife.

[4] OTL Chicago, Illinois.

--

Decades of Darkness #39: A New King For A New World

23 October 1844
Halifax, Nova Scotia
British North America

The sun rising on the 23rd of October meant disappointment to many people in Halifax, or so Robert Baldwin suspected.  The enthusiastic outcrying of the Millerites had been influential as they spread up from New England, announcing yesterday as the day of the Second Coming. [1]  Like any good member of the Church of England, Baldwin expected the Lord’s return some day.  He just hadn’t expected it to be yesterday, or even today.  Yet many of the people here did.  He had been astonished on his arrival at Halifax at just how many Yankee accents he heard here.  The city could almost be part of New England, he thought, after a tour of the streets.
But his thoughts did not focus long on the character of Halifax.  He had come here, along with fellow representatives from Upper Canada, Lower Canada [2], Wisconsin, New Brunswick, Newfoundland, Prince Edward Island, and Nova Scotia itself, to meet to discuss the prospect of uniting the provinces.
It was an important question, and one had long thought overdue.  The colonies had long needed some form of union.  The delegates from the maritime provinces had first met a couple of years ago to discuss the prospect, but had broken down their initial conference, for reasons which he had yet to find out. [3]  And, as he had been advised yesterday, he had been invited to a private meeting before the main conference began, with Lord Henry Temple, the 3rd Viscount Palmerston, the British Foreign Secretary.  A man whose presence here showed how seriously King Edward VII was taking the question of his North American possessions. [4]
Sure enough, when he was ushered into Palmerston’s presence, he found a man who was eager to come to the point.  Palmerston said, “Your people have made for yourselves an army, you are making, it appears, a navy, and you have now to make what is more than either – you have to make a nation.”
Baldwin said, “You feel that strongly about the unification question?”
Palmerston nodded.  “The North American provinces must stand more on their own resources, rather than relying so much on the mother country for everything.  Most of all, you need to make for yourselves your own government – something which has been sorely lacking of late.”
Baldwin could only nod, remembering the problems of the Family Compact and the other tyrannical regimes.
Palmerston continued, “You having shown more willingness to listen than some of your contemporaries, I wanted to obtain your thoughts on what form of government the provinces should seek.”
Baldwin said, “I think that we need, above all us, a strong responsible executive.  That can avoid the problems of the Family Compact, which led to the rebellions.”
Palmerston waved a dismissive hand.  “A few hundred hotheads?  They made a lot of noise, but even during the war they were no threat to us.”
There had been thousands of people in the rebellions, not hundreds, as Baldwin recalled, but Palmerston made a valid point.  “Not so much for the threat of outright rebellion, but the Canadian people need to have a more responsible government for themselves.”
“A responsible executive, you called it,” Palmerston said.  “Everyone I meet here seems to have a different idea of what that means.  Louis-Hippolyte Lafontaine tells me that it means having a governor who tells you what to do, but a legislature who tells the governor what to do.  William MacKenzie wants a governor who would be a president in all but name.”
“Heaven forbid!” Baldwin said.  The appointment of a governor-general – or whatever term was used – over a united British North America was something which made him very uneasy.  Such a man could easily start the nation down the road to American-style government.  “I want – and I think, most people here – want nothing to do with presidents.  New England’s could be worse, but we need only look to the USA...”
“Indeed.”  Palmerston steepled his hands and regarded Baldwin over them.  “Which is why we in Britain are considering a Kingdom of Canada.”
“A kingdom outside of the British Empire?” Baldwin asked.  That proposition made him very uneasy.  Partly out of loyalty to the King, but also from a fear that if the Canadas had no protection from Great Britain, the Americans would be knocking on their border within a year.  Mangum had always seemed that kind of leader.
“No, a kingdom within the Empire,” Palmerston explained.  “A king, and indeed a kingdom, which controls internal affairs, but with external matters, such as foreign policy, and defence, still under control of the British Emperor.”
“Hmm.”  Baldwin paused for some time to consider that proposal.  It was certainly not what he would have expected to hear.  But a union of the provinces, under a king... that might be the best way to achieve a unified, responsible government.  Especially when considering the other alternatives.  He wondered how all the various provinces would react.  Upper Canada, he suspected, would welcome it.  The Frenchmen probably would too, for all their grumbling about anti-Catholicism.  So too for Wisconsin.  The attitude of the maritime provinces, however, he found hard to gauge.  “It is certainly something that should be proposed to the delegates.”
Palmerston smiled.  “It will be.”

--

14 November 1844
Knoxville, District of Columbia
United States of America

“A kingdom?  In the Canadas?” President Mangum said.  “Are the British insane?  Bad enough that we have to tolerate their independence at all.  How dare they bring a king into the Americas?  Prepare a letter for my signature, expressing in the strongest possible terms our displeasure at this development.” [5]

--

14 November 1844
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

President Daniel Webster drummed his fingers on his writing-table.  A monarchy to be set up on the borders of New England?  That made him uncomfortable, in a way which felt odd, given that he had no qualms about maintaining the strong alliance with the King of Britain.  But then, a monarch on the other side of the Atlantic was one thing.  A monarch across the Great Lakes was another.
Still, Webster was not sure what he could do.  He had found enough trouble maintaining the Federalist Party since his inauguration.  Too many Federalists still saw the presidency as a dangerous office, which needed to be opposed in favour of the rights of individual states.  But if he left them to their wishes, New England would end up a mess of inefficient transportation and interstate rivalries.  He had done what he could since his inauguration, but several of the state governors had accused him of being a closet Republican.
“I need to do something,” Webster said.  If he left the British to do this without opposition, then the howls of protest from the Republicans and many of the more moderate Federalists would ensure that he achieved nothing else during his term as president.  But antagonising Britain too much would hardly be in his interest, either.
The United States would be protesting this development right now, he knew.  For a brief moment, he considered issuing a joint protest, then laughed.  Cooperation with the United States would cause even more protests... and come to think of it, the U.S. opposition to this new monarch would probably be the best thing for ensuring that his countrymen stayed quiet about it.  “But still, we should gain something from the British for letting this go ahead.”  Webster smiled suddenly, then started to write a letter.

--

1 December 1844
Halifax, Nova Scotia
British North America

“So, the Americans are upset,” Baldwin said.  “No surprise there.”
“They should be used to monarchs by now,” Palmerston said.  “De Iturbide ruled in Mexico for years, and they did nothing.”
“That’s because they didn’t care – much – about greasers,” Baldwin said.  “But what will we do about them?”
Palmerston said, “Ignore them, naturally.  And tell them we will annex Guadeloupe – their illegal seizure – if they protest too much.  What concerns me more is New England.”
“New England can’t afford to complain too loudly,” Baldwin said.’
“No,” Palmerston said.  “But Webster is a cunning man.  He’s realised that the Maritimes don’t want to join the union... and he’s offered to purchase them instead.  Along with the territory in southern Upper Canada which they already have transit rights.”
Baldwin felt his eyes widen.  “They think they can take all that?”
Palmerston said, “Webster points out that the Maritimes have for years been a tax drain on the exchequer.”  He shrugged.  “If the Maritimes – or at least, Brunswick and Nova Scotia – don’t want to join the Kingdom of Canada, let them join New England.  Given His Majesty’s current finances, he would probably welcome the idea.”
Baldwin said, “That will leave a much smaller kingdom.”
“But a more stable one,” Palmerston said.  “As always, I will seek the opinion of the delegates... but I expect I know what their answer will be.”

--

3 March 1845
Dearborn [Chicago], Wisconsin Province
British North America

Seamus O’Grady spat onto the ground.  “A bloody king, here?  I came to Wisconsin to get away from the bloody King of England and his toadies.  At least the New England President might have done more to stop it.”
His brother, Patrick, shrugged.  “To be a president in Yankee-land means you kiss Edward’s backside.  Dan’l Webster’ll be glad to have a king over here who will kiss his own bloody backside.”
“Yes, but the brother of the damned King of England?” Seamus said.  “There’s got to be something we can do about that.”
“Let it go,” Patrick said.  “There’s other things to worry about.  A king on the other side of the Great Lakes won’t have much to say to us.  I’d worry more about these heathens who’re starting to come up from the United States.”
“True,” Seamus said, and aimed another staccato spit at the ground to show his opinion of the Nephites as well.

--

1 May 1845
Kingston, Upper Canada
Kingdom of Canada

President Daniel Webster had expected grand ceremony when he attended the coronation of James I [6]  And he was not disappointed.  The coronation of James saw the birth of a new nation, the Kingdom of Canada, with three formal provinces and territorial claims stretching all the way to the Pacific.  But still, Webster found his own greatest satisfaction in the knowledge of what was waiting for him when he returned.  As part of the same British North America Act which had granted the formation of Canada, New England had purchased Nova Scotia after its people voted by plebiscite to join New England.  Webster still thought that he could earn himself a place in history alongside Pickering and Oakley as the only leaders who had added new stars to the Stars and Cross.
So, when it came time to make his speech as part of the after-coronation formalities – as the only visiting head of state in attendance – Webster was glad to welcome King James to the nations, and he finished his speech with the toast, “I gladly welcome His Majesty to Canada... a new king for the New World.”

--

[1] William Miller, who in OTL founded the millennial movement which led to the prediction of the end of the world on 22 October 1844, has been up to the same things in TTL.  New York State remains a hotbed of religious revivalism in TTL just as much as in OTL, but the details of the religions are often different.

[2] In TTL, there has been no Durham Report, and thus no union of Upper and Lower Canada.  These remain separate provinces, although unification is being discussed between them as part of the broader question of Canadian unification.

[3] Because, as in OTL, Newfoundland and Prince Edward Island are reluctant to join any such union.  (They stayed out of the original Canadian union in OTL).  New Brunswick and Nova Scotia are less keen on the prospect of union on their own, and many of their citizens look to New England instead.  They are disinclined to pursue union with the western colonies due being separated from the other English-speaking areas by French-speaking Lower Canada.

[4] The question of Canadian unification has arisen much earlier in TTL than in our history for several reasons.  The first is the greater sense of Canadian nationalism inspired by fighting two wars against the USA.  The second is the greater population it has in TTL (more migration from Europe, and less migration to the USA).  The third is the rebellions during the last war, which, while not a serious threat to British rule in themselves, made the Liberal governments in the UK more aware of the problems in the colonies and the need for responsible government.

[5] In OTL, one of the reasons Canada ended up being called the Dominion of Canada rather than the Kingdom of Canada was because of American objections.  Not much has changed here about their attitude, although their ability to do something about it is much less.

[6] The ATL youngest brother of King Edward VII (the Duke of Kent lasted a little longer in TTL, long enough to father another two children).

--

Decades of Darkness #40: The Good Doctor

17 November 1839,
USS Warrington
Ballington [Miami, Florida], East Florida Territory,
United States of America

Ballington had certainly seen better days, Doctor David Adhemar thought as the Warrington sailed into Miami Bay.  This had been the naval base anchoring the U.S. Navy’s operations in the south since just after the War of 1811, and it had been important during the recent war as well.  Understandably, the British had raided it.  Repair work was still being carried out on the fortifications as his ship sailed past.

Much as the United States as a whole have much rebuilding to do, Adhemar thought.  The ship he was on was proof of that.  Newly commissioned, the ship-of-the-line USS Warrington was named after the hero of the first raid on New York, and martyr of the Battle of the Chesapeake.  It was but the first of many new ships which the United States needed to build, to replace the severe losses during the late war.  After the string of defeats the U.S. Navy had suffered, Adhemar had been half-surprised to learn that it still had ships-of-the-line left at the war’s end.

But the U.S. Navy still had considerable strength, Adhemar realised as the Warrington came close to land.  He counted ten ships of the line, and two dozen frigates in their anchorages.  A sign of how seriously President Jackson was taking the pirate threat, since he had authorised these actions even though he had stated he would not seek a fourth term [1].  There would be an election held in the United States soon, but Adhemar cared little who won, be it the Democrats under their most likely candidate, Polk or the Patriots under Mangum.  Both sides would continue the operations against the pirates, and that was all that Adhemar cared about.  He had made a conscious effort to leave the events of the United States behind when he joined the navy.

After the Warrington anchored, Adhemar received an invitation – really, an order – to visit Commodore David G. Farragut at his study inside Fort Clay.  He entered with some trepidation, unsure what had caused him to attract the attention of the most senior officer on this side of Washington, D.C. [2].  If the United States had followed the path of New England and accepted admirals, then Farragut would surely be one of them.  But Adhemar wanted no part of that.  It was the Yankees who were busy grovelling before the King of England and all his lords and “nobles”, and who had named an admiral, the accursed Admiral Perry, as proof that they were becoming part of the British Empire again in all but name.

In any event, Commodore Farragut proved genial, rising to greet Adhemar as he entered.  “You are most welcome, Dr Adhemar.  I’m glad you agreed to join the West India Squadron.  We need good doctors, and I’ve heard excellent things about your service during the late war.”

Woodenly, Adhemar nodded.  He knew Farragut meant well.  It was true that medicine had advanced much during the War of 1837, and Adhemar had made a small contribution to that [3].  But speaking of the war only reminded him of what had happened in Norfolk.  His own wife and new-born daughter killed by a mis-aimed shell during Perry’s raid on Norfolk.  Compared to staying in an empty rebuilt home after the war, volunteering for operations against the pirates of the Caribbean had been a simple choice... but it didn’t mean he wanted to be reminded of what he had lost.

Oblivious, Farragut continued, “This is long overdue, but the West India Squadron is nearly complete.  We should have rooted out these nests of pirates ten years ago, but everyone in Washington kept looking north.  Calhoun made a brief effort, but not enough.  Now, we will finish the job.”

To that, Adhemar could only nod again.  This sentiment, he wholly approved of.  “I will help as best I can, sir.”
--

4 December 1840,
USS Warrington,
Somewhere near St Martin,
Caribbean Sea

Cannon still fired from elsewhere in the Warrington as Adhemar finished his operations.  Two marines had been hit by musket fire, and amputation had been the only solution both times.  At least it could have been worse; neither of these sailors had been mangled by grapeshot.  But the pirates near this God-forsaken corner of the Caribbean would be dealt with.

“Here ya go, doc,” a sailor said, from behind him.

Adhemar turned to see the sailors bringing up four men.  These would be captured or surrendered pirates, since the tattered remains of their clothes bore no resemblance to naval uniforms.  But they still might be worth saving, depending on who they were.

“What do we have here?” Adhemar murmured, as he inspected the prisoners.  Two were obviously Spanish or something similar, and those he could leave for treatment until last.  One man was white, and his incoherent mumblings sounded French.  Adhemar nodded.  “I’ll treat this one first.”  He paused when he saw the last man.  “Why did you bother bringing a wounded nigger for treatment?”

Standing orders for the entire West India Squadron had been to leave any wounded Negroes to die, if their wounds were this severe.  Plenty of healthy ones had been captured, from the Maroons and other escaped slaves scattered across the Caribbean.  Selling them on the auction blocks in Baton Rouge or Louisville or Charleston had helped to pay the cost of this war.  But who would want to buy a slave with only one arm?

“This one says he knows where there’s some pirates operating near Cuba,” a sailor said.  “He’s promised to lead us to them.”

Adhemar raised an eyebrow and looked at the slave.  “And what do you get out of it?”

“Liberia,” the Negro murmured.  “I gets me my freedom and a boat back to Africa.”

Adhemar shrugged.  “May you enjoy it.”  But he prepared to operate on the Negro, all the same.

--

16 March 1842
Pointe-à-Pitre, Guadeloupe
Kingdom of Sweden
(Territory in revolt)

“Miserable wreck of a city,” Adhemar said, looking out over Pointe-a-Pitre.  From what he had heard, an earthquake had ruined the city two years ago.  Certainly, few of the major buildings were standing, although the harbour was still functional.  And a large number of people had gathered around the waterside to watch as the Warrington and five other ships of the line sailed into the harbour.  Not a shot was fired, but the people were waiting.

“If there’s a revolt, where’s the fighting?” Adhemar murmured.  He preferred the peacefulness – more than two and a half years of near-continuous operations had taught him how valuable that was – but the fleet had come into Guadeloupe expecting some opposition.

“Nowhere, now that we’ve arrived,” Commodore Farragut said, from beside him.

Adhemar started; he hadn’t realised the Commodore was even on board.  “No revolt, sir?”

“Oh, yes, there was a revolt.  The French planters want to keep their slaves, and the King of Sweden finally decided to abolish slavery here.  But the Swedes don’t want a war with the United States, and so, I have here” – he produced a letter – “an invitation from President Mangum to extend U.S. protection to the people of Guadeloupe against Swedish colonialism.  We are to occupy Guadeloupe as a protective measure – and I doubt the local Swedish garrison will do anything about it.”

“And if they resist?” Adhemar asked.

Farragut shrugged.  “Then we defeat them.”

--

4 August 1842
Pointe-à-Pitre, Guadeloupe
Caribbean Territory
United States of America

“Another man dead of yellow fever,” Adhemar said, sighing, as he prepared to pull the sheet over the body.  Disease was a greater enemy than the pirates, in this part of the Caribbean.  No-one knew was sure what caused yellow fever, but it took a heavy toll on the men.

As he pulled up the sheet, Adhemar noticed a mosquito bite on the body.  “Another one?”  Most of the men who died of yellow fever had these bites on their arms.  But then, so did most of the U.S. garrison here.  Mosquitoes were an ever-present nuisance.

“But might they be something more?’ Adhemar whispered.  His gaze began to search around the treatment room for any of the persistent insects.

--

7 May 1845,
Baltimore, Maryland,
United States of America

“This doesn’t feel like home,” Adhemar murmured, as he disembarked from the Warrington onto the docks.  This was the first time he had set foot inside an American state in nearly six years, and his only brief stints on the mainland had been in Ballington.  It still felt unreal that President Mangum had finally declared the Pirate Wars over.  Adhemar still had no idea what he would do with his life, now that he would have to return to the United States itself.

“Dr Adhemar!” someone cried out.

Adhemar looked around and spotted a strange man who looked quite young [4], but who had a beard which could probably conceal an army of beavers.  “Yes?”

The man extended a hand.  “My name is Grant, sir.  Ulysses H. Grant [5].  I’m with the Baltimore Tribune.  Do you mind if I ask you a few questions?”

When Adhemar nodded permission, Grant produced a notebook and pencil.  “First, sir, how does it feel to be back on U.S. soil after so many years?”

“I’ve been on U.S. soil for most of the last year,” Adhemar said.  “In Guadeloupe and then at Charlotte Amalie in the Virgin Islands.” [6]

“Point taken, sir.  But what I meant was, how does it feel to be here after the war has ended?”

“Strange,” Adhemar said quickly.  “It means I’m not sure what I will do now.”

“But are you glad to be home?” Grant asked.

“The Warrington has been my home,” Adhemar said.  “I will have to find another one, I suppose.”

Grant nodded.  “What did you think about serving under the great Commodore Farragut?”

“He is an excellent officer,” Adhemar said.  “Intelligent, careful, and thoughtful for his men.  Our operations against the pirates would have been much harder without his guidance.”

Grant said, “There’s talk about establishing the rank of Admiral in the United States.  Do you think Commodore Farragut would deserve that position?”

Adhemar said, “The United States do not need admirals at all.  Are we Yankees, to kneel before the King of England?”

“I... see,” Grant said.  “What was it like, fighting pirates?”

“I don’t fight people; I am a doctor,” Adhemar said.  “But I am glad they’re gone; they were a scourge upon mankind.”

“So you were glad to treat people?” Grant asked.

“That is my life’s work,” Adhemar said.  “Disease killed more of our sailors than pirates did.  Anything I can do to stop that, I will gladly do, especially stopping the yellow fever.”

“Your mosquito theory?” Grant said, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes.  Do you have anything else to ask me?” Adhemar asked coldly.  He had faced enough ridicule from his colleagues over his failure to find any proof regarding mosquitoes and yellow fever; he had no need to justify it to this pompous reporter.  Fatalities from yellow fever – and indeed, malaria – had gone down since he instituted practices to keep mosquitoes out.  His adoption of quinine had also reduced the problems with malaria.

Despite the harshness of the counter-question, Grant remained steady.  Adhemar suspected that he would have remained quite cool under fire, if he had ever joined the Navy.  “Only one more question, sir.  What do you plan on doing now?”

Adhemar said, “Going somewhere where I can keep people alive.”  He walked past Grant and back to reacquaint himself with the United States.

--

The Ballington Express (17 May 1946)
Ballington, Jackson State
United States of America

Today In History:

On this day in 1865, the great Dr David Adhemar began trialling his experimental vaccine for yellow fever.  This vaccine, the culmination of his life’s work, marked a great advance in the history of medicine.  It was only the second vaccine developed anywhere, and while not quite as important as vaccine for smallpox, has made travel throughout the tropical regions of the United States much safer ever since.

--

[1] i.e., despite renewed war, Jackson was not seeking to become “president for life”, as some of his opponents had accused him of doing after he sought a third term during the War of 1833, on the grounds that the necessity of war required it.

[2] The U.S. capital moved to Knoxville, Tennessee, in time for the inauguration of the next President on 4 March, after Jackson’s attempts to keep it at Washington lasted only as long as his term in office.

[3] The War of 1833 saw some of the advances in medical organisation, such as the development of specialised nurses, effective army hospitals, and a trained medical corps, which were not seen in the OTL USA until the American Civil War.  The mobilisation of large numbers of people in this war meant that the need was recognised sooner.  There were also some advances in treatment, such as using bromine to prevent gangrene, and recognition of the problems of childhood diseases, which developed earlier than in OTL.  Medicine is thus somewhat more advanced ITTL.  The Pirate Wars will also give some recognition of the problems of tropical disease (although cures for most tropical diseases are beyond the current tech level).

[4] Adhemar is a post-POD character, born in 1811, and thus just enough older than Grant to think of him as young.

[5] This is, of course, not the Ulysses Grant of OTL, but a “brother”, born ITTL, and who is somewhat different than the Grant of OTL.

[6] The USA purchased the Virgin Islands (Danish West Indies) from Denmark in 1844.  Slavery was still legal there (Denmark did not abolish it there in OTL until 1848) and, naturally, will continue to be so under U.S. rule.

--

Decades of Darkness #41: Amidst The March Of Time

15 June 1844
Franklin, Westylvania
United States of America

“So, we have come here, to the end of all things,” John Quincy Adams murmured.  He was taking some dramatic license, he knew, but it felt much like that.  With the capture and imminent execution of John Brown, it seemed that the last battle of the War of 1833 had just been fought.

Brown had lingered on for some time in Pennsylvania and Westylvania, leading the Velvet Underground to stir up as much resistance as he could, but his attempts had been doomed long ago.  And his continued struggle poisoned the relationship between New England and the United States, which Adams and his fellow Republicans had been trying to rebuild for years.  They had made great strides since the end of the war, but not yet enough.  He hoped that his visit here to the state capital of Westylvania would add some more.  Especially since he now found himself standing beside Henry Clay, one of the United States’ great elder statesman, and who was rumoured to be seeking the next presidential election to unseat Willie Mangum.  Adams found it a great honour that Clay was willing to speak to him.

While they waited for Brown to be brought out for the hangman’s noose, Clay said, “Do you think he will relinquish his claims for Pennsylvanian independence?”  Even now, Governor Wolf had offered Brown clemency if he abandoned his struggle and instructed his followers to do the same.

“A leopard will never change its spots,” Adams said, and shrugged.

“Then he and his kind are deaf leopards, then,” Clay said.  “Howling in the night, but not hearing the answers.”

Adams said, “Brown and his fellows, well, they might be giants among men in moral stature” – Adams had no love for the American institution of slavery, but he still hoped that they might abandon it, given time – “but they have no understanding of the world.  Or of the need for compromise.”

“Giants?’ Clay said.  “I prefer to think of them as the beetles, scurrying about in the darkness of their beloved underground.”

“Darkness?” Adam said.  “Brown will be cast into the fiery furnaces of hell, I think you’ll find.”  He found that a harsh thing to say about any man, but it was surely true for all the blood on Brown’s hands.  “In any case, I’m glad they’re caught.”

Clay nodded.  “For too long, Brown and his followers were like stones rolling around our northeastern states, doing occasional damage and moving too fast for us to catch them.”

Adams said, “Theirs is a strange creed.  They hope to become the genesis of something much larger.”  He doubted their chances of success.  Anti-slavery remained staunch in both Pennsylvania and Westylvania, although Brown’s activities were likely to weaken the cause.  It also remained a firm belief in most of Ohio.  But that was about all.  Indiana was reportedly considering following Illinois’s lead in permitting slavery within its borders.

Clay said, “Brown hopes to become an American idol, something which people follow and will vote for.  But he will never become so.”

Adams said, “I just hope he doesn’t make himself a martyr.”  That would poison relations between Hartford and Knoxville.  Adams wanted closer contact with the Americans; he preferred friendship with the United States, for all its faults, than grovelling before the United Kingdom.

“Yes, we don’t want him to produce any offspring,” Clay said.  “To have peace with New England is much easier without Brown’s agitation.  I want Pennsylvania, Westylvania and the rest of the border states quiet.”

As do I, Adams thought.  He settled down to watch the hanging as Brown was brought out.

--

Selected Important Dates in North American History: 1833-1850
Taken from “The Compleat Textbook Series: Early American History”
By J. Edward Fowler (Principal Author)
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1948 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission

1833:

Andrew Jackson (Tennessee), Democrat, begins his second term as 8th President of the United States.  William Cabel Rives (Virginia) inaugurated as Vice-President.

United States declares war on United Kingdom, New England and the Indian Confederation, beginning the War of 1833.

Texas-Coahuila declares independence from Mexico, and requests protection and later annexation by the United States.  President Jackson agrees.

1834:

France declares war on United Kingdom and New England.

Border claims settled between United States and Mexico over Texas-Coahuila Territory (24 April).

Washington burned by a combined British-New Englander force.

Attempted calls for secession in Pennsylvania are overwhelmed by extremists, as the State Legislature declares secession and John Brown and Elijah Pennypacker lead the self-styled “Third American Revolution.”

Mexican Revolution begins, leading to a civil war between the republican forces led by General Santa Anna and the royalists under Emperor De Iturbide.

Westylvania [Pennsylvanian counties of McKean, Cameron, Clearfield, Cambria, Somerset, Bedford, and all counties west of that line] admitted as the 19th state in the Union.  Westylvania has its capital at Franklin [Venango County] and is a free-soil state.

December Revolution in France leads to French withdrawal from the War of 1833.

1835:

Thomas Jackson Oakley (New York), Federalist, inaugurated as the 7th President of New England.  Edward Everett (Massachusetts), Federalist, inaugurated as Vice-President.

Mexican civil war ends after the execution of former Emperor De Iturbide.

Peace negotiations to end the War of 1833 are held in Stockholm but break down late in the year.

1836:

Ill co-ordinated rebellions take place in various parts of the Canadas.  Most are quickly snuffed out, but some discontent endures in Lower Canada for months.

Battle of New Orleans sees the British defeated by forces under Colonel Jefferson Davis.

President Andrew Jackson (Tennessee), Democrat, re-elected as 8th President of the United States.  Jackson is the first man to obtain a third term in office.  James Knox Polk (North Carolina), Democrat, is elected as Vice-President.

1837:

Treaty of Lisbon ends War of 1833.  Indian Confederation removed from the map; its lands divided between New England’s Michigan Territory, Britain’s Wisconsin Province and additions to the U.S. states of Indiana and Illinois.  [The U.S. border follows the line of the Maumee River, then the Wabash, Tippecanoe, across to the Vermillion, then connecting to the Mississippi around Moline.  Michigan and Wisconsin are divided along the Illinois-Indiana state borders].  Texas-Coahuila Territory is recognised as part of United States.  United Kingdom and New England recognise the USA’s right to import slaves from existing slaveholding nations (chiefly Cuba and Brazil), while forbidding any importation of slaves directly from Africa.


1838:

Long Island [Long Island, New York City, Staten Island, and the counties of Bronx, Westchester and Rockland] is partitioned from New York State and admitted as the 9th state in New England.

1839:

“Pirate Wars” begin with the formation of the U.S. Navy’s West India Squadron and commencement of operations throughout the Caribbean.

Edward Everett (Massachusetts), Federalist, inaugurated as 8th President of New England.  Daniel Webster (New Hampshire), Federalist, inaugurated as Vice-President.

1840:

Willie Person Mangum (North Carolina), Patriot, defeats James Knox Polk (North Carolina), Democrat, to become the 9th President of the United States.  George Mifflin Dallas (Pennsylvania), Patriot, is elected as Vice-President.

Arkansas admitted as the 20th state of the Union.  Arkansas is a slave state.

1841:

U.S. capital moved to Knoxville, Tennessee, in time for the inauguration of President Mangum.

Texas-Coahuila Territory re-organised as East Texas Territory [northern and eastern counties of Texas], West Texas Territory [northwestern counties], Jefferson Territory [the rest of the seaboard counties of Texas] and Coahuila Territory [the rest of Texas, including those parts across the Rio Grande which were added to Texas in TTL].

Jackson Territory [southern Florida] partitioned from East Florida Territory in the United States.

The unorganised parts of the Louisiana Purchase reorganised into Iowa Territory [approximately the state of Iowa], Wilkinson Territory [everything north of Iowa and west of the Mississippi, up to the 46th parallel], Nebraska Territory [everything west of Iowa Territory, up to the boundaries of the Oregon Country and north of the Missouri northern border and up to the 46th parallel], Kansas Territory [between Nebraska Territory and the 37th parallel], and the Indian Territory [between the Texan states and the 37th parallel].

1842:

USA annexes Guadeloupe (from Sweden) and later pays compensation.  Guadeloupe and surrounding islands are designated the first part of the Caribbean Territory.

East Texas admitted as the 21st state in the Union.  East Texas is a slave state.

Jefferson admitted as the 22nd state in the Union.  Jefferson is a slave state.

1843:

Daniel Webster (New Hampshire), Federalist, inaugurated as 9th President of New England.  George Nixon Briggs (Massachusetts), Federalist, inaugurated as Vice-President.

Iowa Territory applies for admission as a state, but the application is tied up in committee in Congress after the convention in Iowa narrowly votes to become a free-soil state.

Coahuila Territory fails of admission of a state, largely due to suspicion of its slaveholding status and relatively large Spanish-speaking population.

Illinois amends its constitution to permit ownership of “Negro slaves and other persons in bondage”.

1844:

United States purchases Danish West Indies [U.S. Virgin Islands] and adds them to the Caribbean Territory.

Willie Person Mangum (North Carolina), Patriot, re-elected as the 9th President of the United States.  Lewis Cass (Ohio), Patriot, is elected as Vice-President.

1845:

Formation of the Kingdom of Canada out of the former British provinces of Upper Canada, Lower Canada and Wisconsin.  The maritime provinces of New Brunswick, Newfoundland and Prince Edward Island decline to join Canada, and remain British possessions.  New England purchases Nova Scotia from Britain, after a plebiscite, and adds it as Nova Scotia Territory.

“Pirate Wars” declared officially over.

East Florida admitted as the 23rd state in the Union.  East Florida is a slave state.

Second Iowan constitutional convention approves an amended constitution permitting slave ownership and excluding any free blacks from the territory.  Iowa is then admitted as the 24th state in the Union.

1846:

Settlement of Salt Lake City by Nephites under Brigham Young, inside Mexican territory.

Long Island State becomes the first state in New England to ratify the proposed constitutional amendment to end the “natural born” restrictions on the presidency and other public offices.

1847

President Mangum of the United States is assassinated by a Negro fanatic.  Lewis Cass becomes the 10th President of the United States.

New York and New Jersey become the second and third states to ratify the proposed constitutional amendment to end the “natural born” restrictions on public office.

Martin van Buren (New York), Republican, inaugurated as the 10th President of New England.  Roger Sherman Baldwin (Connecticut), Republican, inaugurated as Vice-President.

Indiana amends its constitution to permit the ownership of slaves within its borders.  [There are now only three free-soil states in the Union; Ohio, Pennsylvania and Westylvania.]

1848

Lewis Cass (Ohio), Patriot, re-elected as the 10th President of the United States.  Samuel Houston (East Texas), Patriot, elected as Vice-President.

New Hampshire and Vermont become the fourth and fifth New England state to ratify the proposed constitutional amendment ending the “natural born” restrictions on public office.  The proposed amendment has been defeated in Massachusetts, Maine, Rhode Island and Connecticut [the states which usually vote Federalist] and is thus is not adopted.  However, as there is no time limit to proposed amendments, the amendment remains potentially adoptable [seven states, three-quarters of all states, are required].

1849:

Michigan Territory’s application for statehood is rejected due to disputes about whether the territory should become one or multiple states.  The weight of population (and likelihood that this will increase further) leads to worries about whether it will become decisive in presidential elections, particularly amongst New Yorkers who enjoy their state’s political weight.

Jackson [peninsular Florida] admitted as the 25th state in the Union.  Jackson is a slave state.

1850

Bear Flag Revolt begins in the Mexican province of California, as U.S. citizens who have emigrated there demand independence from Mexico and ask for U.S. annexation.

--

Decades of Darkness #42a: The Global Tour

This post provides a brief overview of events around the world since the POD in 1809, up to the end of the fourth decade in 1849.  It isn’t intended to be a comprehensive history of each of the countries, but to highlight some of the more significant butterflies.  The main focus of most of the posts in TTL is events in North America (and, to a lesser extent, Europe) but this post is to cover the rest of the world in some, albeit not much, detail.

--

In AUSTRALIA, what the British had originally settled as an outpost to get rid of surplus convicts has started to become one of their more significant group of colonies.  There has been increasing immigration to the colony since the War of 1811, particularly from Ireland.  The discovery of gold in the early 1830s, first in New South Wales and then in the new colony of Macquarie [Victoria] has led to a boom in population, especially in Liverpool [Melbourne].  Additional colonies have since been established at Kingsland [Queensland], Van Diemen’s Land, New Zealand, Adelaide, and Stirling [Perth; the colony is not yet called Western Australia].  The colonies have continued to receive significant immigration from the British Isles and much of Europe since the War of 1833.

--

In SOUTH-EAST ASIA, there have as yet been no major butterflies.  The Dutch still rule the East Indies, and the French are eyeing Indochina.

--

In CHINA, the Opium War (also called Anglo-Chinese War of 1839-1842) has showed how unprepared the Middle Kingdom is to deal with the harsh realities of modern European technology.  China’s navy was devastated by the British.  The humiliations inflicted by the British have led to the development of new ideology, such as that by Hong Xiuquan, who is currently musing over the Heavenly Kingdom of Great Peace [the Taiping Rebellions].

--

In NIPPON, the Tokugawa Shogunate has maintained its policy of isolation, with only strictly limited trading contact at Nagasaki for Dutch and Chinese merchants.  However, the Dutch and their fellow members of the Germanic Confederation are now eying Nippon and wondering if the self-isolation should be forcibly ended.

--

In KOREA, the rulers are also trying to prevent foreign trade from entering the country, and so far have been successful.

--

In INDIA and BURMA, the British still rule through the East India Company, and there have been very few other butterflies of note.

--

In PERSIA, the rulers in the Qajar Dynasty are feeling increasingly nervous with the Russian Empire looking down on them from the north.

--

The OTTOMAN EMPIRE has been having rather a bad time of late.  Greece went independent in 1829, supported by Britain and New England.  The Russian-Ottoman War of 1834-1836 proved to be disastrous for the Turks, with the Russians seizing Moldavia, Walachia, and Kars, and other territories near the Danube and Black Sea, secured passage rights through the Dardanelles, and gained autonomy for Serbia.  The Ottomans have also been forced to concede the de facto independence of Egypt.

--

In AFRICA, the European powers are beginning to make a scramble for colonies, although they are held off in many places by the disease barriers.  In LIBERIA [not the same location as in OTL, but near Angola], the American colony is receiving large numbers of immigrants, some voluntary, some not, from the USA.  In SOUTH AFRICA, the British abolition of slavery in 1842 has led to the trek of the Boers and the establishment of the Orange Free State and the Transvaal as independent republics.  South Africa has also seen increased European immigration over OTL.

--

In COLOMBIA [Grand Colombia], the federated republic defeated the European invasions by the French and Spanish, even before the British forced the French to abandon these attempts.  Ongoing disputes led to civil war within Colombia, leading to the secession of Venezuela in 1848.  OTL Colombia, Ecuador and Panama remain part of Colombia.

--

The EMPIRE OF BRAZIL has become increasingly closely linked to the United States since the 1820s.  Slave-trading contacts have become increasingly common, with Brazil becoming one of the major transshipment points for slave-trafficking from Angola and other parts of Africa, and then onto Cuba and the United States.  Some of the more Americophile leaders in Brazil are beginning to adopt some of the US ideas, particularly racist theory which looks down on intermarriage between those of “European” blood and other races.

--

In CENTRAL AMERICA, the United States of Central America lasted from 1823 until its dissolution in civil war during the late 1830s.  The states of Guatemala, El Salvador, Honduras, Nicaragua and Costa Rica remain as independent states to the present day.  In EAST HONDURAS [British Honduras, then Belize], the United Kingdom retained permission for logging rights and other activities which it had been previously granted by the Spanish government, but withdrew a plan to set up a formal colony there in 1840 after the United States protested.  East Honduras remains under informal British control to the present day.

--

In NORTH AMERICA, the continent is currently divided between four nations: the United States of America, the Republic of New England, the Republic of Mexico and the Kingdom of Canada, plus various British colonies near Canada.  The United States has become dominated by slaveholding interests, and is currently looking covetously at Mexico’s northern provinces.  Mexico was an empire for a while, but deposed the Emperor during the 1834 Revolution and remains a republic.  New England is rapidly industrialising and its commerce is active throughout much of the globe.  The newly-formed Kingdom of Canada is slowly developing into a nation.

--

The UNITED KINGDOM did not form Liberal governments as early as in OTL, with the first Liberal government in 1837.  The nation has since adopted Catholic Emancipation, limited parliamentary reform, and abolished slavery within the Empire in 1842.  It remains under the rule of King Edward VII and a succession of Liberal governments.

--

FRANCE was involved in the War of 1833, until the December Revolution of 1834 led to its departure from the war.  There are currently rumblings of discontent from some of its people about the ongoing monarchy...

--

PORTUGAL has seen an ongoing conflict-friendship relationship with its main colony, Brazil, since the Napoleonic Wars.  The royal family fled there to escape Napoleon, and Brazil was raised to the status of a kingdom, equal with Portugal.  However, after the French tyrant was defeated, and João VI took the throne of Portugal, Brazil's status began to be reduced.  Pedro declared himself Emperor of Brazil in 1822, and succeeded to the throne of Portugal in 1826.  He briefly considered establishing his own son Miguel [the child who in OTL would have been Maria] to the throne of Portugal, but rumblings of discontent from his brother Miguel led to him delaying this decision until his son Miguel reached his eighteenth birthday in 1837.  After this date, Miguel I of Portugal has been warily establishing a constitutional monarchy, and trying to balance the legacies of the past, particularly the ongoing slave trade between Angola and Brazil, with the need for reform within his country.

--

ITALY remains divided between various nations, although there is discussion of unification.

--

The GERMAN CONFEDERATION is slowly going down the path of unification.  Its leading members are PRUSSIA, which includes Saxony and less of the Rhineland than in OTL, AUSTRIA, and the NETHERLANDS.  Austria has been quite unhappy of late over the greater Russian presence in the Balkans since the Russo-Ottoman War.  This has led to some stress between the two nations.  Within Austria, there are also rising tides of Hungarian nationalism.  The Netherlands [including the Netherlands, Belgium, Luxembourg and parts of the Rhineland] are a rapidly-industrialising federated monarchy with four major languages and ongoing political confusion.

--

GREECE won its independence in 1829, aided in part by their supply of frigates from New England.  New England was also the first nation to recognise Greek independence, and there has been ongoing commercial and military contact, especially between the Greek Navy and the NEN.

--

The RUSSIAN EMPIRE has been expanding recently, with its acquisition of lands from the Turks during the Russo-Ottoman War, and ongoing expansion in the Far East.  It is also looking at Persia.

--

Decades of Darkness #42b: The North American Tour

Population Data for the United States: 1850 [1,2]
Taken From “The United States In Expansion, 1850-1950: A Century of Triumph”
(c) 1952 By Harold Wittgenstein
Columbia Press: Columbia [Knoxville, Tennessee]

State          Free Blacks Slaves    Whites     Total
Alabama        793         261,990   312,216    574,999
Arkansas       182         40,673    116,875    157,731
Coahuila [3]   40          14,214    90,668     104,922
Delaware       9,037       2,455     70,849     82,340
East Florida   733         77,442    100,727    178,902
East Texas     79          28,428    161,336    189,843
Georgia        1,466       407,766   549,225    958,457
Illinois       1,631       4,598     505,336    511,565
Indiana        2,816       2,111     486,378    491,305
Iowa           167         3,174     191,018    194,358
Jackson        233         23,638    43,495     67,366
Jefferson      60          21,321    126,002    147,383
Kentucky       5,006       224,530   797,987    1,027,522
Louisiana      6,985       208,640   233,473    449,097
Maryland       37,362      95,886    416,062    549,310
Mississippi    326         231,760   221,071    453,157
Missouri       916         71,255    432,538    504,709
North Carolina 13,732      308,975   560,539    883,246
Ohio           12,335      0         1,888,940  1,901,274
Pennsylvania   19,769      0         1,593,599  1,613,368
South Carolina 4,480       406,233   283,327    694,041
Tennessee      3,211       254,432   783,430    1,041,073
Virginia       27,167      498,154   910,773    1,436,094
Washington     514         51,320    261,386    313,220
West Florida   2,225       212,017   236,563    500,306
West Texas [3] 20          9,107     35,334     44,461
Westylvania    9,044       0         704,399    713,443
Total          159,824     3,460,119 12,113,549 15,733,492

--

Population Data for New England: 1850
Source: New England Bureau of Statistics

State              Blacks    Whites      Total
Connecticut        3,077     381,465     384,542
Maine              542       579,195     579,737
Massachusetts      3,626     1,001,015   1,004,641
Long Island        8,818     643,256     652,073
New Hampshire      208       324,027     324,235
New Jersey         9,618     473,414     483,033
New York           10,810    2,395,026   2,405,836
Rhode Island       1,468     146,228     147,696
Vermont            287       317,175     317,462
Michigan Territory 3,096     625,116     628,212
Nova Scotia Terr.  1,114     325,740     326,854
Total              42,665    7,211,657   7,254,351

--

Population Data for Canada: 1850 [4]
Source: New England Historical Archives, Hartford, Connecticut

Province          Population
Quebec            904,004
Ontario           945,725
Wisconsin         181,249
Other [5]         65,000
Total             2,095,978


Population Data for British North America: 1850 [4]
Source: New England Historical Archives, Hartford, Connecticut

Province             Population
New Brunswick [6]    223,805
Prince Edward Island 61,549
Newfoundland         101,642
Total                386,996

--

[1] The 1850 U.S. census did not include the population from the incorporated territories (Wilkinson, Nevada, Kansas, and Indian Territories) or the unincorporated territories (Caribbean, Oregon Territory). It also did not include the substantial numbers of U.S. citizens living within Mexico's northwestern provinces, particularly Upper California (an estimated 10,000 people at this time) and the Nephites around the Great Salt Lake.

[2] Notable emigration: a total of 220,602 free blacks went to Liberia by 1850, including 159,824 from USA and 60,778 from New England.

[3] The pre-statehood populations of Coahuila and West Texas are measured through the Greater Texas Census.

[4] Unlike their counterparts across the border, the Canadian and British censuses did not separate out Negroes during 1850.

[5] Includes British Columbia, Northwest Territories, British-Canadian portions of Oregon Country.

[6] Nova Scotia and New Brunswick received considerable New Englander immigration since around 1820 (approximately 50,000 each), and New Brunswick also saw considerable emigration of its francophone population to Quebec after Canadian unification.  By 1850, approximately 22% of New Brunswick's and 15% of Nova Scotia's population is of Yankee descent.

--

Decades of Darkness #43a: Revolutions - Islands in a Sea of Crime

Excerpts taken from “1849: The Great Year Of Revolution”
By Andries Visscher
Universiteit Antwerpen (University of Antwerp)
Antwerp, Netherlands, German Empire
Translated into English by Victor Emmanuel Lopez
(c) 1946 Imperial Press: Antwerp.  Used with permission.

Introduction

“A spectre haunts Europe – the spectre of communism.  All the powers of old Europe have united in a holy alliance to banish this spectre: Pontiff and Czar, Metternich and Guizot, French Radicals and Prussian secret police.  Communism is already recognised by all European powers to be itself a power.  It is high time that Communists and their allies throughout Europe should stand before the whole world and let the old powers quake before the new order and the rise of revolution.”
- Karl Marx [1] and Heinrich Adenauer, The Communist Manifesto

“Society was cleft in two: those who had nothing united in common envy, and those who had anything united in common terror.”
- Alexis de Tocqueville, Reflections

“To exist is to struggle.  To be a nation is to struggle against the enemies without and within who would wrest the leadership from its rightful holders.  We must be ever watchful for those who would be our enemies, within our borders or beyond them.  For just as the nations of Europe now find themselves beset with enemies within and foes outside, so the United States face enemies inside our borders and beyond our borders who would deny us the rights and opportunities which belong to us as members of the American race.”
- U.S. President Lewis Cass’s re-election address, 1849

The great waves of revolution which crashed against the shores of Europe in 1849 mark the most important event of the nineteenth century.  It has been said, with considerable justification, that the history of the nineteenth century consists of the events leading up to the 1849 revolutions, and the ongoing attempts to deal with the outcomes of these revolutions.

For the clouds of revolution gathered over every European country west of the Russian border.  From the Hungarian and Viennese revolutionaries on the borders of Russia, to the Chartist and Irish uprisings in the British Isles, from the Risorgimento in Sicily to the Danes in Holstein, revolution seemed to be everywhere in 1849 [2].  For a time, it seemed that the established order might crumble throughout Europe, with the Bourbons driven out of Sicily, King Louis Phillipe fleeing France for the United States, and the Hungarians proclaiming an independent republic.  Most of these triumphs were to prove short-lived.  But the prevailing issues raised during the revolutions - socialism, democracy, liberalism, radicalism and nationalism – were to trouble Europe for generations to come...

Chapter 3: Italy: The Revolutions Begin

“Gunners, spare the Italian generals: they are our greatest allies in the field.”
- Attributed to Field Marshal Josef Radetzky, commanding the Austrian forces in Italy in the wars of 1849-50

The first revolutions in 1849 began in Sicily.  In January of that year, an uprising began which would eventually take over the entire island.  It was following by uprisings in Naples, forcing Ferdinand II to – temporarily – grant a liberal constitution.

But the major revolutions happened in the Austrian-dominated north of Italy.  Here, in Milan, and soon the rest of Lombardy, agitation boiled over into revolution.  The Austrians were briefly driven out of most of Italy, as Pope Pius IX reformed the Papal States [3], and Venice re-established itself as a free republic, taking most of the Austrian fleet with it [4].  Further revolts followed throughout much of the rest of the Italian lands.

However, problems arose for the revolutionaries when Pope Pius IX vacillated over supporting the Italians fighting fellow Catholics.  He soon found himself in exile in Naples, as the Roman Republic was formed.

For a time, it looked as if most of Italy would fall to revolution.  But Austria would not be defeated so easily and, despite the struggles elsewhere, dispatched Field Marshal Josef Radetzky to suppress the revolutionary activities...

Chapter 4: France: The Triumph of the People

“We are sleeping on a volcano...”
- Alexis de Tocqueville

“The French change governments so often they might as well install a revolving door in the gates of Paris.”
- Marshal Antonio Lopescu (as he then was)

As even a casual reader of French history will be aware, France has a long history of revolution and unstable governments, even preceding the 1789 Revolution, and ever since that time they have changed governments frequently enough that her public servants could be forgiven for forgetting which flag should be flown in a particular week, at least until the recent imposition of stability on France [5].

Nevertheless, the February Revolution in France is of important significance in considering its impact on the rest of Europe.  For, while the Sicily revolutions preceded it, it was the success of the “Paris Spring” which inspired the activities of revolutionaries elsewhere.

The basic events of the revolution are easily recounted.  Protestors were marching on the streets of Paris, the Prime Minister was rumoured to be considering resignation, and then shots were fired into the crowds.  Over sixty citizens died, but the result was revolution.  The mob converged on the royal palace, King Louis Philippe departed the continent of Europe to live in the country whose war he had abandoned on his accession to the throne, and the Second French Republic was born...

--

[1] Not quite the Karl Marx of OTL, but similar in most aspects of his personality.  There are some important differences, e.g. Karl Marx does not explicitly deny religion in TTL.

[2] Some pedantic historians have noted that, despite the claims here, several European countries within these limits were untouched by the revolutions of 1849, e.g. Spain and Sweden.

[3] For a very low value of “reform”.

[4] And, of course, a Venetian republic with a fleet to back it up will be a challenge for the Austrians to recapture.

[5] Readers who are perplexed by the change in Visscher’s usual academic tone are invited to note his country of origin and, importantly, publication.

--

Decades of Darkness #43b: Revolutions – Against The Tired Of Years

21 March 1849
The Hague,
United Kingdom of the Netherlands,
German Confederation

“So, it falls to me, in this time of upheaval, to take up my father’s crown,” murmured Crown Prince Willem Alexander.  This had been a dangerous time throughout Europe.  The previous month, the monarchy had fallen in France.  The Italian lands had risen up in revolt, England was consumed with strife, and much of the German Confederation convulsed with revolution.  He had recently received word that the Hungarians and Viennese were rising up in Austria.  And now, his father had died four days ago, leaving him to assume the crown and chart a new course for the Netherlands. [1]

And what path should he lead the Netherlands down, Willem wondered.  He already knew the calls which had been felt throughout the Netherlands, particularly the restive South [2], for electoral reform and changes.  Fortunately, the Dutch and German-speaking parts of the Kingdom were more loyal, and with Luxembourg and the Rhine provinces outweighing the South [3], he should be able to weather any storms.

But what kind of storms would be brought?  He suspected that the example of the French would see their co-linguists in the South look for fresh demands.  No doubt to the point of leaving the Netherlands.  And that, he could not stomach, any more than he wanted to grant the calls for electoral reform.  He wanted to follow the example of his grandfather, not his father.  “I want to rule, not just to reign,” he murmured.

--

1 August 1849
Hungarian Diet,
Budapest,
Kingdom of Hungary (proclaimed)
Austrian Empire (recognised)

The men assembled in the Diet had come to hear Lajos Kossuth’s words on the success of their revolution in Hungary, but he had come to speak so that his words would be carried to the newspapers.  Those were the true messengers here; two hundred thousand Hungarians would hear his words through the newspapers.

“Gentlemen.  I have ascended the dais to demand that you save our country.  The weight of this moment oppresses my soul.  I feel as if God had given me the trumpet to waken the dead, that if they be sinners they return to the grave, but that if they be honest, that they may wake for eternity.  Thus, at this moment, stands the fate of the nation!

“At the dissolution of the last Diet, our nation stood with a treasury emptied – without arms, without means of defense.  All could see and grieve for the gross neglect which had marred the country’s interests.  I myself was one of the many who for years have called on the executive power and the nation, to deliver justice to the people before the day would come when it was too late for justice.  And that day has come!

“Long may our nation’s enemies hear the full force of the fatal words, “Too late”.  This much is certain, that the nation and the executive power have retarded justice, to the moment when the people caused the overthrow of all existing institutions.

“Where is a reason to be found that we should take up arms?  In the past, no such reason existed, but in the quest for justice, in delivering to us the rights that belong to our people – those of the right for any man to hold any public office, to own property, to be held as a man and to vote, to be granted the right for justice before independent justice, to have one law for all men – these rights cannot be denied to us.  For if a people think the liberty they possess is too limited, they will take up arms to conquer more.  Now the taking up of arms is often a doubtful game – for a sword has two edges – but the liberty we seek cannot be denied us.

I therefore demand of you, Gentlemen, a great resolution: Proclaim that, in just appreciation of the extraordinary circumstances on account of which the Diet has assembled, the nation is determined to bring the greatest sacrifices for the defense of its crown, of its liberty, and of its independence, and that in this respect it will at no price enter with any one into a transaction which even in the least might injure the national independence and liberty, but that it will be always ready to grant all reasonable wishes of everyone.

--

3 May 1850
The Winter Palace
St Petersburg, Russian Empire

Nicholas I, Tsar of all the Russias, leaned back on his chair.  “Ferdinand asks for our support against the rebels in Hungary?”

Sergey Uvarov, minister for education – and assorted other, less publicised duties – nodded.  “With Vienna only just recaptured, and Italy still in revolt, the Austrians are weak.  Recapturing Hungary... may be beyond their strength.”

Nicholas considered the matter for a moment.  The Hungarian revolutions left him genuinely undecided.  He supported the principle of divine monarchy, and thus had firm views about the revolutions which had swept through Europe during the last year.

But most of those revolutions had failed, or were nearing defeat.  Hungary was a special case; it had lingered longest, and showed most chance of success.  He had initially feared that the actions of the Hungarians would stir up the Poles and others in his western provinces, but that had not happened. [4]  And, above all, Nicholas welcomed anything which weakened Austria.  If it hadn’t been for the bad precedent it would set for his own subjects, he would have welcomed an independent Hungary being carved out of Austria.

“Tell Ferdinand... tell Ferdinand that if he wanted gratitude from us, he should not have shown such ingratitude over our war with the Turks.”

Uvarov’s eyes widened.  “Shall we tell him in those exact words?”

Reluctantly, Nicholas shook his head.  He wouldn’t have minded shocking the Habsburgs with his ingratitude.  But diplomacy warned against it.  He might yet need Ferdinand someday.  “Tell him that commitments within the Empire prevent us assisting him.”

That was, of course, a resounding lie.  Russia had been spared the revolts of the west – proof, in Nicholas’s eyes, that the people loved him as their father.  Yet the Austrians could do nothing to act against it.

:”Let the Austrians fight the Hungarians alone, and win, if they can,” Nicholas said.

--

[1] William II of the Netherlands died on 17 March 1849 in both OTL and TTL.  His son, Willem Alexander, is not genetically the same son as in OTL, but is even more reactionary and absolutist than his OTL equivalent.  And, in TTL, he has no 1848 constitution to restrain him.

[2] OTL Belgium, which here has twice failed of revolution.  William II, a more moderate man than his father, made some concessions toward autonomy for the French-speaking provinces, although not the Flemish-speaking areas even where there was a French speaking component.

[3] The Netherlands in TTL still include the Grand Duchy of Luxembourg (larger than in OTL because none has been conceded to Belgium), and a stretch of land on the west bank of the Rhine, up to but not including Cologne.

[4] An earlier, bloodily defeated Polish revolt in 1842 has taken away a lot of the Polish desire for uprising.

--

Decades of Darkness #43c: Revolutions – On The Oceans Of Emnity

Extracts from “1849: Case Studies in Revolution”
(c) 1946 By Pedro E. Hanford
Jefferson Davis University
Puerto Veracruz, Veracruz State
United States of America

The difference between the outcomes of the February Uprising in France and the Chartist Rebellion in Great Britain is a classic example of the role played by the National Will.  For, on first glance, the Chartist Rebellion would have been the one thought most likely to succeed, as it had a much broader support base. [1]  When John Frost led his successful rebellion in Newport, working-class uprisings followed throughout most of the country, demonstrating the popular support.  By contrast, the February Uprising consisted of a mere handful of disaffected individuals, who could have been easily suppressed if the French monarch had been willing to do so.

But what Louis Philippe lacked, and Edward VII possessed, was a strong sense of National Will.  Since the fall of Napoleon I, the French people have consistently demonstrated a lack of faith in their government and in their leader, as shown by their continual changes of government.  This has resulted in leaders lacking vision.  By contrast, while the British people might dispute the form of government, they offered continual support to their national identity and, indeed, to their leader.  Even the most vehement of the Chartists did not wish to unseat Edward VII, merely to gain a greater say in the government.  This demonstration of National Will meant that, even as Edward VII ordered his army to suppress rebellion wherever it occurred, he also felt safe in asking Parliament to offer constitutional concessions to the Chartists, firm in the knowledge that his own throne – and Empire – remained safe.

This difference is made even clearer in comparing the British response to Ireland.  The Young Ireland rebellion in 1849 was not a strong threat to British rule, but the British counter-revolution was even harsher than the response to the uprising of 1833.  There were constitutional options available to Edward VII if he wished to grant a peaceful option to the Irish revolutionaries – most notably the proposal for a Kingdom of Ireland within the British Empire, similar to that instituted in Canada.  But this would never be granted by Edward VII, due to the circumstances.  The Irish revolutionaries were alien to a sense of National Will [2]; they had no national identity in common with the rest of the British Isles, and wished only to revolt.  This meant that there could be only one response from the British government, and they proceeded to deliver it...

--

Extracts from “Schleswig-Holstein: The Danish Tragedy”
By Sergey Tolstoy,
Translated by Richard H. Morris,
St. Petersburg, Russian Federation.
(c) 1975 Red Truth Publishing Company, St. Petersburg.
Used with permission.

While Schleswig-Holstein had long been part of Denmark, since the Congress of Vienna in 1815, it had also been afflicted by the rising tide of German nationalism.  The calls for independence for Schleswig-Holstein grew louder with every passing year, especially with the increased sense of German national feeling after 1834 [3].  With the death of Christian VIII in 1847 [4], Frederick VII now found himself in a very precarious position.  Schleswig-Holstein appeared in the verge of open revolt.  Worse, his legal heir in Denmark was the Crown Princess [5], but she had no right to inherit Schleswig-Holstein, which belonged to Duke Christian of Sonderburg-Augustenburg.  Furthermore, according to the old conditions of the Freiheitsbrief, the two provinces were to remain forever undivided.

This vexatious situation came to a head during 1849, when the tides of revolution swept through Denmark.  The Danish nationalists advocated full union with Denmark, while the German nationalists rose up in revolt demanding independence for Schleswig-Holstein.  The fateful death of Frederick VII in a fall now left Denmark in an unenviable position.  There was no clear heir for the Danish throne, and one thing was certain: with Christian asserting his claim to the Duchy of Schleswig-Holstein – with Prussian support – Denmark now faced disaster.

--

From “The Three Kaisers: The Rise of the German Confederation 1815-1867”
(c) 1948 By Marie Coburg
Vanderbilt Press
New York City, Long Island, New England

The revolutions of 1849-1850 posed the greatest challenge to the German Confederation in their history.  Considerable portions of their people were in open revolt.  Two of the three great German powers, Austria and the Netherlands, both faced considerable internal struggle.  The Hungarian revolt, for a time, looked as if it would succeed in breaking free of Habsburg rule entirely.  The revolts in the Netherlands were less dramatic, but involved greater segments of the population.  Elsewhere in the Germanies, there were also other notable uprisings, particularly Baden.  To those ambitious revolutionaries throughout the Confederation, it seemed that they would soon have successfully followed the French example.

But there were several important differences between their revolutions and that of France.  The first was Prussia.  Prussia remained relatively free of the revolutionary struggles, except for the uprisings around Dresden [6] and the brief “Berlin Spring” where King Frederick William IV granted some minor constitutional concessions and removed most of the revolutionary pressure.  With Prussia loyal, and its undoubted military capacity ready to lend counter-revolutionary support, the revolutions in Hungary, Denmark and Baden were all ultimately doomed.

The second important difference was that the revolutionary energy in much of the Germanies was easily directed toward maintaining established order.  The nationalistic revolt in Schleswig-Holstein, for example, needed only minor Prussian support before both duchies were added to the German Confederation.  Similarly, King William III of the Netherlands, although reluctant to accept any limits on his royal rights, granted a constitution which allowed the middle classes a political voice, and thus gained their support against the more extreme working-class elements and would-be Belgian nationalists.

However, the third and most important difference was that the Germanies possessed a national institution, the German Confederation with an established assembly, which could act as a source of further unity.  The pre-1849 Frankfurt Assembly, while it did not function as a true national government, was nonetheless a proto-parliament which could act as a source for further unification.

Indeed, 1849 saw many Germans determined to achieve a true united confederation.  This was well-put by Friedrich von Ršhne, when he stated: “The liberated German nation is eager to reap the fruits of its political emancipation.  It requires order, it demands the revival of industry.  It demands the political unity of Germany so that it can break the chains which bind domestic commerce and which even now still separate one German state from another.  It demands the political unity of Germany so that it can win for its country the eminent position in foreign commerce.  The divided states of Germany have until now been in no position to assert this claim against foreign nations, but the united states of Germany will know how to enforce it.”

This statement made fine rhetoric, but determining the details of a truly united Germany was far from easy.  There were many, many questions.  The principal ones were: how to include the great German powers, each of which included non-German speakers, and still preserve a quintessentially German Reich; and how this proposed nation was to be ruled.

The Grossdeutsch solution was the main desire of the Frankfurt Assembly: to include all German-speaking peoples.  But this required either breaking apart Austria, and perhaps even the Netherlands and Prussia, or finding some alternative.  Excluding both Austria and the Netherlands would effectively create a glorified Prussia, nothing more.  This question appeared to be unresolvable, until the ongoing Hungarian revolt offered a solution... and also in its own turn answered how the new nation should be ruled.

The suppression of the Hungarian revolt was achieved by Prussian support, but it was clear to the Prussians that Hungary could become an “unhealable wound” unless some action was taken.  Despite his vast respect for the Habsburg monarchy, Frederick William IV made it clear that he did not wish to provide indefinite ongoing military support against the Magyars.  This meant negotiating with the rebels... which in turn meant that the same solution which was being proposed in Frankfurt was now adopted in Austria.

The solution to the non-German problem was made easier by the abdication of Ferdinand of Austria in 1850.  His successor, Franz Josef I [7], proved to be both more cooperative than Ferdinand.  Franz Josef accepted the Prussian proposal of separating the Kingdom of Hungary into a separate state from the rest of his dominions, but ruled through a personal union.  With the departure of Hungary, the Grossdeutsch solution became much simpler.  Each of the greater German powers had some non-German speakers, but not enough to exclude them from the united Confederation.  Thus, the Frankfurt Assembly recommended the constitution for a German Reich to include a legislative assembly based in Frankfurt, with responsibility for taxation and other internal matters.

Executive power resided in the Three Kaisers, who were elevated to imperial status.  Within the Assembly, they sat as German princes who were not raised above their fellows.  The Frankfurt Diet would legislate on internal matters, and any proposed legislation required the approval of two of the three Kaisers.  In external matters, the Frankfurt Diet advised the three Kaisers, who required unanimous consent before any action was undertaken.  In a further concession to the great powers, each of the great powers retained their own military structures, which allowed them to create integrated armed forces with their non-German territories.  The national German armed forces were to consist of units from all the member states, and, in practice, the army was Prussian-dominated while the navy was Dutch-dominated.

The proposals at Frankfurt, naturally, appealed to each of the three German monarchs.  To the kings of Prussia and Netherlands, it meant an elevation to imperial status.  More importantly, it meant that they traded very little: they retained authority over their own territory, and gained a voice in other areas, and an important defensive pact with all of the German states.  To the Habsburgs, it was less appealing to lose their primacy in imperial status, but the defensive advantages were obvious.  With some persuading from the Austrian delegates, the Frankfurt Assembly made a further concession: the Austrian Emperor was restored as Holy Roman Emperor – a title without a nation, but one which carried prestige – and was responsible for representing the Reich in foreign affairs.

Of course, matters were rarely so neat as the proposed Reich appeared, when seen from Frankfurt.  Substantial numbers of non-Germans remained within the boundaries of the Reich, particularly the French-speaking subjects of the Dutch Kaiser, the Poles in Prussia, and in the more cosmopolitan parts of the Austrian Empire.  The division of the military forces also represented significant potential for friction.  The independence of the German princes also remained in their various small states, and they still viewed themselves as possessing the divine right of kings, since the reformers had needed to grant this concession when developing the constitution.  Nonetheless, the formation of the Reich represented a monumental step toward German unification.

It also sent alarm bells sounding from London to St Petersburg, from Stockholm to Naples, as a new nation joined the map of Europe... [8]

--

[1] The Chartists were delayed as a movement because they were largely generated in response to working-class exclusion from electoral reform.  They have been similarly excluded in TTL – indeed, the Great Reform Act of 1840 had a more limited franchise than its OTL equivalent – but the delay in instituting this reform means that the Chartist disturbances were similarly pushed back.

[2] It is, I presume, clear what sort of agenda Pedro E. Hanford is pushing in his analysis of these events.

[3] Viz, the second Belgian revolution, and the combined German operations to suppress it.

[4] He died a year earlier than in OTL, due to a different illness.

[5] The child who would have been Christian IX of Denmark was born female ITTL, and due to various other mishaps has no surviving male siblings.

[6] Prussia has owned all of Saxony since 1815 in TTL.

[7] Not the Franz Josef of OTL, but an ATL child of Archduke Franz Karl of Austria and Princess Sophie of Bavaria, born in 1828 and with a different personality to OTL.

[8] Marie Coburg is exaggerating somewhat; Germany is in no sense a united nation in 1850.  But its appearance is still quite threatening to other powers, no matter how friendly it acts.

--

Decades of Darkness #44: Greece on the Wheels of Revolution

17 June 1814
Odessa, Russian Empire

“We are agreed then, my friends?” Emmanuel Xanthos asked.  Only two other men were with him, but the message they had prepared would shake the world.  Of that, he was certain.

Athanasios Tsakalof nodded.  “We will form our Friendly Society, and let us form branches throughout all of the Greek lands.”

Nikolaos Skoufas said, “Only strength of arms can lift the Hellenes from under the Turkish boot.  Let us organise a movement which can provide that strength, and the resources to support it.  Let the Hellenes win their freedom!”

--

21 March 1821
Agia Lavra Monastery,
Peloponnese, Ottoman Empire

A few hundred men had gathered to watch the event.  Bishop Germanos had taken care to ensure that none of the accursed Turks were nearby, only good Hellenes.  The banner he raised showed the Dormition of the Virgin, lying on her death-bed attended by angels.  Bishop Germanos smiled to himself as, one by one, the patriots came to bend knee before the banner and swear their vows to liberate Greece from the Turks.

Before the day was out, the Sacred Banner would be pierced by a Turkish bullet, but the town of Kalavryta would become the first town to be liberated in the Greek Revolution...

--

6 April 1824
Missolonghi
Greece (proclaimed)
Ottoman Empire (recognised)

George Gordon, Baron Byron of Rochdale, lay in his sickbed on Messolonghi.  Here he had come to aid the liberty of the Greek people, bringing with him his Byron Brigade of volunteers, only to be struck down with marsh fever.  An ailment which few recovered from, and which no man yet knew the reason for.  But he was determined to fight it.

He murmured again the poem he had formed a few months before.

“The sword, the banner, and the field,
Glory and Greece, around me see!
The Spartan, borne upon his shield,
Was not more free.

Awake! (not Greece – she is awake!)
Awake, my spirit! Think through whom
Thy life-blood tracks its parent lake,
And then strike home!

Tread these reviving passions down,
Unworthy manhood! – unto thee
Indifferent should the smile or frown
Of beauty be.

If thou regret’st thy youth, why live?
The land of honourable death
Is here: - up to the field, and give
Away thy breath!

Seek out – less often sought than found –
A soldier’s grave, for thee the best,
Then look around, and choose they ground,
And take thy rest.”

He coughed again, and shook his head.  “I will not succumb to the ailment here.”  It was not death he feared, but to depart this world without having first aided the cause of the Greeks. [1]

--

15 April 1825
New York City, New York State
Republic of New England

William Bayard, chairman of Le Roy, Bayard and Co., affixed his signature to the letter acknowledging the receipt of ₤50,000, in credit for the first two ordered frigates.  Construction could begin soon... and then the prices could be raised.  Of that he was certain.  The Greeks were not in a position to argue terms.

His secretary entered, without knocking.  Bayard looked up in surprise at the breach of protocol.

The secretary said, “Sir, Mr Nathan Sanford has arrived and requests that you see him.”

Bayard felt his jaw drop.  “What possible cause could make the Vice-President attend unannounced?”

Sanford strode into the office, and answered, “The business of the good name of New England and its commercial transactions.”

Bayard gestured to the secretary, who hurried out and closed the door behind him.  “I don’t follow you... sir.”

Sanford took a seat without asking, then said, “Then I shall make it abundantly clear.  Your firm – along with that of G.G. & S., Howland, has signed a contract to deliver two frigates to London, there to be sent on to the Greeks currently fighting for independence.  Is that correct?”

Bayard nodded.

“And the Greek government-in-exile in London, through its agent General Lallemand, has indicated that six more frigates, at least, would be purchased.”

Bayard indicated his agreement.

Sanford said, “And, for this transaction, the agreed price is $247,500 per ship.” [2]

Bayard said, “Sir, how do you know such details of our private commercial transactions?”

Sanford said, “You are not the only man with Greek friends.  Now, sir, I must emphasise one point.  I would urge you most strongly to ensure that the frigates are delivered at the specified date and for the agreed price.”

Bayard sat up straight in his street.  “Mr Vice-President, I take offence to the imputation that we would conduct ourselves any other way.”  In fact, he had been planning exactly that, but now he was beginning to reconsider.  And he wondered how Sanford had gotten word of this plan, but he knew better than to ask.

“I made no accusation,” Sanford said.  “But I urge you once more to ensure that these frigates are delivered.  Any minor delays or increases in cost could well mean that the contract for further frigates goes to the United States, say, or Britain.  And that would be viewed as most unwelcome.  I would have to direct the Secretary of the Treasury to investigate the conditions of the contract.”

Bayard said, “Sir, what if we encounter difficulties.”

“Then fix them,” Sanford said.  “You will receive a contract for another six frigates – at least – if you are successful here.  That should be all you need.”  He rose, and said, “I can see myself out.”

Bayard drummed his fingers on the table as he left.

--

13 March 1826,
Missolonghi
Greece (proclaimed)
Ottoman Empire (recognised)

“How long can a siege go on for?” Byron asked the empty air.  The Turks had been encamped around the city for months, supported by their squadron blocking most resupply attempts by sea.

He had found the war he sought, but he had quickly realised that a soldier’s death was not what he wanted either.  What he wanted as a soldier’s life.  That was harder to maintain with the Turks ever increasing their grip around the city.  And with resupply from land impossible – Ibrahim Pasha was too effective on the field of open battle – that meant only a slim chance of success on the naval front.

Only then, looking out over the sea, did he catch the first glimpse of sails on the horizon.  Many sails, as more and more ships came into view.  Not just the host of small and medium ships he had come to recognise in the Greek Navy, but an array of frigates and other vessels.  They easily outnumbered the Turkish squadron.

Byron murmured, “Mayhap the soldier’s life I will find, and one day soon, perhaps a wife.”

--

16 January 1828
Návplion
Republic of Greece (proclaimed)
Ottoman Empire (recognised)

“Welcome to Greece,” Count Iaonnis Antonios Kapodistrias murmured to himself, as he entered the town which had now been proclaimed Greece’s capital.  And part of a nation which was rapidly growing.  The success of Greek arms in the Peloponnese, Thessaly, Crete, Chios and Samos had proven that.  The power of their navy had broken the Egyptian support, with Mehmet Ali ordering his son back to Egypt with what remained of their fleet.  Now the time had come to secure Greece’s independence.

“And on what terms?” he asked himself.  All of the Peloponnese, certainly.  Thessaly.  Crete, Samos and Chios would also be vital.  Perhaps even Arta and Preveza in Epirus.  But to gain any form of independence, he would need support from the Great Powers of Europe and North America.  He knew many of them favoured the Greek cause, especially New England.  This meant that he needed to put peace proposals to them.  Without such proposals, the Sultan would go on forever, he knew.

--

Excerpt from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

KAPODISTRIAS, Count Ioannis Antonios (1776-1854).  Influential Greek political leader.  Born in Corfu (then under Venetian rule).  Secretary of State of the Septinsular Republic (Ionian Islands) 1803-1807.  Entered Russian service in 1809, filling a variety of diplomatic and military roles culminating in a role of de facto foreign minister 1816-1822.  Departed Russian service over dispute for lack of support for Greek revolt.  Elected provisional president of Greece in 1827.  Negotiated favourable peace terms with Britain, France and New England in 1828, leading to recognition of Greek independence by Ottoman Empire in 1829.  Served as prime minister under King Leopold I of Greece from 1830-1841 and again from 1845 until his retirement in 1849.  Credited with major reforms of the Greek state.  A highly successful diplomat, his most notable post-independence successes were obtaining the Ionian Islands from the United Kingdom in 1834 in exchange for neutrality in the Russo-Ottoman War of 1834-1836, then after the war’s end successfully negotiating with Russia to force the Ottomans to cede Grevena to Greece.

--

[1] In OTL, Lord Byron died of “marsh fever” – probably pneumonia.  Here, he recovers from it, as his initial infection was less severe.

[2] In OTL, in one of the more blatant examples of price-gouging, these frigates ran late and were charged at double the agreed price.  This is not what happens in TTL.

--

Decades of Darkness #45: Too Much To Bear

4 January 1850
The New White House
Knoxville, District of Columbia
United States of America

Colonel William Barret Travis had seen Knoxville before, but he had always detested it.  He would have preferred if the United States had kept their capital at Washington, D.C. rather than shifting to an inland location.  If the capital had to be moved somewhere further from New England, there were several cities along the Gulf Coast which would have been more suitable.

But Knoxville was the capital now – even if it had been named from a man from Massachusetts, which gossip on the streets indicated was an ongoing source of annoyance.  He had come here to receive a new “special assignment”, only to be directed to the New White House to receive instructions directly from President Cass himself.

Yet when he was ushered into Cass’s presence – after spending nearly an hour waiting – the President took some time getting to the point.  “Welcome, Colonel Travis.  How have you been finding your service in the Texases lately?”

Travis said, “Well enough, Mr President.  The Mexican border is quiet.  They show little inclination to quarrel with the United States.  The Comanches continue to raid, but they have become more peaceful of late.”  In fact, he meant that they had mostly been killed or driven into Mexico or the Indian Territory, but President Cass would already know that.

“The Mexicans show little desire to fight the United States, you say?” Cass asked.

Travis nodded.  “There is some agitation over Coahuila Territory, but nothing of consequence.”  The Spanish-speaking Papists were upset over their exclusion from government, he knew.  But that was only fitting.  Travis’s new wife Maria was of Spanish blood, but he had made sure that she relinquished Catholicism before he married her.

“There is agitation throughout the northern provinces of Mexico, everywhere between the United States and the Pacific Ocean,” Cass said.  “Particularly in California.  There are Americans living there, subject to the rule of a weaker race [1].  I am concerned over their status.”

“So you wish me to...?”

“The Army is mounting a “scientific” expedition to California.  There are some questions I want answered.  Questions such as how badly the U.S. citizens living there want to join the United States.  I wish you to offer the United States’ protection to any of them.  You will also be authorised to accept the surrender of any Mexican forces who want to join the United States – I am advised that many of the Californians want annexation.”

“And if there is no sentiment to join the United States?” Travis asked.

“Then you shall gather intelligence regarding their dispositions, fortifications, strength, and the best land routes to Mexico,” Cass answered.

Travis nodded, rose and bowed, assuming the meeting was at an end.  As he was leaving, Cass said, “Oh, there is one more thing.”

Travis paused.  “Yes?”

“Give me California, and I will give you either general’s stars or the governorship of the territory, whichever you prefer.”

Travis smiled as he left.

--

14 March 1850
Sonoma,
California Province
Republic of Mexico

The pounding on the door of his adobe alerted General Mariano Vallejo to what was happening even before he heard the hissing sounds of English wafting up, ordering him to surrender his house to them.  He hurridly put on his full dress uniform, attached his medals, then opened the door.  “Welcome, gentleman.  If you would choose yourself three or four representatives, I would gladly entertain them to breakfast... and wine.”

The would-be conquerors were distinctly non-plussed by his offer.  They looked unkempt, dressed in buckskins or rags which they might as well have picked off trees during their crossing to California.  A rough lot, to be sure.  He hoped there were better types in the United States than this.

After a colloquy amongst the Americanos, three men stepped forward to accept his offer.  They were the most well-dressed of the men, in what were probably their work clothes, but they still looked most uncouth.  But he fulfilled his duties as a host, seating them and ensuring that the servants brought both food and wine.

Only after the first of the food had been served did Vallejo return to business.  “Tell me then, my visitors, what brings you to my house.”

One man said, “We’re here to get your surrender, General.  This here land is to go to the United States.”

Vallejo smiled.  “But of course, gentleman.  Your reply is most prompt, since my letter has not even yet been delivered.”

“Huh?” the first man asked.  His two companions made similarly eloquent replies.

Vallejo said, “My letter to President Cass, requesting annexation of California to the United States, of course.”  He had been considering this request for over two years, ever since it became clear how badly California would continue to be governed from Mexico City.

The first man said, “Now, why would you go and do a thing like that?”

Vallejo waved a hand, and quietly ordered a servant to collect the letter from its place at his desk.  “You gentleman have lived under the rule of Santa Anna – such as it is.  You do not need to ask me that question.”

When the servant returned with the letter, Vallejo handed it to the first man, who held it upside down and looked over it.  One of his companions murmured, took the letter, and read it quickly.

“This-here Mexican’s telling the God-honest truth.  He wants to join the Yew-nited States too.”

Vallejo stood and bowed.  “While I hold your patriotism in the highest esteem, I would prefer to surrender my home to the official forces of the United States, not distinguished irregulars such as yourselves.”

There was a long pause as the Americans tried to figure out what he had said.  Eventually, one of them asked, “You’re saying you won’t surrender to us?”

“There is no cause, gentlemen,” Vallejo said.  “We are both awaiting the same thing: United States’ intervention.  If you wish, you may speed my letter on its way to Knoxville, although I was awaiting the return of Kit Carson, as I know of no man more likely to deliver it safely.”

“Um...”  The representatives held another long conversation amongst themselves.  After a time, one of them stepped forward.  “We reckon you should do something to show you’re not part of Mexico, at least.  Raise the United States flag.”

“I cannot do that, gentleman, for two reasons.  Firstly, this is not yet part of the United States, and thus that would be an improper use of the flag.  Secondly, and more notably, I have not yet received a U.S. flag.”

The other man said, “Then let us make you a flag.  A new one, to represent California.”

Half an hour of frantic activity lately, a new flag was raised over the adobe.  The flag depicted a grizzly bear, crudely fashioned using a mixture of red paint, brick dust and linseed oil...

--

Extracts from a letter by Colonel William Travis to his wife Maria Travis nee Escobar
Dated 18 September 1850

...The march to California was most taxing on the men.  With the guidance of Kit Carson, we were able to traverse the Rockies, but supplies were often running low [2].  On one occasion, we ran out of provisions and purchased food from the Indians.  The food we most liked was a kind of brown meal, rich and spicy, and which was so much in favour that the men wanted no other.  Except for Kit Carson, who laughed at us when we offered him some.  Once the men had eaten, he explained that it was dried grasshoppers pounded into a meal.  The men called it rich food like gingerbread, but after learning this they lost their appetites!

And California itself was not what we expected.  I had come seeking knowledge, and found a territory already in revolt.  They have devised a new flag for themselves, a bear flag, and it flew everywhere.  We marched the length and breadth of California, raising the United States flag alongside that of the Bear.  We heard not a murmur of protest.  We tried to find an enemy, but we could not...

--

[1] California has seen somewhat more U.S. emigration in 1850 than it received in the early days in OTL, roughly 5,000 citizens, but it has not yet seen the boost of a gold rush.

[2] Kit Carson is still famous as a guide in TTL, but he leads Travis further north, not through the Rockies.

--

Decades of Darkness #46: Down Mexico Way

Extracts from “United States Foreign Policy 1789-1833: The Northern Obsession”
(c) 1947 William S. Richards
University of New England,
Hartford, Connecticut, New England
University of New England Press.
Used with permission.

Epilogue

The settlement of the Treaty of Lisbon, while hardly favourable to the United States, did include one almost incidental point: recognition of the U.S. gains in Texas and Coahuila.  From the allied perspective, this had been merely recognition of a fait accompli.  The problems in New Orleans had shown that the United States would not be easily dislodged from Texas.  And it did help with the notion of ensuring that every nation felt it had gained something from the war, which was the central New England concern, to avoid the previous feeling of national humiliation which they saw as the major U.S. cause for war.  Absent that, they felt, the United States would no longer feel the need to start a new war with them every generation.  However, the result of this was a new foreign policy direction in the United States.  Frustrated by repeated failures in the north, the United States now turned south.  The Northern Obsession which had dominated American politics since their independence was replaced with a Southern Obsession: a desire to displace, defeat and ultimately subjugate their weaker neighbours to the south and southwest.

--

Excerpts from “The 100 Most Influential Men In World History”
By Alexandra Samotsova [1]
Translated by Alyssa Sherman
St Petersburg, Russian Federation
(c) 1973 Ulyanov & Trotsky Publishing Co., St Petersburg.
Used with permission.

74. Lewis Cass (10th President of the United States).

The reputation of Lewis Cass generates extremely mixed opinions from historians and contemporaries from around the globe.  To many Americans, he is their country’s greatest-ever President, although some award his successor that status.  He is recognised as the leader who transformed the United States from an unsuccessful rival with Great Britain into a continent-spanning power and gained it the first clear military victory since their nation’s inception.  But to others, even some within the United States, he is seen as a cowardly but aggressive expansionist who bullied nations too weak to resist and who forced his country into an unjust war.  Of one thing, however, there is no doubt: he was the leader who started the United States on its long road of expansion...

--

19 August 1850
Fort Bowie [Brownsville, Texas], Jefferson State
United States of America

From his position on the walls of Fort Bowie, General Zachary Taylor could look across the Rio Grande to Matamoros.  There, he could see a city bustling with Mexicans, and with Mexican troops in place... while he waited for them to move.  President Santa Anna had showed more restraint than Taylor had expected.  He had been anticipating the first shots fired on U.S. soil, which would have given President Cass the reason he needed to ask Congress for a declaration of war.

“So why aren’t the Mexicans over here?” Taylor asked the empty air.  Already, word had reached them of the “protectorate” which Colonel Travis had established over California.  “And here I sit, waiting for the Mexicans to move.”

Taylor was holed up in the fort, his forces ready to defend Jefferson State, yet he had not yet been called on to defend anything.  He was protecting Jefferson state while Jefferson himself had been sent to guard Coahuila Territory.  Someone back in Knoxville must have been exercising a warped sense of humour when they chose those assignments.  But they had also given Davis more of a chance for glory.  When the Mexicans attacked, they were more likely to attack into Coahuila Territory, which would give Davis his moment.  Taylor whispered, “I hope that this doesn’t turn into a race into Mexico City.”  When the time came for the invasion of Mexico, Taylor wanted the glory to be his alone.

--

5 November 1850
The New White House,
Knoxville, District of Columbia
United States of America

As General-in-Chief of the United States War Department, General Winfield Scott had found himself confined to the city of Knoxville, a place he detested, since the outbreak of the California crisis and now, war.  At the best of times, he cordially disliked Knoxville – a city named for a New Englander, of all things, which first Mangum and now Cass had neglected to change.  Now, he found himself bound here answering President Cass’s questions about the conduct of the war, and hundreds of miles from the front line, where he wanted to be.

“California is reportedly causing little trouble,” Scott said, trying to sound enthusiastic.  In his view, Cass took the “commander-in-chief” role of President far too seriously.  “And Colonel Lee – excuse me, General Lee – will soon have completed our annexation of New Mexico.”

Cass waved a hand.  “As I expected they would.  We were fortunate that Travis’s activities there provoked Mexico into declaring war.”

Privately, Scott thought that it had more to do with the arrogant plenipotentiary which Cass had sent to Mexico City.  The President’s actions on several fronts could not have been better calculated to cause a war.  And, no matter what the President said, Cass was too intelligent not to realise that.  But Scott knew better than to comment openly.  The vote for war had been close.  Too many Congressmen, even Cass’s fellow Patriots, had opposed the war.  If anyone could prove that Cass had deliberately provoked the war, the political struggles would make life difficult.

Cass continued, “But our gains in the north of Mexico mean little.  There were very few people in those territories, and many of them were our citizens anyway.  It is in Old Mexico that we need to attack.”

“That could be more difficult, sir.  Generals Taylor and Davis have both made expeditions into Mexico, but they have not gotten far.  It could be a long time before they can conquer Mexico... unless the Mexicans sue for peace.”

“Which I don’t expect,” Cass said.  “They have never forgiven us for liberating Texas from them.  They will not welcome our acquisition of California either.  I expect them to fight for a long time.”

“There may be an alternative,” Scott said.

Cass raised a questioning eyebrow.

Scott said, “A naval assault.  Mass our troops in southern Jefferson, and then ship them to Veracruz.  Once we have captured that port, the capture of Mexico City will be much easier.  Then we can dictate terms to the Mexicans.”

“No,” Cass said.  “I forbid any naval assault on Veracruz.”

“Whatever for?” Scott asked.

“The United Kingdom is looking hostile to our war.  While they are distracted by events in Europe, I don’t want them to have an easy opportunity to intervene.  We cannot risk our armies bogged down inside Mexico and cut off from resupply by the British.  While our navy is a very fine thing, we cannot match the Royal Navy.”

Scott nodded, reluctantly.  That did make a certain amount of sense.  But if Cass had been alert, he would have taken the proper diplomatic steps to ensure that the United Kingdom did not oppose the war.  Maybe that could not be done.  But, for now, that made the conduct of the war much more difficult.

--

6 November 1850
Merida, Yucatan
Republic of Mexio

Merida: capital of the state of Yucatan.  And now, perhaps, the only remaining city which remained under Spanish control.  Governor Santiago Méndez had no knowledge of how many other parts of the peninsula remained in Spanish hands.  The indios had proven devastatingly successful in their revolt.  He still hoped that Campeche held out, and perhaps Sisal and a few other places as well, but there was no hiding the scale of the disaster.

Méndez tried to imagine where he could turn for aid.  Mexico was of little use.  They were busy in their war with the norteamericanos.  Even then, the continual struggles with the government in Mexico City had left him doubtful of what could be achieved there.  Yucatan had tried independence from Mexico before, but the lack of commerce had proven her downfall.  What it needed was to become part of a more successful power, one who could conduct proper commerce.

Méndez could think of four such powers who might suffice: the United States, Great Britain, Spain or New England.  But the three more distant powers would not want to intervene in Yucatan now, for fear of entering war with the United States.  That left only the Americans.  And from what he had heard of them, he could be sure that they would know how to keep the indios in place if they protected the Yucatan.

He nodded to himself, then set out to write a letter.

--

[1] Alexandra Samotsova, and her companion and English translator Alyssa Sherman, writing about the history of influential men came as about as much of a shock as, say, OTL’s Germaine Greer would.  Their choice of which historical figures have been most influential is unorthodox, to say the least.

--

Decades of Darkness #47: South of the Border

5 August 1851
Merida
Yucatan Protectorate (American-proclaimed)
Republic of Mexico (recognised)

“Why would anyone want to live here?” Ulysses H. Grant asked himself, as he walked beside the walls of Merida on his way into the city.  The heat was atrocious; sweat stained his shirt, even though it was early morning.  But he still kept close to the American soldiers escorting him into the city.  By all reports, it was not safe to be alone outside the walls of Merida, and perhaps not even inside.

The gates of Merida were well-guarded, with soldiers on duty and artillery in place on both sides.  Most of the soldiers were American, but a handful were dark enough that they had to be Mexicans.  “Expecting a fight?” Grant murmured.

One of the soldiers on the gate laughed.  “Not now.  The Indians don’t attack us no more.”

“They’ve learned their lesson,” a second soldier volunteered.

The nearest Mexican muttered something in Spanish, but made not attempt to translate it.  Grant did not pause to ask the Mexican what he had said, since he spoke no Spanish himself.

As Grant walked through the streets of Merida, he found a city which did not seem to be functioning well.  Few people were in the streets, and most of those skirted wide of the U.S. troops as they passed.  So much for the reports that the locals welcomed the Americans, Grant thought.

As the troops entered their barracks, Grant paused to ask the sentries, “Where is General Kearney?” [1]

One said, “And who’s you, that he would want to see you?”

Grant said, “I am Ulysses H. Grant, war correspondent for the Knoxville Register, here to bring news of this mission back to America.”

The sentry said, “And how do we know that you’re you?”

Grant handed over the letter of invitation from General Kearney.  It was not addressed specifically to him, but it should suffice.

Sure enough, one of the sentries led him inside the barracks.  He had to wait a few minutes, but then he was invited to meet General Kearney.  That was much more quick than Grant had expected – he had thought he would not meet the general on the first day, and probably longer - but he went gladly.

Two other men waited in Kearney’s office besides the general: a distinguished-looking Spanish gentleman [2] and a distinctly more grubby fellow who Grant presumed was to act as an interpreter.

Sure enough, when the round of introductions was complete, the distinguished gentleman had been identified as Governor Santiago Méndez, and the interpreter remained nameless.

Through the interpreter, Méndez said, “I am glad to make your acquaintance, Mr Grant.  We are very glad to see that the United States have come to Yucatan.  I hope that you can express in your writings the gratitude which the people of Yucatan feel.”

The Spanish people, Grant added mentally.  He doubted that the Indians down here shared the same feeling.  “I will report that.  But one thing many of the people in the United States do not understand is why we have come to a foreign country.”  Actually, they wondered why President Cass had authorised the invasion while at the same time loudly proclaiming to all the world that the United States was not here to annex the Yucatan.

Kearney said, “We are here to restore order.  This is a separate action from the war with Mexico.  The Yucatan is, or rather deserves to be, a sovereign state.”

As much sovereignty as President Cass left it, Grant added to himself.  And Kearney surely knew as much.

Méndez added, “You will not understand, until you have seen with your own eyes, the chaos which had happened here.  The indios have massacred ladinos wherever they find them.  They kill us in the thousands, mutilate the bodies and drag them through the streets.  We are most grateful that you norteamericanos have come to stop this.”

Kearney said, “I wondered the same things you did, Mr Grant, until I came here myself.  No civilised nation could dare to stand by and let such atrocities continue.”

Grant said, “Forgive me if I sound impertinent, but how did this uprising come to take place?”

Méndez spoke at some length.  Eventually, his interpreter said, “It was the, the fools in Mexico City.  We had never allowed the indios to carry guns, until the old emperor demanded that we arm them to fight in our wars with the Texans.”

“That was a mistake,” Grant said, forgetting for the moment his role in reporting the facts.  “We never let our niggers have weapons.  They shouldn’t even get the idea that they can fight.”

“The indios here have learned,” Méndez said.

Kearney said, “We will make them unlearn it.  It can be hard, but we will assist you in ensuring that it is done.”

“It seems to me that there’s a lot in common with your situation and ours with the niggers,” Grant said.  “We’ve learned how to keep them under control.  The same methods would work here.”

“We do not class the indios as slaves, the way you do with your Negroes.”  His tone sounded contemptuous when he spoke.  But then he looked thoughtful, and added, “But they were classed as serfs, I think you would say.  Yes, serfs.  They are no longer called that, but they kept living that way.  Perhaps we should make them serfs again... if it can be done.  The jungle is hard to fight in, and there are many of them.”

Kearney said, “They can be defeated.  I am sure of that.”

--

Excerpt from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool, [2] Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

“Jaguars”: Elite United States infantry force.  Originally, this was created as the 1st West Florida Volunteer Infantry (although including men from East Florida and Jackson states), a specialist unit dedicated to operating in jungle warfare.  This unit proved remarkably effective in scouting, raids and irregular warfare which the United States carried out in support of the “Yucatan Protectorate”.  Although sustaining losses from disease, they became so effective that their Maya opponents likened them to jaguars for their ability to move unseen and strike hard.  Other units were added in support of the 1st West Florida throughout the campaign, and they continued to style themselves as “Jaguars”.

After the Yucatan was pacified, the “Jaguars” persisted as an elite United States military fighting force, with a variety of names.  Although always informally styled as “Jaguars”, this did not become their official title until 1904.  The Jaguars have been at the forefront of many U.S. military campaigns since that time, and continue their role as elite forces, particularly in jungle, and more recently, desert operations.

--

Extracts from “Marching Into Mexico: The 100th Anniversary of the First Mexican War”
By Benito Harrison,
San Francisco, North California
United States of America
(c) 1950 Liganto Publishing Company, Taylor City
Used with permission.

Introduction

Politely phrased, the First Mexican War was a walkover, not a war.  Nothing less would be expected, naturally, given the nature of the participants.  For while in her previous wars the United States had fought opponents whose preparedness for military action matched her own, the United States found in Mexico an opponent which was divided, weaker, and militarily incompetent.  Once North California had announced its separation and Mexico declared war on the United States as a result, there were only two questions remaining to be answered: how long would it take the United States to defeat Mexico, and how much territory would the United States claim.

Indeed, from a military point of view, as General Scott observed in his memoirs, “The principal strategic task was preventing the intervention of the European powers”, by which he principally meant the United Kingdom.  No other European power could have intervened without the tacit support of Britain, and indeed all of the European powers, including the British, were far more occupied by the German question than by a distant struggle in North America.

If it had been the United States which declared war, rather than the Mexicans, then matters would have become more complicated.  Britain was less likely to intervene given the reluctance of both New England and Canada for war, but she might possibly have done so.  The expansion of the frontlines to the Yucatan caused some concerns, but these were addressed thanks to some adroit American foreign policy, documenting the atrocities committed by the Indians against the other inhabitants of the Yucatan.

Thus, without any hope of foreign support, Mexico had to face the war it had wrought.  Given the circumstances, it was surprising that she held out for as long as she did.  The impact of disease on the march to Mexico City was certainly significant, particularly the most notable casualty of the war, General Zachary Taylor.  It took nearly eighteen months of fighting before the United States forces under General Jefferson Davis finally raised the Stars and Stripes over Mexico City, ending the major combat phase of the war...

--

[1] Although originally a New Jerseyan, Kearney was one of those who shifted to the USA during the post-war migrations.

[2] Grant, of course, is not entirely up to speed on the differences between “Spanish-speaking” and “Spanish”, or, for that matter, the difference between “blanco” and “mestizo”, or many other subtleties of Yucatan culture.

--

Decades of Darkness #48: The Treaty of the Monarch Butterfly

TREATY OF PEACE, FRIENDSHIP, LIMITS, AND SETTLEMENT BETWEEN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA AND THE UNITED MEXICAN STATES CONCLUDED AT ZITACUARO, FEBRUARY 15, 1852; RATIFICATION ADVISED BY SENATE, WITH AMENDMENTS, MARCH 21, 1852; RATIFIED BY PRESIDENT, MARCH 22, 1852; RATIFICATIONS EXCHANGED AT VERACRUZ, JUNE 14, 1852; PROCLAIMED, JULY 4, 1852. [1]

IN THE NAME OF ALMIGHTY GOD
The United States of America and the United Mexican States animated by a sincere desire to put an end to the calamities of the war which unhappily exists between the two Republics and to establish upon a solid basis relations of peace and friendship, which shall confer reciprocal benefits upon the citizens of both, and assure the concord, harmony, and mutual confidence wherein the two people should live, as good neighbors have for that purpose appointed their respective plenipotentiaries, that is to say: The President of the United States has appointed John Middleton Clayton, a citizen of the United States, and the President of the Mexican Republic has appointed Don Luis Gonzaga Cuevas, Don Bernardo Couto, and Don Miguel Atristain, citizens of the said Republic; who, after a reciprocal communication of their respective full powers, have, under the protection of Almighty God, the author of peace, arranged, agreed upon, and signed the following:

Treaty of Peace, Friendship, Limits, and Settlement between the United States of America and the Mexican Republic.

ARTICLE I

There shall be firm and universal peace between the United States of America and the Mexican Republic, and between their respective countries, territories, cities, towns, and people, without exception of places or persons.

ARTICLE II

Immediately upon the signature of this treaty, a convention shall be entered into between a commissioner or commissioners appointed by the General-in-chief of the forces of the United States, and such as may be appointed by the Mexican Government, to the end that a provisional suspension of hostilities shall take place, and that, in the places occupied by the said forces, constitutional order may be reestablished, as regards the political, administrative, and judicial branches, so far as this shall be permitted by the circumstances of military occupation.

ARTICLE III

Immediately upon the ratification of the present treaty by the Government of the United States, orders shall be transmitted to the commanders of their land and naval forces, requiring the latter (provided this treaty shall then have been ratified by the Government of the Mexican Republic, and the ratifications exchanged) immediately to desist from blockading any Mexican ports and requiring the former (under the same condition) to commence, at the earliest moment practicable, withdrawing all troops of the United State then in the interior of the Mexican Republic, to points that shall be selected by common agreement, at a distance from the seaports not exceeding thirty leagues; and such evacuation of the interior of the Republic shall be completed with the least possible delay; the Mexican Government hereby binding itself to afford every facility in its power for rendering the same convenient to the troops, on their march and in their new positions, and for promoting a good understanding between them and the inhabitants. In like manner orders shall be despatched to the persons in charge of the custom houses at all ports occupied by the forces of the United States, requiring them (under the same condition) immediately to deliver possession of the same to the persons authorized by the Mexican Government to receive it, together with all bonds and evidences of debt for duties on importations and on exportations, not yet fallen due. Moreover, a faithful and exact account shall be made out, showing the entire amount of all duties on imports and on exports, collected at such custom-houses, or elsewhere in Mexico, by authority of the United States, from and after the day of ratification of this treaty by the Government of the Mexican Republic; and also an account of the cost of collection; and such entire amount, deducting only the cost of collection, shall be delivered to the Mexican Government, at the city of Mexico, within three months after the exchange of ratifications.

The evacuation of the capital of the Mexican Republic by the troops of the United States, in virtue of the above stipulation, shall be completed in one month after the orders there stipulated for shall have been received by the commander of said troops, or sooner if possible.

ARTICLE IV

Immediately after the exchange of ratifications of the present treaty all castles, forts, territories, places, and possessions, which have been taken or occupied by the forces of the United States during the present war, within the limits of the Mexican Republic, as about to be established by the following article, shall be definitely restored to the said Republic, together with all the artillery, arms, apparatus of war, munitions, and other public property, which were in the said castles and forts when captured, and which shall remain there at the time when this treaty shall be duly ratified by the Government of the Mexican Republic. [2] To this end, immediately upon the signature of this treaty, orders shall be despatched to the American officers commanding such castles and forts, securing against the removal or destruction of any such artillery, arms, apparatus of war, munitions, or other public property. The city of Mexico, within the inner line of intrenchments surrounding the said city, is comprehended in the above stipulation, as regards the restoration of artillery, apparatus of war, & c.

The final evacuation of the territory of the Mexican Republic, by the forces of the United States, shall be completed in three months from the said exchange of ratifications, or sooner if possible; the Mexican Government hereby engaging, as in the foregoing article to use all means in its power for facilitating such evacuation, and rendering it convenient to the troops, and for promoting a good understanding between them and the inhabitants.

If, however, the ratification of this treaty by both parties should not take place in time to allow the embarcation of the troops of the United States to be completed before the commencement of the sickly season, at the Mexican ports on the Gulf of Mexico, in such case a friendly arrangement shall be entered into between the General-in-Chief of the said troops and the Mexican Government, whereby healthy and otherwise suitable places, at a distance from the ports not exceeding thirty leagues, shall be designated for the residence of such troops as may not yet have embarked, until the return of the healthy season. And the space of time here referred to as, comprehending the sickly season shall be understood to extend from the first day of May to the first day of November.

All prisoners of war taken on either side, on land or on sea, shall be restored as soon as practicable after the exchange of ratifications of this treaty. It is also agreed that if any Mexicans should now be held as captives by any savage tribe within the limits of the United States, as about to be established by the following article, the Government of the said United States will exact the release of such captives and cause them to be restored to their country.

ARTICLE V [3]

The boundary line between the two Republics shall commence in the Gulf of Mexico, three leagues from land, along the line of the 22nd line of latitude north of the equator, and proceeding inland until this line shall intersect the western border of the extant Mexican state of Veracruz, and then proceed north until it shall intersect the current border between the Mexican states of Veracruz and Tamaulipas; thence, following the border of Tamaulipas west and north as it shall proceed until the western-most border of said state intersects the 25th line of latitude north of the equator; thence proceeding west until it meets the Gulf of California, then extending westward until three leagues from land.  The entirety of the provinces of Upper and Lower California, such as lie across the Gulf of California from the said border, shall be included within the United States.

In order to designate the boundary line with due precision, upon authoritative maps, and to establish upon the ground land-marks which shall show the limits of both republics, as described in the present article, the two Governments shall each appoint a commissioner and a surveyor, who, before the expiration of one year from the date of the exchange of ratifications of this treaty, shall meet at the port of Tampico, and proceed south to the agreed line, and then run and mark the said boundary in its whole course to the Gulf of California. They shall keep journals and make out plans of their operations; and the result agreed upon by them shall be deemed a part of this treaty, and shall have the same force as if it were inserted therein. The two Governments will amicably agree regarding what may be necessary to these persons, and also as to their respective escorts, should such be necessary.

The boundary line established by this article shall be religiously respected by each of the two republics, and no change shall ever be made therein, except by the express and free consent of both nations, lawfully given by the General Government of each, in conformity with its own constitution.

ARTICLE VI

The Government of Mexico recognises the independence of the former state of Yucatan, which shall form for itself an independent Government as its people wish.  Until such time as this government shall be formed in the Yucatan, the people of Yucatan shall be under the protection of the United States, which shall endeavour to protect all life and property within this region, and to preserve order.

The border between Yucatan and Mexico shall be the Rio Usumacinta, between the border with Guatemala and the Gulf of Mexico.

ARTICLE VII

Mexicans now established in territories previously belonging to Mexico, and which remain for the future within the limits of the United States, as defined by the present treaty, shall be free to continue where they now reside, or to remove to the Mexican Republic, retaining the property which they possess in the said territories, or disposing thereof, and removing the proceeds wherever they please, without their being subjected, on this account, to any contribution, tax, or charge whatever.

In the said territories, property of every kind, now belonging to Mexicans not established there, shall be inviolably respected. The present owners, the heirs of these, and all Mexicans who may hereafter acquire said property by contract, shall enjoy with respect to it guarantees equally ample as if the same belonged to citizens of the United States. [4]

ARTICLE VIII

The Mexicans who, in the territories aforesaid, shall not preserve the character of citizens of the Mexican Republic, conformably with what is stipulated in the preceding article, shall be incorporated into the Union of the United States, and be admitted at the proper time (to be judged of by the Congress of the United States) to the enjoyment of all the rights of citizens of the United States. [5]

ARTICLE IX

Considering that a great part of the territories, which, by the present treaty, are to be comprehended for the future within the limits of the United States, is now occupied by savage tribes, who will hereafter be under the exclusive control of the Government of the United States, and whose incursions within the territory of Mexico would be prejudicial in the extreme, it is solemnly agreed that all such incursions shall be forcibly restrained by the Government of the United States whensoever this may be necessary; and that when they cannot be prevented, they shall be punished by the said Government, and satisfaction for the same shall be exacted all in the same way, and with equal diligence and energy, as if the same incursions were meditated or committed within its own territory, against its own citizens.

It shall not be lawful, under any pretext whatever, for any inhabitant of the United States to purchase or acquire any Mexican, or any foreigner residing in Mexico, who may have been captured by Indians inhabiting the territory of either of the two republics; nor to purchase or acquire horses, mules, cattle, or property of any kind, stolen within Mexican territory by such Indians.

And in the event of any person or persons, captured within Mexican territory by Indians, being carried into the territory of the united States, the Government of the latter engages and binds itself, in the most solemn manner, so soon as it shall know of such captives being within its territory, and shall be able so to do, through the faithful exercise of its influence and power, to rescue them and return them to their country. or deliver them to the agent or representative of the Mexican Government. The Mexican authorities will, as far as practicable, give to the Government of the United States notice of such captures; and its agents shall pay the expenses incurred in the maintenance and transmission of the rescued captives; who, in the mean time, shall be treated with the utmost hospitality by the American authorities at the place where they may be. But if the Government of the United States, before receiving such notice from Mexico, should obtain intelligence, through any other channel, of the existence of Mexican captives within its territory, it will proceed forthwith to effect their release and delivery to the Mexican agent, as above stipulated.

For the purpose of giving to these stipulations the fullest possible efficacy, thereby affording the security and redress demanded by their true spirit and intent, the Government of the United States will now and hereafter pass, without unnecessary delay, and always vigilantly enforce, such laws as the nature of the subject may require. [6]

ARTICLE X

In consideration of the extension acquired by the boundaries of the United States, as defined in the fifth article of the present treaty, the Government of the United States engages to pay to that of the Mexican Republic the sum of twenty millions of dollars.

Immediately after the treaty shall have been duly ratified by the Government of the Mexican Republic, the sum of five millions of dollars shall be paid to the said Government by that of the United States, at the city of Mexico, in the gold or silver coin of Mexico.  The remaining fifteen millions of dollars shall be paid at the same place, and in the same coin, in annual installments of three millions of dollars each, together with interest on the same at the rate of six per centum per annum. This interest shall begin to run upon the whole sum of fifteen millions from the day of the ratification of the present treaty by--the Mexican Government, and the first of the installments shall be paid-at the expiration of one year from the same day. Together with each annual installment, as it falls due, the whole interest accruing on such installment from the beginning shall also be paid.

ARTICLE XI

The United States do discharge the Mexican Republic from all claims of citizens of the United States, not heretofore decided against the Mexican Government, which may have arisen previously to the date of the signature of this treaty; which discharge shall be final and perpetual, whether the said claims be rejected or be allowed by the board of commissioners provided for in the following article, and whatever shall be the total amount of those allowed.

ARTICLE XII

Each of the contracting parties reserves to itself the entire right to fortify whatever point within its territory it may judge proper so to fortify for its security.

[The OTL treaty included five articles (XVIII to XXII), regarding treatment of prisoners, collection of customs duties during the period of occupation, and provisions for citizens in each other’s territory during the potential outbreak of future war, which are more or less identical in this treaty.  If you’re interested in reading these provisions, they can be found at: http://www.azteca.net/aztec/guadhida.html].

ARTICLE XVIII

This treaty shall be ratified by the President of the United States of America, by and with the advice and consent of the Senate thereof; and by the President of the Mexican Republic, with the previous approbation of its general Congress; and the ratifications shall be exchanged in the City of Washington, or at the seat of Government of Mexico, in four months from the date of the signature hereof, or sooner if practicable.

In faith whereof we, the respective Plenipotentiaries, have signed this treaty of peace, friendship, limits, and settlement, and have hereunto affixed our seals respectively. Done in quintuplicate, at the city of Zitacuaro, on the fifteenth day of February, in the year of our Lord one thousand eight hundred and fifty-two.

J. M. CLAYTON
LUIS P. CUEVAS
BERNARDO COUTO
MIGL. ATRISTAIN

--

[1] This treaty is based quite closely on the OTL Treaty of Guadalupe-Hildago, but with appropriate changes made to indicate the change in the character of the United States in TTL.

[2] Strangely enough, most of the artillery, munitions and apparatus of war which the Mexicans thought had been in their fortifications when captured by the Americans had, in fact, mysteriously vanished shortly before said captures, and could not be located despite the most vigorous searching by American troops.

[3] I’d appreciate commentary on the plausibility of the selected borders; basically, I’m assuming that the USA wants a line at roughly the 25th parallel, but including the Gulf coast down to Tampico.  What boundaries they’d specify is an interesting question, however.  The maps I can find don’t make it very easy to specify what a realistic border would be – I suspect it would involve an appropriate river as the westernmost portion of the border.

[4] The OTL equivalent article in this treaty allowed Mexican inhabitants of the former territories to have the option of become U.S. citizens.  In this treaty, they are not afforded that option.

[5] Again, the OTL article to this treaty specified that Mexicans who were waiting to be admitted to the US as citizens would in the meantime include all rights of liberty, property, and freedom in exercise of religion.  These clauses are not included in the ATL treaty.

[6] The OTL treaty made some commitments about not dispossessing Indian inhabitants of the former Mexican territories.  No U.S. government in TTL would make such a commitment.

--

Decades of Darkness #49: A House Divided

Text of the Independence Day Address of New York State Senator Abraham Lincoln, delivered on 23 July 1852, the forty-second anniversary of New England’s independence [1]

“Two score and two years ago, our fathers brought forth on this continent a new nation, conceived in the Liberty which had been forfeit in our former state, and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal.

“Now we are engaged in a great debate, testing whether that nation, or any nation so conceived and so dedicated, can long endure.  We all declare for liberty; but while we use the same word we do not all mean the same thing.  For the truth of a man’s measure lies not in the words which he proclaims, but rather the deeds he performs.  In our southern neighbour, the United States, we see men who loudly proclaim “liberty”, but live without it, and extol the virtues of “justice”, yet deliver it not.  And well must we ensure that our own beloved Northern confederacy does not follow that route!

“For, gentleman, a house divided against itself cannot stand.  I believe this nation cannot endure, permanently half in liberty and half in despair.  I do not expect our nation to be dissolved – I do not expect the house to fall – but I do expect it will cease to be divided.  It will become all one thing or all the other.  Either we can deliver liberty to all within our borders, or we can steadily deny it to all.  It remains for us gathered here to be dedicated to the great task remaining before us – that this nation, under God, shall have a new birth of freedom.

“No man of good conscience can deny the lack of liberty which has developed in our nation.  In our own good state of New York, all men of sound mind may choose whom they wish to lead them, and any man of suitable years may seek office within this state.  Yet if a man be not born within this nation of ours, he may not seek any office over New England.  If a man cannot become part of the government, then that government is not his.

“If we venture outside of New York, we will find that liberty is denied to far too many men in our nation.  In most of our nation’s States, a man’s wealth determines whether a man can be part of the government, or not.  Why should liberty be denied to a man who has no wealth?  This leaves half our nation in despair while those who have property ensure that those who do not are held from government.  A government should be for all its citizens, not just half.  And how can this be so when one man in seven is excluded from any representation at all?  Our fellow citizens in Michigan and Nova Scotia [2] cannot choose for themselves representatives to govern them, in the nation’s interest.

“These errors must be remedied, so that a true confederacy may be born, one where all men are indeed equal.  Let us unite our nation in the pursuit of Liberty.  With malice toward none, with charity for all, with firmness in the right as God gives us, let us finish the work our fathers began, and create a nation where government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall not perish from the earth.”

--

Popular and Electoral Vote for President in 1850
From “1810-1910: A Century of New England Political History”
(c) 1912 by William H. Baldwin
Sandler Publishing Company, Long Island

The 1850 presidential elections have been called, with some justice, the most controversial elections in New England’s history.  The period was rife with political confusion.  The Federalists, who had dominated New England politics for most of the first four decades of its history, had found their vote crumbling of late.  With the restoration of cordial relations with the United States, the Republicans had gained in strength.  Agitation for reform was also growing within both major parties, leading to the emergence of the Radical Party [3] as the first serious threat to the two-party system in New England’s history.  During Van Buren’s presidency, the radical elements within the Republicans had felt disenchanted that their reform agenda was not pursued.  The outbreak of war between the United States and Mexico also led to some fear of the United States again, although there was also relief that the USA had decided to look away from New England.

In this backdrop to the election, three presidential candidates emerged: Robert Charles Winthrop, Massachusetts (Federalist Party), William Lewis Dayton, New Jersey (Republican Party), and Thomas Wilson Dorr, Rhode Island (Radical Party).

By State                              By Electoral Votes
State         Win.    Day.    Dorr    Win. Day. Dorr
Connecticut   20,981  11,444  5,722   10   0    0
Maine         34,752  17,376  5,792   13   0    0
Massachusetts 60,061  30,030  10,010  22   0    0
Long Island   38,595  57,893  32,163  1    1    1
New Hampshire 12,313  11,665  8,425   8    0    0
New Jersey    21,304  35,506  14,202  1    11   0
New York      140,109 147,294 71,851  3    47   0
Rhode Island  9,359   1,462   3,802   5    0    0
Vermont       15,224  13,956  2,537   7    0    1
Total         352,697 326,626 154,504 70   71   2

After the election results were announced, but before the electoral college met, it had been assumed that the Republicans had narrowly carried the election, since if all the electors had remained faithful, then Dayton would have received 76 electoral votes, where 72 were required.  There had been faithless electors before, but this was the first occasion their actions determined the results of an election.

With Dayton falling one vote short of the required total, the election was sent to the House of Representatives, to decide between Winthrop and Dayton.  The arguments were complex.  Winthrop had gained the largest number of votes, clearly outweighing Dayton, but the Radicals had more sympathy for the Republicans.  In the end, a bitterly divided House of Representatives nominated Winthrop to become the 11th President of New England, but his term would be riven with controversy...

--

Extracts from a letter written by Thomas Wilson Dorr to Abraham Lincoln, dated 18 November 1852

I believe as you do, that our nation’s present state is not what our founders intended.  Too many of our people still chafe under restrictions which are almost as bad as those which led our fathers to break from Washington.  Entire peoples in Michigan and Nova Scotia have no say in our nation’s affairs, and in many other states too many men are prohibited from voting.  I do not believe that this is what Pickering or the other founding fathers had in mind when they drafted the Constitution.

The present unhappy state of our people is something of which we should be mindful, but the signs have been there for years.  Admitting states has never been easy.  Even Long Island was long kept shackled to New York, despite the wishes of its people, thanks to filibusters from a handful of states.  Maine was a rare exception.  Yet still over half a million of our citizens in Michigan have no representation in Congress.  They have been denied representation for years because a few senators argue about whether they should be represented as one state or two! [4]

I feel that too many of our people wish to emulate the United States.  Not in their abominable traffic in human misery, but in their growth.  That, we will never match.  This was true even before their recent acquisitions in Mexico.  Nay, I think we should concentrate on making our nation a better place for its citizens to inhabit.  As for the United States, let us stay in friendship beside them... and keep our alliance with Great Britain to preserve us in case that friendship sours.

--

[1] New Englanders date their independence from the day when the delegates from the Boston Convention returned to that city and issued writs calling for elections.

[2] The events of 1845 have been retconned so that New England purchased Nova Scotia (after a plebiscite), but not southern Ontario or New Brunswick.

[3] The Radical Party is an outgrowth of the Republican Party.  It consists of the merger of certain elements of the Republican Party who left after the War of 1833, when the Republicans were tainted with accusations of being pro-American, and a more recent split led by advocates of more dramatic reform than even most Republicans can countenance.

[4] The New England Constitution requires the approval of two-thirds of both Houses of Congress before a new state can be admitted.  This is often quite difficult to achieve.

--

Decades of Darkness #50: For Kaisers and Country

17 May 1942
United German Studios
Berlin, German Empire

“Actie!” screamed the director, somewhere off to the left.

Hans Lüchel, playing the young Otto von Bismarck, turned slowly toward the camera, ensuring that they caught his face in profile before he spoke.  “War is not the answer.”

“We are already at war,” said Adolf Goebbels, playing Heinrich von Gagern [1].  “And we are winning, despite the perfidious French and the Russians seeking to break up our confederation.”

Both actors paused for a moment, to allow the time required for where other brief scenes would be inserted into the finished production of “The Life of the Iron Reichs Chancellor” [2].  One had already been filmed, where Karl von Schmidt played the illustrious General von Wrangel, whose troops raised the black, red and gold tricolour with its three-headed eagle over Verdun.  The second, yet to be filmed, would show Russian prisoners of war being marched into captivity after the great victory at Tannenberg.

“Our armies are victorious, yes, but that is not enough,” Lüchel said.  “We cannot afford a war that lasts forever.  We face war on two fronts, and the British have not yet joined in, but they will.”

“How, then, should we act?  Surrender?”

Lüchel said, “Far from it.  Consider.  Though France and Russia and Britain be allies of sorts in this war, they do not have the same aims.  France wants the southern Netherlands for herself, yet Britain does not want her to have them.  France wants Hungary to become a nation to itself, yet Russia wants to take much for herself and leave the rest to us.  If Russia does that, she would loom over the Turks, and weakening us too much would mean that there would be no-one to stop the Russians marching to Constantinople.  Our solution should be obvious.”

“I do not see it,” Goebbels said.

Lüchel smiled slowly, taking care that the cameras showed it properly.  “The secret to diplomacy is to ensure that your opponents hate you slightly less than they hate each other.”

--

Extracts from “The Confederation War: Germany versus Europe?”
(c) 1915 by Milton Branson
Richard Allen & Sons Publishing Company,
London: United Kingdom of Great Britain

The Confederation War of 1852-1853 marked the start of the rise of the German Reich as a major military power; the first of a long string of victories to its present position dominating the Continent [3].  It did not represent complete German victory – far from it – but it ensured the survival of the German Confederation as a united entity.

While the Confederation War is usually described as a case of the rest of Europe attempting to break up the German Confederation, this vastly over-simplifies the realities of the war.  Most of the fringe powers of Europe kept entirely out of the war – Spain, Greece, and Sweden – and even Britain contributed only financial support.

At its heart, the war represented France’s efforts to break up the German Confederation, and thus ensure its continued existence as the dominant military land power in Western Europe.  Russia’s support for this campaign was half-hearted at best.  For while Nicholas I felt somewhat threatened by the rise of the German Confederation, he had no great affection for Republican France either, and Russia had historically enjoyed good relations with both Prussia and the Netherlands, two of the great powers within the Confederation.  His main quarrel was with Austria only, and even then there was room for negotiation.  The French acceptance of Denmark as a member in the anti-German alliance also worried him, for it meant that the Danes wanted to recapture Schleswig-Holstein, a territory they had no legal right to acquire.

The British position was more complicated still.  Then as now, Britain believed in maintaining the balance of power on the Continent, which was changed by the rise of the Confederation.  However, the emergence of a solid Franco-Russian alliance was not in Britain’s interest either, and thus the British hope was that the Confederation would be weakened, but not weakened too far.  This was exemplified by Britain’s other main historical objective: preserving the North Sea coast so that it was not part of the territory of any Great Power.  However, this objective had been blocked by the formation of the Netherlands, and while the Dutch firmly preserved their autonomy within the Confederation, they had no strong desire to leave it entirely.  It was also threatened by the prospect of a decisive French victory, which would leave them free to acquire the southern Netherlands, including Antwerp.  Given the relatively recent French war against Britain [5], this was not something any British government would feel comfortable with. Ideally, they would have preferred an independent Southern Netherlands, but this was something which would be rejected by both Germany and France.

The war aims of the allied powers were thus extremely confused.  To be sure, there were areas where all agreed on the preferred outcome, such as weakening Austrian control of the northern Italian-speaking lands.  But these were minor areas, and points which the allies would be willing to abandon if they proved too difficult.

Given such disparate war aims, it is not surprising that the anti-German alliance, such as it was, did not last long in the face of military defeat.  For when war broke out, it demonstrated that the French had opened military operations too quickly.  Their armies were not prepared, they had no firm plans, and they as yet lacked a General Staff to organise their war efforts.  Russian war experience since 1815 had also been limited to fighting militarily inept opponents such as the Ottoman Empire, and thus Russia also was not prepared for a war with another major European power.

On the other hand, the Prussian, Austrian and Dutch armies were war-ready, having recent experience in fighting revolutionaries.  The lesser German states had not yet melded their armies into one unified force, but they had enough contingents to provide support to the greater German powers.  The German victories were devastating in their effectiveness.  On the western front, the Prussians and Dutch quickly reached Verdun, while in the east the Prussians and Austrians inflicted a series of stinging defeats on the Russians, culminating in the victory at Tannenberg.  With the German military competence rapidly demonstrated, Nicholas was ready to listen to a particularly generous proposal from Frankfurt [5], conceding most of the Ottoman Empire as a Russian sphere of influence in exchange for peace.  And then the fall of the Second French Republic brought a swift end to the war...

--

[1] Who fills a role roughly equivalent to the Speaker of the House in the U.S. House of Representatives.

[2] The Reichs Chancellor is the head of the largest political party in the Reich – effectively a prime minister, although he is only head of government, not head of state.

[3] To Branson’s thorough-going British perspective, dominating the Continent meant just that, dominating the mainland of Europe, not the British Isles per se [4]. 

[4] But by the same token, even if Germany did dominate Britain, don’t expect Branson to admit it.

[5] A proposal delivered as a “suggestion” to the Holy Roman Emperor, whose role was to represent the Reich in foreign affairs, and who duly passed it on, recognising the advantages.

--

Decades of Darkness #51a: A Matter of Patriotism

The Presidential Elections of 1852
From “The Atlas of American Political History”
(c) 1946 By Karl Wundt
Lone Pine Publishing Company
Hammersford [Salem, Oregon], Oregon State
United States of America

Caption:
The 1852 elections saw the struggle between the Patriots under President Lewis Cass and the Democrats under Kentucky Governor James Guthrie, who had the unenviable task of trying to defeat a president who was still riding the electoral wave of elation over the most successful war the United States had fought since their independence.  As Election Day drew near, the question became increasingly whether Guthrie would carry any states...

               Popular Votes   Electoral Votes
State          Cass    Guthrie Cass Guthrie
Alabama        16,082  15,764  11   0
Arkansas       5,365   6,557   0    4
Delaware       4,697   2,529   3    0
East Florida   2,380   2,794   0    5
East Texas     9,051   7,405   5    0
Georgia        24,089  31,932  0    17
Illinois       30,927  20,618  12   0
Indiana        29,766  19,844  11   0
Iowa           12,664  6,819   4    1
Jackson        1,819   2,618   0    3
Jefferson      6,683   6,169   4    0
Kentucky       36,628  44,767  0    20
Louisiana      12,622  11,193  9    0
Maryland       25,039  17,400  12   0
Mississippi    10,598  11,951  0    9
Missouri       23,824  20,295  11   0
North Carolina 31,446  25,729  17   0
Ohio           134,870 57,802  40   0
Pennsylvania   113,783 48,764  34   0
South Carolina 15,028  13,872  12   0
Tennessee      44,750  35,160  20   0
Virginia       47,378  45,520  26   0
Washington     14,131  12,531  7    0
West Florida   13,738  15,492  0    8
Westylvania    50,294  21,555  16   0
Total          717,651 505,078 254  67

--

Extracts from the private diary of U.S. President Lewis Cass
Dated 17 July 1852 [1]

Now that we have acquired our conquest, fairly won before God, we next must ask how we can organise it.  For this, the former people of Mexico can be thankful that a Democrat does not occupy the New White House, or they would remain in limbo forever [2].  We must arrange it in such a way that it is appropriate to the peoples who reside therein.  The Yucatan must be left alone, for now.  It is in too much disorder to become part of the United States.  But the other acquisitions require reorganisation.  Some parts are easily clarified.  North and South California merit Territorial status, without question.  So, perhaps, do the former lands of Neuvo Mexico.  So also does the Gulf Coast [3].  But the rest is likely to remain until it is more ripe for organisation [4].  It may also be time to clarify the northwest, which has been left alone for so long.  We need to survey that border properly, and arrange a more defensible border with the British.  Fools though the British are, they remain powerful fools, and all-out war with them is not useful.

--

Excerpt from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Columbia Treaty: A treaty signed by the United Kingdom and the United States in 1853, during one of the few thaws in relations between these powers during the nineteenth century.  The treaty codified the Canadian-American border, including a survey to establish landmarks.  The survey confirmed the border along the 46th parallel, except for the Pacific Northwest, where the boundary was set along the Columbia River. [5]

--

24 July 1853
The Knoxville Register

EDITORIAL: The threat of free Negroes

There can be no doubt remaining in the mind of any right-thinking American: the free Negro has no place within the United States.  This has been clear to men of good sense for many years, but how can any man doubt it now?  We have seen slaves revolt and come to near the very steps of the Capitol [6].  This is a threat to good order and the harmony of the races, and it comes about because of the existence of free blacks when the fellows are in chains, where they belong.  Were it not for the fallacious example of their unchained brethren, the slaves would feel naught of a need to revolt.  Free Negroes led the revolt and incited their fellows to falsely seek freedom.  This travesty has endured beyond its time.  Let the free Negro leave these shores and return to Africa whence his fathers came, or let him put back on the slave chains to assume his proper place in his society of betters.

Senator Robert B. Rhett has vowed to introduce into Congress special legislation, preparing a constitutional amendment that will mandate the expulsion or re-enslavement of all free Negroes within the territory of the United States.  It is the responsibility, nay, it is the duty of every legislator, both within our federal Congress and within each of the sovereign States, to support this amendment so that our Constitution may forever include the only right relationship between the races.

--

The Nineteenth Amendment to the Constitution of the United States was ratified by the Missouri Legislature on 14 December 1854, the 19th state to do so, and went into force on 4 March 1855. [7]

Section 1
The free negro [8] presenting a clear and present danger to the security of the United States, to the individual States, and to the federal territories thereof, the Congress of the United States is hereby granted power to legislate for the removal or re-enslavement of such persons, as it shall so determine.

Section 2
After this amendment shall be ratified, then the Congress of the United States will be entitled to pass an Act requiring said removal, but there shall be a period of not less than three years between the date of ratification and the re-enslavement of any negro who had previously been free within the borders of the United States.

Section 3

If, after the period legislated by Congress has expired, a negro be found within the territory of the United States, or the territory of one of the sovereign States, who is not the property of one of its citizens, or the property of a citizen of a foreign Power whose own laws provide for such rights of property, then that person shall be deemed to be liable for re-enslavement or removal, according to the wishes of the Governor of the sovereign state, if that person be found within the territory of said state, or according to the wishes of the Congress of the United States, or any officers which either of these parties may deem fit to appoint to make such judgements.

--

[1] Some historians are of the opinion that Cass wrote even his private diary in the expectation that it would become publicly viewed some day.

[2] ITTL, the Democrats showed no great interest in organising federal territory into organised Territories in preparation for statehood (largely because most of their voting base came from the more established states, and many of the western territories were expected to vote Patriot on statehood).

[3] These were duly organised in 1853 as North California Territory [most of northern California], South California Territory [some of southern California and Baja California, Mexico], New Mexico Territory [including New Mexico, Arizona, and the rest of the northern Mexican acquisitions], and Tamaulipas Territory [Tamaulipas, Mexico and the northern parts of Veracruz, around Tampico].

[4] Viz, until it has more white men in it.

[5] While the British are still not all that friendly to the United States, they welcome the opportunity to settle what could have been a potential source of friction in the future, especially given that at the time they were worried over events in Europe.

[6] A reference to a relatively minor slave revolt, but one which was symbolically important because of its location within the federal capital.

[7] This is, to put it mildly, a swift ratification, but an indication of the level of hostility present in the United States.  TTL has already seen massive free black emigration to Liberia (not always voluntary) even before this amendment made it officially required.

[8] This amendment does not specifically define “negro”; however, expect Congress to provide such a definition based on the “one drop” rule.

--

Decades of Darkness #51b: A Matter of Democracy

Excerpts from “The 100 Greatest Events That Changed The World”
By Josiah H. Canterbury, Richard Irving and Emily Vasquez
(c) 1950, Vanderbilt Press
New York City: Long Island, New England

Introduction

“Those who do not study history are doomed to repeat it.  Those who do study it fail mathematics instead.”
- Attributed to Lord Percy Kelvin, 1st Prime Minister of Australia

Choosing a defining moment in history is never easy.  There are so many significant events to choose from that assessing the relative weight of each one can present grave problems.  Some events capture the public imagination more than others.  Wars, and the triggers of wars, are particularly favoured.  But how does one choose the decisive moment?  The event which triggered the war is often remembered, but wars start from multiple causes, and if a particular event had not happened, some other cause may well have triggered the war.  Similarly, during the course of a war, a particular battle may be well-remembered, but who is to say that a different result at that battle might not have been nullified by another battle later.  Consider, for example, Napoleon’s victory at Waterloo.  Though he proclaimed it as a significant victory, he was in exile soon thereafter.

Many other decisive events may pass unnoticed to the public eye, or be less well-remembered.  Johann Gutenberg’s invention of movable type is probably the most significant event of the past millennium, but how many people today even recognise his name?  Social events such as the invention of contraception or the first country granting female suffrage are equally important, but often earn less notice.

Perhaps an even greater challenge is selecting the defining event for a long-term trend.  This book focuses on single events, but often these events are merely one small part of a major pattern.  Take the rise of Germany, first as a united nation, then to the status of a great power, and eventually to the status of superpower.  This is a historical trend which deserves at least one, perhaps more events to mark it, but which moments should we choose?  The moment when Germany made the transition from great power status to superpower status is easy to define – when her armed forces managed a feat which had not been achieved in over eight and a half centuries, and abolished another nation’s ambitions to superpower status – and has been given a suitably high ranking.  But there were many steps along that road, starting with the formation of the German Confederation in 1815, the first successful combined military operation in 1834, the establishment of a common legislative structure, the first defeat of another great power, the unification of the ruling houses, and so on.  Selecting which, if any of these events to include was a difficult choice...

15.  U.S. President Jefferson Davis’s “Manifest Destiny” Speech, 1859

We have chosen this speech because no other single moment so clearly marks the rise of American expansionism.  When tracing this movement, it is clear that there are trends which date even to before the United States became a nation, such as the desire to expand across the Appalachians.  And, to be sure, there was a thread of military expansionism prevalent in the United States from very early on, as demonstrated by the War of 1811, the War of 1833 and the First Mexican War.

Nonetheless, while the same expansionist attitude was demonstrated in all three wars – albeit most successfully in the last instance - it did not include the same flavour of outright conquest and annexation which was to mark the United States’ later activities.  Even when the First Mexican War was over, the United States still recognised the Mexican government and negotiated a treaty which, while harsh, left Mexico a sovereign state and included payment for the territory that was annexed.  Thus, as the defining moment for this trend, we have chosen the speech by the first U.S. President to preside over the annexation of a sovereign state... [1]

--

The Presidential Elections of 1856
From “The Atlas of American Political History”
(c) 1946 By Karl Wundt
Lone Pine Publishing Company
Hammersford [Salem, Oregon], Oregon State
United States of America

Caption:
The 1856 elections represented a three-cornered struggle between the two dominant parties, the Patriots and the Democrats, and the fervently anti-immigration Freedom Party.  Despite the surprisingly strong showing of Tennessee Senator John Bell, the Freedom Party made no significant impact on the elections.  Instead, it was the war hero General Jefferson Davis, born in Kentucky but resident in West Florida, who put aside his uniform for civilian clothes, and won the election for the Democrats, the first president from that party since Jackson.  Former vice-president Samuel Houston could not withstand the steady trend against the Patriots, almost inevitable after so many years in office, and particularly given Davis’s great military reputation.

               Popular Votes            Electoral Votes
State          Houston  Davis   Bell    Houston Davis Bell
Alabama        16,610   25,352  1,748   0       11    0
Arkansas       5,236    9,490   1,636   0       4     0
Delaware       4,761    3,174   1,984   3       0     0
East Florida   2,770    4,190   142     0       5     0
East Texas     13,778   8,357   452     5       0     0
Georgia        23,067   51,517  2,307   0       17    0
Illinois       31,836   26,176  12,734  12      0     0
Indiana        31,323   24,513  12,257  11      0     0
Iowa           14,441   8,290   4,011   5       0     0
Jackson        1,888    4,080   122     0       3     0
Jefferson      7,938    9,349   353     0       4     0
Kentucky       35,750   55,859  20,109  0       20    0
Louisiana      15,363   16,670  654     0       9     0
Maryland       17,475   14,562  26,212  0       0     12
Mississippi    10,523   19,808  619     0       9     0
Missouri       27,855   29,672  3,028   0       11    0
North Carolina 38,453   36,099  3,924   17      0     0
Ohio           113,336  79,335  34,001  40      0     0
Pennsylvania   107,090  55,457  28,685  34      0     0
South Carolina 13,883   24,196  1,587   0       12    0
Tennessee      48,259   58,131  3,290   0       20    0
Virginia       47,178   75,230  5,100   0       26    0
Washington     16,467   19,395  732     0       7     0
West Florida   12,437   27,281  401     0       8     0
Westylvania    48,181   28,739  7,608   16      0     0
Total          705,898  714,925 173,695 143     166   12

--

The Columbia Register
5 March 1857

PRESIDENT DAVIS INAUGURATED

... Alert readers of this newspaper will realise that we have taken the immediate liberty of renaming it, in accordance with the recent name change announced by President Davis in his inauguration address.  As he stated, “If I have a superstition, sirs, which governs my mind and holds it captive, it is a superstitious reverence for the Union. If one can inherit a sentiment, I may be said to have inherited this from my revolutionary father.  And if I my father were alive today, he would surely scorn that our nation’s glorious capital bears the name of a trumped-up Yankee from Massachusetts.  Let this city rejoice instead in the name of Columbia, a more fit appellation than its predecessor.”

--

Excerpts from “Great American Speeches”
(c) 1946 By Peter van Buren,
Bear Flag Publishing Company
Los Angeles, North California
United States of America

President Jefferson Davis’s address to Congress after the annexation of Nicaragua, 1859

“Our forefathers, in the sacred Declaration of Independence, stated that all men are created free and equal.  On this basis has been made recent attack upon our social institutions, and invoked a position of the equality of the races.  But that Declaration is to be construed by the circumstances and purposes for which it was made.  The communities were declaring their independence; the people of those communities were asserting that no man was born -- to use the language of Mr. Jefferson -- booted and spurred, to ride over the rest of mankind; that men were created equal -- meaning the men of the political community; that there was no divine right to rule; that no man inherited the right to govern; that there were no classes by which power and place descended to families; but that all stations were equally within the grasp of each member of the body politic.

“These were the great principles they announced; these were the purposes for which they made their declaration; these were the ends to which their enunciation was directed.  They have no reference to the slave or the other unfree peoples; else, how happened it that among the items of arraignment against George III was that he endeavored to stir up insurrection among our slaves?  Had the Declaration announced that the Negroes were free and equal, how was the prince to be arraigned for raising up insurrection among them?  And how was this to be enumerated among the high crimes which caused the colonies to sever their connection with the mother-country?  When our Constitution was formed, the same idea was rendered more palpable; for there we find provision made for that very class of persons as property; they were not put upon the equality of footing with white men -- not even upon that of paupers and convicts; but, so far as representation was concerned, were discriminated against as a lower caste, only to be represented in the numerical proportion of three-fifths.  So stands the compact which binds us together.

“To this compact we have lately had cause to add a new class; those who are not yet, but who may become, free.  Some have advanced the claim that here were have abandoned the wisdom of our forefathers who framed the Constitution.  Yet to this I have the simple answer: we are not abandoning the Constitution, rather, we are extending and clarifying it.  Even our founding fathers proclaimed not two classes of society - slave and free - but instead, they revealed three: slave, free, and Indian.  To this latter class was accorded neither the class of slave which is the only just position for the Negro, nor the freedom which is the fitting status of the white race, but a role in between.  And to this class we have recently seen fit to add others, where those in our southern territories whose blood is not that of the white race have instead been granted roles more fitting to their status.  Their role has not yet been universally accepted, but it shall be.

“For now, gentlemen, we have seen a new path open up for the United States.  We have always been strong; this we have known, despite the attempts of others of the white race to thwart us.  But before us stretches a new path, shown by the actions of how merely a few members of the white race, endowed with greater strength than that of the lesser races of mankind, have been able to fly our beloved Stars and Stripes over first the jewel of the Caribbean, and now over the former Nicaragua.  God has shown us the path; the route by which the white race shall take and hold its rightful place above others in the struggle between races.  Let us not forget what He has shown us!  It is the manifest destiny of the United States and the American race to dominate all of this new world we have been granted, to drive out and to conquer the lesser races and savages who currently people it.  It is our destiny to grow, to bring these continents into the leadership of the white race so that they can grow in prominence and in power, until all of these lands are one nation under God.”

--

[1] These authors, like many others, do not class Texas as ever being a sovereign state.

--

Decades of Darkness #52: Over The Fine Dark Sea

28 November 1854
Aboard the HNLMS Sieg
South China Sea,
Southwest of Formosa

The wind held steady from the southwest, allowing the Sieg to hold a course under sail, instead of using the new steam engines with their discreetly concealed funnel.  Kapitein ter Zee [Captain] Gillis Fokker had served with the Dutch Navy for more than twenty years, and while the official designation of his ship had altered - now it was part of the German Navy - that had not changed his views of the superiority of sail over steam.  Steam was a wondrous invention to help with those occasions when a ship was becalmed or had contrary winds, but it severely limited the range of a ship which relied on it.  At least the new designs allowed him to use both wind and coal, as the situation called for it.

Above him, the black, red and gold tricolour of the German Confederation flapped in the breeze.  The naval design did not include the same three-headed eagle of the official Confederation flag, and which the Deutschleger flew, although there was talk of including it.  A few of the sailors also called that flag the tricolour of the Reich, not the flag of the Confederation, but Fokker knew better.  The Netherlands remained a sovereign state, and although she had combined her navy with that of the other German powers, she had not surrendered her independence.

Of course, the current mission was a joint one, not a task for the Dutch alone, and some of the ships were crewed by other Germans.  The ships of the German Navy in practice represented the fleets of Prussia, the Netherlands and small contributions from the minor German powers.  The Austrians had their own fleet in Trieste, but while that had been redesignated the Mediterranean squadron of the German Navy, it was crewed by Austrians, and officered by Austrians.  They had not sent so much as a token ship to this expedition, the first overseas venture of the combined German Navy.

“They should have done more,” Fokker muttered.  This operation had been planned even before the war in Europe had ended, and long before the thirty-nine princes of the German Confederation were expanded to forty [1].  He would have expected them to be more interested in acquiring colonies overseas, since the Austrians had none, and this was to form the first combined German colony.  It would substantially add to the prestige of the Confederation, and thus the Holy Roman Emperor should have encouraged the idea.  The addition of another colony meant less to Fokker personally, since the Netherlands already had substantial colonial interests, and stood in a good position to acquire more of their own.

“Land!” went up the cry from the masts.  Fokker raised his telescope to his eye.  Sure enough, the cloud-shrouded sight of Formosa could just be made out in the distance.

“At last,” Fokker murmured.  It had been nearly two hundred years, but now the Dutch were returning to Formosa [2].  From here, they could put a stop the pirates which had been hampering commerce to Nagasaki and elsewhere, and restore their long-abandoned claim to Formosa.  Alongside the other Germans, of course.

--

Excerpts from “The 100 Greatest Events That Changed The World”
By Josiah H. Canterbury, Richard Irving and Emily Vasquez
(c) 1950, Vanderbilt Press
New York City, Long Island, New England

78. Rear Admiral Fokker’s Expedition to Nippon, 1856

“Six ships, five captains, four flags, three diplomats, two cannonades and one treaty.”
- The entirety of the first report on his expedition prepared by Rear Admiral Fokker, as it was sent to Frankfurt.

We have chosen this moment because of the two things it marked: the rise of the German Confederation as a global power, and it ensured that Nippon did not fall to the same expansion of colonialism which most of the world was to receive, but instead became a great power in its own right.

Fokker’s expedition to Nippon - the famed ‘six black ships’ - was brief, but the effects of that visit still linger today.  His demonstration of cannon power and steam power - none of these ships used sails - was enough to secure a full treaty with Nippon, abrogating the earlier restrictions on trade to Nagasaki.  Nippon had been forced open, and other European and European-descended powers were to follow with their own demands for trade access.  This certainly led to a period of weakness for Nippon, but in the end gave it the opportunity to modernise and take its own place in the world.

Before Fokker’s visit, this was an outcome which few might have expected.  The rise of the German Confederation (and later, German Empire) was perhaps inevitable, and choosing Fokker’s visit is merely a convenient way of marking that growth to a global level.  The Germans had already gained Formosa, and were joining in the ‘Scramble for Africa’ and broader colonial expansion which would follow.  But the remarkable part was that Nippon did not get absorbed in this growth.

On the face of it, Nippon might have been expected to succumb to colonialism in the same way the various other non-European powers were to fall.  Colonialism had been going on for centuries, and was a habit which even countries of European descent acquired.  The list of colonial powers is long: Britain, Russia, France, Spain, Portugal, the Netherlands (later Germany), Denmark, Sweden, Italy, the United States, Brazil, and various countries within the British Empire pursuing their own colonial ambitions, such as South Africa and Australia.

Between them, these powers were carving up the globe.  By the mid-1850s, India had already fallen, the Ottoman Empire was marked for death (the only question was whether she would fall into Russian or British hands), and substantial inroads had been made into Africa, Central America, and the Caribbean.  The Far East and the Pacific were the last targets.  China had begun to be beaten into submission by the British, and Nippon might well have been next.  The British and the Russians would have been likely to seek to acquire it before too much longer.  Instead, the Fokker expedition allowed Nippon to become opened, but not colonised, and thus take its own place in the colonial race...

--

28 October 1856
Fort Zeelandia, Formosa [Tainan, Taiwan] [3]

Here in Formosa, far beyond the civilized world, Schout bij Nacht [Rear Admiral] Gillis Fokker had been finding himself remarkably lonely of late.  To be sure, he had plenty of men around him, but few who could offer civilized conversation.  His recent venture to Nippon had been rewarding for what he had gained for the Confederation, but he had found even less enjoyable conversation during that expedition.

So he was glad to welcome the visiting ships from New England, here on what was described as a goodwill visit, although he was not yet sure what the real reason for the trip was.  Certainly, it would be most unusual for Admiral Perry, the most senior officer in the New England Navy, who was well-known even in Europe for his exploits during the last Anglo-American War, to be stopping by such an isolated outpost merely for a goodwill visit.  Particularly with a fleet consisting of only one battleship and two frigates.

He treated the New England naval officers to a formal dinner, with all of his own officers, which went reasonably well, despite the difficulties in language.  A few of his men spoke English, although the hideous New England accents where much harder to understand than the British accents they had learned the language from.  Fokker himself had acquired a little of the language during a long-ago visit to North America, but he had forgotten most of it.  For their part, many of the New Englanders spoke a variety of German dialects, most of which were close enough to Dutch for Fokker’s own officers to understand.

The New England Admiral, however, turned out to speak the new standard dialect, Neudeutsch, which had been devised in Frankfurt and been encouraged everywhere in the armed forces.  Fokker had been overseas for so long he had had no chance to acquire it, and doubted he would want to.  From what he had heard of the language, it sounded as if a committee of braying mules had been appointed the duty of finding the worst parts of every German dialect, and combining them into one language which could only be spoken comfortably by a frog.  He much preferred the Dutch dialect, and devoutly hoped that the combined German Navy did not adopt Neudeutsch as its official dialect.

Thus, when Fokker retired discreetly to a separate room to hold a private conversation with the New Englander admiral, he took the precaution of bringing one of his own English-speaking officers to interpret.  He cast about for a neutral topic to begin the conversation, not wanting to come straight out and ask what really brought Perry to Formosa.  Eventually, he said, “Did you have a pleasant voyage from New York?”  Fokker did not actually know if these ships had come from there, but named the only New England port he knew.

Perry nodded.  “Extremely uneventful.  The only challenge was before we set out, trying to decide which flag to fly.”

Fokker said, “Why should that be a difficulty?”

Perry said, “Because we recently admitted two new states, and, by rights, that should have changed our flag.  But no-one has worked out how to fit eleven stars onto our flag easily, so we still have the old flag.” [4]

Fokker laughed.  “Be glad you don’t have four flags to choose which you should fly on any given day.”

Perry smiled, then said, “And which flag did you fly when you visited Nippon?”

“All of them, of course,” Fokker said.  But his flagship had flown only the Dutch flag.  Then he paused.  “How did you know about our journey there?  It can’t have been known when you left port.”

“We heard of it in the Sandwich Islands,” Perry said.  “A very great thing you have done, opening Nippon again.  I expect that we shall be sending our own expedition there someday.”

Not if we can do anything about it, Fokker thought.  He made a mental note to recommend that steps be taken to keep the New Englanders out of Nippon.  Trade with them should be for the benefit of the German Confederation, and the Netherlands in particular, not for some uprooted British vassals.  Aloud, though, he said, “If you did not know about our venture to Nippon, what brought you here to Formosa?”

Perry drummed his fingers on his leg before answering.  “Have the Russians given you any trouble here?”

Fokker said, “Not at all.  They operate more in the north, around Korea and Alaska.”

Perry said, “It’s Alaska that interests me.  Now that war looms between Russia and Britain, we want to-”  The interpreter stopped him at that point, then relayed the words to Fokker.

“I know nothing of that war,” Fokker said.

Perry said, “Russia looms over the Turks, and Britain will oppose them.  Perhaps France as well, depending on what side of bed the French Emperor gets out of on the day when war is declared.  What side of the conflict the German Confederation will take, I am not sure, but I hope they will join us.”

Fokker carefully kept his face neutral.  He had no great love for Russia, but he had received quiet instructions not to stir up any trouble with them around Formosa.  That surely meant some kind of accommodation had been reached.  Remembering the abrupt end to Russian participation in the Confederation War, and now this news of Russian designs on the Ottomans, Fokker had no trouble guessing what that accommodation was.  “I will follow instructions from Frankfurt, of course, whatever those instructions might be.”

Perry looked disappointed.  “I hope that doesn’t mean that one day we stand on opposite sides of battle.”

Fokker said, “Personally, I would dislike that.  But even if war comes, I would not have expected New England to become involved.”  From his trip to North America, years before, he remembered both New England and the United States as being proud of their separateness from the affairs of Europe.

“Not in Europe, naturally.  But the Russians are in Alaska.  If war comes, they may be fighting Canada.  And that would require us to intervene.”

“If war comes, then, I hope we do not stand on opposite sides,” Fokker said, sincerely.  He had no wish to start a war with these New Englanders, although he was certain that the Dutch Navy would be a match for them.

“To peace, then,” Perry said, raising his glass.

“To peace,” Fokker said, and drank.

--

[1] i.e when Elsass/Alsace became a member state of the German Confederation after the end of the Confederation War.

[2] The Dutch ruled the southern half of Taiwan for a while in OTL, but were expelled in 1662.

[3] This was the name the Dutch gave to the fort during their previous colonisation attempt in the seventeenth century.  They have reinstated it here for reasons of pride.

[4] The flag of New England is a red Cross of St George on a white background, with a blue canton and white stars in a circle.  It currently has nine, to represent the nine states, but is trying to redesign it to include eleven stars in a convenient arrangement.  Some have proposed redesigning the flag to have them arranged in a square or lines rather than a circle, which has caused the dispute.

--

Decades of Darkness #53a: A Collection of Butterflies

From “The Whitman Encyclopaedia: Volume 23: Famous Americans (7th Edition)”
Editor-in-chief Dr Emilio Johnson
(c) 1949, Aztec Publishing Company
Mexico City, Mexico State,
United States of America

SMITH, Junius.  Lawyer, entrepreneur, pioneer of ocean steam navigation, and founder of America’s tea industry.  Born in Plymouth, Massachusetts, on 2 October 1780.  Died in Charleston, South Carolina, 24 May 1857.  In 1802, Junius Smith graduated from Yale University, Connecticut, New England (then still part of the United States).  Smith established an early reputation as an excellent orator and barrister.  His effective practice of law led to his appointment to pursue a case against the British government for the seizure of an American merchantman.  He successfully pleaded the cases, receiving a large damages award.  This trip to London is credited with creating his mistrust of the British, which was only aggravated by the continued British seizure of American vessels during the Napoleonic wars.

On his return to Connecticut, Smith established a variety of commercial ventures, particularly in exports.  He experienced considerable success, but found his operations interrupted by the outbreak of the War of 1811.  He passively resisted New England secession throughout the war, and then migrated to Charleston, South Carolina in the aftermath of the war.  Here he continued his commercial operations, and achieved even greater success, despite being branded in some quarters as “an American Yankee”.  He had particular success as a shipbuilder in Charleston’s burgeoning shipbuilding industry, including some commercial vessels but more for military vessels under Navy Secretary Clay’s naval expansion program.  His innovations included the use of bonded labour [1] in shipbuilding, although this remained limited in scope until the post-War of 1833 expansion of bonded labour in manufacturing.

Smith developed an interest in the potential for steam-powered vessels.  He began the project in 1827, and released a prospectus in 1829, founding a joint American-British-New Englander steam navigation company [2].  His construction of the first commercial vessel was interrupted by the outbreak of war, and the British-New Englander military raids caused further damage to his shipyards.  However, he returned to the project after the war, and the successful transatlantic voyage of the “Concord” in 1839 was largely the result of his efforts.  His navigation company continued to prosper throughout his life.

Smith’s other major contribution to the United States was his successful pioneering of the tea industry in South Carolina.  The tea plant had been available in South Carolina since 1799, when it was accidentally delivered in a shipment to the botanist Andre Michaux, but its commercial potential had been ignored for decades.  Smith had purchased a plantation at Golden Grove some years before the War of 1833.  During his enforced idleness after the outbreak of war and the stalling of his commercial endeavours, Smith turned his attention to his plantation, and the cultivation of tea.  His first plants were established in 1834, and the first harvest was delivered in 1837.  Smith proved an adept marketer, and demand for tea in both the local market and exports proved substantial [3].  Indeed, tea was so successful a commercial product that it was the only cash crop that could outmatch cotton for rates of return on investment, and tea planters rapidly joined the social elite of South Carolina and, later, Georgia.

Junius Smith himself did not devote all his attention to tea plantations, maintaining his widespread commercial interests on both sides of the Atlantic.  He remained a curious figure in South Carolina society: wealthy and generous by any measure, unfailingly polite, but still regarded as a “Yankee”, and noted for treating his slaves kindly, to the point where some accused him of giving them de facto freedom.  In the twilight of his life, Smith was one of the few established men [4] in South Carolina to oppose the passage of the Nineteenth Amendment [which authorised Congress to re-enslave or expel all free blacks within the United States] and subsequent Expulsion Act.  He died one of the wealthiest men in North America and, indeed, in the world.


DECATUR, Commodore Stephen.  Naval commander.  Born in Sinepuxent, Maryland on 5 January 1779.  Died at sea on 5 December 1840.  Although born in Maryland, Decatur was raised in Pennsylvania, and early in his life saved his mother from assault by a drunkard.  He enlisted in the U.S. Navy at the age of 16 and served there for all of his adult life.  He distinguished himself by a variety of actions during the War of 1811.  After the war’s end, he continued to serve in naval actions such as the mission to Algiers and some of the brief anti-piracy raids during the 1820s.  In the War of 1833, he had more of an administrative role in the Board of the Navy, but assumed responsibility for direct command of naval vessels in the Chesapeake after the death of Commodore Warrington.  After the war ended, he returned to an administrative role.  Decatur’s end was appropriate for such a decorated naval veteran: he toured the naval units during the Pirate Wars and was killed in action during an engagement near St Martin, and buried at sea.


BALDWIN, Matthias William.  Manufacturer and philanthropist.  Born in Elizabethtown, New Jersey, 10 December 1795, died in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, 8 August 1864.  With an excellent aptitude for intricate machinery, Baldwin found himself apprenticed to a firm of jewellers in Frankford, Pennsylvania, just as the War of 1811 was breaking out.  As Philadelphia was spared most of the effects of the war, he served out his apprenticeship within the United States.  With the death of several family members during the invasion of New Jersey, Baldwin had no interest in returning to the new nation of New England after his apprenticeship was concluded, and established his own business in Philadelphia in 1819.  He patented a new method of gold-plating which was highly successful, and then established American manufacture of book-binders tools and printers rolls.

Baldwin’s most noted inventions, however, were in the field of steam engines.  During the late 1820s he developed an interest in this technology, and designed a stationary engine for his own works.  This engine received such widespread acclaim that he turned his attention to locomotive engines, and in 1832 developed an excellent locomotive, nicknamed “Ironsides”, for use on the railroads.  The outbreak of war and rebellion in Pennsylvania hindered its adoption, and Baldwin himself was suspected of sympathy to the rebels.  After the war, although his locomotive design was being used in both the United States and New England, he found it convenient to distance himself from Pennsylvania for a time, to avoid any condemnation for involvement in the attempted revolution.  He spent some time in Washington, D.C. during the rebuilding, and was invited on a U.S. trade mission to Brazil.  Here, he quickly realised how the economy of Brazil would benefit by the introduction of railroads, and on his return to the USA established a joint American-Brazilian company to import locomotives to Brazil (of his own design, naturally).  The development of railroads in Brazil during the 1840s is credited with a large part of that nation’s economic expansion, particularly the coffee boom.

In later life, Baldwin stood for the Pennsylvania legislature – the suspicions of rebel sentiment having eventually faded away – and was elected there in 1858.  He served as a representative for two terms before retiring, and died in 1864.


BIRNEY, James Gillespie.  Politician and presidential candidate.  Born in Danville, Kentucky, 4 February 1792, died in Biloxi, West Florida, 1 February 1861  .One of history’s rarities, an American presidential candidate who advocated the abolition of bonded labour.  Of Irish descent, and educated in New Jersey – which is often regarded as the source of his antislavery notions – Birney migrated to Alabama and opened a cotton plantation in the burgeoning territory after the War of 1811.  He was notably unsuccessful at this venture, due to a disinclination to allow his overseers to perform their role [5].  His plantation continued to struggle for a number of years, and he eventually became an absentee landlord while he set up a legal practice.  From here, he was elected to the Alabama Legislature, where his advocacy of gradual emancipation put him at odds with most of his fellow Alabamians, but which led him to join the American Colonization Society.  He eventually abandoned that Society, too, apparently disgusted at its role in organising the transportation of convicted criminals to Liberia.  Even his opponents respected him, however, and in 1840 and again in 1844, Birney sought election as president.  He received only a handful of votes in each case.  Disillusioned, he abandoned Alabama and spent the remainder of his life in West Florida, where he unsuccessfully opposed the expansion of slavery into the shipbuilding industry.

--

[1] i.e. slaves.  Bonded (or indentured) labour is a catch-all term used by many American writers to include all the varieties of chattel slaves, convicts, peons, serfs, debt-slaves and contracted labour variously employed throughout the United States, but in this period, slaves were the only form of indentured labour.

[2] This was established during the brief thaw in American-New Englander relations under the Sanford presidency.

[3] In OTL, Junius Smith introduced tea later, during 1848, and although it was commercially successful, the venture ended with his death.  Here, the changed circumstances mean that he introduces it earlier, and it becomes an established part of South Carolina’s industry.

[4] i.e. slaveowner.

[5] viz, he did not want them to use the lash.  Birney is not quite as vehemently anti-slavery in TTL as he was in OTL – he didn’t marry Agatha McDowell, who had an influence on his anti-slavery sentiments – but he remained a staunch opponent of it.

--

Decades of Darkness #53b: Footnotes of History

This is the first part of the second-round offers for “Where Are They Now”.  I’ve included most of the requests, but some were born too far post-POD to make an appearance.

--

Charles Francis ADAMS (1807-present).  Born into one of New England’s most famous political families, Charles Adams’s politics were even more radical than those of his father.  He spent some time in Russia during his youth, while his father served as minister to St Petersburg, and became fluent in the language.  On his return to New England, he was educated at the Boston Latin School and then Harvard University, graduating in 1826.  He established a flourishing legal practice in Boston, which was interrupted by the outbreak of the War of 1833.  After the war, he sided with the more radical factions of the Republican Party, making a public and highly acrimonious split from his father John Quincy Adams, when the younger Adams joined the Whig Party.  He remained a minor player in politics until the growing political agitation of the late 1840s led to a more dramatic split within the Republican Party, with the radical elements of that party combining with the Whigs to form the Radical Party.  Adams became the vice-presidential candidate on Thomas Dorr’s Radical ticket, although they failed to carry a single state.  After the election, President Winthrop invited Adams to take the diplomatically sensitive post of minister to Russia, which Adams accepted.  As of 1855, Adams was busy in St Petersburg, trying to defuse the growing anti-British sentiments within the Russian Empire.

John ADAMS III (1803-1854).  Son of John Quincy Adams, the younger Adams had an undistinguished career as a student, twice coming close to expulsion from Harvard due to his less than stellar academic performance and extra-curricular activities.  He commenced a legal practice in Boston, but was forced to close this practice in 1826 due to dire financial straits – it was rumoured that his father had to intervene to save him from bankruptcy.  Adams lurched from crisis to crisis for the next seven years, until he joined the Continental Army after the outbreak of war in 1833.  He made a popular, although less than gifted, officer, rising to the rank of major by the war’s end.  Adams was one of the soldiers in the New England contingents who operated in the Michigan Country, including the liberation of Detroit.  After the war, Adams’ military reputation, and his honoured name, was enough to win him office in the Territorial Legislature in Michigan.  He found a new voice as a political speaker in this new territory, arguing at length for the admission of Michigan as a state.  He was elected Governor of the Michigan Territory in 1847.  His opposition to splitting Michigan into multiple states was one of the factors leading to the rejection of the Territory’s most recent application for statehood in 1850.  In 1854, Governor Adams was taking part in an inaugural tour of a new steam-powered ship, which was to operate on the Great Lakes, when the ship was sunk in a storm.  His body was never recovered.

John Quincy ADAMS (1767-1848): The US minister to the Russian Empire during the War of 1811, he was involved in the peace negotiations that followed.  Adams returned reluctantly to Massachusetts, where he retired from public life for a number of years.  He returned to public life during 1817, when he was one of the founders of the Republican Party.  He was an unsuccessful candidate in the 1818 and 1822 presidential elections.  However, his proposals for improved highways and canals were largely adopted by the successful President Dana in 1823.  He was appointed Secretary of State under President Sanford in 1827, but removed from office with the election of President Seymour in 1831.  In the aftermath of the War of 1833, Adams tried to hold the Republican Party together, but ultimately failed as the most pro-American members fled to form the Whig Party.  Elected to the Massachusetts Senate in 1841, Adams served out the remainder of his life as a distinguished member of that body.  He collapsed from a stroke in 1848, in the midst of a speech urging the Senate to ratify the proposed constitutional amendment ending the “natural born” restrictions on federal office, and died two days later.  He never learned that the Senate rejected his request.

Jean Louis Rodolphe AGASSIZ (1807-present).  Distinguished Swiss and New England scientist.  Born in Montier in Switzerland, and educated in Germany, Agassiz first distinguished himself when he served under the great Cuvier.  Agassiz adopted Cuvier’s philosophy of catastrophism and animal classification.  Agassiz distinguished himself as an authority on fossil fish, on the presumed glaciation of large parts of Europe and North America, and as a staunch opponent of Patrick Matthew’s theory of natural selection.  From virtually the year of its publication, Agassiz staunchly opposed the theory.  He migrated to New England in 1844, accepting a professorship at Harvard, and continued his staunch opposition to Matthism as both a social and scientific theory.  His vehement tirades are sometimes credited with contributing to the rejection of the theory in New England academic circles.  In 1855, Agassiz is currently seeking to create a great “Museum of Comparative Zoology” in Boston.

Robert ANDERSON (1805-present).  U.S. soldier.  Born in Kentucky in 1805, and a graduate of Wilkinson Military Academy in 1825, Anderson entered service in the artillery.  He distinguished himself with his service in the Michigan theatre in the War of 1833, until he was transferred to New Orleans in preparation for an expected British attack in 1836.  Many military historians credit him, not then-Colonel Jefferson Davis, with winning the Battle of New Orleans by his effective use of artillery.  He finished the war as a major, and continued a distinguished career during the First Mexican War, where his artillery unit was the first one to fire shots into Mexico City.  Although he was encouraged to begin a political career after the war, he declined to do so, and as of 1855 had attained the rank of Colonel and was serving with the 2nd Artillery in Tamaulipas Territory.

John James AUDUBON (1785-1851).  French-American businessman and entrepreneur.  Born in Santo Domingo, the bastard son of a French plantation owner and his mistress, Audubon was raised for his early life in France.  He was sent to America in 1803 to escape conscription.  He showed an interest in drawing birds, and some of his sketches were noteworthy.  However, after the birth of his first child, Victor Gifford Audubon, in 1809, he began to become more concerned with achieving financial stability than with his unprofitable hobby [1].  He went into business, running a dry-goods store in Kentucky, almost untouched by the War of 1811, and continued operating a variety of moderately successful businesses in Kentucky and, later, Illinois.  He spent his last years in senility, dying in 1851.

Stephen Fuller AUSTIN (1793-1849).  Born in Virginia and raised in Missouri, the precocious Austin was elected to the territorial Legislature of Missouri in 1813, and was re-elected to that position each year until its admission as a state in 1817.  Austin was elected as a representative of Missouri in that year, and continued to serve in the Missouri House of Representatives until 1826, when he was appointed to the state Senate.  He continued as a Senator until 1835, when he was elected as governor.  There was some talk of nominating him for the vice-presidency of the Patriots in 1840, but he lost the vice-presidential nomination to George Dallas, and again in 1844 (to Lewis Cass).  Austin died in 1849 at the age of 56.

Roger Sherman BALDWIN (1793-present).  New England lawyer and politician.  A prominent lawyer in New Haven, Connecticut, Baldwin became notorious for his anti-slavery stance, adopting a number of cases where he argued for the rights of fugitive slaves to remain in New England rather than being returned to the United States.  Although he avoided politics for much of his life, he accepted an invitation from Martin van Buren to seek the Republican vice-presidential nomination for the 1846 elections.  Despite his powerful arguments, Baldwin failed to carry Connecticut as a state, although Baldwin became Vice-President anyway.  His continual anti-slavery stance caused considerable disquiet within the Republican Party, many of whom wished to ensure cordial relations with the United States.  Baldwin defected to the Radical Party in 1848, a courageous but ill-timed move which probably cost him the opportunity to win the presidency.  Baldwin failed to achieve the presidential nomination for the Radicals in 1850, and withdrew from politics, although he is agitating again during the 1855 elections.

Rev. Dr. George BANCROFT (1800-present).  Born in Worcester, Massachusetts, Bancroft was educated in Europe but returned to New England and followed his father’s footsteps into the church.  In 1855, he was residing in Nova Scotia Territory, where his preaching was very well-received.

Phineas Taylor BARNUM (1810-present).  Born in Bethel, Connecticut.  Entrepreneur, showman, and agitator, Barnum’s career has seen more rises and falls than an ocean jetty.  His commercial career has seen him open shows and close them; his political career has seen him elected to the Connecticut House of Representatives, then resign the day after he was re-elected.  (Some said this was to avoid news of a potential scandal involving the wife of another Representative).  Barnum’s public profile continues to rise with every passing year.

Robert Woodward BARNWELL (1801-present).  Prominent South Carolinian planter, educator and lawyer.  Educated at Beaufort College, South Carolina, but shortly after he graduated described it as a ‘third-rate university, not worthy of American students’ [2].  He managed the family plantation for a time after graduating, but found himself drawn to the question of education.  Determined that the United States needed advanced educational facilities to match those of New England, Barnwell diverted much of the family fortune into sponsoring a new university near Greenville, South Carolina.  Barnwell University (Robert Barnwell never being plagued by any sense of modesty) opened its doors to students in 1832.  Barnwell ran the university for its first twelve years, where it thrived despite competition from the two great Virginia universities.  In 1844 Barnwell turned his attention to politics, where he sought and won election to the South Carolina House of Representatives.  He was elected to the U.S. House of Representatives in 1846, and to the Senate in 1848.  By 1855, he is a distinguished member of the U.S. Senate, and there is discussion in Democratic circles of securing him the nomination as Vice-President, alongside the clear choice as presidential candidate, Jefferson Davis.

Judah Philip BENJAMIN (1811-present).  Born in what was then the Danish West Indies, and which became part of the U.S. Caribbean Territory, Benjamin moved with his parents to Georgia, and then to South Carolina.  He became one of the first alumni of Barnwell University, studying law.  He initially set up a legal practice in Wilmington, North Carolina, but he moved to what was then Jefferson Territory in 1842.  Benjamin became a noted citizen of Jefferson, and was nominated to join the U.S. Senate on Jefferson’s admission to the Union in 1842.  He served as a senator for eight years, resigning in 1850 to accept President Cass’s nomination for him as a member of the U.S. Supreme Court.  He is still serving on the bench in 1855.

Thomas Hart BENTON (1782-1858).  Soldier, planter and politician.  Born in North Carolina, Benton typified the adventurous young Southern gentlemen who sought to develop a new land for himself in the open frontier – a tradition which the United States was long to continue.  He distinguished himself as a Tennessee planter, then, during the War of 1811, as an aide-de-camp to General Wilkinson.  After the war, he left the family plantation to his brother, and migrated to the future Washington Territory.  His brilliant oratory gave him a large following throughout the Territory.  After Washington’s admission as a state in 1827, he became the new state’s first senator, and continued to hold that office for the rest of his life.  Sometimes referred to as the uncrowned king of Washington, virtually nothing which passed in that state happened without his approval.  He encouraged the development of Washington, and indeed of the entire west.  He was one of the most vocal supporters of President Jackson’s support of Texas during the War of 1833, when most people thought it folly to start a second war, and his sponsorship of land distribution to encourage settlement into the Southwest.  He advocated the telegraph, interior highways, and a transcontinental railroad.  Most importantly for U.S. history, he advocated the greatest possible expansion of U.S. territory.  Initially, he had championed expansion in the Pacific Northwest, but after the experience of 1833, he abandoned that idea and pushed for greater southern expansion.  He enthusiastically argued in favour of war with Mexico during the First Mexican War, and demanded a negotiator who would gain the maximum possible territory.  In the fading days of his life, in 1857, he pressed for the annexation of Cuba in support of the filibusters who had already entered the island.  He died in Columbia City on 12 April 1858, the longest-serving Senator in U.S. history.

Simon BOLIVAR (1783-1852).  South American general and statesman: Bolivar was one of the envoys sent in the unsuccessful diplomatic mission to Britain in 1811.  On his return, he became a spectacularly successful general, despite occasional reversals.  He was proclaimed President of the Republic of Colombia [Venezuela, Colombia, Panama, and Ecuador], and assisted in the liberation of Peru.  Colombia was spared from the worst of the European counter-revolutions, and Bolivar was able to defeat most of the attacks even before the French withdrew.  The European invasions proved a distraction from the brewing civil wars within Colombia.  Bolivar did his best to hold together Colombia from the pressure of Venezuelan separatists, but was forced to concede its independence in 1848.  He died in 1852, one of the most honoured of statesmen.

Charles Louis Napoleon BONAPARTE [Napoleon III] (1808-present).  Son of King Louis Bonaparte, King of Holland.  Involved in three failed coup attempts against King Louis-Philippe, but spared imprisonment as his cousin drew the blame.  He became a leading member of the Second Republic after the February Uprising.  He was nominated as president in the aftermath of the Confederation War, and promptly seized power to establish the Second Empire.  In 1855, he is consolidating his power as French Emperor, and musing on ways to achieve national greatness under the shadow of the three-headed eagle.

Napoleon Francis Joseph Charles BONAPARTE [Napoleon II] (1811-present).  Son of Emperor Napoleon Bonaparte and his second wife, Archduchess Marie Louise of Austria.  Napoleon II was kept as a virtual prisoner in Austria until 1834, when with the accession of King Louis-Philippe in France, he was granted freedom to leave.  Napoleon II was reportedly linked to three failed coup attempts within France, the last in 1843, and was imprisoned there.  After the February Uprising in 1849, he was swept to power as the President of the Second Republic, only to oversee the defeat of France during the Confederation War in 1852-1853.  He went into exile in England, leaving power to his cousin, Charles Bonaparte, and in 1855 he remains a bitter, disappointed émigré.  He is harbouring thoughts of carving out a new French empire in the Pacific, where he thinks there may be more chance of displacing the Germans.

Orestes Augustus BROWNSON (1803-present).  Prominent New England minister, philosopher and social commentator.  His life consisted of a series of religious episodes, with a constant thread of rejecting divine revelation and the strict authority of religion.  He briefly flirted with the transcendentalist movement in the 1830s, but abandoned that movement when he felt it amounted to little more than empty talking.  He continues to advocate improving society through the abandonment of Christianity, secular education and humanism.  He is one of the few prominent New England thinkers to accept Matthism as a theory, although he rejects some of its social applications, and many of his writings have been used by the growing Radical movement within New England.

James BUCHANAN (1791-1836).  Pennsylvanian politician.  A volunteer during the War of 1811, he was wounded in the unsuccessful defence of Washington, D.C.  He served in the Pennsylvanian House of Representatives, and later the Senate, and was one of the most influential Senators just before the outbreak of the Pennsylvanian Revolution.  He earned a reputation for dithering and doing nothing while his state was tearing itself down around him.  Some suspected he wanted to preserve Pennsylvania within the Union, while others accused him of being a New England sympathiser who lacked even the courage to follow through with his convictions.  He met his death at the hands of John Brown, the notorious Pennsylvanian revolutionary, who was seeking to intimidate Pennsylvanian politicians who were considering re-unification with the United States, after their revolution had been suppressed.

John Caldwell CALHOUN (1782-1853).  Seventh President of the United States.  Prominent as a War Hawk during the War of 1811, Calhoun was one of the politicians who scrambled for election in 1824.  Due to a deal in the House of Representatives, he was elected President, with Monroe as Vice-President.  His presidency was noted for his vigorous championing of “restoring America’s honour”, expansion of the armed forces, and for the difficulty he had dealing with the rising influence of the Jacksonians.  Defeated in the 1828 elections, he joined the Patriot Party in 1830, and served as an influential elder statesman within that party for the remainder of his life.  He continued to press for expansion of U.S. territory west and south, and lived long enough to see the United States win the First Mexican War.

Salmon Portland CHASE (1808-present).  United States political figure.  His family moved to Pennsylvania after the War of 1811, and he attended Harvard.  He won a name for himself as a lawyer and abolitionist in Pennsylvania, but he opposed the revolution and joined the new state of Westylvania.  He served in the Westylvanian Legislature, initially as a Patriot, but he recently joined the nativist Freedom Party, and although the Freedom Party vote was low in 1856, he is working actively to win Westylvania for the 1860 elections.

Cassius Marcellus CLAY (1810-1843).  Kentuckian abolitionist and revolutionary.  Clay tried and failed to bring about abolition or even restrictions on slavery through legal means, but found himself ignored before the War of 1833 and targeted afterwards.  Frustrated by the encroachment of slavery, Clay conceived a plan to seize control of the Kentucky legislature, force them to pass a bill abolishing slavery within Kentucky, and he firmly believed that there would be uprisings in support of abolitionism.  He succeeded in seizing control of Frankfort for a time, but his expected support failed to materialise.  More than half of the Kentucky legislators died during the uprising, but the Clay rebellions became a symbol of horror throughout the United States.

Samuel COLT (1814-present) [4].  New England inventor and businessman.  Founded a weapons company during the War of 1833, producing his famous Colt revolver, and which continues to supply a variety of weaponry to the New England government.

Sir James Henry CRAIG (1748-1812).  British soldier and Governor of Canada.  His arbitrary actions served to alienate the French-Canadians during his term as governor, and his other attempts at reform were hindered by the outbreak of the War of 1811.  He died in 1812.

David CROCKETT: Born in East Tennessee in 1786, Crockett first rose to prominence during the War of 1811, when he served under General Wilkinson in the Indian Wars, including the Creek War.  He served three terms in the Tennessee legislature before being elected to the U.S. House of Representatives in 1825, and re-elected in 1827, 1829, 1831 and 1833.  A charismatic if uneducated speaker, Crockett was originally a supporter of President Calhoun, but later transferred his support to President Andrew Jackson.  Crockett was one of the influential voices behind the 1833 declaration of war against Great Britain and New England.  During the war, he helped to negotiate the peace treaty with Mexico, then he was an emissary to the failed negotiations in Stockholm.  He died in 1843.

--

[1] In OTL, Audubon had the same doubts, but in March 1810 he was persuaded by the noted ornithological illustrator Alexander Wilson to continue with his drawings.  ITTL, Wilson had other calls on his time, and Audubon abandoned his bird drawings.

[2] In OTL, Beaufort College served as a preparatory college, rather than a full university.  Barnwell attended it first, but then went on to Harvard.  With Harvard now in another country, a variety of educational institutions like Beaufort College were turned into attempted prestigious universities to match those of Harvard.  During the early years, these universities were not particularly successful, as indicated by Barnwell’s (and others) scathing comments.

[3] One of the few characters who managed to get born so far post-POD within North America.

--

Decades of Darkness #53c: Filling the Annals

Charles DARWIN (1809)-present.  British parson.  Darwin graduated from Cambridge with a degree in divinity.  Although he had a keen interest in natural history, Darwin’s proposals to travel overseas to study the natural world were abandoned after he was first unable to arrange a visit to Madeira, and then again when he was passed over for a voyage on the Beagle [1].  In 1855, Darwin is a country vicar with an interest in amateur natural history, as much as he can study while remaining supportive of his flock – he has published treatises on barnacles and earthworms, and has delivered some noteworthy works on geology.

Jefferson DAVIS (1808-present).  American general and statesman.  Davis attended Wilkinson Military Academy, Virginia [the U.S. replacement for West Point].  After graduating, he entered the army and stayed there throughout the War of 1833.  He rose through the ranks during the war, mostly by virtue of being in the right place at the right time, and with an expanded need for experienced officers.  By 1836, he was a Colonel serving under General Coffee defending the southern frontier, and took place in the Battle of New Orleans.  After General Coffee died in action, Davis took it on himself to assume the brevet rank of brigadier general, and led the successful defence of New Orleans, although later historians are inclined to grant others with most of the credit for the victory.  Davis remained in the army after the war, building a career as a general.  In the First Mexican War, he was second-in-command to General Zachary Taylor for the successful invasion of Mexico, and after Taylor succumbed to disease (believed to have been malaria, but accounts vary), Davis found himself outside Mexico City with an army ready to invade.  He lost no time in capitalising on the opportunity.  In 1855, he was at the forefront of consideration for the Democratic presidential candidature.

Thomas DAVIS (1814-present).  Irish nationalist.  Davis has been influential in advocating a sense of “Ireland for the Irish”, and fostering a sense of nationalism.  After witnessing the failure of two severe revolutions (in 1833 and 1849-50), and the bloody conflict within the peoples of Ireland, Davis has become even more committed to achieving a peaceful, united nation of Ireland.  He visited Canada in 1851, and after noting how well that nation had succeeding in holding itself together despite the Protestant-Catholic split there, has become one of the leading voices calling for Kingdom status for Ireland.

Charles John Huffam DICKENS (1812-present).  Australian author.  Born in Portsmouth, England, he narrowly escaped gaol himself when his father was sent to debtor’s prison in 1824.  The Dickens were able to gain release from prison in exchange for settlement in Australia (which was then New South Wales).  Settling in Sydney, Dickens established a career as a reporter and then as a novelist.  His novels depicting the injustice of the convict system have become hugely popular in both Australia and in the United Kingdom, Canada and New England.

Manuel DE GODOY (1767-1847).  Spanish statesman.  After being evicted from Spain in 1808, Godoy resided in Paris where he was, perhaps unfairly, accused of involvement in Napoleon II’s abortive coup attempt in 1843.  He died in prison four years later.

Dorothea DIX (1802-present).  New England nurse.  Dix took up a career as a nurse during the War of 1833, and was one of the key figures involved in the advances in medical organisation which were developed during that war [things like a permanent medical military corps, some principles of hygiene, which would not be developed OTL until the American Civil War].  Since that time, she has become an influential campaigner for mental health in both New England and the USA.

Thomas Wilson DORR (1805-present):  New England statesman.  Dorr set up a Rhode Island legal practice in 1827, and joined the “Young Republicans” arm of the Republican Party of New England.  Throughout his career, Dorr argued against the franchise limitations both within his own state and elsewhere in New England, against the natural-born constitutional restrictions, and the other immigration restrictions.  His agitation grew to the point where he was expelled from the Republicans in 1845, and he was one of the founders of the Radical Party when this merged with the old Whig Party.  Twice a presidential candidate for that party (in 1850 and 1854), Dorr’s most proud moment has been the 1853 abolition of Rhode Island’s property qualifications for voting.

Thomas DOUGLAS, Lord Selkirk (1771–1842).  Canadian pioneer.  Determined to bring Scottish people to North America, Lord Selkirk established a settlement at Red River, and became its unofficial governor.  The North West Company brought lawsuits against him, citing false evidence, but the claims were quietly dismissed after the British governor decided that further settlement of the northwestern territories was more important, post-War of 1811, than a patently false lawsuit.  The town of Selkirk [Winnipeg, Canada] is but one of many places named in his honour.

John Henry EATON (1790-1856).  American statesmen.  Established a legal practice in Tennessee, and then stood for membership of the House of Representatives in 1818.  He was elected to the Senate in 1827.  Forced to choose a political party in the aftermath of the break-up of the Republicans, Eaton opted to join the Democrats, but was always an uneasy member of that party.  He served under Jackson as Secretary of War, mostly because of a shared hatred of the British, but he was disappointed with that party’s abandonment of the anti-British line after the war.  He defected to the Patriots in 1841, resigning his seat in the Senate.  He was appointed governor of Iowa Territory by President Mangum in that year, and reluctantly oversaw that territory’s adoption of a state constitution which permitted slavery.  He served as Governor of Iowa, both as a territory then as a state, until he retired on medical grounds in 1854 and died two years later.

Edward EVERETT (1794-present).  New England statesmen.  One of the youngest presidents in New England history, Everett became president more or less by accident.  Elected to the House of Representatives in 1831, Everett had been considering resignation to seek the governorship of Massachusetts in 1834 when he was offered the vice-presidential candidacy by Thomas Oakley.  (It is reported that Oakley wanted someone who was unlikely to outshine him).  Everett agreed, and served as vice-president from 1835-1839, and then as president from 1839-1843.  He established a reputation as a masterful if long-winded orator (some of his speeches ran for over three hours).  After his presidency, Everett has become one of the Federalists distinguished elder statesmen, and made several speaking tours of Europe.

Charles James FAULKNER (1806-present).  Virginian lawyer and politician.  Built up a legal practice for himself for a number of years before serving in his state legislature in 1831, then in the senate, and was elected governor of Virginia in 1851.  He retains this rank in 1855.

Milliard FILLMORE (1800-present).  A New Yorker of inspiring mediocrity, Fillmore joined the Republican Party and gradually worked his way into seniority, finally securing the Vice-Presidential nomination for the 1850 elections, under William Dayton.  Catapulted into national prominence after he won election as Vice-President while under a Federalist president, Fillmore’s term in office has been distinguished by competence.  But he was unable to secure the Republican nomination for the presidency in 1854, being kept as vice-president while Franklin Pierce sought and won the presidency.

James FITZGIBBON (1780-present).  Irish-born Canadian soldier.  Fitzgibbon distinguished himself in two North American wars.  In the War of 1811, he led a force of volunteers, styled “Bellboys” after he had them use bells during a raid to make Americans think they were a herd of stray cattle.  Fitzgibbon’s small-scale raids won several critical victories in the Niagara Peninsula.  He remained in Canada after the war, and in the War of 1833 he was appointed Adjutant General of Militia and won a number of victories around the Great Lakes, particularly in the liberation of Detroit (supported by a New England force) and in the subsequent defence of Michigan.

Horace GREELEY (1811-present).  New England newspaper baron.  Born in New Hampshire, Greeley moved around New England in various printing trades before settling in Hartford in 1840 and opening a newspaper, the weekly Hartford Tribune, a pro-Whig, pro-social reform paper which became widely-read.  The paper continues to support the Radical Party since the Whigs merged with that party.

John Parker HALE (1806-present).  New Hampshire political leader.  Starting his political career as a New Hampshire Federalist, Hale converted to the Republicans after the War of 1833, winning a Senate seat.  His vocal anti-slavery voice made him less well-regarded amongst the Republicans, and he defected to the Radical Party in 1851.  He still holds a New Hampshire Senate seat, but may be vulnerable to losing it at the next election.

Hannibal HAMLIN (1809-present).  Maine and New England political leader.  Hamlin has worked his way through the political offices in Maine as a Federalist, largely because winning office in Maine more or less requires Federalist credentials.  As a Senator, he recently stood for vice-president on the Federalist ticket at the 1854 elections, but he is becoming increasingly uncomfortable as a member of that party.

William Henry HARRISON (1773-1843).  American general and political figure.  The Governor of Indiana Territory during the leadup to and outbreak of the War of 1811, forces under Harrison’s command suffered a number of defeats at the hands of British-armed Indians and, later, combined British-Indian forces.  Discredited by his military failures during the War of 1811, Harrison retired into obscurity in civilian life.

Nathaniel HAWTHORNE (1804-present).  New England journalist.  Hawthorne has made a much-travelled life for himself as a journalist, writing articles for a variety of publications throughout New England.  He has several times attempted to publish short stories and novels, but has been rejected by publishers, and his self-published attempt at a novel was a commercial failure.

Francis Bond HEAD (1793-present).  British and Argentine entrepreneur.  After a varied military career – including serving under Wellington’s defeated force at Waterloo in 1815 – Head migrated to Argentina to set up a mining company there.  He has been quite successful for himself, and is still living there as one of the main figures in the British-descended community in Buenos Aires.

Joseph HOLT (1807-present).  American lawyer and public official.  Born in Kentucky, he commenced a legal practice in that state, and became widely known as both a public speaker and lawyer.  He practiced law in both Kentucky and Tennessee, and set up an office in Knoxville (as it then was) when it became the federal capital in 1841.  In 1847, he was assisting prosecutor during the trial of Marcellus Reid, the assassin of President Mangum.  Although a Democrat, he continued to gain influence in Columbia City during the Cass years.

HONG Xiuquan (1812-present).  Chinese social reformer and revolutionary leader.  Hong Xiuquan has inspired and led a revolution in southern China, nicknamed the “Taiping” revolution, which began in 1852 and is currently expanding its control rapidly.  Hong is currently seeking Western support and the capture of a port city, two things he will need to ensure that his rebellion has any hope of success.  The British have no interest in working against the established government of China, but he has recently met with emissaries from (or purporting to be from) the Netherlands and France.

Sam HOUSTON (1793-present).  Texan military leader and statesman.  Enrolled in the army after the outbreak of the War of 1811.  Badly wounded four times during the war.  Remained in the army afterwards, until his resignation in 1819.  Studied law in Tennessee, admitted to the bar.  Unsuccessfully stood for election to U.S. Congress in 1823.  After the break-up of his marriage shortly thereafter, Houston migrated to Texas.  He soon rose to prominence in Texan affairs, being nominated for several military commands, and attending the Conventions of 1830 and 1831.  He was one of the signatories to the Texan Declaration of Independence on 12 January 1833, and shortly after was elected general.  He attended the peace negotiations in 1834.  He became the first governor of Texas-Coahuila after General Porter declined the nomination.  Houston initially argued against the partition of Texas into multiple territories, but then conceded its inevitability and became the first governor of the state of East Texas.  He became the Vice-President under Lewis Cass in 1848, and retains that office in 1855.

Victor HUGO (1802-present).  French poet, novelist and dramatist.  Hugo has written a number of notable novels and dramas.  An ardent republican, he fled France after the fall of the Second Republic in 1853 and is currently in self-imposed exile in the United States.  His view of republicanism is being tempered by what he has found there.

--

[1] In OTL, Darwin was the second choice for travelling companion for Captain Fitzroy on the Beagle.  ITTL, the first choice candidate was accepted.

--

Decades of Darkness #53d: A Character-Building Exercise

Andrew JACKSON (1767-1844).  American general and political leader.  Jackson distinguished himself in the War of 1811 through his staunch but ultimately futile defence of New Jersey, as the state was ceded by the Treaty of Lisbon.  As military governor of what was then East Florida Territory during the early 1820s, Jackson distinguished himself with his defeat of the Seminoles.  He won the largest number of electoral votes in the 1824 elections, but Calhoun became President when the election was sent to the House of Representatives.  Jackson formed the Democratic Party in response, and was catapulted to the presidency in 1828.  He spent his first term marshalling military strength and cultivating friendship with France, and then declared war on the Indian Confederation, New England and Britain soon after his re-election.  Despite the ambiguous outcome of the war, Jackson sought and won a third term in office, and remained President until 1840.  He retired from public life, worn out by the responsibilities of office, and died in 1844.

Andrew JOHNSON (1808-present).  A very good tailor, Johnson tried to enter politics a couple of times earlier in his life, but was quietly blocked by the planters in Tennessee, and settled into the working-class life he has continued to the present day.

Francis (Frank) White JOHNSON (1799-1833).  Martyr of the Texan Revolution.  Johnson migrated to Texas in 1825.  He was an outspoken delegate in favour of independence at the constitutional conventions, and led the first force to take up arms against Mexico.  He was one of the casualties of the first engagement with Santa Anna in 1833.

Don Benito JUAREZ (1806-present).  Governor of the Mexican state of Oaxaca since 1846, Juarez became an outspoken liberal reformer, and was one of the key figures in the revolution that overthrew Santa Anna after the humiliation of the First Mexican War.  Elected President in 1853, he has instituted a program to break the civil power of the Church, including confiscation of ecclesiastical property.

John "Radical Jack" George LAMBTON, Earl of Durham (1792-1840).  British politician.  Lord Durham campaigned vigorously for parlimentary reform, and just lived to see its introduction in 1840 before his death.

Robert E. LEE (1807-present).  Appointed to Wilkinson Military Academy in 1825, Lee was commissioned as a Second Lieutenant after his graduation.  Lee was a First Lieutenant at the outbreak of the War of 1833, and rose through the ranks to that of Colonel before the war’s end.  He operated in the northwestern theatre, and earned a reputation for brilliant manoeuvres, but also for over-running his lines of supply on a regular basis.  In the First Mexican War, Lee was named General and responsible for the occupation of New Mexico.  He remains in the army in 1855 as one of its most experienced commanders.

Abraham LINCOLN (1809-present).  Born in Kentucky, Lincoln’s family migrated to Missouri, then to Ohio, then to New England in 1830.  Lincoln entered state politics in New York, eventually rising to State Senator as a Republican, but unable to run for federal office under the New England Constitution.  He defected to the Radicals in 1854, and with the passing of the Fourth Amendment, he was eligible for federal office.  He was appointed to the New England Senate in 1855.

Henry Wadsworth LONGFELLOW (1807-present).  New England lawyer, orator and political leader.  Longfellow entered legal practice in 1828, and soon became noted for his effective arguments.  He also had a habit of writing letters to friends which were masterful displays of the written word, particularly in his support of abolition.  Encouraged by his friend Hannibal Hamlin, Longfellow sought and won election to Congress in 1853.

William Lyon MACKENZIE (1795-present).  Canadian reformer.  Condemned by many for his part in the 1837 rebellions, MacKenzie spent several years in exile before being pardoned and invited back as part of the British plans to reform Canada.  He was an opponent of Kingdom status, but has since relented given the stable rule Canada has enjoyed under James I.

Willie Person MANGUM (1792-1847).  American president.  One of the more notable members of the Patriot Party, Mangum won election to the presidency in 1840.  He was re-elected in 1844, then assassinated in 1847.

Horace MANN (1796-present).  New England politician and mental health advocate.  Mann established a political career for himself as a Federalist in Massachusetts.  His well-planned life took a dramatic turn when he sponsored a hospital for the mentally ill in Worcester, Massachusetts, in 1838.  The opening was also attended by Dorothea Dix, the nurse who had just completed a distinguished service as a medical organiser to the Continental Army.  They reportedly fell in love instantly, and were married six months later.  Since then, Mann has continued his public career, with a focus on support his wife’s interest in mental health.

MOHAMMED Ali Pasha (1769-1850).  Egyptian leader.  Mohammed introduced considerable reforms to Egypt, including a system of conscription which allowed him a much expanded army, and turned Egypt into a power which stretched into Arabia.  After being invited to assist the Turks suppress the Greek revolt, Mohammed saw his fleet destroyed by the Greeks, and then the Sultan renege on his promised offer of Syria.  Mohammed’s armies engaged in a protracted war with the Turks over Palestine and Syria.  The Turks’ position, already precarious, was decimated when the Russians declared war in 1834.  Mohammed seized control of Palestine and Syria during this period.  His virtual empire was soon consumed by revolts, however, which were supported by Britain and France, who had grown wary of Mohammed’s considerable power.  In 1842, the European powers intervened openly, forcing a settlement between the Turks and Egypt, which confined Mohammed’s power to Egypt and Sinai.  He died eight years later.

--
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Ramon Maria NARVAEZ (1800-present).  Spanish general and statesmen.  Narvaez distinguished himself by his victories over the Carlist generals during the First Carlist Wars.  He held the premiership from 1840-1852 (with brief interruptions), but has now had to return to the battlefield as Spain is engulfed by the Second Carlist Wars.

Joshua Abraham NORTON (1811-present).  American entrepreneur.  Born in Britain, and migrated to South Africa with his family, then to the United States in 1848.  He entered North California soon after it was conquered, and established Empire Investments in 1852.  He has since invested heavily in North California and other parts of former Mexico, to the point where some of his contemporaries have dubbed him “Protector of Mexico”.

Daniel O'CONNELL (1776-1815).  Irish barrister.  Established a legal practice, but was killed in a duel with John D'Esterre when O’Connell refused to pay to cross a bridge which D’Esterre was collecting tolls for.

Robert OWEN (1771-1854).  Welsh social reformer.  Owen became noted for his establishment of a socially conscious factory at New Lanark, and his proposals for social reform and the cure of poverty were well-received in many circles.  However, his vocal dislike of established religion discredited his proposals, and popular support for his social reform almost vanished overnight.  Owen attempted to set up a social reform commune in Kentucky, but this was also a dismal failure.  He established his “socialist” system in 1834, and advocated it his writings for the remainder of his life, but he achieved very little, although his activities are usually cited as a source of inspiration for Karl Marx, whom Owen met in London shortly before his death.  Owen died in 1854.

Robert Dale OWEN (1801-1843).  American abolitionist.  Owen settled in Kentucky in the United States in 1824, when along with his father he attempted to set up an equitable social reform commune there.  He remained in Kentucky, advocating his father’s principles, and extending them to call for the abolition of slavery in the state.  Owen was a member of the Kentucky Legislature during the Clay revolt, and defied them by uttering his famous words, “Like you, I would rid this world of slavery.  But unlike you, I would achieve it through the rule of law, for without law, we shall all become slaves to anarchy.”  Some sources claim that Owen was shot by Cassius Clay himself after hearing these words, but others state that it was a member of the rebellious militia.

Louis-Joseph PAPINEAU (1786-present).  French-Canadian political leader.  An ardent republican, Papineau was one of the leading French-Canadians in the 1836 rebellions.  Exiled after the war, Papineau spent the next few years living in the United States and then in France, advocating republicanism as the best form of government.  He was permitted to return to Canada during the discussions which led to the formation of the Kingdom.  He opposed Kingdom status on its formation, and migrated to New Brunswick, where he has become a leader campaigner for New Brunswick joining New England in preference to Canada or remaining under British rule.

Sir Robert PEEL (1788-1853).  British political leader.  A lifelong opponent of Catholic Emancipation, Peel became Prime Minister in 1829 and continued to staunchly oppose this proposal, with the support of the king, until the Irish revolt of 1833 coincided with the U.S. declaration of war.  Peel struggled to hold the office of Prime Minister, and was ousted in 1835.  He continued to oppose Emancipation, but it was passed after the war.  Peel never regained office, dying of tuberculosis in 1853.

Louis PHILIPPE (1773-1851).  Orleanist King of France.  Swept to power by the December Revolution in 1834, King Louis Philippe sought to act as a modest king, working for the interests of his subjects.  However, he became more conservative as he grew older, and became the source of much public discontent.  He was further plagued in that his only son, Ferdinand-Philippe, died in 1828 of a carriage accident without any children, and Louis was unable to produce any subsequent male heirs.  He fled Paris in 1849 in the face of revolution, taking up residence in the United States, and died there in 1851.  The Orleanist royal line ended with him.

Franklin PIERCE (1804-president).  12th President of New England.  Elected in 1854 and inaugurated in 1855 as a Republican president.

Gideon Johnson PILLOW (1806-present).  American legislator.  After establishing a legal practice in Tennessee, Pillow entered the Tennessee Legislature in 1843, and then became a federal Senator in 1850.  A Patriot with substantial Democratic leanings, Pillow was in 1855 seeking the Vice-Presidential nomination in time for the 1856 elections.

Edgar Allan POE (1809-1851). Orphaned early in his life, Poe was fostered by a series of merchant families. Poe graduated from West Point in 1829 and was admitted to the Continental Army.  By 1833, he had attained the rank of captain and was stationed in a fort near the New-York Pennsylvania border.  Poe was repeatedly been reprimanded by his superiors for writing poetry and other fiction when he should be commanding his men.  During his military service in the War of 1833, Poe composed the haunting poem “The Ravens”, describing the horrors of war.  He left the army after the war and published a series of novels, as well as acting as an editor.  He was found comatose in the streets of Boston in 1851, and was delirious for the next two days before dying.  His precise cause of death is unknown to this day, but is suspected to have been some kind of brain disease.

James Knox POLK (1795-1854).  American political leader.  A lawyer in his youth, Polk entered politics and eventually became the Vice-President during Jackson’s third term in office (1837-1841).  Polk sought the presidency himself during the 1840 elections, but he was defeated by fellow North Carolinian Willie P. Mangum.  He continued to argue for westward expansion during his later career in the U.S. Senate, and eventually switched to the Patriot Party after Lewis Cass became President and also advocated western expansion.

Antonio Lopez de SANTA ANNA (1794-present).  One of the main figures in the Mexican War of Independence, and renowned as a national hero for helping to repel the French from Mexico City during the European invasions, Santa Anna attempted to defeat the Texan rebels during 1833-1834, but was soundly defeated and forced to swallow a peace treaty conceding Texas and part of Coahuila.  Santa Anna led the Revolution of 1834 and became President in the next year, after the death of Emperor De Iturbide.  Santa Anna held the office of President, very tightly, from 1835-1852, but most of his tenure in office consisted of leaving his vice-presidents to run the country, then dismissing them when they became unpopular.  His attempts to impose centralisation during the late 1840s were cut short by the outbreak of the First Mexican War.  Santa Anna was overthrown after the conclusion of the war, and went into exile first in Cuba, and then in New England.

Henry Rowe SCHOOLCRAFT: (1793-1821).  Explorer, ethnologist and victim, Schoolcraft took part in an ill-fated expedition to find the source of the Mississippi.  He died at the hands of hostile Indians somewhere along the northwestern borders of the Indian Confederation, according to the panicked accounts of survivors of the expedition.

William SEWARD (1801-present).  New England statesman.  Seward has been a moderate Republican throughout most of his life.  Although he has espoused anti-slavery sentiments – like most of the Republicans – he moderated these after the War of 1833, seeking to end the practice of slavery in the United States by “peaceful dialogue and exertions of conscience”.  His moderate statements served to distance him from some of the more radical elements of the party, and he was a firm opponent of the defections to the newly-forming Radical Party.  Seward remains an influential figure in the Republican Party in 1855, and is being touted as a future presidential candidate.

Horatio SEYMOUR (1810-present).  New England political figure.  The nephew of his namesake, the 6th President of New England, the younger Seymour has become the leading Federalist in New York State.  Although leading a minority within the state, Seymour has recently sought to partition New York State into eastern and western portions, believing that an eastern state would be likely to follow him into the Federalist fold.

Joseph STORY (1779-1845).  New England jurist.  Appointed to the founding Supreme Court of New England by President Pickering in 1811, Story established a strong role for the Supreme Court in New England which paralleled that which John Marshall was establishing in the United States.  Although several Federalist presidents believed that the gradual encroaching of the Supreme Court’s authority, Story continued to develop and extend the law in areas such as equity and the admiralty laws.  He was made Chief Justice in 1830 by President Sanford, a role which Story maintained until his death in 1845.

Charles SUMNER (1811-present).  New England statesman.  One of the youngest men ever elected to the Massachusetts Legislature, Sumner served three terms as a Representative, and then sought and won office as a federal Representative.  Originally a Republican, Sumner abandoned that party for the Radicals in 1850 and is one of the few Radical Representatives from Massachusetts.  He remains a member of the New England House of Representatives in 1855, unable to secure a Senate appointment in Federalist-dominated Massachusetts.

--
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Roger Brook TANEY (1777-1835).  Maryland lawyer and politician.  Although beginning his political career as a Federalist, Roger Taney was quick to abandon that party during the War of 1811.  He served Maryland as a State Representative, then as one of the leading members of the State Senate, then he was appointed the state’s Attorney General in 1829.  Failing of election to the U.S. Senate in 1832, Taney continued to play a leading role in Maryland politics.  He had the misfortune to be caught in the British-Yankee raid on Baltimore in 1835, and is remembered to this day as a martyr of the war.  His epitaph reads:
“Here lies Roger Brook Taney, friend of liberty during both peace and war, supporter of those in need.  He died at the hands of the enemies of freedom.  Let all those who pass read these words him and know who betrayed him.  Lest we forget.”

Zachary TAYLOR (1784-1851).  American general.  A career soldier, Zachary Taylor saw service in all of the United States’ wars for the first half of the nineteenth century.  He served in the War of 1811, both Seminole Wars and the War of 1833, finally achieving general’s stars in 1836.  General Taylor led the American forces who supported Juan Pablo Duarte in his restoration of independence to the Dominican Republic in 1840.  As one of the United States’ most senior generals, Taylor led the invasion of Mexico during the First Mexican War, but died of malaria before laying eyes on Mexico City.

Alfred TENNYSON (1809-present) is currently a British poet of middling fame, as of 1855, and some expect him to deliver more famous work soon.

Louis Adolphe THIERS (1797-present) is a popular French historian, noted for his dramatic portrayals of the ideals of the First Republic.  Thiers found it politic to leave France when Napoleon III re-established the Second Empire, and is currently in self-imposed exile in southern Italy.

William Barret TRAVIS (1809-present).  Born in South Carolina, Travis had a brief career as an attorney before his marriage in 1828.  When his wife died in childbirth the following year, Travis left South Carolina and moved to Arkansaw Territory.  Disappointed with the prospects there, he moved onto Texas in 1830.  He arrived to find Texas a hotbed of unrest, with the growing calls for independence from Mexico, and volunteered to join in the militia there.  With the declaration of independence in 1833, Travis assumed command of a detachment of militia, and distinguished himself during the Texan Revolution.  As head of the First Texas Volunteer Cavalry, he played a vital part in winning the Battle of New Orleans in 1836.  Travis entered the regular army after the war, and was a Colonel during the U.S. acquisition of North California, which led to the outbreak of the First Mexican War.  Travis was then named Governor of North California Territory.

John TYLER (1790-present).  Virginian and American statesman.  A prominent lawyer in his youth, Tyler followed his father’s footsteps into the governorship of Virginia in 1825.  An early advocate of the rightness of Matthism, particularly in its applications to matters of race, Tyler has campaigned vigorously and extensively for the extension of slavery to all areas of the United States where it would be economically viable.  In 1855, Tyler is a distinguished United States Senator, and a firm advocate of the need to establish a “regulated system of classification of the races” in the newly-acquired former Mexican territories.

Martin VAN BUREN: After the chaos of the War of 1811, Van Buren rose to prominence in New York.  He was a moderate Federalist at first, but abandoned that party for the Republicans after the Federalists continued to oppose the elimination of property qualifications for voting.  He was elected as a New York Senator in 1823, and became one of the leading Republicans in that state.  He was a staunch supporter of President Sanford during the latter’s election, but had a rift after he was passed over as Secretary of State in favour of John Quincy Adams.  He was appointed to fill a vacancy in the New England Senate in 1832, and after distinguished service as a Senator successfully won election as the 10th President of New England, and only the second Republican.  Van Buren has remained with the Republican Party since, and continues to advocate good relations with the United States.

Cornelius VANDERBILT: Prominent New York capitalist, his steamboat empire expanded dramatically with the construction of canals was given federal approval by President Dana in 1823.  His growing commercial empire includes strong trading links with the Canadas and the United States.  Vanderbilt has been an opponent of the establishment of tariffs in New England, and has lent his considerable financial support to the most pro-United States wing of the Republican Party.  His business dealings suffered a brief setback during the War of 1833, but Vanderbilt has continued to expand his shipping and canal-building empire.  Most of New England’s commerce passes through Vanderbilt-owned ships, and by 1855 he has started to expand his railroad interests, including the first discussions of a transcontinental railroad to unite New England and Canada.

Daniel WEBSTER (1782-1850).  New England statesman.  As a young man and moderate Federalist, Webster is reported to have originally opposed secession, but to have changed his views after the assassination of Rufus King.  He established a strong legal practice in New Hampshire, and then represented that state first as a Representative and then, from 1827, as a Senator.  Along with most of the Federalists, he advocated high tariffs to support the burgeoning manufacturing sector of New England, despite the commercial friction this caused with Britain.  He was selected as Vice-President on Edward Everett’s Federalist ticket in 1838 to win the “swing state” of New Hampshire, and followed into the Presidency in the 1842 elections.  As President, Webster’s most noteworthy act was to purchase Nova Scotia from the United Kingdom.  He is also remembered as a great orator, with quotes such as “I was born an American; I have lived as a New Englander; I will die as a Yankee”.

Levi WOODBURY (1789-1852).  New England statesman and jurist.  Woodbury had a political career in his youth, becoming a New England Senator, before abandoning his political career to accept an appointment to the New England Supreme Court in 1831, and he became the Chief Justice in 1845 after the death of Joseph Story.  Woodbury served as Chief Justice until his death in 1852.

Frances WRIGHT (1795-1850).  Frances Wright was Scottish-born but had a lifelong interest in North America.  She visited North America in her youth.  Her famous travelogue “Views of Society and Manners in North America” hailed New England as a progressive nation but condemned the United States as more backward than the Old World.  Wright was particularly appalled by slavery and made vigorous efforts to finding a way to stop the practice.  Wright settled in New England and became an advocate of further social reform within New England, particularly women’s rights.  Although her demands in areas such as equal education, legal rights for married women, liberal divorce laws, and birth control were not realised in her lifetime, Wright is a viewed as a pioneer by later New England women.

Archibald YELL (1797-present).  American opportunist.  Born in North Carolina, but an early migrant to Tennessee, Yell earned a deserved reputation as an eccentric showman with an eye for the main chance.  He moved seamlessly between military and political careers.  He served a distinguished career in the Tennessee Legislature, interrupted only by occasional bouts of military service.  Yell took part in the War of 1811, the Second Seminole War, the War of 1833, and the First Mexican War.  He led the volunteer contingents in the march on Mexico City, then migrated to North California, where he currently resides.

David Levy YULEE (1810-present).  American statesman.  Born in St Thomas in what would become the U.S. Virgin Islands (part of the Caribbean Territory), Yulee studied in Virginia, and maintained close links with the United States.  A staunch supporter of slavery, Yulee established a plantation in what was then Jackson Territory, and was accepted as the first Jewish Senator.  Yulee has maintained his Jewish faith [1], and has published arguments advocating the compatibility of Judaism with slavery.

--

The following historical characters were not born ITTL:

John Wilkes BOOTH
P.G.T BUREAREGARD
John C. FREMONT
Count Charles Ferdinand Latrille DE LORENCEZ (some people were born post-POD in 1814, but he didn't quite make it)
Stephen Arnold DOUGLAS
Robert C SHENCK
Harriet Beecher STOWE (there was a Harold Stowe born instead)
Fernando WOOD

There were also a few characters who weren’t doing anything notable next, and are thus reserved for the next Where Are They Now:
JAJA of Opobo
LI Hung-Chang
MOSHOESHOE
Robert TOOMBS

--

[1] Mostly because they have many other people to hate, Americans ITTL are notably less anti-Semitic than they were in OTL during the nineteenth century.  Being a Jew can still be a barrier to social advancement in some ways, but much less so than in OTL.

--
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12 July 1858
Buckingham Palace,
London, England
United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland

His Majesty Edward VII, King of England, Scotland, Wales and Ireland, felt that ceremony had long taken up too much of his life.  The endless series of protocols and rituals of office filled up far too much of his time, and he often found the formality clingingly stuffy.  So he was glad to dispense with it on the few occasions when he had the opportunity to.  Such as the first time he had met his youngest brother, Charles, in over a year, who had just returned from Ireland and, before that, Canada.  “So, how did you find Ireland?”

Prince Charles looked distinctly sombre as he spoke.  “The island is ready to revolt – again.”

Edward frowned.  The more experience he had had with Ireland during his lifetime, the more he wished he could be rid of the whole mess.  Two major revolts during his reign, and countless minor problems.  He could never abandon the island, of course – it was an integral part of the Empire – but he had been sorely tempted.  “Another Irish revolt, while we face war with Russia?”

“Alas, yes,” Charles said.  “If not on their own, they will likely treat any distraction with Russia as an ideal time to rebel.”

Edward considered that.  Relations with Russia were fast deteriorating.  The Tsar was leaning very heavily on the Turks, demanding unfettered access through Constantinople, freedom to act in the Holy Land, and further territorial concessions to “protect” the Orthodox subjects throughout the Ottoman Empire, even in Asia, which had a distinct lack of such people.  The Turks could do very little about those demands, but could Britain afford to prop them up alone?

The Foreign Secretary, Lord Palmerston, had been trying valiantly to obtain cooperation against the Russians, without success.  When he wasn’t screaming over the loss of Alsace, the French Emperor was more interested in colonial possessions, perhaps even a partition of the Ottoman Empire, than fighting his recent ally.  Maybe the French Emperor would be of assistance if war broke out, but he was doing nothing to stop war from beginning.  The Swedes and Danes wanted no part of war in the Baltic, the Greeks were more likely to join the Russians than ally with the Turks, and the Holy Roman Emperor had loudly proclaimed the German Confederation’s neutrality in this diplomatic conflict.  There was no help there - and encouraging the Austrians to take an interest in the Balkans might be detrimental in the long term too.  New England was too far away to do anything of consequence in Europe, although they might be of assistance in the Pacific if war came, which seemed increasingly likely each day.

“We could stop such a revolt, I assume,” Edward said.

“Of course.  As we have before.  And as we will have to keep doing again and again.  It would be an eternal nuisance.  Unless...”

Edward said, “Unless we grant them Kingdom status, you mean [1].”

Charles nodded.  “If we grant the Irish that, they will work with us, not against us.”

Edward sighed.  This proposal had come up before, and he had resisted it each time, for what he continued to believe were good reasons.  Ireland was an integral part of the United Kingdom, not a separate country.  Granting such status to the distant colonies was one thing, because there it encouraged unity amongst disparate peoples.  For the same reason, he expected that the colonies in Australia and South Africa would eventually be granted Kingdom status.  But slicing off part of the United Kingdom to Ireland merely encouraged disunity.  While he trusted Charles with the throne, he did not want to risk that a successor might adopt a more separatist stance, particularly given the disaffection of some of the Irish people.  “I have my doubts.”

Charles said, “What will you say during the next Irish revolt, and then the one after that?  Ireland will never rest easily, ruled as it is.  Remember what happened to us when we ignored the demands for Catholic emancipation three decades ago?  The situation is the same here, if not worse.”

Edward said, “Perhaps.”  That was the most he wanted to say, for now.  He would have to give the Irish Question further thought before he answered.  And it would be harder if he had to answer the Eastern Question at the time, as he suspected it would be.  He expected a Russian declaration of war against the Turks to come within weeks, perhaps within days.

Charles said, “Actually, things could become much worse.  What about the Americans?  Their citizens are already enmeshed in Cuba.  Davis is an unknown quantity, but most of his predecessors have been friendly with the tsars.”

“Tyranny calls to tyranny,” Edward muttered.  But his brother raised a worrying point.  The United States had become a stark warning of the danger of unchecked democracy.  Their Expulsion Act had been bad enough, but the latest reports from across the Atlantic suggested that they were considering ways of bonding some of the people within the former Mexican lands they had acquired.  What would happen if the Americans made an alliance with Russia, the other major serf-holding nation?  “But I suppose it would do no harm to ask Parliament to consider the question.”

Charles smiled.  “I will approach them.”

--

Extracts from “The Russian War: Awakening the Northern Bear”
(c) 1949 by Martin van Buren VI
Boston University Press
Boston: New England

Introduction:

“I believe that if this barbarous nation (Russia), the enemy of all progress, should once succeed in establishing itself in the heart of Europe, it would be the greatest calamity which could befall the human race since the birth of the United States.”
- Lord Lyndhurst in a speech to the House of Lords

History, it has often been said, runs in cycles.  Certainly, a review of the history of the nineteenth century since the fall of Napoleon would seem to support that proposition: a cycle of war and peace, with alternating decades largely peaceful then violent, followed the downfall of the tyrant.  The 1810s were violent, the 1820s largely peaceful, the 1830s wracked with war, the 1840s mostly quiet until the twilight of the decade, and in the 1850s war erupted over the world once more.  In North America, the United States began the First Mexican War, then acquired Cuba and Nicaragua.  India saw the Mutiny.  In Europe, the start of the decade saw the continuation of the 1849 revolts, then the Confederation War, then the Second Carlist Wars in Spain, and then the great, continents-spanning clash of the Russian War (called the Turkish War in Europe).

This war began, in essence, due to the death spasms of the Ottoman Empire, although it was also an outgrowth of the broader Anglo-Russian rivalry which was to remain prominent throughout the rest of the nineteenth century.  The Ottoman Empire had been slowly dying for decades, of course, but Tsar Nicholas II was determined to deliver the definitief messer [2].  He had a number of demands, and their cumulative effect was to remove large parts of Ottoman territory and reduce the rest to a vassal state.  The Ottomans refused to concede these demands, with British support, and the result was a war which broke out in the summer of 1858, and which was to drag on into the next decade and involve military action on four continents [3].

In North America, the result was to involve New England in her first war in over thirty years, and the abolition of Russian control over Alaska...

--

From “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

NAKHIMOV, Pavel Stepanovich, Admiral Nakhimov (1802-1874).  One of Russia’s most famous naval heroes.  Nakhimov distinguished himself during the Russian War, inflicting a savage defeat on the Turkish Navy at Sinope, then defeating the Royal Navy in an engagement off Zonguldak.  Although he was ultimately defeated when a larger battlefleet was sent from Britain, Nakhimov’s heroics earned him enduring fame within Russia.

--

Extracts from letters sent by Sergeant Jonathan Pierce, 1st New South Wales Mounted Infantry Regiment, to his wife Alice, while his regiment was serving in the quelling of the Indian Mutiny.

23 February 1859

This whole country is devilishly hot.  I asked one of the local sepoys, one of the ones we still trust, and he told me that this is the cool time of the year!  He also said that they have two seasons.  The “dry” season, where it rains every day, and the monsoon, when it rains all day.  You never can tell with these chaps.

27 May 1859

What we do in this country, so I swear before God, should never be done anywhere else on the face of the world.  My pen can’t shape the letters, or my mind the words, to describe what we found in Delhi.  Mutiny is one thing.  I’d never say it to my men, but I’d be disappointed if they didn’t feel like disagreeing with me now and then.  But what these disloyal sepoys have done to the white people they found won’t be repeated.  When at last I come home and look into your eyes again, I beg of you not to ask me to describe this scene in Delhi, lest you see it reflected in my eyes or in my words, and thus see a vision of things which God has properly reserved only to take place in the fires of eternal damnation.  And what we will do, what we have to do, to stop this happening again, is worse treatment than we ever handed out the blacks back home.  I always thought that the blacks were little better than animals, but calling these mutineers animals is an insult to honest cattle and dogs everywhere.  Even the American jackals wouldn’t do something as bad as this.  If this mutiny is truly inspired by the Russians, as some of our officers insist, then King Edward shouldn’t stop his war with them until we’ve marched to St Petersburg and burned the whole city to the ground, so that no-one ever gets an idea like this again.

--

[1] Viz, the same “kingdom within Empire” status which was granted to Canada.

[2] A Neudeutsch phrase which has slipped into English, meaning roughly “the final knife”.

[3] Europe, Asia, Africa and North America.

--

Decades of Darkness #55: New England, Old Problems

Popular and Electoral Votes for President in 1854
From “1810-1910: A Century of New England Political History”
(c) 1912 by William H. Baldwin
Sandler Publishing Company, Long Island

The 1854 presidential elections demonstrated that the two-party system was, perhaps irrevocably, breaking apart.  In particular, the reign of the Federalist Party was coming to an end.  The Federalists had dominated New England’s politics for the first four decades of its history – with only one brief intermission under the Sanford presidency – but their dominance was clearly weakening by the 1840s.  It has been argued (Clay, 1908; Leinonen, 1910) that the Federalists would have lost their influence much sooner if not for the War of 1833.  According to this view, the War of 1833 discredited the Republican Party for the next decade.  Others have argued (Van Buren, 1906) that it was only Sanford’s personal charisma which won his office, and emphasise the continuity of government throughout the first four decades.

In any event, by the late 1840s, the Radicals had emerged as a clear third party in the New England political structure.  They were not just an outgrowth of the Republicans, but a new force in politics which also won the support of former Federalist voters.  Indeed, the rise of the Radicals, and subsequent disputes with the Republicans, concealed for a time how far the Federalist star had waned.  In 1838, Everett had won almost two-thirds of the presidential votes, and the Federalists had won commanding majorities in both Houses of Congress.  Twelve years later, Winthrop struggled into the presidency with only 42% of the presidential vote.

In 1856, the situation was to prove even worse.  The Federalist Party declined both in absolute votes but also, more importantly, geographically.  The Federalists had historically dominated six states – Massachusetts, Maine, Connecticut, Rhode Island, Vermont and New Hampshire – and held a strong presence in New York.  However, by 1852, the Federalist vote had crumbled in New York, and they were in retreat in New Hampshire, Vermont, and Rhode Island.  The Federalists looked in danger of becoming a regional party confined to Massachusetts and Maine... 

In this backdrop, the three parties chose their candidates.  The Federalists opted for John Staniford Robinson, the prominent Vermont Senator, in a bid to secure that wavering state, and Hannibal Hamlin of Maine for their vice-presidential candidate.  The Republican convention opted for the unspectacular but reliable Franklin Pierce from New Hampshire, narrowly ahead of Milliard Fillmore, who again became their vice-presidential candidate.  The Radicals opted for Thomas Wilson Dorr, who had recently won such a spectacular success in achieving constitutional change in Rhode Island, and selected the fervently anti-slavery and anti-American Thaddeus Stevens of Vermont for their vice-presidential candidate.

              Popular Votes           Electoral Votes
State         Rob.    Pie.    Dorr    Rob. Pie. Dorr
Connecticut   20,765  16,151  9,229   10   0    0
Maine         43,133  18,103  8,332   13   0    0
Massachusetts 74,745  30,139  15,672  22   0    0
Long Island   40,494  59,991  49,492  0    15   0
New Hampshire 12,646  14,368  11,894  0    8    0
New Jersey    19,998  35,648  31,301  0    12   0
New York      129,915 181,881 121,254 0    50   0
Rhode Island  12,631  3,286   15,099  0    0    5
Vermont       14,196  14,095  9,804   8    0    0
Total         368,524 373,662 272,078 53   85   5

After the electoral results were announced, three things became clear.  Pierce was destined for electoral office, the Radicals were a growing political force to be reckoned with, and the Federalists would need to find a counterweight to the political strength of New York if they were ever to attain office again.  Their answer to that dilemma saw them form a most unexpected temporary alliance with the Radicals...

--

Selected Important Dates in North American History: 1850-1855
From “1810-1910: A Century of New England History”
(c) 1946, Prof. Meredith E. Sun-Walker
Vanderbilt Press
New York: New England

1850:

First national convention of the Radical Party, a merger of the old Whig Party with the more extreme Republicans.  The convention chooses Thomas Wilson Dorr and Charles Francis Adams to represent the party on the first national ticket.  At first, the Radicals are seen as a fringe party, but several mainstream Republicans are heard to offer similar views.

1851: 
Robert Charles Winthrop (Massachusetts), Federalist, inaugurated as the 11th President of New England, after a controversial election where the election was sent to the House of Representatives.  Winthrop’s presidency would be further complicated because he had acquired a Republican Vice-President, Milliard Fillmore (New York), who had been on the Republican ticket and was elected through the electoral college despite Dayton’s failure to secure the presidency.

1852:

A long-sought referendum is held in Rhode Island, and that state’s prohibitive property qualifications for voting (requiring land ownership) are abolished.  This referendum, the result of more than a decade’s agitation by Thomas Dorr and his followers, means that only four states (Massachusetts, Maine, Connecticut and Vermont) still have some form of property qualification for office.

1853:

Rhode Island and Connecticut legislatures ratify the proposed constitutional amendment to end the native-born restrictions on the presidency and other federal offices.  The Fourth Amendment will take effect from 1 January 1854.

1854:

Prominent New York State Senator Abraham Lincoln defects to the Radical Party, the most prominent in a string of departures from the Republicans.  The Republicans’ political position has, however, been partially compensated by a steady drift of Federalists to the Republican ranks, particularly in New Hampshire, Vermont and Connecticut.

First transatlantic telegraph cable laid, connected New England to the United Kingdom.  It is only in service for three months.

1855

Franklin Pierce (New Hampshire), Republican, inaugurated as the 12th President of New England.  Milliard Fillmore (New York), Republican, is returned as Vice-President.

--

4 December 1855
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

Abraham Lincoln had, as a rule, found little time for dealing with the Federalists since his appointment to the New England Senate.  They seemed, to him, to represent most of what was wrong with New England.  They were alien to a true spirit of democracy, with their continued opposition to extension of the franchise, and their continual grovelling to the King of England.  He understood the need for friendship with England, but that did not mean that they needed to crawl.  They should realise that the English needed New England’s support just as much as New England needed friends in London.

Now, however, the Federalists were turning to the Radicals for support.  This was his second meeting with Senator Hamlin, and Lincoln had begun to think the Federalists were genuine in their pursuit of a common cause.  He had also begun to think that Hamlin was misplaced in the Federalists, and should be persuaded to join the Radical cause, but that was a matter for another day.

Lincoln said, “Forgive me if I sound reluctant, sir, but I do not understand why you and your Federalist colleagues have decided to support the admission of both Michigan and Nova Scotia, after so long in opposition to it.”  More than that, he wondered what trick lay beneath this offer.

Hamlin said, “I thought that you would welcome our support, given your long advocacy for their statehood.”

Lincoln nodded.  “They are our citizens.  They should be granted representation, or we will be little better than the United States, who have taken much of Mexico but refuse to grant the people there any responsible government.”

Hamlin looked uncomfortable at the comparison, Lincoln noted.  Few Federalists did.  It seemed that Hamlin possessed a democratic conscience after all.  Perhaps he could even be redeemed to a genuinely democratic party.

After an awkward pause, Hamlin said, “If I may speak plainly, sir, we need Michigan and Nova Scotia to balance New York.  Even with the separation of Long Island, that state determines nearly every presidential election.”

Ah, you were glad to keep it as one state when you routinely won it, but now wish to abandon it when the tides of politics ebb against you, Lincoln thought.  “Do you think that Michigan and Nova Scotia will so readily vote for you?”

Hamlin shrugged.  “I doubt they will vote Republican... particularly since the Republicans are sure to oppose their admission.”

Lincoln considered the matter.  He suspected that Nova Scotia would vote Federalist.  But Michigan would be more likely to support the Radicals, he judged, and Michigan was surely the greater prize.  “So be it, then.  Let us introduce a bill together to support to admit Michigan and Nova Scotia... as one state each.”

If this deal with the Federalists held for other matters, Lincoln reflected, there would be much to gain.  He had many other proposals he wanted to implement, particularly in terms of foreign policy.  The United States had bullied too many small countries, and it carried on its abominable trade in slavery.  But politics had taught him the importance of taking one step at a time.

--

Popular and Electoral Votes for President in 1858
From “1810-1910: A Century of New England Political History”
(c) 1912 by William H. Baldwin
Sandler Publishing Company, Long Island

The 1858 presidential elections were contested against the backdrop of war with Russia, but strangely enough this made little difference to the outcome.  The war in North America was settled before the date of election, and no candidate advocated more than naval intervention in the war in Europe.  There was more active debate on the question of how New England should be compensated for its participation in the war, but no-one expected this to be answered until the war in Europe ended.  The elections were also noteworthy as the first time when Nova Scotia and Michigan voted to elect a president.  Their contributions were not expected to be decisive, as the new states had only three electoral votes each [1], but this was still a historic election.

For the presidential candidates, the Federalists returned to their heartland territory, and chose the redoubtable Senator Emory Washburn from Massachusetts to seek the nation’s highest office, and Chauncey Fitch Cleveland of Connecticut to seek the vice-presidential office.  The Republicans finally elected the patient Milliard Fillmore of New York as their presidential candidate, and Daniel Haines of New Jersey as vice-president.  The Radical convention was the most bitterly-contested.  Eventually, the delegates abandoned Thomas Dorr, who had twice failed of election, and nominated Senator Abraham Lincoln of New York, and for their vice-presidential candidate chose Hannibal Hamlin, the man whom Lincoln had brought from the Federalists, in the hope of capturing Maine, a state which had voted Federalist since its creation.

The campaigning was vigorous, particularly against Abraham Lincoln, whom some of the Federalists accused of being an “American-born tyrant”.  Lincoln for his part maintained a dignified silence to these slanders, but concentrated again on issues such as the slave trade and foreign policy, and further domestic political reform.  Fillmore was caught in the midst of this campaigning, and chose no strong issues to advocate.  His best hope of election was from voters who could not stomach either the staunch conservatism of Washburn or the radical liberalism of Lincoln.

The election campaigning confirmed the breakdown of the two-party system, and as the election drew near, it became clear that all three parties had an opportunity of winning the presidential election...

              Popular Votes         Electoral Votes
State         Was.    Fil.    Lin.    Was. Fil. Lin.
Connecticut   21,996  16,997  10,998  10   0    0
Maine         31,655  11,320  32,391  0    0    13
Massachusetts 83,586  28,733  18,284  22   0    0
Long Island   39,124  61,034  56,339  0    15   0
New Hampshire 15,596  13,067  13,488  8    0    0
New Jersey    18,355  41,299  32,122  0    12   0
New York      129,915 168,408 182,844 0    1    49
Rhode Island  14,654  3,249   14,589  5    0    0
Vermont       15,371  15,270  10,629  8    0    0
Michigan      29,645  17,314  34,709  0    0    3
Nova Scotia   22,945  11,515  8,031   3    0    0
Total         422,843 388,206 414,424 56   28   65

At the time, the result of the 1858 elections induced nearly as much controversy as the 1850 elections.  Lincoln had won the plurality of votes in the electoral college, but he lagged behind in the overall popular vote count.  With the election sent to the House of Representatives, the arguments and bargaining began.  Eventually, Fillmore decided that he had more in common with Lincoln than Washburn, and Lincoln was elected as the 13th President of New England.

--

Letter from John Davies, Connecticut State Representative, to his cousin Richard H. Davies, who resided in Sydney, New South Wales, describing his reaction to the 1858 elections.
Cited in “The Uncivil War: Foreign Relations between the United States and New England during the Davis and Lincoln Presidencies” (c) 1942 Joshua C. Harker.  Boston University Press.  Boston: New England.

... No matter what result Congress chose, a large faction of the country would claim they had been wronged.  The Federalists are arguing that Washburn has been deprived of his rightful status after winning the popular vote.  The Radicals proclaim that justice has been done.  It makes scant difference.  What matters most is the future.  During the campaign, Lincoln spoke most vigorously about his views on policy.  This leaves the largest question of all, and it is one I hope finds a good answer: Now that he has won the Presidency of what he so fondly calls “our Northern Confederacy”, how shall President Lincoln deal with President Davis of the United States of America?

--

[1] When Michigan and Nova Scotia were admitted, Congress said, in effect, “Thank you very much.  Now please send us two Senators and one Representative each, and we’ll reapportion your representation after the 1860 census.”

--

Decades of Darkness #56: What Is And What Should Never Be

Excerpts from “Great American Speeches”
(c) 1946 By Peter van Buren,
Bear Flag Publishing Company
Los Angeles, North California
United States of America

Senator John Henry Hammond’s address to the Senate, in response to the reading of a copy of Abraham Lincoln’s inaugural address, 1859

“Sirs, the greatest strength of the United States arises from the harmony of her political and social institutions.   This harmony gives her a frame of society, the best in the world, and an extent of political freedom, combined with entire security, such as no other people have ever enjoyed upon the face of the earth.  Society precedes government; creates it, and ought to control it; but as far as we can look back in historic times we find the case different; for government is no sooner created than it becomes too strong for society, and shapes and moulds, as well as controls it.  In later centuries the progress of civilization and of intelligence has made the divergence so great as to produce civil wars and revolutions; and it is nothing now but the want of harmony between governments and societies which occasions all the uneasiness and trouble and terror that we see abroad.  It was this that brought on the American Revolution.  We threw off a Government not adapted to our social system, and made one for ourselves.  The question is, how far have we succeeded?  The United States, so far as that is concerned, is satisfied, harmonious, and prosperous, but demands one more thing: to be let to develop our society as we see fit.

“In this hallowed chamber, we have heard the words of that misplaced Kentuckian, a follower of that other noted resident of that state, Cassius Clay.  This misplaced Kentuckian dares to condemn our social institutions, and assert that his misguided government has the right to make demands of us.  In this, he is sorely mistaken.  For if we first cast off a Government not adapted to our social system, why would we listen to the fleeting leader of a few rebellious states in the north?  This man will be cast out of office after such a brief span of years that no-one will bother to heed his words, for they know that a different leader will voice a new policy the day after tomorrow.  Mr Lincoln and his fellow Yankees would do well to consider another example of history, the Republic of Florence, which failed in its government and returned to aristocracy because it held its chief officers in place for scarcely a year.  In this modern age, having a chief executive who serves only four years is scarcely better, and no-one need listen to someone whose policies may so soon be replaced, and who can never lead his country again.  This is the society our rebellious cousins have built for themselves in New England.  Fleeting is their leadership; faded is their government; hypocrisy is their guiding principle.  They proclaim loudly for the rightness of democracy, of the equality of man, and yet their every action betrays their insincerity.  If they respected democracy so much, why did their fathers abandon it and the nation they had democratically chosen, in a misguided rebellion over small matters of commerce?  If they truly accepted the equality of man they proclaim when they demand we free people in bondage, they would not exclude so many free men from their own body politic, or continue their practice of bringing in men from across the seas to be held in the lowest rung of society, in unending drudgery.

“For the truth is, in all social systems there must be a class to do the menial duties, to perform the drudgery of life.  That is, a class requiring but a low order of intellect and but little skill.  Its requisites are vigour, docility, fidelity.  Such a class you must have, or you would not have that other class which leads progress, civilization, and refinement.  It constitutes the very mud-sill of society and of political government; and you might as well attempt to build a house in the air, as to build either the one or the other, except on this mud-sill.  Fortunately for the United States, she found a race adapted to that purpose to her hand.  A race inferior to her own, but eminently qualified in temper, in vigour, in docility, in capacity to stand the climate, to answer all her purposes.  We use them for our purpose, and call them slaves.  We found them slaves by the common "consent of mankind," which, according to Cicero, "lex naturae est."  The highest proof of what is Nature's law.  We are old-fashioned at the United States yet; slave is a word discarded now by "ears polite;" I will not characterize that class at the North by that term; but you have it; it is there; it is everywhere; it is eternal.

“The vagrant from New York [Abraham Lincoln] said last month that the whole world had abolished slavery.  Aye, the name, but not the thing; all the powers of the earth cannot abolish that.  God only can do it when he repeals the fiat, "the poor ye always have with you;" for the man who lives by daily labor, and scarcely lives at that, and who has to put out his labor in the market, and take the best he can get for it; in short, his whole hireling class of manual laborers and "operatives," are essentially slaves.  The difference between us is, that our slaves are hired for life and well compensated; there is no starvation, no begging, no want of employment among our people, and not too much employment either.  Yours are hired by the day, not cared for, and scantily compensated, which may be proved in the most painful manner, at any hour in any street of your large towns.  Why, you meet more beggars in one day, in any single street of the city of New York [1], than you would meet in a lifetime in the whole United States.  When one of your daily wage-slaves grows old or infirm or injured, your factory-owners cast him out into the streets, with no care for their well-being or humanity, and show him less regard than they would for the dogs they own.  But within our system, our property is respected, cared for, and fed.  Where is the old or injured slave who is cast out into the cold?  You will not find him, for he does not exist.  A slave is cared for, he is well-treated.  A factory worker in New England, what hope does he have for the future?

“We do not think that whites should be slaves either by law or necessity.  Our slaves are black, of another and inferior race.  The status in which we have placed them is an elevation.  They are elevated from the condition in which God first created them, by being made our slaves.  None of that race on the whole face of the globe can be compared with the slaves of the United States.  They are happy, content, unaspiring, and utterly incapable, from intellectual weakness, ever to give us any trouble by their aspirations.  Yours are white, of your own race, if temporarily cut off by the barriers of language; you are brothers of one blood.  They are your equals in natural endowment of intellect, and they feel galled by their degradation.  Our slaves do not vote.  We give them no political power.  Yours would vote, and, fast becoming the majority in your “Confederacy”, will soon become the depositaries of all your political power.  If they knew the tremendous secret, that the ballot-box is stronger than "an army with banners," and could combine, where would you be?  Your society would be reconstructed, your government overthrown, your property divided, not as they have mistakenly attempted to initiate such proceedings by meeting in parks, with arms in their hands, but by the quiet process of the ballot-box.  You have been proclaiming war upon us to our very hearthstones.  How would you like for us to send lecturers and agitators North, to teach these people this, to aid in combining, and to lead them?

--

Excerpts from “Slavery in the New World: How the Industrial Age became the Second Dark Ages”
(c) 1948 by Professor Giuseppe von Ovido
University of Venice
Venice, German Empire

Chapter 6: Agriculturalism in Transition: The Northern States

The old pattern of agricultural slavery in the northern states [Maryland, Delaware, Virginia, North Carolina] had become well-established by the early nineteenth century: constant overuse of the land on plantation monocultures, leading to soil depletion and the collapse in viability of the plantations.  This led to a shift in the use of slaves in the northern states, with some opting to (temporarily) free most of their slaves, while others chose to export them to the burgeoning agricultural states of the Midwest.  Particularly after the Third Anglo-American War [2], some of the slaves were shifted to manufacturing, including through the rent/shift method, whereby slaves working on tobacco or wheat for half of the year but were rented out to manufacturers for the other six months (or used in the slaveowner’s own factories, in the case of those rare planters who abandoned class snobbery to establish industrial works as well).  This would be an increasing contributor to the acceptance of industrialised slavery.

However, the advance of science restored the viability of plantation agriculture in the northern states during the mid- to late nineteenth century.  Experiments begun by planters such as Edmund Ruffin demonstrated how agricultural science, including advances in plowing techniques, systems of crop rotation, better drainage and fertilisers, could restore the declining capacity of the soil.  This led to some return to the plantation system in the northern states, including expanded growth of tobacco and other crops.  It did not entirely reverse the earlier processes, since some slaves continued to be sold interstate to the booming territories elsewhere in the United States, and manufacturing became of greater importance, but it did allow planters to continue their dominant role within the society of the northern states...

--

Extracts from “Slaves, Serfs and Peons: Indenture in the Industrial Age”
By Michelle Davies
Hobson University
Eden [Auckland, New Zealand], Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1947 Eagle Publishing Company: Eden.  Used with permission

The Yucatan System

The not-quite-annexation of the Yucatan in 1851 had incalculable influence on the development of indentured labour within the United States.  For the first time, the United States had acquired territory where a system of indenture was in place which allowed a categorisation between free and slave; the serfs who had formerly been present in the Yucatan.  Many of the soldiers and other observers of Yucatan society began to advocate it as a useful system for maintaining treatment of the more civilized Indian tribes and, in time, for other non-white peoples within the United States.

The initial experience of the Caste Wars in the Yucatan might have been expected to produce a less than positive reaction to the potential of serfdom.  However, most of the Americans who saw the system viewed it more as a system which needed perfection, rather than an abject failure.  (There was also a strong sense of implicit racism, which could be roughly expressed as “those damn greasers can’t run a society properly; they need the white race to show them how to do it”.)  Indeed, as the U.S. Army gradually re-imposed order on the Yucatan, the peninsula’s rich economic potential began to materialise by the late 1850s [3].  The ladino elites gladly accepted American support and re-imposed serfdom on the Maya Indians, but it was a much more carefully-regulated system than previously.  The newly-designated serfs still owed labour to the haciendados and plantation owners, but they also had legal protection of their own, including limits on working hours and permission to marry.  This system was not invented outright by the Americans, but they had influence in codifying it in a way which minmised the risk of further outbreaks.

As the Yucatan developed further, it became a microcosm for the same frontier American society which would arise in a much larger scale thereafter.  Yucatan society consisted of an established elite, the haciendados and some American planters who had established themselves in what was still then classed as the Yucatan Protectorate.  Below them were ranked the poor but free citizens, mostly Spanish-speaking but also with some English-speaking anglo immigrants.  In the Yucatan, this including the upper-class mestizos in much greater proportion than would be the case elsewhere in former Mexican territory.  These groups filled most of the supporting roles in the society: the military, the police, the overseers, and the middle-class roles.

Below the free citizens lay a blurrier class of non-citizens, relatively rare in the Yucatan but more common elsewhere, including some mestizos and other particularly poor people of European descent.  These people were gradually assimilated either into freedom or into the class of debt-slave – an American innovation on a pre-existing Mexican system – where they owed labour to a citizen, but could theoretically work off the debt.  Debt-slaves were noted for their greater mobility, since they could have their contracts sold to others (usually on request), unlike the lower-class serfs who were bound to a place rather than directly to an owner.  Debt-slaves formed the uppermost echelons of indentured society, respected and well-treated, with virtually no limits on their education, and the most readily freed.  Debt-slaves in the Yucatan itself were rather a small group, mostly filling administrative roles, but when this system expanded to Mexico proper, they became noted for other roles, particularly as factory labour.  People of indentured rank below debt-slaves often sought to be sold into debt-slavery as a difficult but more reliable road to freedom.

Beneath the debt-slaves of the Yucatan lay what was in this case by far the largest class: serfs.  These were Maya (and a few other Indian tribes) in a regulated system of bonded labour.  In keeping with the pre-American era, serfs were predominantly rural, working land which was either directly owned by the local planter or haciendado, and delivering their produce in exchange for protection.  Depending on the arrangements of a particular plantation, the serfs might be left mostly to run their own affairs provided they delivered agricultural produce, or they might be organised to produce plantation crops.  This varied from landowner to landowner, but generally speaking the anglos were more likely to impose a plantation system, and reward their serfs more for doing so.  Serfs were firmly indentured, but had the aforementioned legal protections, including some protection against physical abuse.  This legal protection was far from universally enforced, but sometimes those who struck serfs were punished for assault, and had their punishment widely-publicised [4].

To this already complex social system in the Yucatan, two further groups were gradually added: slaves and convicts.  Negro slaves were imported by many of the American planters, and in time by some of the haciendados, since they were deemed to be more tractable and reliable than serfs, and some also considered them more suited to the climate.  Slaves were used mostly in cash crops for plantations, rather than for food crops like serfs, but a few slaves were also used in quarries.  Slaves fell unquestionably at the bottom of American society, bound by racial views as permanently in a state of property rather than other forms of indenture.  The other classes had at least a few legal rights, and were always viewed as people (although not citizens), but blacks in American society were trapped in their role forever.  They could not even escape through intermarriage, as a few others were able to do.  Mestizos might eventually acquire enough European blood to be classed as white, and thus worthy of freedom, but the “one drop” rule denied such an option to slaves.

The other group used in the Yucatan was convicts.  Convict labour was originally used as a punishment, with captured Indians from other areas shipped to the Yucatan to work as de facto slave labour (provided they were deemed to be safe; other Indians were simply killed on capture).  Convicts were in many cases treated worse than slaves – who were, after all, valuable – but their children would at least not be slaves.  There might occasionally be other forms of punishment, since the children of mixed-blood convicts might also lose citizen status, but they had at least some chance of retaining citizenship.  Convicts would be used in many areas throughout American society as it developed, including even some whites who were used as convicts, but few of those whites would be shipped to tropical areas.

Thus, as the Yucatan developed, it formed into a hierarchical society with a variety of classes of free, indentured and slaves.  The planters ruled from the top, supported by the other free classes, and then debt-slaves, serfs, convicts and slaves below.  The Yucatan developed into a wealthy area as a result, with the enormous potential of sissal supported by other crops such as sugar, coffee and tropical fruit.  Timber also became an important commodity, both for export and the beginnings of the shipbuilding industry.  The Yucatan saw a growing population of immigrants, including rich anglos and unwilling slaves, particularly after formal annexation, and this brought a gradual growth of the English language, and assisted with assimilation into the rest of the United States.

When this system expanded to Mexico proper, a further class was added: the rank of peon for those mestizos who were bound to the land, like serfs.  They were similar in most respects to serfs, but had higher social status and some additional rights, particularly in terms of freedom from abuse.  Peons also had much better prospects of freedom through intermarriage.  While the child of a serf was always a serf, the child of a peon to a free citizen often could achieve freedom.

The Yucatan adventure was to form the basis of the later American social system [5].  There were important differences in some areas, of course.  In particular, there was a distinction between the areas where there was a large Spanish-speaking or Indian population, and those areas which had been underpopulated before English-speakers arrived.  The latter areas, forming most of the older parts of the United States, developed much more into a bipolar society, with a large majority of people falling into either white or slave categories, and relatively few of the intermediate classes (only a few who migrated for one reason or another).  These areas were also linguistically homogenous much earlier, with English the dominant language throughout their history.  The remaining areas had a much more mixed population, dominated either by serfs or debt-slaves, depending on the area, and where Spanish and other languages would linger much longer.  These areas also tended to have fewer slaves, and made much more use of the semi-free forms of labour...

Cotton: King of Slavery?

The economic importance of cotton plays an intriguing role in the development of American slavery.  On the one hand, there is little doubt that cotton had a strong impetus for the expansion of slave agriculture, driving much of the American expansion into the Mississippi Valley during the first half of the nineteenth century.  In 1810, slavery had seemed to be fading in many areas of the United States, but the rapid rise of cotton-based plantation agriculture reversed this trend.  From Alabama to Missouri, new territories were opened and filled up with cotton plantations.  This led to massively increased demand for slaves, and thus an economic outlet for the otherwise failing slave economies of the northern-tier states such as Virginia, North Carolina and Kentucky, which had previously shown signs of abandoning slavery.

However, although in some aspects cotton was a cause of slavery expansion, in many more significant respects it was a barrier as well.  Cotton was a crop of such immense profitability that, for a time, it nearly drove slave labour out of most other agriculture and kept it almost completely out of manufacturing.  Some slave-based manufacturing had developed before the War of 1833, and more arose after that war, in large part because of government sponsored industry in key areas to develop its growth and encourage independence from the British Empire and New England.  But while manufacturing expanded in the United States, for a time, it was reliant mostly on free labour – except in certain specialised areas – since the market price of cotton slaves was too great.  Similarly, other agricultural products such as tobacco, indigo, and rice, were nearly excluded from slave labour by the dominance of cotton.  Cotton plantations could typically achieve a return on investment of 16-20% per annum, far in excess of most competitor products, and thus, even in manufacturing where slave labour was profitable, it was less profitable than using the same slaves in cotton (or, in a few cases, tobacco).

The dominance of cotton agriculture to the exclusion of all else gradually faded, however.  There were several contributing factors.  There was a gradual decline in cotton prices, particularly through over-supply, and in some instances such as the post-War of 1833 agricultural slump.  The reduction in cotton profitability thus meant that some other uses of slave labour become competitive.

A second factor was the re-legalisation of the slave trade.  Importation of slaves (from Cuba, Brazil and eventually Africa) caused some reduction in the price of slaves.  The reimportation of slaves had originally begun as a political measure, but it found intense support from producers in any areas where cheaper slave prices would increase profitability and return on investment, which in practice meant almost anywhere other than cotton.  Industrialists, some planters (particularly in the sugar states of Louisiana and Jackson), miners, railroad builders, and others, all encouraged this importation.  However, there was always a fine balance.  Some importation of slaves was politically permitted, but the existing slaveowners, particularly planters, did not want to se the value of their slaves drop too much (reducing their capital), and this led to a careful moderation in the number of slaves imported.

The third factor, and the one which would in the long-term be most important, was the rise of non-slave indentured labour.  Debt-slaves, peons, and serfs were all people with legal rights, but in need of an opportunity to use their labour (and thus gain protection from poverty).  They had some distinct advantages over slaves, such as being permitted to read, and being generally more motivated due to the chance to earn freedom.  They also had some distinct disadvantages, such as not being capable of being ordered to work quite as hard as slaves.  This meant that they were not considered for cotton, but it also meant that they were an indentured labour force available to work in other areas.

Over time, other factors would also further encourage reliance of slaves away from cotton.  The diversification of agricultural products as the United States expanded led to some areas where slaves were also highly profitable – such as sugar, sisal, and tropical fruit – and cotton thus declined in relative importance.  In the long-term, the rise of new manufacturing techniques such as the rise of assembly lines would find yet other avenues for the use of slave labour...

--

Excerpts from “Slavery in the New World: How the Industrial Age became the Second Dark Ages”
(c) 1948 by Professor Giuseppe von Ovido
University of Venice
Venice, German Empire

Chapter 9: The Move Into Mexico

One of the key differences between the Old World and the New is that the latter places a much higher importance on racial distinctions.  To be a German or a Russian is not a matter of race, but of culture.  Yet in the New World, this position is reversed.  Many of the unfortunate Negro slaves have been held in bondage for centuries.  They speak English, the dominant language of the United States, and have lost their own culture to be replaced by that of their American fellows.  Yet they are held out of joining proper society through the barrier of race.  New World slavery is, at its heart, racially-based.  Although some of these barriers have become blurred in recent times due to ongoing intermarriage, the distinctions amongst American society remain in essence racially based.

This is nowhere made clearer than in the United States’ gradual acquisition of Mexico.  The United States first acquired Texas-Coahuila, an area with a considerable population who were separated both by race and language.  The American response was to exclude those separate segments of the population from political representation, by keeping Coahuila and West Texas as Territories rather than admitting them as states.  When the United States acquired much more of Mexico, they could no longer follow such a practice, since there were many more people who could not be denied some form of representation.  Instead, the Americans had to develop new methods of solving what they regarded as a racial problem, and one which led in its turn to the expansion of the American slavery system [6].

The American social system took some time to develop.  At first, they simply sought to categorise people on the basis of a combination of race and wealth.  The pre-American racial distinctions of blanco, mestizo, and indio were adopted, in a modified form, to form racial distinctions.  The granting of “white” status was the rarest, since that mean allowing former Mexicans into the upper echelons of American society.  This was mostly granted to the richer blancos¸ particularly the haciendado class.  Sometimes wealth proved to be a more important marker even than race, since some rich mestizos and even indios were granted equivalent status to whites soon after the Americans acquired the territory.  However, while the United States would make exceptions for those of inferior race who had already reached a position of high status, they would not allow those without such status to acquire it.

Instead, the United States gradually developed a new race-based system of slavery.  Peons and serfs were explicit race-based slave classes, the former being mestizos and the latter indios.  Here as later, the United States worked through the local elites after a conquest, and used the local haciendados to extend this system, who gradually became American-style planters and landowners.  The system of debt-peonage was extended into two classes, peons and debt-slaves, thus granting the haciendados additional wealth through labour they were owed, and seeking to formalise a system which previously had relied mostly on tradition and inertia.  This was encouraged through American emphasis on property rights [7], which had been sadly lacking under the former Mexican administration, and one which the haciendados gradually emulated.  They were encouraged by the example of those Americans who moved into these northern-tier Mexican provinces and established their own plantations.

The haciendados did not impose the full American system immediately, with many people remaining in a nebulous category of non-citizenship, based on race.  After the Americans clarified the rules of citizenship [see the Citizenship Act section, below], the northern-tier Mexican provinces became much more rigidly organised.  Many of the free people who owed no debt-peonage were simply classed as citizens, particularly ranchers and those who opposed the still-independent Indians, while the others now had to fit themselves into one of the slavery classes where they could, based on race or convenience.  Most of the indios (few of those, in the northern-tier provinces) were classed as serfs, while the mestizos became either peons or debt-slaves.

The race-based patterns of American slavery in Mexico became more complex due to demographic trends.  There were many anglo migrants to the former Mexican territories, but these were mostly men.  Being men, they sought out women, and found them mostly amongst the mestizos.  Marriage was usually enough to raise the status of a peon woman to freedom; if not for herself, then for her children.  This was in sharp contrast to the “one drop” rule which the same Americans applied to Negroes.  There was considerable intermarriage between whites and mestizo women in the northern-tier provinces during the first two decades of acquisition, and it created a mixed class of free but generally poor whites who formed a large part, sometimes a majority, of the population of the territories.  Many of the mestizo men left the United States during those years, settling in the remnant of Mexico to the south.

Once they felt secure in the dominance of their “race”, and with those people they deemed unworthy excluded through the Citizenship Act, the United States felt safe to add former Mexican territory directly to their body politic, starting first with Coahuila and West Texas, then a long list of states stretching to the Pacific.  These new states included a higher proportion of free people, including former Mexicans, than would be permitted in later conquests.  In many ways, the acquisitions of the First Mexican War were a testing ground.  As the United States moved further south, it would acquire new territories with a pre-existing method of classification, and an established system for co-opting local elites and transforming Mexican society (and later other nationalities).  This would be a pattern repeated over and over in the history of the United States...

--

Excerpt from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Citizenship Act: A landmark Act passed by the United States Congress in 1859.  This act regulated who should be considered as citizens of the United States, the grades available, and the voting and other rights available to each class.  The Act made provision for serfs, debt-slaves, peons, slaves, convicts, Indians, and “other persons who shall be held indentured”.  All of these classes (except Indians) were considered to be worth three-fifths of a free man for determining representation for Congress; Indians who were not taxed were not considered for representation.

Its proponents justified the Citizenship Act in terms of Roman citizenship, as the “ancient example of a successful slaveowning republic”.  The highest grade was voting citizen, which included anyone who fit into an individual state or territory’s requirements for voting, and held U.S. citizenship.  The next grade was non-voting citizen, which included men denied the franchise, women, and children, but these also had legal rights.  Below this fell the various grades of indentured labour, with special provisions applicable for slaves (property), and convicts, who could in some circumstances be stripped of their citizenship.  The Act also defined non-citizen inhabitants of the United States, including recent immigrants, Indians not taxed, Spanish-speaking citizens of Coahuila, the various groups of the Caribbean Territory [8], and specified some conditions for them to be admitted as citizens (but dependent on the wishes of people in individual states).  The Act was passed in response to debates which arose out of the annexation of Cuba in 1858, and how to classify the large mixture of people who had just been acquired, but it applied to all the territory of the United States.

--

[1] A lot of Americans at this point had trouble distinguishing New York State in New England, where Abraham Lincoln resided, from New York City, which was not part of his state.  Hammond either shares this misapprehension, or is willing to stretch the truth to make his point.

[2] A common Germano-Italian name for the War of 1833.  German historians often make remarks about Anglo-American relations in the period from 1776-1837 being a drawn three-match series: USA 1, UK 0 (First Anglo-American War/American Revolutionary War), USA 1, UK 1 (Second Anglo-American War/War of 1811), with the decider being a draw.

[3] The United States had not, in fact, imposed complete order on the Yucatan by this time, or even for some time afterwards.  Some of the more outlying areas of the Yucatan, particularly the southeast, remained hostile for quite a few more years yet.  But the bulk of the Yucatan had been pacified by this time.

[4] Strangely enough, this happened most often in areas where the National Guard judged that the serfs were growing rebellious, and making an example of a few of the more abusive landowners was a politic way to calm them.

[5] Some authors dispute the importance of the Yucatan system to the development of American indentured labour, and ascribe more importance to social trends and developments in the main areas of Mexico annexed during the War of 1833 and the First Mexican War.

[6] German historians, in particular (and to a degree, Russian historians as well) tend to view all forms of American indentured labour as forms of slavery.

[7] Including, naturally, the right to lose all your property and having your land seized if you rebel against the United States.

[8] The Caribbean inhabitants could in practice earn citizenship easily enough if they wanted it, but the United States in 1859 did not want to admit any of the Caribbean islands as states.

--

Decades of Darkness #57: Jewels of the Caribbean

14 January 1857
Habana, Cuba (Spanish possession)

Richard Francis Jamison, the United States Consul to Cuba, expected to be replaced soon.  The word from the mainland indicated that Jefferson Davis had been elected president; the first Democrat to win that office since Andrew Jackson himself.  That would lead to a replacement for himself in Cuba, as soon as Davis was inaugurated.  So he had been surprised to receive a request for a private meeting by Francisco de Frías, one of Cuba’s more notorious citizens.  He was even more surprised when de Frías attended the meeting accompanied by a number of distinguished-looking Cuban gentleman, none of whom offered their names.

Jamison exchanged pleasant greetings with de Frías, then lapsed into an awkward silence while he considered how to deal with other men who preferred to remain anonymous.

De Frías broke the silence.  “Consul, I would ask that you keep this meeting informal.  We would like your incoming presidente to hear our words, not what you call your “lame duck”.”

Jamison said, “I fear he will not listen.  He will want to impose his own consul.”

“He will want to hear this,” de Frías said, firm assurance in his voice.  “Have you heard that the war in Spain has ended?”

Jamison nodded.  He had heard it, but taken little note, since he considered his tenure here to be brief.

De Frías said, “We have heard that the new republican government plans to abolish slavery within Cuba within a handful of years.”

Jamison raised an eyebrow.  That would be a huge change for Cuba, and would be certain to raise howls of protest in U.S. states from Jackson to Jefferson.  They relied on many slaves shipped through Cuba, along with those sent from the island itself.  And few Americans would be happy to see slavery being abolished in yet another country.  “That is significant news, but how does it involve me?”

De Frías said, “We would like you to request – unofficially – of your new Presidente Davis that he annex Cuba to the United States.”

Jamison paused for a long moment before he answered.  “So, you want us to keep slavery?”

“What man of property does not?” de Frías asked reasonably.  “We think Davis will help us.  He is a younger and more vigorous man than your President Cass, and we have heard that your Democratic faction is more concerned with preserving our common institution.”

“So he is,” Jamison said.  “But I have not heard that he would go so far as war with Spain to achieve it.”

De Frías shrugged.  “It need not be official war.  You could send another of your filibusters.”

“They have failed before,” Jamison said.  Narciso Lopez had led two unsuccessful filibusters out of West Florida only a few years before, but he had succeeded only in coming to a grisly end.  “Why would they do better this time?”

“Because you Americans could send much stronger forces, if you wish to, and because myself and my friends here are ready to ensure that you receive much support from within Cuba.”

Jamison said, “I will pass on this request to President-elect Davis.”

--

13 August 1858
New White House,
Columbia City,
United States of America

President Jefferson Davis had been quick to confer with his Secretary of State Robert Barnwell after they finally received confirmation that the British were at war with the Russians, supporting their allies the Turks.  Davis was concerned with what that might mean in North America.

Barnwell said, “We can expect the Yankees to make a declaration of war against Russia in North America.  Those are the terms of their treaty with the United Kingdom: each power shall defend the other if they are attacked by a hostile power in North America.”

Davis barked a laugh.  “They meant us.  We would have been the only enemy the Yankees had in mind when they signed that treaty.  Bad luck for them that it brings them into war with someone else entirely.”

Barnwell said, “Pierce is too hide-bound to do anything more than the treaty requires of him.  The Yankees will help the British sink whatever ships the Russians have in the Pacific, then help them conquer a million square miles of snow and mountains and seals, and then sit on their hands.”

“Interesting,” Davis said.  “What of the rest of the war?”

Barnwell said, “You would need to consult with the Secretary of War for a more detailed answer.  But I expect a long war.  Russia is a vast country, but she is backwards, even with the reforms they instituted after their last brush with the Germans.  Britain is a great power – which we already knew – but she needs to supply all her armies by long voyage.  And the Turks are in chaos, which is why the Tsar eventually declared war.”

“So... the British will be busy for years to come, you think?”

Barnwell nodded.  “Almost certainly.”  He paused.  “Does this mean you want me to draft a proclamation regarding Cuba?”

“I hadn’t thought that far ahead,” Davis said, mostly truthfully.  He had been careful in his treatment of the Cuban situation.  The Spanish were easily defeated when they encountered American soldiers – they were of an inferior race, like their Mexican cousins – but the British were another matter.  So he had left the matter to informal filibusters.  The several thousand American citizens had done very well in Cuba over the year, with local support, to the point where they had virtually conquered the island.  Yet he had preferred not to officially recognise their efforts.

“And now that you have time to think about it?” Barnwell said.

“I think that we cannot deny the people of Cuba their right to be freed from the oppressive colonial rule of a backward country,” Davis said.  “Prepare a recommendation to Congress to approve the annexation of Cuba to the United States, in accordance with the wishes of its inhabitants.”

Barnwell said, “If I may, can I suggest a recommendation that we compensate Spain for our annexation?  Even a pittance to salve their pride will give our conquest legitimacy.”

Davis nodded.  “See to it.”

That was a dismissal, of course, but Barnwell remained.  “There is one related matter, Mr President.  Concerning Mr Lansdowne [1] and his, ah, expedition to Central America.”

“He was invited to Nicaragua, if I recollect,” Davis said.

“Yes.  Where we may someday need to build a transoceanic canal.  Mr Lansdowne has reportedly found backing from Senator Rhett... and others.  Do you think we need to prevent him from launching his raid?”

Davis waved a hand.  “Let him go.  If he succeeds, then we can stand ready to add Nicaragua to our territory.  If not... then let him die there.”

--

3 February 1859,
Santo Domingo, Dominican Republic

Juan Pablo Duarte, President of the Dominican Republic, found little to comfort him these days.  Events had seemed so much brighter twenty years ago, when the United States had sent its armies under General Taylor to help the Dominicans in their fight for liberty.  At the time, he had thought that was because the United States truly espoused the principles of liberty.

Now he knew better.

The United States simply did not like whites being ruled by blacks.  It was as simple as that.  They preferred to see a white government over Santo Domingo, even one which refused to reinstate slavery, than a black government.  And while there were a few people in his country, and in his government, who wanted to see slavery return, most of them had accepted the path of liberty.

Now, though, the norteamericanos had shown how much, indeed how badly, they had changed.  After their assistance in the struggle for independence, Dominicans had fondly called them libertadores.  No-one called them that any more.  After Mexico, after Cuba, and with their mercenaries fighting in Nicaragua, Duarte himself and the Dominicans had come to know them for the chacals they were.  Some few slaveholders in nearby Cuba had requested annexation, and the chacals had swallowed the country.  Duarte devoutly hoped none of his own countrymen would invite the chacals back to restore slavery.

“And if they do, who can we turn to for aid?” Duarte asked the air, but received no answer.

Spain?  That would be of no help.  The Spanish had been unable to prevent the United States annexing Cuba.  They would be no better at defending the Dominican Republic.

Britain?  They might be of more help.  They had an empire which spanned the globe, and a strong navy which might keep out any number of chacal ships.  On the other hand, they seemed to be trapped in eternal war with Russia, and that glorious navy had suffered a defeat at the hands of some Russian admiral.

Who else did that leave, Duarte wondered.  France?  Being ruled by the French would be better than the chacals, but that might encourage them to bring back Haitian rule.  No help there.

But what about New England?  They had a new president taking office there soon, one whom Duarte had heard had a strong opposition to slavery.  What was his name?  Ah, yes.  Lincoln.  Maybe this Lincoln would be prepared to extend protection to the Dominican Republic.  New England also had a strong navy, he had heard.  If Duarte offered them Samaná Bay as a base for their navy, would they support the liberty of the Dominican Republic?

Duarte started to write a letter, hoping to find out.

--

6 March 1859
Federal House
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

Two days after his inauguration, and President Abraham Lincoln already found himself facing the dire responsibilities of his office.  Naturally, he had heard no American response yet from his inaugural address, but he expected a response.  Instead, he had just received communication from his minister to Spain that their government had agreed to recognise the American annexation of Cuba in exchange for an undisclosed purchase price.

“This will be a scourge for the people of Cuba,” Lincoln murmured.  This was diplomatic recognition for the conquest.  Signed under some duress, with the Americans already there, but signed nonetheless.  Britain would probably follow such recognition.

“But I will not,” Lincoln decided, suddenly resolved.  He would let it be conveyed to the United States that New England considered the purchase of Cuba to be invalid and of no consequence.  That there would be no diplomatic recognition of it, as long as Lincoln held office.

What would happen to Cuba would be a tyranny against mankind.  Those who would have been freed were now slaves forever.  Worse, many blacks were already free in Cuba.  They would have a choice of slave chains or an uncertain voyage across the ocean to Liberia.  And many of the whites in Cuba supported their freedom [2].  This would be brutal.

“But will I have enough time to oppose it?” Lincoln murmured.  He had only a four-year term in office; too limited to oppose the United States.  There was a constitutional amendment proposed to extend the term of the president to six years.  Lincoln had had nothing to do with proposing that amendment – it had been gazetted two years before he took office – but he would welcome its passage.  He just thought it unlikely.  Three states only had ratified it so far, and nine were required.  There would not be enough time.

Someone knocked on the door, then Lincoln’s secretary stuck his head in.  “Sir, you have received a letter from the President of Santo Domingo.”

--

[1] An ATL character with a flair for oratory, inspiration, and possessing absolutely no comprehension of failure.  Mark Lansdowne spent two years with the Jaguars in the Yucatan, and is quite experienced at warfare in tropical environments.  Since leaving the army, he has acted as a mercenary filibuster, making one failed expedition to Mexico to arrange a filibuster of Veracruz, and failing horribly.

[2] Not as many abolitionist Cubans as OTL, however.  U.S. attitudes have followed the slave routes to Cuba, Puerto Rico and Brazil.

--

Decades of Darkness #58: The Call of Liberty

After 50 years of the Decades of Darkness TL, this is probably a good point to insert a brief synopsis of events so far.

Decades of Darkness is an alternate history where U.S. President Thomas Jefferson dies during a crucial stage of the debate over the Embargo Act, a commercial measure which was causing considerable anger in New England and New York.  Clinton and Madison, Jefferson’s successors, continue the Act, precipitating a secession movement in New England, which is dragged into a wider war with Britain (the War of 1811).  At the war’s end, the USA is forced to concede the independence of seven states (Massachusetts, Vermont, New Hampshire, Rhode Island, Connecticut, New York and New Jersey) as well as conceding parts of the northwest to Michigan Territory (a joint British/New Englander possession) and an Indian Confederation under Tecumseh as a buffer state.  The severed states form the Republic of New England, or the ‘Northern Confederacy’ as some of its inhabitants prefer to call it.

After the war, the USA is dominated by slaveholding states and (at first) a desire for vengeance.  Another Anglo-American War was fought during the 1830s (the War of 1833) which led to the defeat of the Indian Confederation, but the United States was unable to defeat the combined British-Yankee forces.  The war eventually ended with the United States acquiring some small pieces of the former Indian Confederation but abandoning its preference for northern conquest.  Instead, the United States turned west and south, conquering Texas after its 1833 revolution, and its citizens poured into northern Mexico.

The First Mexican War (1850-1852) saw the USA defeat the Mexicans and acquire a huge part of northern Mexico – all of what they acquired in OTL, plus Baja California, Tamaulipas, and the rest of Mexico north of the 25th parallel.  The USA also established a ‘protectorate’ over the Yucatan.  Since then, the USA has also annexed Cuba (1858) and Nicaragua (1859).  Slavery is legal in virtually all of the USA, except for a few states in the northeast.  Restrictions are being placed on some of its new Spanish-speaking inhabitants which amount to serfdom.

In 1860, the United States is led by President Jefferson Davis, hero of the War of 1833 and the First Mexican War, who has recently proclaimed in his annexation speech (of Nicaragua) that it is the manifest destiny of the white race to unite all the peoples of the Americas until “all these lands are one nation under God”.  Recently elected President Abraham Lincoln of the ‘Northern Confederacy’ has declared his opposition to both U.S. slaveholding and expansionism.  And this is where the situation continues...

Also, note that the Decades of Darkness timeline is written through a combination of ‘eyewitness accounts’ and ‘historical documents’ – historical texts, newspaper articles, etc.  None of these sources are entirely reliable.  Eyewitnesses can be mistaken or miss details.  Historical documents are written through often-biased historians or reporters, particularly nationalistic ones, and these authors are also sometimes guilty of sloppy research.  Thus, they are sometimes biased or inaccurate, and they may focus on their own pet topics and ignore other important historical facts.  Not everything they say can be trusted.

Now, onto post #58 itself...

--

Text of President Abraham Lincoln’s address to the New England Senate, 4 February 1860, responding in part to U.S. President Jefferson Davis’s “Manifest Destiny” speech after the annexation of Nicaragua [see post #51b]

“I am filled with deep emotion at finding myself standing here, in this place, where were collected together the wisdom, the patriotism, the devotion to principle, from which sprang the institutions under which we live.  You have kindly suggested to me that in my hands is the task of restoring peace to the present distracted condition of the country, with the challenges that confront us both within our borders and without.  I can say in return, sirs, that all the political sentiments I entertain have been drawn, so far as I have been able to draw them, from the sentiments which originated and were given to the world from this hall.  I have never had a feeling politically that did not spring from the sentiments embodied in the Hartford Convention Report.

I have often pondered over the dangers which were incurred by the men who assembled here, and framed and adopted that noble document. I have pondered over the toils that were endured by the officers and soldiers of the army who achieved that independence. I have often inquired of myself, what great principle or idea it was that kept this Confederacy so long together.  It was not the mere matter of the separation of the New England states from the old country, but that sentiment first expressed by that convention, which gave liberty, not alone to the people of this country but, I hope, to the world, for all future times.

Now, my friends, it is to this wider world that we now must turn in our search for liberty.  For while we have accomplished much in the cause of liberty at home¸ let us not forget the cause of liberty abroad.  For our neighbour to the south, though sharing a common birth of liberty with our own beloved Confederacy, has now abandoned that course, and would deny that to others.  So we have to determine our own course, if we can not just defend our own liberty, but protect those of others.  I will consider myself one of the happiest men in the world, if I can help to save it.  It is my firm belief that we can do so, and that we must do so.  For our fellow Republic in Santo Domingo has asked for our protection, and I would ask this Congress to declare a Protectorate over that noble republic.  With this we shall form a true protectorate, not the mockery of justice which the Americans have established in the Yucatan, but one established to defend the liberty to which we all aspire.  If this country cannot be saved upon that principle, it will be truly awful. But if this country cannot be saved without giving up that principle, I was about to say I would rather be assassinated on this spot than surrender it.”

--

13 April 1860
Buffalo, New York
Republic of New England

Diplomatic protocols often struck Abraham Lincoln as frivolous wastes of time, but especially so in this case.  There had never before been a formal state visit between a New England President and a Canadian monarch.  So their various aides had lavished considerable effort on ceremonies, presentations, and displays, including a parade by several contingents of the Continental Army, followed by their counterparts in the Royal Canadian Army, then, in a carefully negotiated gesture, a small contingent of British Regulars who had been invited from New Brunswick.  With all the ceremonies involved, it took all of the morning and part of the afternoon before he was finally able to settle down with King James to discuss matters of state.

Lincoln said, “Firstly, I would like to congratulate your army for their excellent work in Alaska, driving the Russians out of North America.  Our two nations will be safer with that barbarous nation removed from the continent we share.”  Lincoln did not bother asking whether Alaska would become part of Canada or not; that question would not be answered until the war in Europe was settled.

James said, “And I would like to thank you for the assistance of your navy in defeating the Russians; without it our work would have become much more difficult.”

Lincoln nodded.  He had expected this response, and it led nicely into one of the main points he wanted to raise.  “While our armed forces did well, they still encountered some difficulties in co-ordination, in confusion of command, and in differences in equipment and training.  It has occurred to me recently that our two nations would be better served by combining our armed forces.”

James’s eyes widened.  “How do you mean, combine them?”

Lincoln said, “If both our armies and navies are raised and trained together, it would enable us to make much more efficient use of our resources.  We could deploy more men, and better coordinate our operations, in the event of any... future wars.”

James said, “If we fight the United States, you mean.”

Lincoln replied, “If it comes to that, sir, then yes, then I would prefer that we stand together.  Benjamin Franklin may have been an American, but he spoke truthfully we he said that we must all hang together, or we will all hang separately.”

James said, “That may be so, if it brings my country security.  But if it means that we are dragged into a war with the Americans which is of our making, not theirs, then I want no part of it.”

Lincoln said, “You mean the Dominican Republic.”

The King of Canada nodded.  “You have declared that you will make that country a protectorate.  All well and good, in itself, but that will anger the United States.  Ever since the last war, they have looked south rather than north.  I would rather they continue to do so... and if they see us involving ourselves in the south, they may wish to expand north.”

Lincoln said, “The United States are strong, but do we wish them to grow even stronger?  If we leave them to expand, how much stronger will they become in ten or twenty years?”

“How many more problems will they buy for themselves by expanding?” James said.  “They had no small difficulty pacifying the Yucatan.  Indeed, it still troubles them to this day.  Do you think they will be warmly welcomed in Cuba?  A revolt there will come soon enough, I am sure.”

“Perhaps,” Lincoln said.  He had quietly been doing what he could to stir up such trouble in Cuba already.  “But nonetheless, though it may take them some time, eventually they will turn Cuba into a state – or states, more likely.  Similarly with the Yucatan, and perhaps more of Mexico.  We must stop them somewhere.”

James said, “We would do better not to give them strong reason to fight us.  I am sure some shipments of arms might find their way into the hands of Cuban revolutionaries, and that would be all to the good.  But if we are to combine our militaries, we must make sure that we do so to defend ourselves, not to invite war.”

Lincoln said, “So be it, then.”  He expected no further progress could be made on this subject... yet.  He had one other point he wished to discuss.  “Fifteen years ago, we sought to purchase New Brunswick and the land around the Niagara.  Now, we would do the same again.  I understand my predecessor, Franklin Pierce, began these negotiations with you.  I believe this would be the ripe time to pursue them, and settle the question of British North America, which would be more conveniently located as part of Canada or New England.  Given the cost they have incurred in their continuing war, I believe that the United Kingdom might look favourably on a request by New England to purchase New Brunswick – perhaps after another plebiscite, as previously, and I would also ask if you would consider the sale of southern Ontario – again, if your people wish it.”

James said, “These negotiations were difficult.  I will not sell out my citizens in Ontario.  Many of the Iroquois there would, frankly, loathe Yankee rule.  They have long memories.  You have transit rights through there, and that is sufficient to keep you connected to Michigan.”

Lincoln nodded.  He had feared as much, although it would not stop him agitating for the purchase.  “What of New Brunswick?”

James said, “For that, you must ask in London, not North America.  If the people of New Brunswick would rather be ruled from Hartford than Kingston, I will not oppose it, but it must be their choice.”

Lincoln considered the matter.  In the last plebiscite, more people had favoured remaining with Britain, but more had favoured New England to joining Canada.  Of course, that might well have changed now that the Canadian experiment had proven successful.  “I will discuss that with the British minister, then,” Lincoln said.  He had not gotten everything he would have liked out of this visit, although there were still considerable matters of trade to discuss.  He also made a mental note to ask the British minister, Lord Lyons [1], about extending protection to Liberia as well.  He did not want the growing American interest in the slave trade to extend itself to the African continent.  Not any more than it already had, anyway.

--

From “The Decline and Fall of the Ottoman Empire”
By Professor Maitmas Achekmatov,
Translated by Arthur Coburg,
Constantinople, Russian Federation.
(c) 1974 Imperial Free Press, Constantinople.
Used with permission.

Introduction

The Turkish War was the final blow for a nation which had already endured long past its fitness to rule.  While once it had been a nation of great renown, and it lasted for nearly six hundred years, the Ottoman Empire had been fading ever since its defeat at the Battle of Vienna in 1683.  Its decline took nearly two centuries, but in the end the crumbling Ottoman authority could not hold onto their subjects any longer.  The Second Congress of Vienna (1863-1864) redrew the map of Europe, Asia and North Africa, settling both the outcome of the Turkish War and the Swiss War, and ending most of the territorial disputes in Europe (except for those involving the Italian and Iberian peninsulas).  In that Congress, no room could be found for an Ottoman Empire...

Chapter 136: The Bear and the Whale: The Turkish War (1858-1862)

The Turkish War was one of the bloodiest wars which Europe was to see during the nineteenth century.  Although ostensibly fought over the rights of a few million Orthodox Christians in the Balkan Peninsula, the primary cause of the war was the ongoing colonial struggle between Britain and Russia.  Britain supported the Ottoman Empire because she feared that Russian influence might extend to the Mediterranean, while Russia saw it as her historic destiny to continue the southward march which had begun under Peter the Great.  The Ottoman Empire became the chosen battleground between these two nations, although military actions naturally extended to other parts of the world.  Other nations also held interests in this strategic region, particularly France and Germany, but neither of them chose to intervene until the death throes of the Ottomans.  The Austrians were the only German nation likely to intervene, but their previous pact with the Tsar [2] ensured their neutrality.  The French Emperor vacillated over intervention, until he was distracted by events elsewhere in Europe.

This left Russia and Britain to oppose each other as best they could.  Both were great powers, but both had difficulty striking each other’s vital interests.  The Russian bear was master of his land territories, but the British whale ruled the seas, and neither could easily threaten the other.  Despite the perennial British concerns over the Russian threat to India, even the mighty Russian bear had not yet learned to ski, and thus could not assault the main British possession in Asia.  The British ruled the seas, and could thus take isolated Russian outposts such as Alaska, but they lacked the capacity to threaten the core of Russia’s territories.  Despite some other peripheral naval action, including occasional Russian naval raids on North Africa before the British secured the Straits, most of the war was confined to the core territories of the Ottoman Empire: the Balkan Peninsula and Asia Minor.

Even within this region, neither the British nor the Russians could deliver decisive blows to the other.  The British established naval control over the Black Sea relatively quickly, but the bulk of their land forces remained tied down in the lands of the Bulgars, attempting to drive out the Russian forces.  Eventually, it was the Ottoman Empire itself which collapsed, unable to take the strain of the enduring war, as many of her subject peoples rose up in revolt.  When the revolts spread to Constantinople itself, with the Sultan deposed, it became a question of how much the bear and the whale could salvage from the ruin of the Ottoman Empire...

The British were able to secure their key interest: protecting the Straits of Constantinople, by establishing a protectorate over the new Turkish state which included a narrow strip of Europe.  The rest of the Balkan Peninsula became a struggle for influence, with Russia consolidating its control over Moldavia and Wallachia, while establishing an independent Serbia under a Russian prince, and swallowing the lands of the Bulgars and some of Turkish Asia.  The Greeks added to their territory, as did the Austrians, while the French and British were left to argue over who would gain control of the former Ottoman possessions in the Holy Land, North Africa and Arabia.  The fate of the surviving Muslims in Europe [viz, those in the OTL nation of Albania, and nearby areas] would not be settled until the Second Congress of Vienna...

--

[1] Not the Lord Lyons of OTL, but a ‘brother’ of the same name.

[2] An agreement to divide the Balkans into spheres of influence, with the major portion going to Russia, signed by both nations to end the Confederation War earlier in the 1850s.

--

Decades of Darkness #59a: The Numbers of the Beast

Population Data for the United States: 1860
Taken From “The United States In Expansion, 1850-1950: A Century of Triumph”
(c) 1952 By Harold Wittgenstein
Columbia Press: Columbia [Knoxville, Tennessee]

State          Slaves[1] Non[2]  Ind.    Whites     Total
Alabama        300,722   0       0       375,757    676,479
Arkansas       82,209    0       0       164,094    246,303
Coahuila       45,544    24,829  11,147  130,835    212,356
Delaware       3,530     0       0       86,247     89,778
E. Florida     39,886    0       0       68,409     108,295
E. Texas       82,088    0       0       281,670    363,758
Georgia        490,246   0       0       655,339    1,145,586
Illinois       16,837    0       0       693,670    710,507
Indiana        13,887    0       0       670,973    684,860
Iowa           10,433    0       0       378,772    389,205
Jackson        37,192    0       0       57,369     94,561
Jefferson      70,316    0       0       282,503    352,819
Kentucky       248,047   0       0       947,634    1,195,681
Louisiana      230,985   0       0       295,168    526,152
Maryland       104,110   0       0       496,873    600,983
Mississippi    268,909   0       0       281,339    550,248
Missouri       118,353   0       0       531,046    649,399
N. California  18,874    6,688   19,197  76,146     120,905
N. Carolina    358,729   0       0       678,634    1,037,362
Ohio           1,233     0       0       2,275,892  2,277,126
Pennsylvania   1,977     0       0       1,952,559  1,954,536
S. Carolina    417,187   0       0       394,159    811,346
Tennessee      275,614   0       0       960,323    1,235,938
Virginia       518,356   0       0       1,090,159  1,608,515
Washington     93,380    0       0       359,732    453,112
W. Florida     299,896   0       0       378,204    678,099
W. Texas       30,240    12,209  1,218   60,334     104,001
Westylvania    904       0       0       887,669    888,574
Wilkinson      4,360     0       0       251,250    255,610
Total          4,184,045 43,726  31,562  15,762,760 20,022,094

Territories[3] Slaves[1] Non[2]  Ind.    Whites     Total
Chihuahua      3,854     41,245  61,867  56,289     163,255
Guadeloupe     77,897    0       0       80,311     158,208
Indian         3,101     0       55,392  42,710     101,203
Kansas         45,102    0       0       312,248    357,350
Nebraska       6,994     0       0       286,250    293,244
New Leon[4]    60,959    62,238  115,585 105,524    344,306
New Mexico     5,151     19,289  26,579  93,214     144,233
N. Durango     12,146    4,514   4,487   17,116     38,263
Oregon[5]      0         0       0       81,124     81,124
Sonora[6]      3,160     23,588  43,807  50,645     121,200
S. California  2,623     463     9,495   9,558      22,138
Tamaulipas     90,014    37,799  54,056  112,519    294,388
Virgin Islands 44,564    0       0       18,880     63,444
Total          355,565   189,136 371,268 1,266,387  2,182,355

Total Population (States + Territories) 
               Slaves[1] Non[2]  Ind.    Whites     Total
               4,539,610 232,862 402,830 17,029,147 22,204,449

External Territories
Territory      Slaves[1] Non[2]  Ind.    Whites     Total
Yucatan[7]     23,876    99,914  361,234 39,876     524,900
Cuba[8]        616,990   220,063 0       699,181    1,536,234
Nicaragua[9]   0         415,000 0       0          415,000

Estimated U.S. Population (including dependencies)
               Slaves[1] Non[2]  Ind.    Whites     Total
               5,180,476 967,839 764,064 17,768,204 24,680,583

--

The Presidential Elections of 1860
From “The Atlas of American Political History”
(c) 1946 By Karl Wundt
Lone Pine Publishing Company
Hammersford [Salem, Oregon], Oregon State
United States of America

Caption:
The 1860 elections saw a return to a two-cornered struggle, as the Freedom Party lost some of their fervour and their candidate Salmon Chase of Westylvania had no realistic chance to gain the presidential office (although they remained a force in Congress and some of the states).  There was no particular struggle for the Democratic presidential nomination, with Davis elected unopposed, but the question of the vice-presidential nomination became much more challenging.  A number of potential candidates presented themselves (particularly Robert Barnwell of South Carolina), no doubt eager to serve under Davis and then be in a firm position for the 1864 elections, when Davis was expected to retire.  However, Davis apparently felt assured enough of re-election (understandable, given the popularity of his recent annexations) that he recommended a candidate whom none had expected – Senator Abraham Myers of South Carolina [10].  Some have argued that Davis was thinking of a third term, and thus chose a vice-president who was unlikely to gain the presidential nomination on his own.  In any event, the 1860 elections saw the Democratic ticket of Davis and Myers against the Patriotic ticket of Charles Faulkner (Virginia) and the popular war hero Governor William Travis (North California) as vice-presidential candidate to counter Davis’s military reputation, in an election result which most treated as a foregone Democratic victory.

              Popular Votes            Electoral Votes
State         Faulkner Davis   Chase   Faulkner Davis Chase
Alabama       16,233   27,054  1,804   0        13    0
Arkansas      6,498    12,012  1,181   0        6     0
Coahuila      7,169    8,478   53      0        5     0
Delaware      3,622    2,484   4,243   0        0     3
E. Florida    3,037    4,957   215     0        3     0
E. Texas      17,914   14,872  1,014   8        0     0
Georgia       25,951   51,116  1,573   0        20    0
Illinois      40,788   33,296  9,156   16       0     0
Indiana       38,648   31,402  10,467  15       0     0
Iowa          25,453   16,363  3,636   9        0     0
Jackson       1,928    4,888   69      0        3     0
Jefferson     14,238   18,645  1,017   0        8     0
Kentucky      38,663   63,681  11,372  0        23    0
Louisiana     18,418   16,293  708     10       0     0
Maryland      18,484   16,695  24,446  0        0     13
Mississippi   10,803   22,620  338     0        10    0
Missouri      29,938   32,513  1,275   0        14    0
N. California 6,670    2,467   0       3        0     0
N. Carolina   36,646   42,347  2,443   0        19    0
Ohio          122,898  106,512 43,697  47       0     0
Pennsylvania  135,898  89,037  9,372   41       0     0
S. Carolina   16,555   29,798  946     0        14    0
Tennessee     43,791   63,381  8,067   0        24    0
Virginia      61,485   68,026  1,308   0        30    0
Washington    18,130   24,606  432     0        10    0
W. Florida    13,502   31,769  113     0        13    0
W. Texas      3,837    3,205   198     3        0     0
Westylvania   53,260   25,565  7,695   19       0     0
Wilkinson     16,858   12,086  1,206   7        0     0
Total         847,319  876,168 168,045 178      215   16

--

[1] The figure for slaves was sometimes inaccurate, particularly in the northern-tier states such as Maryland and Delaware, who tended to mark some of the de facto free blacks as slaves, or just discount them from the census altogether.  Legally, of course, blacks cannot be classed as free, although many still have de facto freedom in 1860.

[2] i.e. non-citizens, all those who fell into the categories of peon, debt-slave, or just don’t have a categorisation yet.

[3] The population figures for some of the territories, especially the former Mexican lands, are somewhat less then reliable.  Wittgenstein has used the best figures available, however.

[4] New Leon includes those parts of OTL Coahuila north of the 25th parallel which weren’t swallowed by the USA when they acquired Texas in 1834.

[5] Influenced by the British-Canadians to the north, the people of Oregon tend to class Indians as white, at least in 1860.  (Those who make it onto the census, anyway).  Whether this will last into the admission of Oregon as a state is another question entirely.

[6] Sonora includes the northern quarter of OTL Sinaloa, which was basically not settled in OTL.

[7] Yucatan was not, strictly speaking, a U.S. territory in 1860.  But no-one was in any doubts which way it would end up, it would just be a question of how long until the ‘sovereign’ government of Yucatan requested annexation, and how long before the USA agreed.

[8] There was no formal census of Cuba in 1860; the military situation was still too volatile.  This is an estimate based on later data.  The noncitizen population represents those who were mixed-race or otherwise free blacks, and who would have to have their status clarified.

[9] Nicaragua’s census figure is also an estimate; there is no firm data available.  The population was classed as non-citizen for convenience, although a portion of the population was expected to be classed as white eventually.

[10] The man who in OTL became Colonel Abraham Meyers, Quartermaster-General of the Confederate Army, and who had Fort Myers, Florida named after him.  ITTL, Myers took more of a military line, fighting in the Second Seminole War and the First Mexican War, before entering politics.

--

Decades of Darkness #59b: The Marks of the Beast

Population Data for New England: 1860
Source: New England Bureau of Statistics

State         Blacks Whites    Total
Connecticut   5,539  536,562   542,101
Maine         701    703,663   704,364
Massachusetts 4,569  1,350,718 1,355,288
Long Island   15,140 958,340   973,480
New Hampshire 1,239  359,441   360,680
New Jersey    21,061 697,889   718,951
New York      17,432 2,987,686 3,005,117
Rhode Island  1,838  190,400   192,238
Vermont       630    350,818   351,448
Michigan      28,561 1,166,443 1,195,003
Nova Scotia   1,381  424,145   425,527
Total         98,091 9,726,104 9,824,196

--

Population Data for Canada: 1860 [1]
Source: New England Historical Archives, Hartford, Connecticut

Province     Population
Quebec       1,150,005
Ontario      1,410,759
Wisconsin    550,951
Other [2]    121,250
Total        3,232,965

--

Population Data for British North America: 1860 [1]
Source: New England Historical Archives, Hartford, Connecticut

Province               Population
New Brunswick          275,280
Prince Edward Island   75,705
Newfoundland           125,020
Total [3]              476,005

--

6 September 1860
New White House,
Columbia City,
United States of America

Whenever U.S. Secretary of State Robert Barnwell thought he understood Jefferson Davis, the President found a way to surprise him.  After receiving confirmation that New England had decided to formally extend a protectorate over Santo Domingo, Barnwell had expected to be called in to deliver a declaration of war to New England, or at least a strongly-worded note of protest.

Instead, Davis had only asked him to draft a note stating that the United States refused to recognise New England’s protectorate as legal, and that it reserved the right to intervene there at a time of its choosing.

Barnwell said, “So, Mr President, when shall we end the Yankees attempts to block our rightful path into the Caribbean?”

“We need not hurry,” Davis answered.  “We can wait years if need be, until the time is ripe.”

Barnwell withheld a cough.  Davis had clearly not thought things through; a common fault of his.  “Surely this is the best time to fight New England, with their principal ally busy in Europe.”

Davis shook his head.  “We thought that once before.  During the War of 1811, Madison and the warhawks believed the British would be too involved with Napoleon to fight the United States.  They were wrong.  Never underestimate the British lion.”

“We are far stronger now than we were then,” Barnwell insisted.

“So are the British.  And the Tsar is no Napoleon, either.  The one thing I do not want is to give the British a reason to fight another long war.  We cannot know how soon the war will end in Europe.  That would leave us fighting the full weight of the British again, without even the French to distract them as they did in 1834.”

Reluctantly, Barnwell nodded.  Davis’s reasoning was cogent.  It also made him wonder what had provoked this rare flash of insight from the President.  “But if you are worried about angering the British, why did you allow Cuba and Nicaragua?”

“Because while the British disapprove of those, it is not a direct attack on their interests, as a war with New England would inevitably be.  By the time their war with Russia is over, they will have had time to accept our acquisitions.”

“We could defeat the Yankees,” Barnwell said.

Davis said, “On the field of battle.  But there is more to a conquest than merely defeating the enemy.”

“I don’t follow, Mr. President.”

Davis said, “Speaking in the abstract, I would gladly remove New Jersey and Michigan from New England.  The former would let us overlook their greatest port; the latter would gain us dominance over the Great Lakes.  But to acquire them alone would have the Yankees in a mood for vengeance, much as we were after the War of 1811.  They would never let us alone over them, and they would find British backing soon enough for another war.”

“Surely we should seize all of New England,” Barnwell said.

Davis said, “No.  That is the one thing I do not want.  We have enough awkwardness with three states still opposing rights of property.  How much worse do you think things would be with another eleven abolitionist states?  The Yankees are fervently opposed to our social institutions.  They would be far worse inside the United States than out of it.  No, I want to dominate New England – and Canada – but I do not think we would be well-served by conquering them.”

“So, we are to do nothing about the Yankees’ venture into the Caribbean?”

Davis smiled.  “Far from it.  Send word to our consul in Puerto Rico, seeking whether the landowners there would like our protection for slavery, just as we granted it to Cuba.  And let the word be spread – informally – that the rest of Central America looks ripe for filibusters.”

--

Excerpt from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

“Filibuster”:  A term applied both to individuals and to expeditions for private military action against foreign countries.  Filibusters ranged from small-scale looting expeditions to attempts to overthrow established governments.  The term is most commonly applied to the actions by various American citizens in Central America and the Caribbean during the mid-nineteenth century, and also to some actions by British and Australian citizens during the rest of the century.  Many filibusters were unsuccessful, including most of those which did not eventually receive some form of government backing, and most also required some local support for lasting success.  Some important filibusters led to the eventual U.S. acquisition of Cuba (1857), Nicaragua (1858), Puerto Rico (1861) and Honduras (1862).  Many later filibusters involved intervention in one side of a civil war, or of assisting an exiled political leader to return to power (e.g. assisting General José María Medina to return to power in Honduras and then later deposing him).  Most filibusters without government or local support failed (e.g. Lopez’s two expeditions to Cuba, or Lansdowne’s 1862 expedition to Veracruz).

--

12 October 1862
New White House,
Columbia City,
United States of America

“In Veracruz?  Why was Lansdowne foolish enough to attack there?” President Davis demanded.

Secretary of State Robert Barnwell had seen many outbursts of rage from Davis over the years, but he thought this one particularly uncalled for.  “You did spread the world that filibusters could continue.”

“Yes, in places where we were invited in, or some microscopic chunk of Central America which no-one in Europe knows the name of!  Not Mexico.  That’s a country people care about.”

“The problem with encouraging filibusters is that we have no control over them,” Barnwell said, in lieu of shouting “You fool, if you throw so many knives into the air, don’t be surprised when one lands on you!”

“Be that as it may, we have to decide what to do with this latest expedition.  I don’t want another war with Mexico yet.  Nothing could be better calculated to anger Europe.  Islands already holding slaves or small nations full of jungle and mosquitos are one thing.  A country of six or seven million inhabitants is quite another.”

“Indeed.  There will be trouble over this,” Barnwell said.  He did not know, then, just know how much trouble.

--

[1] Unlike their counterparts across the border, the Canadian and British censuses did not separate out Negroes during 1850.

[2] Includes British Columbia and Northwest Territories, but does not include Alaska, which had not yet been formally annexed in 1860.

[3] The convenience of the census figures all ending in multiples of five has led some demographic historians to question whether there was some amendment to the census figures.  Particularly given the discrepancy between the census figures and the recorded votes for the plebiscites in New Brunswick and Prince Edward Island in 1861.

--

Decades of Darkness #60: In The Fading Light

New White House Funeral Sermon for President Jefferson Davis
Columbia, F.D.
Delivered 6 March 1863

Dr. William H. Stratford, pastor of the Baton Rogue Avenue Baptist Church which Davis attended while President, delivered this funeral sermon in the Great Room of the New White House.  Dr Stratford was at Davis’s side when he died four days earlier, and rode the Davis funeral train to West Florida, where he concluded the burial service with a prayer. [1]

As we stand here today, mourners around this coffin and around the lifeless remains of our beloved chief magistrate, we recognize and we adore the sovereignty of God.  His throne is in the heavens, and His kingdom ruleth over all.  He hath done, and He hath permitted to be done, whatsoever He pleased.  “Clouds and darkness are round about Him; righteousness and judgment are the habitation of His throne.”  His way is in the sea, and His path in the great waters, and His footsteps are not known.  “Canst thou by searching find out God? Canst thou find out the Almighty unto perfection? It is as high as heaven; what canst thou do? Deeper than hell; what canst thou know? The measure thereof is longer than the earth, and broader than the sea. If He cut off, and shut up, or gather together, then who can hinder Him? For He knoweth vain men; he seeth wickedness also; will He not then consider it?”  We bow before His infinite majesty.  We bow, we weep, we worship.

“Where reason fails, with all her powers,
There faith prevails, and love adores.”

Those were cruel, cruel hands, those dark hand of the assassins, which smote our honored, wise, and noble President, and filled the land with sorrow.  But above and beyond those hands there is another which we must see and acknowledge.  It is the chastening hand of a wise and a faithful Father.  He gives us this bitter cup.  And the cup that our Father hath given us, shall we not drink it?

“God of the just, Thou gavest us the cup:
We yield to thy behest, and drink it up.”

“Whom the Lord loveth He chasteneth.”  O how these blessed words long cheered and strengthened and sustained us through all these long and weary years of humble pride, when our fathers and brothers on so many ensanguined fields were falling and dying for a Union whose cause seemed forever lost!  How we cheered as we strengthened, until again the Lord saw fit to send us this new test.  True, this new sorrow and chastening has come in such an hour and in such a way as we thought not, and it bears the impress of a rod that is very heavy, and of a mystery that is very deep. That such a life should be sacrificed, at such a time, by such a foul and diabolical agency; that the man at the head of the nation, whom the people had learned to trust with a confiding and a loving confidence, and upon whom more than upon any other were centered, under God, our best hopes for the true and speedy growth of the country; that he should be taken from us, just as he was beginning to be animated and gladdened with the hope of ere long enjoying with the people the blessed fruit and reward of his and their toil, and care, and patience, and self-sacrificing devotion to the interests of our blessed country – O it is a mysterious and a most afflicting visitation! But it is our Father in heaven, the God of our fathers, and our God, who permits us to be so suddenly and sorely smitten; and we know that His judgments are right, and that in faithfulness He has afflicted us.  In the midst of our rejoicings we needed this stroke, this dealing, this discipline; and therefore He has sent it.  Let us remember, our affliction has not come forth out of the dust, and our trouble has not sprung out of the ground.  Through and beyond all second causes let us look, and see the sovereign permissive agency of the great First Cause.  It is His prerogative to bring light out of darkness and good out of evil.  Surely the wrath of man shall praise Him, and the remainder of wrath He will restrain.  In the light of a clearer day we may yet see that the wrath which planned and perpetuated the death of the President, was overruled by Him whose judgements are unsearchable, and His ways are past finding out, for the highest welfare of all those interests which are so dear to the Christian patriot. Let us not be faithless, but believing.

“Blind unbelief is prone to err,
And scan His work in vain;
God is his own interpreter,
And He will make it plain.”

We will wait for his interpretation, and we will wait in faith, nothing doubting. He who has led us so well, and defended and prospered us so wonderfully during our forty lean years and thirteen fat years, will not forsake us now.  He may chasten, but He will not destroy.  He may purify us more and more in the furnace of trial, but He will not consume us.  No, no!  He has chosen us as He did his people of old in the furnace of affliction, and He has said of us as He said of them, “This people have I formed for myself; they shall show forth My praise.”  Let our principal anxiety now be that this new sorrow may be a sanctified sorrow; that it may lead us to deeper repentence, to a more humbling sense of our dependence upon God, and to the more unreserved consecration of ourselves and all that we have to the cause of truth and justice, of law and order, of good government, of pure and undefiled religion.  Then, though weeping may endure for a night, joy will come in the morning.  Blessed be God! despite of this great and sudden and temporary darkness, the morning has begun to dawn--the morning of a bright and glorious day, such as our country has never seen.  That day will come and not tarry, and the death of an hundred Presidents and their Cabinets can never, never prevent it.  While we are thus hopeful, however, let us also be humble.  The occasion calls us to prayerful and tearful humilation.  It demands of us that we lie low, very low, before Him who has smitten us for our sins.  O that all our rulers and all our people may bow in the dust to-day beneath the chastening hand of God! and may their voices go up to Him as one voice, and their hearts go up to Him as one heart, pleading with Him for mercy, for grace to sanctify our great and sore bereavement, and for wisdom to guide us in this our time of need.  Such a united cry and pleading will not be in vain.  It will enter into the ear and heart of Him who sits upon the throne, and He will say to us, as to His ancient Israel, “In a little wrath I hid my face from thee for a moment: but with everlasting kindness will I have mercy upon thee, saith the Lord, thy Redeemer.”

I have said that the people confided in the late lamented President with a full and a loving confidence.  Probably no man since the days of Washington was ever so deeply and firmly embedded and enshrined in the very hearts of the people as Jefferson Davis.  Nor was it a mistaken confidence and love.  He deserved it well--deserved it all.  He merited it by his character, by his acts, and by the whole tenor, and tone, and spirit of his life.  He was courageous and sincere, brave and honest, truthful and just, benevolent and kind.  His perceptions were quick and clear, his judgments were calm and accurate, and his purposes were good and pure beyond a question.  Always and everywhere he aimed and endeavored to be right and to do right. His integrity was thorough, all-pervading, all-controlling, and incorruptible.  It was the same in every place and relation, in the consideration and the control of matters great or small, the same firm and steady principle of power and beauty that shed a clear and crowning lustre upon all his other excellencies of mind and heart, and recommended him to his fellow citizens as the man, who, after so many times of peril, which the future life of the nation was at stake, should be chosen to occupy, in the country and for the country, its highest post of power and responsibility.  How wisely and well, how purely and faithfully, how firmly and steadily, how justly and successfully he did occupy that post and meet its grave demands, is known to you all, known to the country and the world.  He saw his duty as the Chief Magistrate of a great and imperilled people, and he determined to do his duty, and his whole duty, seeking the guidance and leaning upon the arm of Him of whom it is written, “He giveth power to the faint, and to them that have no might He increaseth strength.” Yes, he leaned upon His arm. He recognized and received the truth that the “kingdom is the Lord's, and He is the governor among the nations.” He remembered that “God is in history,” and he felt that nowhere had His hand and His mercy been so marvelously conspicuous as in the history of this nation. He hoped and he prayed that that same hand would continue to guide us, and that same mercy continue to abound to us in the time of our greatest need.  I speak what I know, and testify what I have often heard him say, when I affirm that that guidance and mercy were the props on which he humbly and habitually leaned; they were the best hope he had for himself and for his country.  Hence, when he was leaving his home in West Florida, and coming to this city to take his seat in the executive chair of a disturbed and troubled nation, he said to the old and tried friends who gathered tearfully around him and bade him farewell, “I leave you with this request: pray for me.” They did pray for him; and millions of other people prayed for him; nor did they pray in vain. Their prayer was heard, and the answer appears in all his subsequent history; it shines forth with a heavenly radiance in the whole course and tenor of his administration, from its commencement to its close.  God raised him up for a great and glorious mission, furnished him for his work, and aided him in its accomplishment.  Nor was it merely by strength of mind, and honestry of heart, and purity and pertinacity of purpose, that He furnished him; in addition to these things, He gave him a calm and abiding confidence in the overruling providence of God and in the ultimate triumph of truth and righteousness through the power and the blessing of God.  This confidence strengthened him in all his hours of anxiety and toil, and inspired him with calm and cheering hope when others were inclining to despondency and gloom.  Such was his sublime and holy faith, and it was an anchor to his soul, both sure and steadfast.  It made him firm and strong.  It emboldened him in the pathway of duty, however rugged and perilous it might be.  It made him valiant for the right; for the cause of God and humanity, and it held him in a steady, patient, and unswerving adherence to a policy of administration which he thought, and which we all now think, both God and humanity required him to adopt.  We admired and loved him on many accounts--for strong and various reasons: we admired his dauntless courage; his staunch and sterling integrity, his kind and forgiving temper, his industry and patience,--all these things commanded and fixed our admiration and the admiration of the world, and stamped upon his character and life the unmistakable impress of greatness.  But more sublime than any or all of these, more holy and influential, more beautiful, and strong, and sustaining, was his abiding confidence in God and in the final triumph of truth and righteousness through Him and for His sake. This was his noblest virtue, his grandest principle, the secret alike of his strength, his patience, and his success.  And this, it seems to me, after being near him steadily, and with him often, for more than seven years, is the principle by which, more than by any other, “he, being dead, yet speaketh.” Yes; by his steady enduring confidence in God, and in the complete ultimate success of the cause of God, which is the cause of humanity, more than by any other way, does he now speak to us and to the nation he loved and served so well.  By this he speaks to his successor in office, and charges him to “have faith in God.” By this he speaks to the members of his cabinet, the men with whom he counselled so often and was associated so long, and he charges them to “have faith in God.”  By this he speaks to the officers and men of our noble army and navy, and, as they stand at their posts of duty and peril, he charges them to “have faith in God.”  By this he speaks to all who occupy positions of influence and authority in these sad and troublous times, and he charges them all to “have faith in God.” By this he speaks to this great people as they sit in sackcloth to-day, and weep for him with a bitter wailing, and refuse to be comforted, and he charges them to “have faith in God.” And by this he will speak through the ages and to all rulers and peoples in every land, and his message to them will be, "Cling to Him who has created and sustained us, battle for Him; bleed for Him; die for Him, if need be; and have confidence in God."  O that the voice of this testimony may sink down into our hearts to-day and every day, and into the heart of the nation, and exert its appropriate influence upon our feelings, our faith, our patience, and our devotion to the cause of freedom and humanity--a cause dearer to us now than ever before, because consecrated by the blood of its most conspicuous defender, its wisest and most fondly-trusted friend.

“He is dead; but the God in whom he trusted lives, and He can guide and strengthen his successor, as He guided and strengthened him.  He is dead; but the memory of his virtues, of his wise and patriotic counsels and labors, of his calm and steady faith in God lives, is precious, and will be a power for good in the country quite down to the end of time.  He is dead; but the cause he so ardently loved, so ably, patiently, faithfully represented and defended--not for himself only, not for us only, but for all people in all their coming generations, till time shall be no more--that cause survives his fall, and will survive it.  The light of its brightening prospects flashes cheeringly to-day athwart the gloom occasioned by his death, and the language of God's united providences is telling us that, though the friends of the Union die, the Union itself is immortal.  There is no assassin strong enough and no weapon deadly enough to quench its inextinguishable life, or arrest its onward march to the conquest and empire of the world.  This is our confidence, and this is our consolation, as we weep and mourn to-day.  Though our beloved President is slain, our beloved country is saved.  And so we sing of mercy as well as of judgment.  Tears of gratitude mingle with those of sorrow.  While there is darkness, there is also the dawning of a brighter, happier day upon our stricken and weary land.  God be praised that our fallen Chief lived long enough to see the day dawn and the daystar arise upon the nation.  He saw it, and he was glad.  Alas! alas!  He only saw the dawn.  When the sun has risen, full-orbed and glorious, and a happy people are rejoicing in its light--alas! alas! it will shine upon his grave.  But that grave will be a precious and a consecrated spot.  The friends of the Union will repair to it in years and ages to come, to pronounce the memory of its occupant blessed, and, gathering from his very ashes, and from the rehearsal of his deeds and virtues, fresh incentives to patriotism, they will there renew their vows of fidelity to their country and their God.

And now I know not that I can more appropriately conclude this discourse, which is but a sincere and simple utterance of the heart, than by addressing to our departed President, with some slight modification, the language which Tacitus, in his life of Agricola, addresses to his venerable and departed father-in-law: “With you we may now congratulate; you are blessed, not only because your life was a career of glory, but because you were released, when, your country safe, it was happiness to die. We have lost a parent, and, in our distress, it is now an addition to our heartfelt sorrow that we had it not in our power to commune with you on the bed of languishing, and receive your last embrace.  Your dying words would have been ever dear to us; your commands we should have treasured up, and graved them on our hearts.  This sad comfort we have lost, and the wound for that reason, pierces deeper.  From the world of spirits behold your desolate family and people; exalt our minds from fond regret and unavailing grief to contemplation of your virtues.  Those we must not lament; it were impiety to sully them with a tear.  To cherish their memory, to embalm them with our praises, and, so far as we can, to emulate your bright example, will be the truest mark of our respect, the best tribute we can offer.  Your wife will thus preserve the memory of the best of husbands, and thus your children will prove their filial piety.  By dwelling constantly on your words and actions, they will have an illustrious character before their eyes, and, not content with the bare image of your mortal frame, they will have what is more valuable-- the form and features of your mind.  Busts and statues, like their originals, are frail and perishable.  The soul is formed of finer elements, and its inward form is not to be expressed by the hand of an artist with unconscious matter--our manners and our morals may in some degree trace the resemblance.  All of you that gained our love and raised our admiration still subsists, and will ever subsist, preserved in the minds of men, the register of ages, and the records of fame.  Others, who had figured on the stage of life and were the worthies of a former day, will sink, for want of a faithful historian, into the common lot of oblivion, inglorious and unremembered; but you, our lamented friend and head, delineated with truth, and fairly consigned to posterity, will survive yourself, and triumph over the injuries of time."

--

17 March 1863,
New White House
Columbia, F.D.
United States of America

One day before!  A fortnight had passed, yet President Abraham Myers could still scarcely believe what had happened.  The greatest President the United States had ever seen since Washington, and perhaps even greater than the founding President, who had brought the United States from a position of weakness before the world to one which could stand proud before any nation, had been struck down in nearly the very hour of his triumph.  He had set the nation back on the path of its manifest destiny which it had been denied for so many years, then he had been struck down before he could see it bear fruit.  He had not even been permitted to see the departure from office of his great rival, Abraham Lincoln – Davis had been murdered on the day before Lincoln stepped down from office, his single term over.  Myers had heard a rumour that Lincoln had travelled to Baton Rogue to witness Davis’s funeral, but it scarcely mattered.  Not before a nation in mourning.  A nation which was crying out for vengeance, to strike back at the cowardly murderers, and a nation which would be crying out further with every stop on Davis’s funeral train.

His secretary knocked at the door and then let himself in.  Myers raised an eyebrow; he had not expected to be disturbed.

“Mr President, Colonel Pinckney has requested to see you most urgently.”

Myers nodded and signalled for Pinckney to be let in.

Colonel Pinckney, head of the National Guard within the Federal District of Columbia, strode grimly into the office.  Myers knew the news would be troublesome before Pinckney opened his mouth.

Sure enough, the soldier said, “Mr President, we have apprehended the second of the fugitives from the group that shot President Davis.  Our policy of sealing the Federal District kept them in hiding.”

“Who is this assassin?” Myers said.

“A Mexican Indian,” Pinckney said, contempt dripping from his voice.

“And?”

“His story confirms that of the first one we apprehended.  He was acting under the orders of Ignacio Salanueva, from Mexico City.”

Myers sucked in a breath.  One of the fugitives claiming that, in isolation... maybe that mongrel papist greaser had confessed in a bid to save his own swarthy skin.  Myers had not been prepared to act on one claimant alone.  But a second...  Half to himself, Myers said, “Salaneuva is a close confidant of Benito Juarez.”  Actually, he doubted that the Mexican President had had any knowledge of this villainous deed.  But if he could not control his own people, he deserved to reap the whirlwind as much as Mexico did.  “Wring a full public confession from him, then bring him before a military court with all possible speed, then hang him.”  With martial law declared after the assassination of President Davis, Myers had no inclination in wasting time with a civilian trial.

Pinckney nodded.  “And should we begin calling up the National Guard for... possible deployment [2]?”

“See to finding the rest of the fugitives, Colonel, and let me see to the United States,” Myers said.

Pinckney saluted, then stalked out.

Myers paid little notice; he was lost in thought about how best to deploy the army and navy.  And what concern he should give to the reaction of other nations.

--

2 April 1863
Washington Square,
Columbia, F.D.
United States of America

President Myers kept to the back of the crowd that had gathered to watch the hanging of the self-confessed assassin.  He wanted to see this man dead, but he had no desire to play a part in the execution.  Let the people watch, and decide for themselves.  Myers already knew what course he wanted to take.

Before the rope was placed around the assassin’s neck, Myers noted that the new British minister to the United States, Lord Lyons [3], was also watching the execution.  With a distinctly grimmer face than Myers would have expected.

Myers watched the execution in silence, then signalled to his escort of Guardsmen – a new development, and one which he cordially detested despite knowing the need for it – to lead him back to the New White House.  Lord Lyons gestured at him, and Myers dispatched one of the Guardsmen with an invitation for Lyons to attend the New White House as soon as possible.

A few minutes later, after the usual round of polite introductions, Myers said, “What business do you bring to discuss today, of all days?”

“The business you would expect; the appropriate response to the death of your much-lamented predecessor.”

“There can only be one response to such an action,” Myers said.

“That may be less than advisable,” Lyons said.  “Surely an indemnity or—”

“Expect money from a country which has already defaulted on its debts to France?  And indeed, to your own nation.”  Myers shook his head.  “You would stand before the United States and tell me that I must do nothing?  If your king had been murdered by a French assassin, do you think that an hour would pass before your navy set out to bombard Calais?  So do not tell me what I must and must not do to ensure that the United States can secure its own safety.  I could be the next target of Mexican assassins.”

Lyons said, “If there will be war... it must not lead to the conquest of Mexico.”

“Nor shall it.  Not all of it.  Do you think that I want to try to rule six or seven million Mexicans?”

“The United States has done similar things elsewhere,” Lyons said quietly.

Myers waved a hand.  “We were invited into Cuba and Nicaragua and Puerto Rico.”  He carefully did not mention Honduras, which was another matter.  “This would be quite different.  No, we shall put the fear of God into these Mexicans, and they will know never to do something so perfidious again.  But there will still be a Mexico afterwards.”

Lyons still looked unhappy, but he nodded.

For Myers, that was enough.

--

Text of the United States’ declaration of war on Mexico on 14 April 1863
From the Library of Congress, Columbia City

An Act declaring war between the Republic of Mexico and the United States of America and their territories.

Be it enacted by the Senate and the House of Representatives of the United States of America in Congress assembled, that war be and the same is hereby declared to exist between the Republic of Mexico, and the United States of America and their territories; and that the President of the United States is hereby authorized to use the whole land and naval force of the United States to carry the same into effect, and to issue to private armed vessels of the United States commissions or letters of marque and general reprisal, in such form as he shall think proper, and under the seal of the United States, against the vessels, goods, and effects of the government of the said Republic of Mexico, and the citizens thereof.

--

[1] Any similarities to the funeral speech of the OTL 16th President are purely intentional.

[2] Having taken over from the old militia system, the National Guard acts as both local anti-slavery patrol and military reserves.  They are the first units called up when the regular armed forces are deemed to be insufficient, before any calls are placed for volunteers.

[3] A post-POD character, although with the same name as the OTL Lord Lyons, and with similar political connections through his father which got him into the diplomatic service and to North America.

--

Decades of Darkness #61: Jaws of the Jackal

From “The Journal of Los Angeles History, Summer 1952, Volume 14, Number 3”.

Book Reviews

So Far From God: The History of the Mexican Wars.  By Richard S. D. Davis.  Jefferson Davis University Press, 1950.  Illustrations, maps, bibliography, index, xxvi plus 974 pages.

Reviewed by Diego A. Hodges, lecturer in the History Department, Los Angeles University and historian of colonial and republican Central America, is currently writing a book reviewing labour market trends in eighteenth-century colonial Mexico.  A graduate of the United States Naval Academy, Mobile, he is retired from the U.S. Navy.

Richard S. D. Davis’s narrative history of the Mexican Wars first appeared in 1942, published by Conrad Publishing Company, and is now released by Jefferson Davis University Press.  So Far From God is a bold production of a historical work intended to cover the history of these wars from the point of view of the soldiers who fought in them.

The book is well-laid out and illustrated, and nowhere on the cover does it mention Richard Davis’s descent from both of the Presidents Davis.  It is engaging and eye-catching.  The title of the book is a reference to the famous quote from Manuel Diaz, last president of Mexico, which reads in full: “Poor Mexico: so far from God and so near to the United States” [1].  In his history, Davis makes little mention of the ongoing political crises and mismanagement which characterised Mexico during the republican period, but that is understandable in a work which focuses on the wars themselves, and not the underlying causes or historical trends which produced those wars.

In a work of the scale of So Far From God, many details must necessarily be omitted, and Davis chooses to include only short introductory pieces describing the build-up to each war, and most of the narrative focuses on the wars themselves.  These introductory segments are brief, and a general reader would be unlikely to gain much insight into the political climate which led up to each war, such as Santa Anna’s vainglory, or the state-sponsored assassination, or the financial mismanagement and debt crises.  The sections covering the political settlements of each war are likewise brief, and readers will have to seek elsewhere to understand, say, the concern for foreign intervention which mandated the United States’ relatively limited acquisitions after the second war.

Lest this be taken as criticism, Davis shows an aptitude for delivering a sense of place and an appreciation of the difficulties facing the soldiers during these wars.  He also succeeds in covering the long period of time he has sought to cover.  So Far From God is an enthralling view of life through the experience of the soldiers.  Manoeuvres are described, including anecdotes from primary sources, but Davis also includes descriptions and reports from the battlefield commanders.  The result is a detailed picture of the hardships endured by the soldiers of both sides, particularly the American soldiers who distinguished themselves by their service in an unfamiliar country and, for the first two wars, against a backdrop of vicious tropical disease.  The depictions of the deaths of both General Taylor and General Lee to such diseases are particularly touching.

In So Far From God, Richard S. D. Davis presents a narrative that will entertain the general public and military aficionados, while still contributing to the corpus of historical knowledge of this period in American history.  The criticisms stated here should not be taken as diminishing Davis’s contribution to history, only to mention the things the book is not.

--

Excerpts from “The Historical Detective: The Assassination of President Jefferson Davis”
By ‘Reginald Kincaid’ [2]
(c) 1948 Horizon Publishing Company
Stirling [Perth, Western Australia], Kingdom of Australia

Epilogue

The truth behind the assassination of President Davis may thus, alas, never be settled entirely.  No matter how carefully historians may sift and weigh the evidence, there is always room for doubt in such a case, particularly in such a delicate matter as this.  As my review highlights, conspiracy theorists have named just about every major figure of the U.S. government, most of those in New England, a fair cross-section of Mexican and Canadian ones, and even those from such unlikely places as Britain or Russia.  Many have let their judgement be clouded by the result of the ensuing Second Mexican War where Mexico was forced to stand alone against the United States without any foreign intervention.

Nonetheless, in this case at least, I believe that the United States is blameless in regard to the assassination itself.  The USA has committed many despicable acts throughout its history; there is no need to pin invented vileness on them.  The most likely source for the assassination is precisely the person the USA named: Ignacio Salanueva, acting out of hostility to the attempted filibuster of Veracruz and a belief that Jefferson Davis would continue to take chunks out of Mexico for as long as he lived.  As events turned out, his deed only gave the United States fresh excuse to raid Mexico, but that was not his intention.

As to whether others were involved, perhaps some senior figures of the Mexican government had knowledge of the plot, but I do not believe President Benito Juarez had any part in the assassination.  He would not have dared to take the risk.  Sadly, this did not save him, as the victorious American forces made his handover a condition of the peace treaty, and Juarez the innocent was hung alongside Salanueva the guilty in front of Davis’s final resting place in West Florida...

--

4 March 1865,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

“I do solemnly affirm that I will faithfully execute the office of President of the United States, and will to the best of my ability, preserve, protect and defend the Constitution of the United States,” Abraham Myers said, repeating the words of Chief Justice Judah Benjamin, before he dropped his right arm from his side.  He had chosen not to hold a Bible; perhaps a provocative choice, but the crowd did nothing to complain.  Truly, the United States was the land of opportunity, to have two men of Jewish birth fill its two most senior offices.  Where else in the world had that happened in any nation since the fall of Jerusalem? [3]

The election result had been close, sure enough, and the slurs against him for his faith all too vicious, yet he had carried the election.  He doubted he would seek another term; the memory of the United States’ recent victory over Mexico had probably been the one thing which had gained Myers his re-election.  The memory of that would have faded in the next four years, and Myers did not expect that there would be any more dramatic military victories during his next term in office.  No, this would be a time for consolidation.  The United States had made some dramatic gains in recent years, including some lands which would be difficult to rule; slave revolt already simmered in Cuba, and there would surely be problems in the new Mexican acquisitions with people who did not accept U.S. rule or their new social status.  Myers had no plans to prevent further filibusters by American citizens in Central America, but he expected he would not grant formal annexation of any territories acquired either, unless he was certain of a non-military response from Europe.  He would oppose most strongly any further action against already-weakened Mexico.

Myers stood up to the podium to deliver his inaugural address.  Most of it was what people expected, but he expected people to be surprised when he named the establishment of Jefferson Davis University in Puerto Veracruz, a place to commemorate the death of America’s greatest President in the city which the Mexican murderers had named as their cause for slaying him.

--

Excerpts from the Treaty of Veracruz
Originally published in “Ashes From Ashes: A History of the Second Mexican War”
(c) 1946 by Annabel Richards
Cline Publishing Company
Habana, West Cuba: United States of America

Article 4
The Republic of Mexico cedes to the United States territory comprising the former states of Sinaloa, Durango, Zacatecas, San Luis Potosi, Veracruz and Tobasco [4].  All citizens of these territories who remain within the borders of these states shall be subject to all the laws of the United States.

Article 5
The United States shall grant the Republic of Mexico rights to trans-ship goods through the port of Veracruz, including building railroads and other such improvements which shall facilitate such transportation.  The cost of transporting such goods shall not include any tariffs or other levies in excess of what would be charged to other goods being transported elsewhere in the United States.

--

[1] This is of course a person who is similar in many respects to Porfirio Diaz, although not quite the same person.  However, he did have the same sense of the history of Mexico as his OTL counterpart.

[2] The pseudonym of an Australian author who has published books on a wide variety of topics, including many at or beyond the fringes of contemporary scholarship.

[3] Except, perhaps, for the Khazars.

[4] Yes, this means that Mexico has no Caribbean coastline.  The transit rights through Veracruz form their only outlet.

--

Decades of Darkness #62: Filling In The Blanks

Popular and Electoral Votes for President in 1862
From “1810-1910: A Century of New England Political History”
(c) 1912 by William H. Baldwin
Sandler Publishing Company, Long Island

The 1862 presidential elections, like those of 1858, were contested against the backdrop of a theoretical war with Russia, but also with the more looming background of Europe in chaos and the United States growing ever stronger.  The elections formed in large measure a comment on the policies of the previous incumbent.  There were distinctly mixed opinions of Lincoln, who had won popularity for some of his actions, particularly bringing New Brunswick into New England, but also some views against him for his involvement in Liberia and Santo Domingo, and more generally for how far the United States had expanded during his administration.  As the increasingly popular Connecticut Representative Phineas Barnum [1] remarked, “The islands of the Caribbean are lined up like dominoes, and they fall one by one.”

The Radicals found themselves in a bitter deadlock between the current Vice-President Hannibal Hamlin of Maine, and the strident abolitionist Thaddeus Stevens of Vermont, whose continual anti-slavery rhetoric resounded well with a party concerned over the growth of slavery into the Caribbean and Central America.  Eventually, they settled on Hamlin as their presidential candidate, with Stevens accepting the vice-presidential nomination.  The Federalists were similarly divided in that their most prominent speaker, Horatio Seymour of New York, was not eligible to serve this term, and had to settle for the vice-presidency.  Eventually, they selected the noted poet and lately-turned-politician Henry Longfellow of Maine, in a bid to win that state back from the Radicals, relegating would-be candidate Senator Emory Washburn of Massachusetts, who was tainted by his failure against Lincoln.  The Republicans had learned from the defeat of the near-nonentity Milliard Fillmore, and chose the more dynamic Daniel Haines of New Jersey as their presidential candidate, with the noted William Seward of New York as vice-presidential candidate to counter Seymour’s electoral appeal.

The campaigning was much more sedate than in the previous election, with few of the personal attacks, but with Longfellow demanding a return to traditional values and building a stronger economy, while Hamlin advocated further political reform, and the Republicans advocated building an independent political power apart from Canada and Great Britain, with commercial links to the United States.  The mood throughout the campaign highlighted the regional differences between the parties, and it became apparent that the three-party system would continue in New England for some time yet...

              Popular Votes           Electoral Votes
State         Lon.    Hai.    Ham.    Lon. Hai. Ham.
Connecticut   24,682  11,804  17,170  9    0    0
Maine         39,687  8,451   36,302  12   0    0
Massachusetts 89,147  32,401  13,523  21   0    0
Long Island   37,471  68,425  57,021  0    15   0
New Hampshire 15,420  13,551  17,756  0    0    7
New Jersey    17,796  53,389  33,499  0    12   0
New York      162,530 193,004 152,372 0    43   0
Rhode Island  15,232  3,427   19,421  0    0    5
Vermont       14,138  14,594  16,874  0    0    7
Michigan      30,794  36,393  72,786  0    0    18
Nova Scotia   29,521  9,671   11,706  8    0    0
Total         476,418 445,111 448,431 50   70   37


With the 1862 presidential election now referred to Congress, this meant that three of the last four elections had needed to be decided this way.  What had been seen as a source of controversy had by now become grudgingly accepted as part of the political landscape.  While there would be some calls for reform of the electoral system, including for the abolition of the electoral college, these calls were not yet particularly loud.  This was despite the unusual situation where Haines received the smallest number of popular votes, but the largest number of electoral votes and, after some bargaining in the House of Representatives, the election...

--

The Presidential Elections of 1864
From “The Atlas of American Political History”
(c) 1946 By Karl Wundt
Lone Pine Publishing Company
Hammersford [Salem, Oregon], Oregon State
United States of America

Caption:
The 1864 elections saw the political debate return to only two main parties, as the brief interlude of the Freedom Party ended.  The Democratic nomination became a highly contested debate, centering on whether a Jew could be chosen as an electoral candidate.  In the end, Myers won was re-nominated, largely through the advantage of incumbency and the success of the Second Mexican War, and he took the precaution of choosing Joseph Holt, who had conducted the trials of the assassins of Presidents Mangum and Davis, as his vice-presidential candidate.  The Patriots chose as their presidential candidate William Travis, hero of two wars with Mexico, whose recent campaign to capture Sinaloa won him considerable popularity.  Governor James Robinson of Ohio [2] was chosen as their vice-presidential candidate.

              Popular Votes            Electoral Votes
State         Travis    Myers     Travis Myers
Alabama       20,028    28,821    0      13
Arkansas      7,466     13,866    0      6
Coahuila      8,164     8,844     0      5
Delaware      7,736     3,476     3      0
E. Florida    3,379     5,514     0      3
E. Texas      20,872    15,745    8      0
Georgia       26,410    58,784    0      20
Illinois      50,499    39,678    16     0
Indiana       47,975    39,252    15     0
Iowa          29,544    19,696    9      0
Jackson       1,939     5,519     0      3
Jefferson     17,261    19,464    0      8
Kentucky      50,509    72,684    0      23
Louisiana     18,796    19,576    0      10
Maryland      36,818    27,775    13     0
Mississippi   12,801    23,773    0      10
Missouri      34,708    34,328    14     0
N. California 7,028     2,871     3      0
N. Carolina   40,582    47,640    0      19
Ohio          165,685   130,181   47     0
Pennsylvania  157,376   96,456    41     0
S. Carolina   14,860    36,381    0      14
Tennessee     51,185    73,657    0      24
Virginia      66,609    75,112    0      30
Washington    18,238    28,527    0      10
W. Florida    13,767    35,400    0      13
W. Texas      4,079     3,765     3      0
Westylvania   69,238    46,159    19     0
Wilkinson     18,944    13,718    7      0
Tamaulipas    5,851     8,776     0      3
Kansas        21,108    19,484    3      0
Total         1,049,457 1,054,921 201    214

--

Selected Important Dates in North American History: 1851-1865
Taken from “The Compleat Textbook Series: Early American History”
By J. Edward Fowler (Principal Author)
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1948 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission

1851

Robert C. Winthrop (Massachusetts), Federalist, inaugurated as 11th President of New England.  Milliard Fillmore (New York), Republican, inaugurated as Vice-President.

Yucatan Protectorate established.

1852

Treaty of Zitacuaro ends First Mexican War, with massive cession of land from Mexico to the United States.

Lewis Cass (Ohio), Patriot, is re-elected as 10th President of the United States.  Samuel Houston (East Texas), Patriot, is elected as Vice-President.

1854

Fourth Amendment to the New England Constitution takes effect, ending the ‘natural born’ restrictions on federal office.

1855

Franklin Pierce (New Hampshire), Republican, inaugurated as 12th President of New England.  Milliard Fillmore (New York), Republican, re-inaugurated as Vice-President.

“Corona”, the first of a new class of iron-plated steam and sail ships, laid down in New York.

1856

Jefferson Davis (West Florida), Democrat, elected as 11th President of the United States.

Michigan and Nova Scotia admitted as the 10th and 11th states, respectively, of New England.

“La Gloire”, the first of the French ironclad steam and sail ships, laid down in Toulon, reportedly in response to the New England design.

1857

U.S. filibusters enter Cuba on a massive scale, and set up a new government with the support of local landowners.

Constitutional amendment proposed in New England, to extend the term of the president from four to six years.  The amendment is ratified by Long Island and New Jersey in that year.

“Black Prince”, a new British design of ironclad vessel, laid down in London [3].  In the same year, the “Delaware”, an American-designed ironclad, is laid down in Baltimore.

1858

Wilkinson [most of Minnesota west of the Mississippi] admitted as the 26th state in the Union.

British, Canadian and New England forces occupy Alaska as part of their anti-Russian operations during the Turkish War.

United States annexes Cuba.

Mark Lansdowne organises a filibuster expedition into Nicaragua after being invited in.

New York Legislature ratifies the proposed constitutional amendment extending the presidential term to six years.

1859

Abraham Lincoln (New York), Radical, inaugurated as 13th President of New England.  Hannibal Hamlin (Maine), Radical, inaugurated as Vice-President.

Coahuila [southwestern Texas and northern Coahuila, Mexico] admitted as the 27th state in the Union.

West Texas [northwestern Texas] admitted as the 28th state in the Union.

U.S. President Davis proclaims the Caste Wars in the Yucatan over, and recalls the ‘Jaguars’.  However, ongoing civil strife continues in the remoter parts of the Yucatan (mainly the eastern and southeastern portions) for several more years.

Mark Lansdowne is proclaimed President of Nicaragua.  After some local discontent and a threatened invasion from Honduras, he requests U.S. annexation, which is granted.

Michigan and Vermont Legislatures ratify the proposed constitutional amendment extending the presidential term to six years.

1860

Jefferson Davis (West Florida), Democrat, re-elected as 11th President of the United States.  Abraham Myers (South Carolina), Democrat, elected as Vice-President.

North California [northern California] admitted as the 29th state in the Union.

New England proclaims a protectorate over Santo Domingo.  The United States refuses to recognise this protectorate.

Rhode Island, New Hampshire and Nova Scotia Legislatures ratify the proposed constitutional amendment extending the presidential term to six years.  The Legislatures of Massachusetts, Maine and Connecticut have rejected the amendment, leaving it unratifiable until one of those state legislatures changes their vote.

1861

Plebiscite held in New Brunswick and Prince Edward Island to remain under British rule or join New England.  New Brunswick narrowly votes in favour of joining New England; Prince Edward Island rejects.

U.S. filibusters invade Puerto Rico and are welcomed by the local landowners (although not the rest of the citizens).

A proposal to separate those counties of New York east of the Hudson River into a new state of ‘Hudson’ is gazetted by Senator Horatio Seymour of New York.

‘Third Exodus’ begins from Salt Lake City to Vancouver Island, Kingdom of Canada, with many of the Nephites believing they need to leave the United States.

1862

New Brunswick formally added to New England as New Brunwsick Territory.

Proposal to split New York State is rejected by the combined Radicals and Republicans in the New England Congress.

Tamaulipas [Tamaulipas State, Mexico, plus the district around Tampico, Veracruz State] admitted as the 30th state in the Union.

Kansas [similar to Kansas, but with some different boundaries in the north and west] admitted as the 31st state in the Union.

Puerto Rico is annexed to the United States.

Mark Lansdowne attempts a filibuster to gain control of Veracruz, Mexico, and is defeated.  He narrowly escapes to U.S. soil.

U.S. filibusters support General José María Medina to return to Honduras and regain the Presidency.

1863

U.S. military advisers dispatched to Honduras to support the government of President Medina.

U.S. President Jefferson Davis assassinated (2 March).  Abraham Myers becomes 12th President of the United States.

Daniel Haines (New Jersey), Republican, inaugurated as 14th President of New England.  William Seward (New York), Republican, inaugurated as Vice-President.

United States declares war on Mexico over assassination of President Davis.  U.S. Marines occupy Veracruz in June in preparation for a march on Mexico City.  Simultaneous invasions into Sinaloa and Hidalgo.

1864

Abraham Myers (South Carolina), Democrat, re-elected as 12th President of the United States.  Joseph Holt (Kentucky), Democrat, elected as Vice-President.

Treaty of Veracruz ends Second Mexican War.  Mexico cedes its provinces of Sinaloa, Durango, Zacatecas, San Luis Potosi, Veracruz and Tobasco to the United States.

Sonora and Chihuahua Territories both fail of admission as states, due to concerns about the ‘proper racial balance’ within those territories.  The population of these territories continues to expand through migration for mining, but the Apaches remain an unsubdued threat.

The former Russian province of Alaska is ceded to the Kingdom of Canada as part of the settlement of the Second Congress of Vienna in Europe.

1865

Patriot-dominated U.S. Congress approves a major reorganisation of the territories of the United States.  New Mexico Territory is divided into New Mexico Territory [New Mexico + Arizona], Colorado Territory [more or less Colorado], Deseret Territory [Utah], and Nevada Territory [Nevada].  Oregon Territory is partitioned into Oregon Territory [Oregon State, more or less] and Idaho Territory [Idaho below the 46th parallel, and those parts of Montana west of the Idaho-Wyoming Border].  Nebraska Territory is partitioned into Nebraska Territory [Nebraska + South Dakota, up to the 46th parallel] and Wyoming Territory [Wyoming + the rest of Montana up to the 46th parallel].  South California Territory [Baja California], Sonora Territory [Sonora + Sinaloa to the 25th parallel], Chihuahua Territory [Chihuahua to the 25th parallel], North Durango Territory [Durango north of the 25th parallel] and New Leon Territory [those parts of Neuvo Leon north of the 25th parallel, plus those parts of Zacatecas and San Luis Potosi north of that line, and those parts of Coahuila which did not become part of the ATL U.S. state of Coahuila] are confirmed in their present boundaries, despite the suggestions that parts of them should be combined with the new Mexican acquisitions.  The new territories of Sinaloa [Sinaloa south of the 25th parallel], South Durango [the rest of Durango], Zacatecas [Zacatecas below the 25th parallel] and Potosi [San Luis Potosi + Nuevo Leon below the 25th parallel], Veracruz [Veracruz, except around Tampico], and Tobasco are organised.  Cuba Territory is partitioned into West Cuba Territory [all of OTL Cuba west of the old administrative district of Camaguey (roughly the 79th meridian west)] and East Cuba Territory [the rest of Cuba].  The Caribbean Territory is reorganised to include Puerto Rico, the Virgin Islands [only the U.S. Virgin Islands] and Guadeloupe and neighbouring islands.  Nicaragua Territory is not affected by the reorganisation.

The United States accepts a request from the Yucatan Protectorate for formal annexation, and the Yucatan Territory is organised [4].

New Brunwsick admitted as the 12th state of New England.  One of its first acts is to ratify the proposed amendment extending the presidential term to six years, although this amendment excludes the present incumbent.

Armed revolts increase in scale in East Cuba; U.S. President Myers accuses Haiti of shipping arms to the country.  Increased U.S. military deployment to the Territory, including the ‘Jaguars’.  The soldiers are innoculated with the new yellow fever vaccine before deployment.

Proposal to divide New York State is approved by the combined Federalists and Radicals (with some Republicans) in the New England Congress.  The new states of Hudson [eastern New York State, capital at Albany] and Niagara [western New York State, with the border at the OTL counties of Cayuga, Onondaga, Cortland and western Broome (the Cortland-Chenango border extended due south), capital at Geneva] will be formed the following year.

--

[1] Barnum returned to political office for the 1860 Congressional elections, representing the Republican Party.

[2] A post-POD character, who is vigorous in his application of Matthist ideology and the “struggle between the races”.

[3] The design of the “Black Prince” is roughly equivalent to the “Warrior” of OTL.

[4] How genuine this request was is debateable, although the ladino inhabitants of the Yucatan do much prefer U.S. backing to Maya raids.
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Decades of Darkness #63: How Many Holes Has A Swiss Cheese?

Excerpts from “Misfits of History”
(c) 1947 by Emily Vasquez
Cline Publishing Company
Habana, West Cuba: United States of America

Chapter 3.  Switzerland: The Fall of the Alpine Kingdom

Like Poland, Switzerland was a nation which had a long history but which did not survive the gradual unification of Europe which began in the eighteenth century and which was to continue into the twentieth...

The history of Switzerland is usually traced to the compact of Uri, Schwyz and Unterwalden in 1291 - the birth of a Swiss Confederation which grew over the centuries.  The Swiss people earned a fearsome reputation as warriors, and partly as a result, received internationally-guaranteed neutrality in the Peace of Westphalia in 1648, which was to continue for over a century.  However, the Swiss neutrality came to an end during the French Revolutionary Wars, which swept over Switzerland and led to the downfall of the Swiss Confederation.

Although the short-lived Helvetic Republic which replaced the Confederation itself did not even survive until the fall of Napoleon I, the fatal blow had been dealt with the end of Swiss neutrality.  While Switzerland was to outlast Poland, and indeed gained additional territory after the First Congress of Vienna, it had been cast into the status of a misfit of history nonetheless.  The discussions during that Congress saw Switzerland being regarded as a target for negotiation, not as an independent and neutral power.  It was this decision, more than anything else, which proved fatal to Switzerland’s survival [1].  The already strong anti-republican sentiments of the Congress of Vienna had been enhanced by the British experience in the New World, and thus all of the Great Powers agreed that Switzerland should become a monarchy.  The chosen monarch was the former King of Saxony, and he was established as King of Switzerland, although with terms which preserved considerable autonomy for the cantons.  Yet no matter how favourable the terms, the establishment of a monarchy now meant that the other European powers had both an interest and a convenient pretext for intervention in Swiss affairs.

This was confirmed in 1835, when the Swiss demands for reform and greater autonomy for the cantons led to open revolt.  Only a few cantons joined at first, but King Anthony Clement I was unable to find many support from local troops.  On his death in 1836, virtually all of Switzerland rose in open revolt.  Frederick Augustus II was able to claim the throne only with the support of King Louis-Philippe of France, and he was despised as a French puppet.  This need not have spelled the end of Switzerland as a nation, but it encouraged division amongst the cantons, which would in time mean the demise of Switzerland as a united nation.

The next blow to Swiss identity came when the winds of revolution blew through Europe in 1849, and Louis-Philippe fled France for the United States.   Frederick Augustus II slipped from his throne shortly thereafter, as the Swiss people gladly took advantage of the fall of his protector to drive out his supporters and proclaim a renewed Swiss Confederation.  However, the old divisions resurfaced, as there was considerable disagreement about how Switzerland should be ruled, with both liberal and conservative factions, to say nothing of the remaining monarchists [2].  Unable to resolve their own differences, the Swiss were in turn engulfed in their own civil war that was only ended by intervention from the Second French Republic in 1851, which sought to establish Johan I on the throne of Switzerland (his brother Frederick Augustus being too unpopular to restore), as none of the Swiss factions could agree on any other choice [3].  Johan I had a few brief years of peace, but his rule proved less than popular.  In 1859, revolution rose again, and this time the German Reich was in a position to intervene in Swiss affairs for the first time...

--

“The Swiss and Italian Wars: Europe in Crisis 1858-1864”
By Professor Kemal bin Adullah,
Translated by Arthur Coburg,
Constantinople, Russian Federation.
(c) 1976 Imperial Free Press, Constantinople.
Used with permission.

4.  The Road to War: Swiss Affairs

The question of the ‘German’ status of Switzerland had been one raised several times since nationalism was unleashed during the French Revolutionary Wars.  The first awakening of German nationalism during the German Confederation had little impact on Switzerland, but it was one which was voiced again and again in both Switzerland and the Germanies over the next half-century.  Dissatisfaction with the failed revolution of 1836 saw the beginnings of the Swiss people looking to the German powers for support, although initially this was for liberation as an ally, not to join the German Confederation.  But the call of German nationalism continued to grow, particularly after the attempted Swiss revolution of 1849-1851.  The German powers were too distracted by affairs within the German Confederation and in Hungary to support Switzerland during that period.  But German interest in Switzerland had been heightened, and the strengthening tide of nationalism after the establishment of the Reich only added to this call.

Within Switzerland, the unpopularity of King Johan I rose to a crescendo in 1859, with simultaneous revolts in Graubünden, Aargau and Neuchatel.  The French Emperor Napoleon III was certainly willing to support King Johan, as France had regarded Switzerland as part of her sphere of influence since the French Revolutionary Wars.  On this occasion, however, the German powers were both ready and willing to intervene.  Austria was particularly sympathetic to the revolutionaries in Graubünden, and also given the French support of Garibaldi’s actions to unity Italy, prepared to work against France.  Prussia was determined to bring the German-speaking portions of Switzerland into the Reich.  Only the Netherlands were reluctant to become involved in a war against France.  However, by the German Constitution, foreign adventures required the unanimous support of all three Kaisers.  The division between the Kaisers was ably exploited by Bismarck [4], the Reichs Chancellor, to extend the influence of Frankfurt in foreign affairs, and precipitate a war.  Bismarck arranged for a limited declaration of war, of support for the Swiss revolutionaries, but not against France herself.  This meant that it remained in French hands whether to declare war against the German Confederation itself...

5.  The Italian Wars: The Rise of Nationalism

The struggle for Italian unification can be traced back to the Napoleonic Wars.  Although the nations which Napoleon carved out of the northern Italian peninsula were short-lived puppet states, they inspired a sense of Italian nationalism.  After the fall of Napoleon, Italian nationalism faced two great challenges.  The first was the disunity of Italy into many small states.  The second was the presence of the Austrians in the northern Italian-speaking lands, and other Habsburg monarchs in Tuscany.  Both of these challenges would have to be overcome before Italy could achieve unification.

The first major attempt for Italian unification had occurred in the revolutions of 1849-50, and was a failure due to the victories of Austria.  In those revolutions, the only Italian general to achieve any notable victories was General Garibaldi, who was however driven from the peninsula in the aftermath, and lived in exile in the United States and New England for a time before he returned in 1857, when the time seemed ripe.  From here, Garibaldi was to prove himself one of the most audacious and successful generals of all time.  Garibaldi staged a dramatic occupation of the island of Sicily in 1857, and then of Naples in 1858-9.  He delivered these conquests to his backer, Victor Emmanuel II, King of Sardinia-Piedmont, and thus established for the first time one monarch in Italy who could claim to represent the peninsula itself.

To complete his desired unification of Italy, Garibaldi needed three things: to conquer the Papal States, to drive the Austrians out of Lombardy and Venetia, and to unify the minor states of north Italy.  This would inevitably bring him into conflict with Austria and, since Lombardy and Venetia were part of the German Confederation, with the other German powers as well...

6.  The Outbreak of War

The question of war in Switzerland and Italy awaited the decision of Napoleon III.  He had likely not forgotten the defeat of the Confederation War, but then the French Army had instituted considerable reforms since this time.  With Prussia and Austria marching into Switzerland, and with his Italian allies eager to strike against Austria, Napoleon III chose war...

9. Conflict and Compromise

After two years of war, of France and Italy against the German Confederation, the result was much less decisive than might have been expected.  France had been invaded but not overwhelmed, while the Piedmontese-Italian armies had proven more than a match for the Austrians, which had not had the same benefit of Prussian military training.  Switzerland itself, the immediate cause of the war, remained mostly in German hands, but most of the Italian peninsula had fallen to Garibaldi’s armies, except for the carefully-honoured case of Rome, and Venetia and Lombardy where the Deutschleger [5] had supported them.

Several factors now called out for peace.  The Netherlands saw no wish for a long war with France.  Prussia had achieved what she wanted from the war, effective control of Switzerland, and although they were determined to maintain the integrity of the German Confederation [6], did not wish to become bogged down in attempts to reconquer more of the Italian peninsula.  The Austrians were disappointed over the loss of much of Italy, but also wished to intervene in the Balkans, where revolts from Ottoman rule had begun in earnest.  On the other side of the war, Italy was still determined to acquire Lombardy, but Napoleon III could see the weight of population beginning to tell against him, and he had no desire for another occupation of Paris, so he opted for negotiation instead.

Napoleon III found a willing negotiator in Frankfurt, where Reichs Chancellor Bismarck was again able to use the divisions between the German Powers both to extend the power of the German Diet and to produce a new peace in Europe.  Bismarck demonstrated an uncanny ability to discern the vital interests of each power and how best to resolve them.

He was firstly able to persuade the Holy Roman Emperor to keep Lombardy and Venetia, but to permit his relatives to be unseated from their thrones in Italy in exchange for new crowns to be granted in Switzerland.  He was aided in this argument by Franz Josef’s desire to acquire land in the Balkans, with the Ottoman Empire collapsing.

Bismarck was able to negotiate with Napoleon III for a face-saving compromise which saw France acquire some territory in Switzerland and Italy, in exchange for abandoning her support for those two nations.  As part of the same arrangement, Italy ceased any action against Lombardy and Venetia, in exchange for recognition of her authority elsewhere in the Italian Peninsula.  Bismarck is reported to have said that he now wanted the Italians to waste their efforts in searching for colonies overseas, rather than for more Italian-speakers at home.

Bismarck showed particular diplomatic gifts in negotiating within the German Confederation as well.  Austria in particular had been hostile to Britain due to the British shipments of arms to the Italian armies, particularly the deadly New England-made Spencer repeaters [7].  Bismarck expressed the argument that as a prince in the German Confederation [8], the King of Britain had in effect been supporting an enemy of Germany, and that this might need to be resolved.  The settlement of this question, along with the precise territorial changes in Europe, awaited the outcome of the Second Congress of Vienna...

--

Extracts taken from “The Compleat Textbook Series: Modern European History”
By J. Edward Fowler (Principal Author)
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1948 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission.

The Second Congress of Vienna (1863-1864)

The Second Congress of Vienna was deliberately held in that city to invoke the mystique surrounding the first Congress, which was credited with having created peace in Europe for more than thirty years after the fall of Napoleon.  All the states of Europe were invited, although Spain did not attend as there was still no universally recognised government due to the continuing civil war in that nation.  As with the first Congress, however, most of the negotiations took place privately between the Great Powers – Britain, France, Russia, Austria, Prussia, the Netherlands and newly-established Italy – while the lesser monarchs were entertained through lavish banquets and festivities.  Importantly, the German Diet also sent its own representative, Reichs Chancellor Bismarck, who was to prove the most successful of the diplomats at the Congress.

The purpose of the Second Congress was to attempt to restore order in Europe, which had been badly shaken since 1849.  There was a general desire for a stable peace, if only because some of the Powers had been exhausted through war (principally Russia).  The primary question was how to divide up the former nations of the Ottoman Empire and Switzerland, and also to grant formal recognition to Italy as a Great Power.

The main outcomes of the Second Congress were as follows:

RUSSIA
- received the Bulgarian provinces as part of Russia
- was forced to recognise the neutrality of the Straits of Constantinople
- gained parts of Asia Minor to the port of Trebizond from the former Ottoman Empire

SERBIA
- established as an independent nation under a Russian prince

ITALY
- confirmed as an independent nation comprising the former kingdoms of Sardinia, and Sicily, most of the Papal States (except Rome), and the minor northern Italian states
- conceded Nice and Savoy to France
- granted Albania as a colony [9]

AUSTRIA
- conceded the loss of Tuscany to Italy
- acquired the province of Sarajevo from the former Ottoman Empire, and recognised the sovereignty of Montenegro
- acquired the former Swiss canton of Graubünden

GREECE
- acquired Macedonia [the OTL Greek province of Macedonia, not the nation]
- acquired Rhodes and other Aegean islands

TURKEY
- established as a sultanate [there is still a Sultan, but he is considered the Sultan of Turkey rather than the Ottoman Emperor] under the protection of Britain [this includes most of OTL Turkey, plus a strip of the north Aegean coast, and most of Mesopotamia].  Turkey maintained its claims to suzerainty of Arabia, a claim which was largely ignored both by the inhabitants and by the Great Powers.

THE GERMAN CONFEDERATION
- the rulership of Hanover transferred to Henry, cousin of King Edward VII of Britain, separating the Electorate from its personal union with Great Britain.
- Bern, Luzern-Unterwaldern, Wallis-Tessin and Zurich joined as member states.  The German Confederation now included 44 states.

FRANCE
- acquired Nice and Savoy from Italy
- acquired Syria [including OTL Lebanon] as a colony

BRITAIN
- established a protectorate over Turkey
- acquired Palestine as a colony
- established Egypt as a protectorate
- established Cyprus as a colony

SWITZERLAND was partitioned:
- a remnant Helvetian Republic was established out of the former cantons of Vaud, Neuchatel, Geneva and the western two-thirds of Fribourg
- the Duchy of Wallis-Tessin was established out of the former cantons of Valais, Ticino and Uri [10] as a member state of the German Confederation
- Austria acquired Graubünden
- the Duchy of Bern was established out of the former canton of Bern and the eastern third of Fibourg, as a member state of the German Confederation
- the Duchy of Aargau was established out of the former cantons of Basel-Stadt, Basel-Landschaft, Solothurn and Aargau, and the Jura District from Bern, as a member state of the German Confederation
- the Duchy of Luzern-Unterwalden was established out of the former cantons of Lucerne, Obwalden, and Nidwalden, as a member state of the German Confederation
- the Grand Duchy of Zurich was established out of the former cantons of Zurich, Schwyz, Zug, St Gallen, Thurgau, Appenzell Ausserrhoden, Appenzell Innerrhoden, Glarus and Schaffhausen, as a member state of the German Confederation.

At the closure of the Second Congress, the Powers issued a joint statement calling for peace in Europe, that the continent should never again see the same spectrum of wars and rebellions that had trouble it for the last fifteen years.  Importantly, the Second Congress of Vienna did not address what would happen to the former Ottoman dependencies in the Arabian Peninsula.  These were to become fodder for the colonial expansions which followed.  The Second Congress of Vienna is also considered as a key step in the rise of parliamentary authority in Germany.  The Diet already controlled the purse-strings and the economic activity amongst the German states.  The disagreements between the Kaisers gave the Diet an opportunity to develop a diplomatic voice as well.

--

[1] Special thanks go to Good Habit for suggesting the revised history of Switzerland.

[2] The division is similar in some respects to the divisions in the OTL Sonderbundskrieg, but with complications from monarchist factions as well.  Some Swiss wanted to keep a monarch with strictly limited powers, using him as a mediating figure between differences in the cantons, while some wanted republics.

[3] Although France was nominally a republic in this period, it was dominated by Napoleon II, who was hardly averse to the idea of restoring a monarch.

[4] Being born a few years after the POD, this Bismarck is not quite OTL Bismarck.  He has more loyalty to the idea of Germany as a whole, rather than to Prussia in particular, and he is less inclined to see war as the best solution to a diplomatic problem (although he is quite willing to use it when necessary).  He has the same formidable diplomatic talents, however.

[5] The combined armies of the German Confederation, which includes virtually all of the armed forces from the minor German states, and some contributions from each of the great German powers.  The Deutschleger is trained and organised along Prussian lines.

[6] i.e. keep Lombardy and Venetia, which were integral parts of the German Confederation.  The other Habsburg possessions in Italy were not.

[7] Designed by Matthew Spencer, who is similar to but not identical to OTL’s Christopher Spencer.

[8] The electorate of Hanover is still a possession of Great Britain ITTL, as there is a male ruler in Britain and thus no need for the province to diverge as happened in OTL when Victoria took the throne in Britain.

[9] And the sounds of Bismarck’s laughter could probably have been heard across Europe.

[10] Yes, poor Uri, but better than rejoining Austria.

--

Decades of Darkness #64a: Amidst The Gathering Dark

Excerpts from “A Jaguar’s Life: An Autobiography”
(c) 1894 By Captain James Fisher (ret.)
Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.

I was born in 1847 in Terence, a small no-account town in West Florida, northeast of Baton Rogue.  There were never many people in Terence, just a few small farmers and suppliers for the big sugar and cotton plantations outside of town.  No railroad ran through Terence when I was young, just a couple of roads the locals always used to complain about.  There were always enough ways for the planters to get their crops to the river, so who cared about the rest of us?  We would get a railroad when they were ready, thank you so very much.  They finally put one through about 1860, I think, when I was thirteen years old.  It was one of the first things that made me decide I wanted to leave Terence.

My father ran the general store, and he had always thought I would follow him in running the store, but I never did like that.  I’d rather feel God’s own sun on my chest than be shut up in some dingy box of a shop writing things down all day.  I hate writing.  My father taught me enough that I can cipher out words, but I can barely write nothing, and I hate to add up numbers.  I had to get a man to help me with writing out this book, otherwise it would have never got written.  I heard tell that people wanted to hear stories about the Jaguars, and I’ve got a story I want to tell but I’ll tell it my way...

Right after the railroad came to Terence – or it may have been a bit before – I met the man who changed my life, who first gave me a hint that maybe there was a bigger world than just small-town Terence.  Don’t get me wrong, Terence was a nice place in lots of ways.  It was just small.  I was never happier as a young man than when I could get out of town, even if it was just a mile away.  I liked the country, I liked running around under a baking-hot sun.  I liked trees, as much of them as were around.  Whenever I got a chance, I’d go exploring with my friends Tim and Alex, or escape my chores to play around town.

But of the three of us, I was the only one who met the man.  I can still remember him, even now.  A very tall man, well over six foot I’d think, and lean.  Oh, so lean.  He looked like he didn’t have any muscles on him at all, but he showed me soon enough that he had strength to him.

Anyway, he brought something from my father’s store, and he came outside to see me creeping around the side of the building next door holding a stick that was meant to look like a gun.  Me and Alex and Tim had escaped from our chores – again – and we were having one of our usual play-fights.  I think I was meant to be General Jackson back before he was President, and they were Seminoles, but I can’t rightly remember.  I just know I was creeping, and he was coming out of the store, and he stopped to look at me, and he said, “Boy, what’re you doing there?”

I’d like to say I had a snappy answer for him, but truth to tell, I was so worried he’d drag me back inside to my father, I just stood there and did nothing.

“You think you’re being a soldier?”

I nodded.

“No, boy.  Soldiers line up in a regiment and march across battlefields.  Soldiers don’t need to fight in a town.  What you’re doing here, boy, is an irregular.  A warrior.”

I asked, “And you’re a warrior?”, or something like that.

“I was better than a warrior.  I was a Jaguar.”

“What’s so special about a jaguar?”

The man grinned.  I’ll always remember that grin; it puts me in mind of what a fish would see just before the shark bites.  “A jaguar doesn’t let anyone know he’s there.  He moves quietly, he hides until he chooses where he’ll attack.  And when he strikes, he always wins.  That’s what it means to be a Jaguar.”

Again, all I could do was nod.

The main said, “So, if you were a Jaguar, how would you go chasing after these friends of yours?”

I shrugged.  “Go around the building.”

The man shook his head.  “They’ll be waiting for you.  They’ll ambush you.  No, boy, what you do is, you go over.”

He helped me up onto the roof, and I climbed over and ‘shot’ Alex and Tim.  They accused me of cheating, of course.  The man had gone by then, so I never heard what his answer would have been to that charge, but I learned it anyway, years later, when I joined the Jaguars.  It became my motto.  Cheating means that you’ve broken the rules.  But Jaguars don’t believe in rules.  Except one.  “War has just one rule: Don’t lose.”

I didn’t even learn the man’s name until years later, too.  I saw him in a regimental photo.  He was Sergeant Matthew Thompson, and he served eight years in the Jaguars, from 1852 to 1859, when President Davis finally pulled them out of the Yucatan.  He only had to serve three years, but he kept volunteering for another service.  He must have caught every tropical disease Satan invented, and picked up every damn mould you can catch in the jungle, but he stayed in the Yucatan all the way through, one of only a handful of men to do so.  He’d been passing through Terence on his way back home, and stopped to talk to me.  A few moments chat for him, but a lifetime’s change for me.  Which was why, six years after I met him, I found myself on the top of a jungle-covered hill somewhere in East Cuba, looking for bush niggers...

At sixteen, I enrolled in the National Guard, which of course had an office at Terence.  In those days, it was still in chaos, not having changed over properly from the old days of the militia.  There were still a lot of part-timers – most of the townsmen were in there every now and then – but mostly they just ran slave patrols.  They hadn’t given men any training to speak of yet, since it’d be a rare West Floridan who didn’t know how to use a gun, but they mostly just kept an eye out for any runaway niggers.  There were never very many of those by the time I joined, although my uncle always used to tell me stories about how we’d get runaways from the plantations all over the state running for Baton Rogue or Biloxi or Mobile, hoping to live amongst the free niggers in the towns and then stow away on a ship or something.  That was pretty rare even then, I think, and there were no free blacks left by the time I joined.  That didn’t leave us with many runaways.  West Florida was pretty good for that.  It wasn’t like it was Maryland or Tamaulipas or somewhere that the niggers could think they could run across the border.  It’s a bit of a jog from Terence to the Yankee border, or to the Mexican border back when there was a Mexican border to run to.  Even back then, it would have been a pretty brave nigger who’d try to run from here all the way to Mexico, and of course they’d have much, much further to run now.  Bit of a swim to Cuba, if they wanted to go that way, and even further to an island without slaves, those days and now.

But back when I joined the Guard, they had started to develop proper training, and the young men like me got it.  They showed us how to use a gun – which I already knew – and how to march in step – which I didn’t.  I quite liked marching, and I really liked learning about guns.  Especially when they got around to issuing some of us with the new Bornholm [1] rifle-muskets instead of old smoothbores.  State-issue, of course, but West Florida could afford the best for its Guardsmen, and always did [2].  At least, that’s what I thought at the time.  Our captain made a point of telling us that we should be glad we weren’t in some backwoods state like Arkansas or Iowa, and that we had the best equipment.  When I was in the Guard, I learned about marching and shooting in formation, and I was so proud to be a soldier.  For a time, I nearly forgot about Matthew Thompson and what he’d taught me.  I was particularly sure that my Bornholm was the best gun a soldier, or even a warrior, could have.

Then I joined the Jaguars, and found out how wrong I was about both those things...

It was only a month after I joined the National Guard that we heard of the tragic news, that President Davis had been murdered.  That stung in a way which nothing else has ever done to me, before or since.  This was West Florida’s greatest son, hero of two great wars, conqueror of Mexico, and whose leadership had brought more glory to the United States than anyone since Washington, and he was dead at the hands of cowards.  If only that cup had passed from us!  We’ve had some very fine Presidents since, to be sure, but I don’t think we’ll ever see his like again.  Even the Yankee President, Lincoln, came to West Florida to see Davis buried.  I was never gladder that the railroad had come to Terence than when it let all of us in the National Guard stand in our uniforms as his funeral train went past, Davis lying in state in the ninth carriage.  I haven’t shed many tears in my life, but I don’t mind admitting that I cried a river that day, and I wasn’t alone, either.

That day taught me a lot, I think.  I was born in the year that the first American President was assassinated, and I neared manhood just as we lost another.  Both times, we lost Presidents to men of lesser race.  I never knew much about President Mangum, but President Davis certainly knew about the struggle between races, long before it cost him his life.  I learned then that even the greatest of men can be a target, and that while our blood may be finer than theirs, it can still be spilled.  And I decided that no nigger or greaser was ever going to spill mine, if I could help it.  That promise would often be a hard one to keep...

I hadn’t long turned eighteen when the word came out that the Jaguars had been redeployed.  It didn’t get much notice elsewhere in the country – the Jaguars didn’t quite have the same reputation we would get later – but we knew it in West Florida.  They were our favourite regiment, even then, even if they always had a fair number of men from East Florida and Jackson as well.  Then at Terence we got a copy of the Baton Rogue Standard up, and I happened to look over it, and I noticed a picture of a large spotted cat – a Jaguar, of course – with the slogan which is famous now, but was new then: WE TAKE THE BEST, WE LEAVE THE REST.  Then I remembered Matthew Thompson, and the Jaguars.  I had the pride of a young man, and I was sure I was one of the best.

When I found out that the Jaguars were recruiting men, it didn’t take me long to get down to the recruiting office a few towns over where they were taking volunteers.  My father didn’t want me to leave, but I said I was going with or without his permission, so he let me go.  The train brought me to the recruiting office soon enough.

There were about fifty of us would-be Jaguars there, mostly young men like me, but a few older ones.  The recruiting officer was named Clark, who was quite a loyal man for an Irishman.  He was no Catholic, as he made quite clear.  There were a few Irish in Baton Rogue and Mobile, by all reports, but we didn’t see many others in 1865.  Clark had a chest like a barrel and a voice like a pack of wolves in full chorus, and he was kind enough to tell us that there would be only ten men admitted to the Jaguars, and that the rest of us were welcome to volunteer for one of the other units being formed, who were also being sent to Cuba.  Or to Sinaloa or Sonora, to fight redskins and greasers who also hadn’t quite accepted the rule of the United States.  Oh, how desperate I was to make sure I was one of those ten!  I don’t think I could have survived the humiliation of never making it into the Jaguars.

They took down our names and particulars, and asked us about our military services, particularly whether we knew how to use Bornholms.  A couple of men said they couldn’t, and were sent out of the recruiterment office right then.  One man, David Polk, who I’d met on the train journey down, stayed around to volunteer for one of the other units.  I met him years later in Costa Rica, but that’s another story.  The other man, I never did find out what happened to him.

They issued us with long wooden rods about the size and weight of a Bornholm.  Clark said, “Your first test is a short three-mile run along that track there.  The last ten men will be out of the Jaguars.  If you leave your ‘gun’ behind, we’ll send you back to pick it up!”

Without any further word, Clark set off down the trail.  I’ll say this for him: he was a hard man, Clark, but he didn’t expect you to do anything he couldn’t do himself.  He didn’t have a Bornholm, of course, but he beat every one of us, and most of us were younger then him.

The run was hard, but I’d done worse.  A few bravos sprinted ahead of us, but I over took all of them, including a couple who were walking by the time I caught them.  I was the third man to finish, and not too far behind the first.  My arms were quite sore by the time I got there, mind you.  So it didn’t help when another officer thrust a Bornholm and powder at me and pointed me to a field with a canvas target of a man at what felt like a very long way away.  “You have five minutes to see how many bullets you can put into the canvas,” the officer said.  That was a challenge, but I got three bullets into the target.  I watched most of the others; some had four, one five, but most only one or two.

When we had all finished shooting – there were twenty-eight of us by that stage – the ones who didn’t finish the run in time had been sent on.  Clark gathered us into a line, spoke to his other recruiters for a moment, then announced, “Twelve of your scored three hits or better. The rest of you, thank you for your time, and I hope you can still serve the United States in one of our other volunteer units.”  Those other men stepped away, and Clark said, “We have twelve men left, and only ten places to fill.  So, I’m going to ask each of you a question, and I want to hear a good answer.”

Clark moved down the line.  With his booming voice, I could hear him ask the same question over and over: “Why do you want to be a Jaguar?”

I frantically thought about my answer.  Thankfully, the words of Matthew Thompson came back to me, and when my turn came, I said, “I want to be a warrior, not a soldier.  I want to fight when I choose, and so that when I strike, I know I’ll win.”  Clark just nodded and moved down the line, but I felt I’d impressed him, all the same.  And when he called ten of us out, I was among them.  I was going to be a Jaguar!

--

[1] Roughly equivalent to an early Civil War rifle-musket.

[2] West Florida has some of the best cotton and sugar land in the mainland United States, and is thus very wealthy.

--

Decades of Darkness #64b: Through Sun And Fire And Sea

Disclaimer: As with all posts, it’s important to remember that the attitudes and vocabulary of characters in this post are not necessarily compatible with mine.  In this case, they are most emphatically incompatible.  The DoD USA is not a particularly nice place, and this episode displays some of the least pleasant parts of it.

--

Excerpts from “A Jaguar’s Life: An Autobiography”
(c) 1894 By Captain James Fisher (ret.)
Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.

The training for the Jaguars sent us to southwestern Georgia, oddly enough, where we could train in the forest.  The Yucatan would have been better, I think, but at the time not many trainers would dare to send us there.  Disease was a bigger killer than the indios, we were told by some of the veterans of that campaign.  There were a few treatments available – quinine had been in use for more than forty years even back then, and yellow fever vaccine was just starting to be used.  We would receive that vaccine before we were sent to Cuba.  But still, no-one wanted to expose us to the diseases for any longer than we had to, so we trained in a forested part of Georgia instead.

The training was hard, and it made me think that anyone who went through the National Guard had no idea how easily they were treated.  We did more running than I care to remember, along with climbing, crawling, and anything else that would improve our strength.  Only the fittest of men can get into the Jaguars, but by God, you get fitter still once you’re in.  They taught us how to use weapons, of course, in a way I had never imagined.  We used mostly Bornholms for the first few weeks, but we also practiced with a few foreign-made guns in case we ever needed to use them.  We learned how to fight with knives, since many times a Jaguar wants to strike without the sound of a gunshot.  But after a few weeks they introduced us to the gun which made me realise how inferior the Bornholm was, the gun which became the trademark of the Jaguars throughout the Cuba campaign – the Spencer carbine [1].

Our introduction to this gun came from Sergeant James Huntington, another of the grizzled veterans of Yucatan.  Huntington had served four years there, until the recall.  Unlike Thompson, he had stayed with the reduced regiment of Jaguars to establish a training policy to teach the hard lessons learned in the jungle, fighting an enemy who had grown up there and who would not submit easily.  The Jaguars had often been looked down on by the Regular Army as grubby, disorganised volunteers, and there was talk of disbanding them after the Yucatan campaign ended.

However, Governor Rhea had fought for the preservation of the 1st West Florida Volunteer Infantry, and our regiment remained as the core of the Jaguars, although some of the other volunteer regiments who had fought with us in the Yucatan were disbanded.  But Huntington and his fellows stayed on to develop the training practices which I went through five years later.  The Jaguars weren’t deployed anywhere officially between the Yucatan and East Cuba, although quite a few of us were among the liberators of Puerto Rico from Spanish rule.

Anyway, Huntington was waiting for us after we came back from the three-mile run which is a Jaguar’s way of working up an appetite for lunch.  We were sent to the rifle range to learn how to use a new weapon, but none of us could quite have expected what we saw.

Huntington said, “Which if you lads thinks he’s the best shot with a Bornholm?”  With some officers, anyone answering that kind of question would have found himself cleaning something ugly and dirty.  With Huntington, you knew it was an honest question.

Harry Walker, the same man who had shot five targets at our recruitment, and who was also a damn fine runner, stepped forward.

Never a man to waste a word when a gesture would do, Huntington waved Walker to the side of the range where a Bornholm waited.  “Three shots, quick as you can,” Huntington said.

Walker was fast, no doubt about it.  He loaded the Bornholm and shot thrice in would have been no more than a minute.  Anyone used to today’s guns might think that was damn slow shooting, but it was good for a muzzle-loader.

So when Huntington stepped up with a new carbine – stubbier than the Bornholm – I wasn’t expecting anything much, just another foreign-made gun.  Sure enough, Huntington said, “This gun is called a Spencer, made by some hotshot inventor up in New England.  This gun is so good, it’s the main reason there’s a king in Italy these days [2].  Say what you like about the Yankees, but they’ve always made fine weapons.”

He took what I now know was a magazine of bullets, and shoved it into the gun.  Then he raised the carbine to his shoulder, worked a lever, and shot the target.  He worked the lever again and took another shot.  After seven shots – I automatically counted someone’s shots by then – he inserted another magazine and started again.  It the same minute where Walker had fired three shots, Huntington had shot fourteen!  And it would be much easier to load under pressure, too.

Walker got the first Spencer, cradled it in his arms, and said, “I think I’m in love.”  He sounded more than half-sincere, too.

Come to that, I learned to love the Spencer.  Lighter, more accurate and much, much faster than any muzzle-loader could be.  The ammunition was lighter too, bullet for bullet, which made even more difference when operating in the jungle like a Jaguar should.  We spent the next week becoming much more familiar with a Spencer.  None of us would ever use another gun again after that if we had a choice.

And then the real Jaguar training began.

The first month or so of Jaguar training was simply to build up stamina and make sure we had discipline.  Especially fire discipline, which was why we trained with Bornholms at first.  That was why we practiced marching in formation, a skill which no Jaguar would ever expect to use in actual combat.  Then we could start to learn the true arts of a Jaguar: small-unit fighting and stealth.

Some troops march by company or even battalion; we manoeuvre in patrols of eight men, sometimes less.  So we learned how to operate effectively in small groups, how to protect each other’s flanks, how to advance and retreat under cover of each other’s fire.  We learned the techniques of scouting, which would often be our role when we were attached to Regular units, and how to get information back.  They also taught us – or tried to teach us, anyway – when to engage and when to avoid combat.

And, of course, we learned how to move without being noticed.  That’s the most important skill for a Jaguar, and one which can’t be trained overnight.  We were given a dramatic lesson in that, the first time we were sent out on an extended patrol through the forest.  We were given compasses, with the simple instructions to head south until we reached the river, then west until we reached the rail line, then we would be brought back.  Sergeant Clark, we were told, would follow us and judge our performance.  Eight of us went out in the patrol, and we were pretty cocky that we would do well.  Especially since we went the whole of the first day without seeing any sign of Clark, and we set a watch as usual that night.

Clark was sitting in the middle of our camp the next morning.  Walker and I had been on watch for the last part of the night, but we never saw him move in.  Clark just smiled at us and left for the day.  We kept going south, but some of us tried waiting behind for any sign of Clark.  We had no luck.

The next morning, Clark was waiting for us in the middle of the camp again.  This time, he stayed with us for a while, giving us advice on how best to travel through the forest.  We listened, and practiced drills as we marched.  I was right beside Clark as we talked about something – I don’t rightly remember what – and then he vanished.  I looked all around, but he had somehow snuck away.

The next morning, and the morning after that, he was back in camp.  He did the same thing for the rest of our patrol; showed us how to move silently for part of the day, then stalked us invisibly for the rest of it.  We learned off him, and we were much quieter by the end of the week-long patrol, but he was still far better than us.  Mind you, Clark had spent three years in the jungles of the Yucatan, hunting and being hunted by people who’d lived in those jungles all their lives, so if he hadn’t been good, he would have died.  A lot of his comrades did...

After four months of training, I wouldn’t have called us experienced, but were still deployed to Cuba.  The troubles on that island had grown to the point where it was only one declaration short of a war.  It was never called a war throughout our time there, of course.  President Myers would hardly ask Congress to declare war against a bunch of upstarts and rebels and niggers, or even imply that they deserved any form of recognition.  To this day, most history books call it the ‘Cuban emergency’.  To us on the ground, we soon found a useful Spanish phrase, the “guerra que no era”, “The War That Wasn’t” [3].  Or, as it was usually mangled by anglos, the Guerra Quenora.  Some of the history books call it the Five Years War these days, but that makes it sound like one of those eternal European wars where they felt that “more of these idiotic monarchs trying to kill each other for the last few years,” although accurate, didn’t exactly roll off the tongue.

Once we were in Cuba, we had to learn Spanish very quickly, since in 1865 almost no-one in Cuba outside of the big cities spoke English, and not very many inside them, either.  My Spanish had to become good, or I wouldn’t have survived.  Too many of my comrades didn’t.  As Jaguars we were good, but even the strongest Jaguar sometimes has something tread on his tail.

The whole situation down in Cuba was a mess, as we soon found out.  West Cuba was better, since most of the blancos lived there, and most of the greasers were loyal too [4].  But back then, none of them looked at niggers quite the same way as people elsewhere in America.

There were a few rebellious landowners, even in West Cuba, which produced the usual round of confiscations.  West Cuba may have been named a Territory, but it still had a military governor until the war was over further east.  The blancos got treated pretty well in the west, even when they rebelled.  One of the first things I remember after arriving in Habana was guarding the trial of one Antonio Rodriguez, a blanco planter who’d been convicted of consorting with and supplying rebels in West Cuba.  General Joseph Peter Beauregard, military governor, pardoned him and restored his plantation after Rodriguez swore an oath of loyalty to the United States.

Even in West Cuba, there were problems with niggers.  Even the slaves were uppity in a way no slave back on the mainland would have dared, and some of the free niggers thought they were as good as white men.  By law, of course, they should have been shipped out or put back on the slave blocks once Cuba became U.S. territory, but there were so many free niggers that it couldn’t be done all at once.  And clapping slave chains back on all of them would have triggered the kind of widespread revolt that no-one really wanted.  Especially since, at first, the blancos and greasers still didn’t quite look at them the right way, and some might have joined the niggers in revolt.

Any niggers who did take up arms or who were too uppity were dealt with, of course.  No-one was foolish enough to auction them in Habana, but the slave blocks at Baton Rouge and Tampico were quite popular amongst the breakers [5].  The blancos and greasers made far too much of a deal about mulattos, niggers who had some white blood in them.  They hadn’t yet learned to keep their blood pure, and they cared about what happened to the mulattos.  Some of the mulattos in Habana who could afford to had gone to Spain, rather than stay in Cuba.  When a mulatto was being tried, they were usually shipped to Liberia rather than to the auction block like the general nigger.

We spent a month in Habana, adjusted to the climate, patrolling outside of the city, and learning a few basic words of Spanish before we were deployed to East Cuba, where there really was a rebellion.  I was in C Squad, Fourth Company, 2nd Battalion.  There were six greenskins in the squad, counting me, and after we reached Habana three veterans joined our squad, two PFCs [privates first-class] and Corporal William Wallace, a genuinely mad Scotsman who shared a name with some centuries-old fellow who defied the King of England.  Wallace had the same idea, but he’d expanded it to defying everyone.  He disagreed with his commanding officer – politely – and with everyone else – impolitely.  But he did look out for the men under his command.

Anyway, after our month in and around Habana, we were sent into East Cuba.  If I’d ever thought West Cuba was bad, it was much worse in the east.  Here, while the local blancos were still mostly on our side, the greasers were lukewarm or openly hostile, and the niggers were all too close to Haiti, with everything that meant.  The free niggers knew what was coming to them, and even the slaves would quietly support them.  Being an American alone here was a quick way to die, in the worst parts.  There were nigger bushwacker bands throughout the east, and at least three were large enough to be called armies.  A few greasers used to run with them, too...

I spent years in the jungles and hills of East Cuba, tracking down bush niggers.  For the first few months, we were sent to help blanco plantation owners whose niggers had fled, and then capture or kill the escapees.  Usually we just killed them, since it’s mostly too hard to bring back a lot of rebellious niggers safely, but some made it back to their owners.  They were usually sold again, since the breakers would pay reasonable prices for such slaves, and in Cuba for a long time slaves were cheaper to bring in from Africa than they were on the mainland [6].

Until mid-1866, that was our main role.  Other Jaguars served as scouts for the Regular units who were sent to hunt the big nigger armies.  But my company worked more as hunter-killers for the smaller bands.  And I missed all of the major pitched battles of the war until 1868.  Mine was the silent war, the quiet action to deprive the niggers of their main strength by cutting off the flow of recruits from the plantations.  Far fewer niggers were ready to run to the hills when they knew there were Jaguars lurking there...

One thing kept coming up again and again as we kept killing outlaws – they had plenty of guns.  More, by rights, than they should have.  Some, no doubt, were from local blancos and greasers who were more sympathetic to the niggers than they should have been, but not all.  We found British- and French-made guns, usually obsolete muzzle-loaders rather than the breech-loading repeaters which most nations were adopting by 1866.  We never found any Yankee guns, which was strange, since the Yankees were over in Santo Domingo pretending that they owned the place.  Capturing gun-runners became more and more important as the ‘emergency’ dragged on.  Eventually, early in 1867, we were deployed as part of a group to intercept a group of suspected gun-runners in an obscure bay which interrogation of nigger-loving prisoners had suggested was used for landing such shipments.

We laid in wait for five days, hiding as only Jaguars can, until one night a ship hove to offshore and four boatloads of men came ashore.  They had chosen a moonlit night, of course, and no doubt they would have been long gone by morning.  But we were waiting for them, and although they tried to put up a fight, they learned the hard way that Jaguars are even more dangerous at night.  We took a dozen men prisoner: four local blacks and four French-speaking Haitian niggers; a couple of greasers who could have come from almost anywhere; an overly-well-dressed Portuguese peacock whom none of us could understand properly; and the greatest prize of all, a genuine Yankee.  A few escaped back on one boat to the ship, which sailed away into the darkness and one or two others may have run off into the night – even a Jaguar only has so many claws – but most of the rest were dead, and we had three boats full of various French and British guns, ammunition and powder.  A valuable haul, and just the sort of evidence which might run up as far as President Myers and let him order the Yankees to stop pretending that they weren’t shipping guns to a war that he was pretending didn’t exist.

Later, we heard that the new Yankee president had sworn off any knowledge of gun-running, and smuggling of weapons did go down considerably after that, judging by the reduced number we took from dead nigger outlaws.  As for us, I had a quick conference with my fellow corporals [7], and Sergeant Wallace.  The Yankee had to go to face military justice at Guantanamo Bay, of course, and we decided to send the two greasers with him.  None of us could figure out the Portuguese peacock, so we sent him on as well.  That just left us the niggers.  With whites or foreigners or blancos or even greasers, we might have been asked strong questions if we let them dance [i.e. lynched them without trial] but no-one would care what we did with the niggers.

In the end, we decided to send the Haitians to the slave blocks in Baton Rouge, since some of the breakers there spoke French and besides, it felt good to return them to the slave chains their fathers had abandoned by killing whites.  The local niggers we didn’t have much use for, and they started to get mouthy at us, so we hung two of them.  The third begged for his life and a trip to Liberia in exchange for leading us to the band he had been going to deliver the guns to.  We granted him that, and he did his job well.  Thanks to him, we later hunted down twenty-two nigger rebels who we killed on the spot and eight greasers who were hung outside Guantanamo Bay after a quick trial.  The fourth nigger couldn’t offer us any such deal, so he went to the slave pens as well...

All told, I spent five years in Cuba, from 1865 to 1870, and I saw most of the campaign, save for a few of the earliest months.  The campaign was long, and I even saw a couple of pitched battles in 1868 and 1869, although my unit kept to the fringes in each battle, since we were there as scouts.  I entered Cuba as a private, I left as a sergeant.  The campaign was at its worst in 1866-1867, I remember, when revolts sometimes spread to entire plantations and the niggers got the most outside help, but I fought in the last major battle in 1869 against some fresh revolutionaries.  After that, the large-scale revolts were gone, and while there would be occasional trouble in East Cuba for years to come, it didn’t need the same commitment, as the new Patriot President Griffin decided, and declared the Cuban emergency over.  The Jaguars rotated out after that.  Most of us opted to go home then, but for myself, I didn’t want to leave.  The Jaguars were the only life I knew, and all that would be waiting for me back in Terence would be a cramped general store.

So I was glad when Captain Clark called me to meet him back at Habana, before I could take a ship back to Baton Rouge.  Clark said, “Fisher, you’ve never made me think you’re a man who wants to leave the Jaguars.”

“I don’t.”

Clark smiled.  “Good.  As it happens, there’s another place calling the Jaguars.  Have you ever been to Nicaragua?”

I shook my head.

“There’s a new project down there.  With all the work over in Egypt, President Griffin has announced a plan to build a canal to join the Caribbean to the Pacific.”

“That would be... amazing, sir,” I said, for want of something better.  President Griffin certainly didn’t think small.

Clark nodded.  “It’s been proposed before.  The engineers have mapped out a possible route.”

“But there’s a problem with the route,” I said.  Otherwise, what need for the Jaguars?  None of us were engineers.

“The canal will travel along the San Juan River.  The south bank of that river is the border with Costa Rica... but we’ll need to expand the river before ships can use it.  The Costa Ricans may not be happy.”

“Will Costa Rica go the same way as Honduras, then?” I asked.

“Maybe.  That’s up to President Griffin,” Clark said.

“Why would he care about-” I said, then stopped.  “What do the British think of the canal?”

Clark said, “They want to make sure that if a canal is built, that they can use it.  And, come to that, they’ve never really accepted the United States’ manifest destiny to include Central America.  Honduras has them unhappy enough; add in a canal and Costa Rica and life could get... interesting.”

I smiled.  “When can I go to Nicaragua, then?”

--

[1] Not quite the Spencer carbine of OTL, but a roughly equivalent weapon made by a Mark Spencer of New England.

[2] Something of an exaggeration on Huntington’s part, but the Spencers that New England and Britain sold to the Italian troops caused considerable discomfort to the Austrian and Prussian troops during the Swiss and Italian War.

[3] Would someone with a better knowledge of Spanish mind verifying this translation?

[4] In English, blanco was adopted to mean those former Cubans (or Mexicans, or any other applicable former nationality) who were wealthy enough to get classed as white.  The poorer ones were politely classed as non-citizens, or, more usually, “greasers.”

[5] People who specialise in buying up intractable or otherwise rebellious slaves relatively cheaply, breaking their will through diverse means, then selling them on again for a profit.

[6] Cuba was not completely ‘plugged in’ to the broader American slave market for some time after its conquest.  But the export of considerable numbers of Cuban slaves – and illegal imports from Africa shipped through Cuba and Puerto Rico – was a considerable factor in the stabilisation of slave prices in the 1860s and even, from the 1870s on, a slight real (i.e. after inflation) decline in prices.  This was enhanced by the matching decline in cotton prices from the 1870s on, and the increased availability of non-slave bonded labour.

[7] Some of the omitted sections describe his two battlefield promotions.

--

Decades of Darkness #65: Taiping Away

14 April 1852
Yungan, Kwangsi Province
Chinese Empire (recognised)
Kingdom of Heavenly Peace (proclaimed)

The smoke still rose from the quarter of Yungan where the imperial forces had held out the longest.  But that remnant of the imperial forces had fled.  Hong Xiuquan smiled to himself, in the quiet of his room where he had withdrawn to commune with his father, Jesus [1].  He lay on his mat, and he slept, and in his dreams, Jesus came to him again.  “What would you have me do next, my beloved and respected father?” Hong asked.
He listened, and he learned many things.  After a time, Hong awoke and went to address the core of his followers.  Hong said, “Our heavenly lord has spoken to me.  We have done well thus far, but we must go further.  Our Army of God must drive out the Manchus, the false emperors.  The entire of the Yangtze Valley must fall to us, and we shall establish for ourselves a new capital in Nanking.  Then we must chase the Manchus out of Beijing.  From there, all of the Middle Kingdom shall become part of our Kingdom of Heavenly Peace.”

--

Excerpts from “The Long Road: A History of the Taiping Revolution”
By Professor Andrei Samokhval
Translated by Sally Turing
(c) 1973 Heavenly Publishing Company, Xinjing [2], Russian Federation.

The initial stages of the Taiping Revolution were deceptively dramatic in the advancement of rebel forces.  The seizure of Yungan by the newly-proclaimed ‘Emperor Hong’, who had been crowned during the previous Chinese New Year, marked the beginning of a rapid advance up the central Yangtze Valley, culminating in the seizure of Nanjing in 1854.  Yet this rapid advance was largely because the Taipings avoided most large urban centres, where the fighting would have been more difficult.  This was demonstrated by their failure to capture Beijing in 1856, where imperial forces proved their match.  The Taipings withdrew from the north for a time, and concentrated their advances westward to strengthen their hold on the Yangtze Valley.  Their southern thrust could not quite capture Guangzhou.  However, the pressure of continued Taiping advances came to bear when they finally marched on Shanghai in 1861...

--

From “The Whitman Encyclopaedia: Volume 23: Famous Americans (7th Edition)”
Editor-in-chief Dr Emilio Johnson
(c) 1949, Aztec Publishing Company
Mexico City, Mexico State,
United States of America

TOWNSEND, Frederick [3].  Adventurer, general and statesman.  Born in Charleston, South Carolina, 2 May 1831.   Died in Tokyo, Nippon, 13 August 1896.  As a young man, Townsend served in the South Carolina National Guard before volunteering to join the 2nd South Carolina Infantry in the First Mexican War.  He served in the ‘long march’ under General Zachary Taylor and then General Jefferson Davis into Mexico City.  Townsend then became a soldier of fortune, serving with the Dutch army during the later stages of the Confederation War, with the Boer Republics in South Africa in their wars against the Zulus, and with Mark Lansdowne’s conquest of Nicaragua.

After Nicaragua was formally annexed, Townsend sailed across the Pacific to Formosa, reportedly believing that there might be opportunities in Nippon with the recent opening of that country.  With no opportunities available, Townsend arrived in Shanghai just after the city had fallen to the Taiping rebels.  Townsend met with Li Xuicheng, Zhong Prince of the Taipings, and agreed to serve with the rebels, apparently believing that this would “bring Christianity to the heathen Chinese”.

As a military adviser, and later as a general, Townsend proved remarkably effective.  He added the benefits of military organisation and tactics, particularly the use of artillery, to the fanaticism and discipline of the Taipings.  Townsend also had the benefit of considerable private contacts from his military service across the globe, and he was able to obtain considerable supplies of modern military equipment to be shipped in through Shanghai.  This was contrary to the declared wishes of the governments of Britain and France, but with both powers locked in war in Europe, no active steps were taken against the Taipings beyond the dispatch of some military advisers to the Qing court...

--

Excerpts from “The Long Road: A History of the Taiping Revolution”
By Professor Andrei Samokhval
Translated by Sally Turing
(c) 1973 Heavenly Publishing Company, Xinjing [2], Russian Federation.

The Taiping cause, stalled after the first assault on Xinjing, was revitalised with the fall of Shanghai.  The boost to their prestige was great, but importantly they now had access to supplies from the wider world.  Substantial shipments of arms were sent to the Taipings, particularly through the German colony on Formosa, where the local commander was sympathetic to the Taipings.  The Taipings renewed their advances, culminating in the capture of Xinjing in 1864.  The Qing Dynasty fled to Manchuria to establish a new empire under the Tsar’s protection, while the first Taiping Emperor was crowned [4,5]...

--

[1] ITTL, Hong Xiuquan has had somewhat better access to Christianity, and adopted more of its tenets.  He also has a slightly different view of his relationship to Christ.

[2] OTL Beijing, China.  Xinjing means “new capital”.

[3] Not the same person as Frederick Townsend Ward of OTL, but a character intended to show what might have happened if someone like him with similar military experience had joined the Taipings.

[4] Yes, Hong Xiuquan had crowned himself previously.  But this was official.

[5] And yes, this makes life more complicated for the European powers.  Particularly with the Taipings’ opposition to opium.

--

Decades of Darkness #66: Whistle-Stops On The Global Tour

This is a brief tour of the wider world through to 1865.  It summarises some of the already-mentioned developments, and expands on some of the other history which have not been previously mentioned.  This timeline continues to deal mainly with events in North America and Europe, but this post fills in some of the details of what is happening elsewhere.

--

In AUSTRALIA, what the British had originally settled as an outpost to get rid of surplus convicts has started to become one of their more significant group of colonies.  There has been increasing immigration to the South Pacific since the War of 1811, particularly from Ireland.  The discovery of gold in the early 1830s, first in New South Wales and then in the new colony of Macquarie [OTL Victoria] led to a boom in population, especially in Liverpool [OTL Melbourne].  Additional colonies were since established at Kingsland [OTL Queensland], Van Diemen’s Land, New Zealand, Adelaide, and Stirling [OTL Perth; the colony is not yet called Western Australia].  With the expansion of navigation technology since the 1850s, the colonies have seen substantial migration, including substantial numbers of refugees from the wars in Switzerland and Spain.  The British acquired New Caledonia from France during the War of 1833, and while this colony has a British-appointed governor, most of the colonial administrators come from New South Wales.  New Zealand has been experiencing intermittent wars with the native Maori since the 1850s.

As of 1865, the population of the colonies is: New South Wales, 813,000; Macquarie, 1.02 million; Kingsland, 190,000; New Zealand, 296,000; Van Diemen’s Land, 103,000; South Australia, 217,000; West Australia, 147,000; and New Caledonia, 60,000.  The total population of Australia is 2.85 million [a level it would not reach in OTL until approximately 1880].  There has been some discussion of establishing the continent as one or more kingdoms along the Canadian model, but the relatively frontier status and distance between some of the settled colonial areas has so far meant that there has been no monarchy status, although the colonies of New South Wales and Macquarie have both been granted self-government.

--

In the SANDWICH ISLANDS, the British have established a de facto protectorate, and the islands have seen some European migration since the 1840s.  The native monarchy continues to look favourably on the British and seeks closer rule, but Americans have been showing increasing interest in the islands since the acquisition of the Californias during the First Mexican War.  In particular, one Mr. William Quigley, third son of a East Texan planter, who led a regiment of volunteers during the Second Mexican War, has just paid a visit to the islands, and was most interested by what he saw...

--

In SOUTH-EAST ASIA, the Dutch still rule the DUTCH EAST INDIES as a separate colony, outside of the direct rule of the German Reich.  In INDOCHINA, the French acquired Cochin China [roughly OTL South Vietnam] as a colony in 1856 and established a protectorate over CAMBODIA in 1858 [1].  Annam, Tonkin and Laos remain independent as of 1865.  BURMA has fought two wars with the British (1824-26 and 1853) which has seen cession of territory including Lower Burma, but Upper Burma remains as an independent monarchy under King Mindon Min who is trying to modernise his state to resist British encroachment.  In SIAM, the king is also attempting to modernise his country, but his nation is also a source of interest to Dutch and other German traders.  The PHILLIPPINES have been largely immune to the ongoing wars in Spain, and remain a Spanish colony in 1865.  FORMOSA has become a colony of the German Reich, and has received some immigration from the various German nations, with Dutch and Austrian migrants predominating.

--

In CHINA, the Opium War (also called Anglo-Chinese War of 1839-1842) has shown how unprepared the Middle Kingdom is to deal with the harsh realities of modern European technology.  The humiliations inflicted by the British have led to the development of new ideology, such as that of Hong Xiuquan, who inspired the Taiping Revolution and ultimately became Emperor in 1864.  China also has a Manchurian state ruled by the deposed Qing Emperor, who is under Russian protection, and there are Muslim revolts in the west and southwest.  Britain and France, disappointed by the failure of their advisers to stop the Taipings, and finally free of the spectre of war in Europe, are considering what response to deliver to the new Chinese Emperor.

--

In NIPPON, two centuries of isolation came to an end with Admiral Fokker’s expedition in 1856, forcing the Nipponese to grant more or less open trading access.  This was followed by a series of trading treaties forced on the Nipponese by Britain, France, the United States, New England and Russia (after the end of the Turkish War).  The Nipponese resent this foreign encroachment, and there is growing sentiment within Nippon that the Tokugawa Shogunate has outlived its usefulness and needs to be replaced with a government which can absorb Western knowledge into Nipponese culture much as Chinese culture has been assimilated in the past.

--

In CHOSON [Korea], the ruling monarchs have long attempted to keep the nation isolated from the world by closing its borders to all but Chinese traders.  Emissaries of the Germans, New England and Britain have attempted to secure trade treaties but have so far been rebuffed; thus far these nations have preferred to concentrate on their perceived greater pickings in China and Nippon rather than trying to force open the country.

--

In INDIA, the British acquired the French trading posts of Pondicherry and Chandernagore during the War of 1833.  The British continued to rule through the East India Company until 1858, when the outbreak of the Indian Mutiny saw the British come perilously close to being driven out of the subcontinent altogether.  The mutiny was eventually quelled with the support of some Indian peoples, particularly the Sikhs and the princely states who remained loyal, volunteer regiments from Australia, and other units which had originally been planned to support the Chinese government.  The Mutiny lasted from 1858-1861, and India still required increased British garrisons in 1865, with the loyalty of the Indian Army still somewhat questionable.  After 1861, India was officially declared part of the British Empire under the rule of Edward VII, Emperor of India, although governed through Viceroys, inaugurating the days of the British Raj.

--

PERSIA is still ruled by the Qajar Dynasty, but the resolution of the Turkish War saw Russia and Britain agree to spheres of influence over the northern and southern parts of the nation, respectively.

--

The OTTOMAN EMPIRE has vanished as a nation, broken by the combination of a major war with Russia and internal revolts in its European territories.  Its European territories were partitioned between Russia [OTL Bulgaria, and they already had half of OTL Romania], Austria [Sarejevo], Greece, Italy [Albania] and the new nations of Serbia and Montenegro [2], except for a remnant of territory around Constantinople.  The core of the Empire survived as the Sultanate of Turkey, which is a British protectorate and includes most of Mesopotamia.  SYRIA has become a French colony, while the British rule PALESTINE and have established a protectorate over EGYPT.  The Italians are seeking to acquire TUNISIA and LIBYA, while the French have established a firm colonial hold over ALGERIA.  The Ottomans abandoned their claims to the Red Sea coast of Arabia, including Mecca and Medina, and the European powers are scrambling to fill this vacuum in power.

--

In AFRICA, most of the coast has been divided into trading posts and other European acquisitions, except where the disease barriers remain too great.  The nation of LIBERIA [OTL southern Angola and northern NAMIBIA] has seen large migration of former slaves and free blacks from the United States (and a lesser number from New England), including some recent Spanish-speaking migrants from Cuba and Puerto Rico.

--

SOUTH AFRICA is divided between the British CAPE COLONY and the Boer republics of ORANGE FREE STATE and TRANSVAAL.  The Cape Colony has seen increasing immigration since the 1820s [including some which in OTL would have gone to North America] while the Boer republics, established in 1842-3, have also seen some migration of Catholic Flemish abandoning the Netherlands but seeking a Dutch-speaking area to settle in.  The Boer incursions against the Zulus in NATAL were initially repulsed.  As of 1865, diamonds have just been discovered in the Kimberley region.

--

In northern SOUTH AMERICA, the colonies of BRITISH GUIANA [OTL Guyana], SURINAME and FRENCH GUIANA are in a complex position, resented by the United States as bastions of European colonialism, and coveted by the Empire of Brazil.  British Guiana is most stable, but has border disputes with both Venezuela and Suriname.  Suriname is one of the few places outside of Brazil and the United States where slavery is still legal, and in 1865 the United States sent a commission to the Netherlands to discuss the status of the colony.  French Guiana has become an economic disaster since the abolition of slavery, and attempts to establish it as a penal colony have been largely defeated by the hostile disease environment.

--

In VENEZUELA, the eventual independence from COLOMBIA in 1848 has seen only ongoing civil disturbance, military takeovers and two brief civil wars.  There is also an unsettled territorial dispute between Venezuela and British Guiana.

--

COLOMBIA [OTL Colombia, Ecuador and Panama] has become one of the few nations in Latin America with stable civilian rule, with a democratic tradition established since the days of President Bolivar.  A brief period of military rule followed the secession of Venezuela in 1848, but civilian rule was restored within a year.  After the seizure of Nicaragua and President Davis’s ‘manifest destiny’ speech, Colombia opened negotiations with Costa Rica for a defensive pact.  These were initially treated as of little importance in Costa Rica, but the discussions became more urgent after the United States annexed Cuba and Puerto Rico, and established influence in Honduras.  In 1864, Colombia invited military advisers from the German Reich (Prussian army officers and Dutch naval officers) to modernise their army and navy.

--

In southern SOUTH AMERICA, PERU has been an independent nation since the end of European intervention in 1825, although Spain continues to claim rulership of the country.  UPPER PERU is locked in a territorial dispute with CHILE regarding the Pacific Coast in the Atacama Desert.  ARGENTINA is a relatively prosperous nation which has seen substantial European migration, but whose effective control over the vast pampas is limited.  PARAGUAY and URUGUAY are both small, relatively poor nations sandwiched between the greater powers of Brazil and Argentina [3].

--

The EMPIRE OF BRAZIL has become increasingly closely linked to the United States since the 1820s.  Slave-trading contacts have become increasingly common, with Brazil becoming one of the major transshipment points for slave-trafficking from Angola and other parts of Africa, and then onto Cuba and the United States.  Some of the more Americophile leaders in Brazil are beginning to adopt some of the US ideas, particularly racist theory which looks down on intermarriage between those of “European” blood and other races.  U.S.- and British-financed railroad expansion in Brazil since the 1840s [4] has increased Brazil’s economy considerably.  Brazil has unresolved territorial disputes over French Guiana, southern Suriname, and an interest in Uruguay.  The Brazilian Emperor has recently expressed the possibility of expansion to Africa to secure a more stable source of slaves, with the Portuguese supply from Angola becoming reduced of late.

--

In the CARIBBEAN, the United States now include Cuba and Puerto Rico, New England has claimed a protectorate over SANTO DOMINGO, while HAITI is an independent state (although unrecognised by the USA).  The rest of the Caribbean is divided between various colonial powers, with the British ruling Jamaica, the Bahamas, and a string of islands in the Lesser Antilles, with the rest divided between France, the Netherlands, and the last remaining Spanish outpost in the New World, TRINIDAD.

--

In CENTRAL AMERICA, the United States of Central America lasted from 1823 until its dissolution in civil war during the late 1830s.  The states of Guatemala, El Salvador, Honduras, Nicaragua and Costa Rica declared their independence during that war.  Since then, the United States has annexed Nicaragua and intervened in the government of Honduras, while the other states retain their independence in 1865.  The British formerly had an interest in the Mosquito Coast (ceded to Nicaragua and Honduras in 1865) and ‘British Honduras’, which was an informal British colony for some time, but which the British are currently negotiating with Guatemala for a potential transfer of sovereignty.

--

The continent of NORTH AMERICA is currently divided between four nations: the United States of America, the Republic of New England, the Republic of Mexico and the Kingdom of Canada, plus the British enclaves of Prince Edward Island and Newfoundland.  The United States has become dominated by slaveholding interests, and engaged in two wars which seized large parts of Mexico.  Mexico is currently a precariously-ruled republic which has been cut off from the Caribbean coast by U.S. expansion.  New England is rapidly industrialising and its commerce is active throughout much of the globe.  The newly-formed Kingdom of Canada is rapidly expanding in population as its vast western territories are slowly developed, but there is considerable discontent amongst its Irish immigrants in Wisconsin and the metis.

--

The UNITED KINGDOM did not form Liberal governments as early as in OTL, with the first Liberal government in 1837.  The nation has since adopted Catholic Emancipation, limited parliamentary reform, and abolished slavery within the Empire in 1842.  Its colonial empire has gradually expanded since then, although the British have abandoned some of their areas of colonial influence in Central America under pressure from the United States.  Following the success of the Canadian experiment, Britain granted Kingdom status to IRELAND in 1862.  Britain engaged in a long war with Russia over Turkey, and has acquired considerable colonial interests in the Mediterranean as a result, including Turkey, Palestine and Egypt.  With the acquisition of Egypt as a protectorate, the British have begun to build a canal through Suez to link the Mediterranean to the Red Sea.

--

FRANCE was involved in the War of 1833, which cost her some minor colonial possessions in India and New Caledonia, and led to the 1834 revolution and the December Monarchy.  That monarchy was toppled in 1849, and led to the short-lived Second Republic which fell after the Confederation War and was replaced by the Second Empire under Napoleon III.  France was involved in the Swiss and Italian War, acquiring some minor chunks of Switzerland and Italy during the peace negotiations that followed.  France has also acquired Syria as a colony, and is expanding its control over Algeria, and various other colonial adventures around the globe.  Napoleon III is currently looking at the confused situation in Spain and considering what territory he could possibly acquire.  France also surrounds MONACO, and under the terms of the Second Congress of Vienna, Monaco will revert to France if the monarch dies without male heirs.

--

In SPAIN, instability of government has been the order of the day for far too long.  The support from other European nations (mostly French) for Spain’s counter-revolutionary efforts in the New World meant that the Spanish attempts lasted longer, using up more resources, and weakening the authority, treasury and prestige of the Spanish monarchy.  This meant that the *First Carlist Wars were correspondingly worse than in OTL.  Tomás Zumalacárregui survived for a while longer, and successfully captured Bilbao, among other places.  Don Carlos was still ultimately unsuccessful in the First Carlist Wars, but the monarchy was in pretty bad shape as a result.  After this war, Espartero ran his own dictatorship for a while, supporting a more liberal agenda for the towns.  He was deposed too, and Narvaez was made premier under a still-young Isabella.  The Carlists didn't give up, and kept on with their revolts and attempted coups throughout the 1840s and 1850s.  The population was getting pretty sick of the whole deal by this time, with the liberals in the towns alienated by Isabella, and the Carlists still strong in the north.  With Isabella too conservative for their liking, some of the generals turned against her during the Second Carlist Wars (late 1850s), and established a republic.  The republic was seen as lacking legitimacy overseas, and suffered depredations from U.S. expansion into Cuba and Puerto Rico.  In 1865, the French Emperor Napoleon III, with British support, is considering intervening in Spain to restore Isabella to the throne.

--

PORTUGAL has seen an ongoing conflict-friendship relationship with its main colony, Brazil, since the Napoleonic Wars.  The royal family fled there to escape Napoleon, and Brazil was raised to the status of a kingdom, equal with Portugal.  However, after the French tyrant was defeated, and João VI took the throne of Portugal, Brazil's status began to be reduced.  Pedro declared himself Emperor of Brazil in 1822, and succeeded to the throne of Portugal in 1826.  He briefly considered establishing his own son Miguel [the child who in OTL would have been Maria] to the throne of Portugal, but rumblings of discontent from his brother Miguel led to him delaying this decision until his son Miguel reached his eighteenth birthday in 1837.  After this date, Miguel I has been modernising the country has been warily establishing a constitutional monarchy, and trying to balance the legacies of the past, particularly the ongoing slave trade between Angola and Brazil, with the need for reform within his country.  His modernisation has included improvements to roads, railways and public health, and the introduction of the telegraph.  Portugal still claims the Olivença region, currently ruled by Spain, but is not actively pressing this claim.

--

In ITALY, most of the peninsula has recently been united into the Kingdom of Italy under Victor Emmanuel II [5].  The immediate area around Rome is still a separate papal fief, Austria holds Lombardy and Venetia, and SAN MARINO is still an independent republic, although Victor Emmanuel II has been making things as difficult as possible for the San Marinese to maintain their independence.  Italy has established a colony over Albania, and is attempted to do the same to Tunisia and Libya.

--

GREECE won its independence in 1829, aided in part by their supply of frigates from New England.  New England was also the first nation to recognise Greek independence, and there has been ongoing commercial and military contact, especially between the Greek Navy and the NEN.  Greece has since acquired the Ionian Islands from Britain in 1834 in exchange for their neutrality during the Russo-Ottoman War of 1834-6, Grevena from the Ottomans at the end of the war, and Epirus and Macedonia during the collapse of the Ottoman Empire and the Second Congress of Vienna.

--

The GERMAN CONFEDERATION has slowly gone down the path of unification, and is now referred to as both the German Confederation and the German Reich.  Its leading members are PRUSSIA, which includes Saxony and less of the Rhineland than in OTL, AUSTRIA, and the NETHERLANDS.  Austria has recently acquired fresh territory in the Balkans (Sarajevo and Novi Pazar), and has seen its armed forces integrated into the combined German Army.  There are some rumblings of nationalist discontent in Hungary, which is ruled as a separate state in personal union.  The Netherlands [including OTL Netherlands, Belgium, Luxembourg and parts of the Rhineland] are a rapidly-industrialising monarchy with four major languages and ongoing political confusion.  Most of SWITZERLAND was incorporated into the Reich after the Swiss and Italian War, except for a rump state of French-speaking Protestant Switzerland.

--

The RUSSIAN EMPIRE has been continuing the same expansion it has pursued for centuries.  The Russo-Ottoman War of 1834-1836 saw it acquire Moldavia and Wallachia.  The Turkish War saw Russia add Bulgaria and parts of Asia Minor, although Alaska was lost.  Russia is currently expanding its influence in northern China, and is also eyeing Choson.

--

In SCANDANAVIA, the two kingdoms of SWEDEN and DENMARK have become increasingly close since the German Confederation acquired Schleswig-Holstein from Denmark.  Both powers have proclaimed neutrality from most world affairs, and in 1864 the Danish Crown Prince married a Swedish princess.

--

[1] Napoleon III’s desire for ‘la gloire’ in overseas colonies saw the French move into these areas earlier than OTL, although further expansion was delayed by the Swiss and Italian War.

[2] Which had already existed as a separate region, but which was given formal recognition during the Second Congress of Vienna.

[3] Francisco Solano López of Paraguay was not born in TTL, and thus there has been no War of the Triple Alliance, although Uruguay is in an increasingly uncomfortable position, sandwiched between the objectives of Paraguay, Argentina and Brazil.

[4] See the Matthias Baldwin entry in DoD #53a.

[5] Who has the same name but not the same personality as in OTL.

--

Decades of Darkness #67: All The King’s Men

“Peace is merely the interlude between wars.”
- Attributed to General Edward Mahan, as he then was (later 17th President of the United States)

22 May 1866
Selkirk, Northwest Territories [OTL Winnipeg, Manitoba]
Kingdom of Canada

Not for the first time, Louis Dumont, duly elected governor of the provisional government of Assiniboia – a government which had no official recognition anywhere outside of its own borders– wondered whether it was better to have a king in Canada than to be under the theoretical rule of a company whose shareholders were mostly in far-off London.  The Company’s rule had been indifferent, by all reports, and limited by the tyranny of distance.  Dumont had been but a small boy when the disparate lands under British rule were united into the Kingdom of Canada, and the Company’s rule had been proclaimed over.  Yet the proclamation of a new monarch had made little difference to the lands around the Red River, which had remained the sparsely-settled domain of the Métis.

Most of the easterners simply had been not interested in arriving in Métis lands.  Before Dumont was born, there had been a brief episode of settlement under the auspices of Lord Selkirk, for which the same king in Canada had recently proclaimed this town named after, but for many years most of the Canadians had preferred to settle in the lands further south, around the Great Lakes.  Wisconsin had filled, while the Métis were left to live free.  But slowly, that situation had changed.  Over the last dozen years or so, and particularly over the last six, men and women had poured into the western prairies.

“These are our lands,” Dumont murmured.  Too many of the immigrants were English-speakers, who brought their ugly ways into the Red River with them.  At least the Irish were Catholics, many of them escaping the exclusion from Church education and other measures which made them second-class citizens in Wisconsin.  The Irish were welcome, mostly, but the others...  “These are our lands,” he repeated, as he looked down toward the Red River.  The Canadian surveyors had come along that river, and were now surveying its banks for new land allotment, cutting straight across the old lots and farms of the Métis.

So far, Dumont had urged his people to stay peaceful.  The Métis were few in number, and armed resistance would be more likely to arouse the ire of the Canadian government.  Last year, he had organised a delegation to visit Kingston and request formal recognition of the Assiniboian government from the Parliament, but so far they had received no answer.  What they had received instead was these surveyors.

“This must not go on,” Dumont said.  Maybe force was the only answer they would listen to.  Far south of Selkirk, the United States was locked in war with the Sioux and Cheyenne after the discovery of gold sent the Jackals pouring into the hills of Wyoming, or wherever it was.  There had been reports that the Sioux – who were well-armed indeed of late – had won a stinging victory.  Was that an example the Métis should follow?

--

13 August 1866
Dearborn, Wisconsin [OTL Chicago, Illinois]
Kingdom of Canada

Seamus O’Grady, long-time patron of the Lucky Eights pub, had heard many bar tales in his time.  And there were many to tell in Wisconsin, a land he had visited because his other alternative was starvation in Ireland or the perils of a very, very long voyage to the Antipodes.  Alas, most of the tales these days were bad.  Catholics were treated badly in Wisconsin.  They had to attend Protestant schools, for the most part.  Worse, the provincial government tolerated the presence of the heretic Nephites, who were even worse than Protestants.  Too many Nephites had settled in Dearborn.  Worst of all had been the news they had just received today.  The long discussed union of military forces between Canada and New England had finally been approved.  “Our soldiers hafta work with them Catholic-haters?” Seamus asked the air.  It was enough to make him order another drink.

Before he could finish it, a Nephite walked into the Lucky Eights.  That spelled trouble, sure as day.  No Nephites would touch alcohol – although O’Grady pitied them for that, not hated them – but they seemed to think that others should follow their own ways.  Sure enough, the Nephite started to preach about the evils of alcohol.  It was too much, on a day when he had heard so much else bad news.

O’Grady’s hurled bottle missed the Nephite.  A volley of others followed, and the Nephite scurried him out of the pub.  It wasn’t enough.  “Chase him out of Dearborn!” O’Grady shouted.  “Chase them all out!”

--

Excerpts taken from “Revolutions and Counter-Revolutions: Examples of the March of History”
(c) 1946 by Vladimir Trotsky,
Imperial Press,
Berlin: German Empire

The rebellions of 1866 marked the first test of Canada as a nation.  Their causes were complex, involving the disaffection of both the Irish inhabitants of Wisconsin and the northwest, and that of the native Métis in the northwest.  The immediate trigger is notorious, and scarcely needs repeating: the O’Grady brothers led a riot in Dearborn which spread across Wisconsin, involving many of the Irish inhabitants of that province.  The Irish had never been particularly happy with the establishment of the monarchy, and the announcement of the military union with New England eventually pushed some of them into open rebellion.  When their revolt spread to the northwest, the native Métis joined their Catholic brethren in revolt.  The role of Louis Dumont will likely always remain a source of historical debate, but at the very least he took no steps to dissuade the rebellion.

Facing open rebellion, the Wisconsin militia provided reluctant or unable to defeat the rebels.  This left only the few garrisons of regular soldiers who remained in Wisconsin – which were few in 1866 –and external assistance.  The regular armed forces in Ontario could have been sent, and many voices in the Canadian Parliament were ready for vengeful retribution, particularly against the Métis.  The split was largely along religious and ethnic lines, with the French Catholics of Quebec opposing counter-revolution, while the English-speaking Protestants of Ontario were eager for action.  What this would have done for the sense of Canadian nationhood is unlikely to have been beneficial.  Particularly when the United States offered to send troops to assist in restoring order, something which would have been nearly unthinkable even ten years before.

With the Canadian Parliament in deadlock, it was left to King James I to solve the crisis.  He took advantage of the broad reserve powers available to the monarchy, and ordered the dissolution of the Wisconsin provincial legislature, the establishment of a new provincial government of Manitoba, and guaranteed protection for the religious and language rights of the Catholics in both Wisconsin and Manitoba.  With these steps, all but a handful of the rebels conceded their position.  The remnant was quickly forced into submission, and the result was a stronger and more stable Canada, rather than a weaker one as might have been expected.  The firm role of the Canadian monarch as a force in Canadian politics had been established.  The rebellions had a number of incidental effects as well, most notably the migration of many of the Nephites in southern Wisconsin – who still did not trust the Canadian government to protect them – to join their co-religionists in Vancouver Island.  It also marked the beginning of, if not friendly, at least cordial relations between Canada and the United States...

--

Decades of Darkness #68: Domino Theory

“Those states [Latin America] are like so many dominoes; one has fallen, and another is tipping.  If we fail to steady it now, the next shall fall, and ten more after that, until all the dominoes fall into the Caribbean, and we hear only the sound of waves where once were the chants of liberty.”
- Henry John Temple, 3rd Viscount Palmerston, speaking from the opposition benches after U.S. filibusters entered Nicaragua, 1858

--

The Presidential Elections of 1868
From “The Atlas of American Political History”
(c) 1946 By Karl Wundt
Lone Pine Publishing Company
Hammersford [OTL Salem, Oregon], Oregon State
United States of America

Caption:
The 1868 elections saw the abandonment of President Myers, with the Democrats feeling that his leadership of quiet administration and consolidation of the United States, although beneficial to the country, lacked electoral appeal.  Myers was persuaded not to stand for re-election, and the Democrats chose the incumbent vice-president, Joseph Holt, whose prosecution of the assassins of two presidents was still fondly remembered.  The Patriots had a vigorous convention, with the two leading candidates William Travis, so narrowly defeated in the previous election, and James Robinson, still governor of Ohio, whose articulate enunciations of the duty of the American race were increasingly popular.  However, with the two leading candidates deadlocked, the young but charismatic Senator Hugh Griffin [1] of Illinois adroitly negotiated for his nomination, and he was duly chosen.  This proved a fortunate choice for the Patriots.  Griffin’s campaigning was vigorous, and his aura of youthful energy and theme of the need to ‘renew the growth of the United States’ struck a chord with the electorate...

              Popular Votes       Electoral Votes
              Griffin   Holt      Griffin Holt
Alabama       27,054    33,067    0       13
Arkansas      10,502    15,753    0       6
Coahuila      11,095    9,839     5       0
Delaware      10,074    3,726     3       0
E. Florida    4,707     6,239     0       3
E. Texas      27,491    17,576    8       0
Georgia       35,650    69,204    0       20
Illinois      65,482    45,505    16      0
Indiana       61,193    46,163    15      0
Iowa          37,574    23,029    9       0
Jackson       2,846     6,334     0       3
Jefferson     23,504    21,696    8       0
Kansas        35,596    26,853    3       0
Kentucky      66,713    84,908    0       23
Louisiana     25,024    22,203    10      0
Maryland      46,905    32,595    13      0
Mississippi   16,655    28,359    0       10
Missouri      45,382    39,585    14      0
New Leon      8,864     12,241    0       3
N. California 8,894     3,290     3       0
N. Carolina   52,119    56,462    0       19
Ohio          211,203   152,940   47      0
Pennsylvania  181,197   131,212   41      0
S. Carolina   20,181    42,885    0       14
Tamaulipas    8,709     11,544    0       3
Tennessee     69,143    84,508    0       24
Virginia      88,957    85,468    30      0
Washington    24,174    33,383    0       10
W. Florida    18,154    42,359    0       13
W. Texas      5,406     4,248     3       0
Westylvania   79,535    62,492    19      0
Wilkinson     24,522    15,678    7       0
Total         1,354,507 1,271,343 254     164

Although the 1868 elections delivered a clear victory to the Patriots and Griffin’s theme of expansion, they were also notable for other reasons.  In particular, in an election where the Patriot vote rose almost everywhere, it was noteworthy that the only two states where the vote declined were Westylvania and Pennsylvania, two states which had formerly been Patriot heartland territory.  This was the first sign of Pennsylvania’s anti-expansionistic sentiments and its shift away from the Patriots...

--

Excerpts from “The 100 Most Influential Men In World History”
By Alexandra Samotsova [2]
Translated by Alyssa Sherman
St Petersburg, Russian Federation
(c) 1973 Ulyanov & Trotsky Publishing Co., St Petersburg.
Used with permission.

18. Hugh Griffin (13th President of the United States).

When considering which American leaders to include in this work, I eventually settled on six: Washington, Cass, Davis, Griffin, Mitchell and Nielsen.  Of these men, most Americans would name Cass, Davis or Mitchell as their greatest leader since the founding President.  Yet when comparing their influence on the world stage, none of these men has had the same impact as Hugh Griffin.  Griffin was in many respects the “Bismarck of the New World”, and his policy had the same advantages for the United States as Bismarck did for the German Reich.  Griffin was as expansionistic as Cass or Davis, but he combined this with an extraordinary gift for intrigue and far greater astuteness of how to negotiate with the other Great Powers...

--

From “Eagle’s Wings, Lion’s Heart: A Biography of President Griffin”
(c) 1948 by Caroline Summers
Aztec Publishing Company
Mexico City, Mexico State,
United States of America

Hugh Griffin was the first president born since the end of the Great Rebellion [3]; our first national leader who was not burdened by the memory of America’s greatest moment of national weakness.  He had seen only the growing strength of the American race, checked for a time by the War of 1833, but then only the natural growth of the United States.  He possessed an aura of self-belief and confidence in the greatness of the United States which none of his predecessors, even the great Jefferson Davis, could match...

Griffin’s first great success as President came even before he was formally inaugurated.  Although Myers remained in office until March 4, Griffin had acted as if he were President for some time before, and Myers made no particular efforts to stop him.  Thus Griffin claimed the credit for joining Honduras to the United States.  The Honduran President Medina had been supported by American advisers since 1863, but his government had become increasingly unstable due to internal dissension and a threatened invasion from liberal forces in Guatemala.  Medina appealed to the United States for aid, and his emissaries met with Griffin rather than the outgoing President Myers.  Griffin refused to provide any support for Honduras on any terms other than incorporation of the nation into the United States, although he did offer Medina a guarantee that he could remain as the governor of the new Honduras Territory for as long as he wished.  Medina was reluctant to concede his nation’s independence, but he knew that he would lose power without it, and that if Honduras collapsed into civil war, the United States was likely to intervene anyway.  Thus he agreed to Griffin’s terms, and Griffin became the first President able to mention the annexation of new territory as part of his inauguration speech...

--

23 June 1869
The Hague,
United Kingdom of the Netherlands,
German Confederation

Kaiser Willem III [4], Emperor of the East Indies, stared across at the presidential visitor from the New World.  Willem felt vaguely uncomfortable dealing with the leader of a nation which had never had a monarchy, but he had to concede that this Griffin had an excess of charm.  He also had a gift for languages, speaking Dutch with only the faintest trace of a sibilant English accent [5], and Willem had previously heard him also speaking fluent Neudeutsch when addressing the observers from the Frankfurt Diet.

Griffin said, “You are gracious to receive me, Your Majesty.”

Willem said, “I am gladdened to meet you.”  He felt flattered that Griffin had chosen to leave the United States for a state visit – something which has advisers told him no previous American leader had ever done.

After a further exchange of pleasantries, they came to the main matter which had persuaded Griffin to cross the Atlantic – the long negotiations over the status of the Dutch possessions in the New World.  Griffin said, “Discussions over your colonies, especially Suriname, have proceeded for some time.”

Willem nodded.  He had long been ambivalent over the status of the Dutch possessions of Suriname, Aruba, Bonaire, Curaçao, Saba, Sint Eustatius and Sint Maarten.  They were profitable enough, if the institution of slavery were allowed to continue, but continuing that institution was proving a continual diplomatic complication with Britain and his fellow German states.  Emancipating the slaves, however, would be particularly expensive.  “Your predecessor did not seem to attach much importance to them.”

Griffin smiled.  “If I thought them unimportant, I would not be enjoying your very fine hospitality.”

Willem said, “If you think our possession so important, why would you expect us to part with them?”

Griffin said, “Two reasons.  Firstly, they are a distraction from your natural areas of expansion in the East Indies and the Pacific.  Secondly, while they are valuable while their current institutions continue, they will be nothing but a costly nuisance if those institutions are ended.  Consider what has happened to the other Caribbean isles since emancipation.”

Willem said, “That is a telling point.”  The French islands, in particular, had been worth little since their slaves were freed, and French Guiana had been nothing but a disaster.  The only truly profitable islands in the Caribbean were those under American rule, where slavery still persisted, and Trinidad, where the Spanish government had abandoned plans to abolish slavery after fears that American filibusters would acquire the island if the proposals were carried out.  An example which Willem suspected that the United States might repeat if slavery were abolished in the Dutch possessions.  He doubted Griffin would authorise any such actions – he seemed too aware of the risks of being caught – but even unauthorised expeditions would be a nuisance.  After the costs of the late war, and when considering further costs for compensating slaveowners, it hardly seemed worth the trouble.

Willem knew that he could hold onto the colonies if he needed to, but the cost was pointless.  With that decision made, Willem knew that the negotiations only needed to be dragged out until he had established a fair price.  The United States were rich; they were pulling much gold out of the ground in their western provinces, and Willem knew from his own colonies how profitable plantations could be.  The United States had sugar too, and they had cotton, tobacco, sisal and the very fine tea which Willem himself was fond of.  He was willing to sell the colonies, but he would make sure that the price was worthwhile.

--

Excerpt from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

“Canal War” (1871): A short-lived civil war within Costa Rica, between revolutionaries reportedly backed by U.S. irregular forces and government forces.  The rebels seized San José and proclaimed themselves the legitimate government, although fighting continued.  One of their first acts was to announce the cession of the northern sections of the country (to the watershed of the San Juan River) to the United States.  The United States declined the full breadth of the offer, but accepted a border ten miles south of the San Juan River.  After negotiations with the United Kingdom, whereby the United States guaranteed freedom of passage through the proposed Nicaragua Canal in peacetime, Britain and the USA issued a joint declaration of the need for peace, and dispatched a combined force (soon joined by Colombian soldiers) to preserve order in Costa Rica, bringing an end to the Canal War.

--

4 May 1873
The New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

Edwin McCullough had endured over four years as Secretary of State, but most of those four years had left him feeling as useful as a vermiform appendix.  President Griffin was content to leave most domestic affairs in the hands of his Cabinet – except for ensuring that the armed forces were ready for use at any time – but he was for all practical purposes his own Secretary of State.  McCullough had spent most of the last four years performing negotiations with minor nations and hosting second-rate dignitaries.  If there were any important foreign affairs to be considered, President Griffin did the considering himself.

So, McCullough was unsurprised when Griffin summoned him to the Davis Room for what would undoubtedly be an instruction rather than a discussion.  The President made some polite small talk about the view of the Tennessee River – Griffin was always charming, no matter what else might be said about him – before settling down to the expected instructions.

Griffin said, “I would like our minister in Mexico City to convey to President Salas that the United States will not oppose Mexico’s historic claim over Guatemala.”

McCullough felt his eyes widen.  Griffin’s announcements often seemed to come out of nowhere; the President worked more by leaps of intuition than any rational consideration of the world.  Yet even this was unusual.  “You do not want to acquire Guatemala for ourselves?”

“The British are increasingly wary of our growth, after Costa Rica.  They would particularly dislike if we enforced Guatemala’s claims to her Caribbean coast.”

McCullough nodded.  He had reported a couple of months ago on the status of Mexico, with the new dictator “President” Salas seeking something which would win him popularity, if not legitimacy.  But McCullough had never expected Griffin to respond with this.  “Salas may well accept such an invitation.”

Griffin grinned.  “He will seize on it.  It gives him a chance to make up for some of the territory Mexico lost in the last war, and distract his opponents with a successful war elsewhere.  And he thinks, no doubt, that it will give him a connection to the Caribbean.”

“This will stop us from connecting our territory in Central America to the Yucatan,” McCullough warned.

“So what?” Griffin replied.  “That may look good on a map, but nothing more.  No-one can build decent roads through those jungles and mountains, so goods would move by ship either way.  And the advantages are manifold.”

“I don’t see them,” McCullough said.

“Don’t you think it will be to our advantage to enter Guatemala later, as liberators?” Griffin said.  “And, of course, the British will reclaim their coastal enclave, much to Mexico’s disappointment.”

Light began to dawn inside McCullough’s head.  “You expect this to sour relations between Mexico and the British?”

“That would be better fortune than I expect,” Griffin said.  “But there are other steps we can take.”  Typically, he refused to state them, and McCullough knew better than to ask.

Instead, the Secretary of State said, “Are you certain that President Salas will accept this?  He has to know what our manifest destiny is.”

Griffin shrugged.  “Salas knows that we can conquer his entire nation if we care to, so why would he refuse an offer of friendship?”

“Any strength that Mexico gains will weaken us,” McCullough said.

Griffin said, “We should not annex all of Mexico, in any event.  They would be close to a quarter of our population – very hard to control – and it would create great consternation in Europe.  We are not the only nation to feed on the rotting corpse of Spain, and no-one in the Old World even knows the names of nations like Nicaragua or Honduras, but Mexico is another matter.  If anything, a war to liberate Guatemala may also give us an excuse to conquer other parts of Mexico.”

--

13 April 1874
The New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

“At last, at last!” President Griffin said, holding the letter from Mexico City.  He had waited nearly a year for President Salas to make a mistake like this.  All the negotiations on the American side had been handled discreetly, but building a great sense of trust between Mexico and the United States.  Nothing substantive on his side had been in writing; he had ensured that.  He summoned his secretary.  “Would you please invite the British ambassador for a meeting at his earliest convenience?”

--

Excerpt from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Gomez Letter: A letter sent from Jorge Gomez, the Mexican Secretary for Foreign Affairs, to the United States.  The letter invited the United States to join Mexico in a war with the British Empire, with Mexico seizing what was then British Honduras and El Salvador, while the United States was to acquire Canada, New England, and the British Caribbean.  The United States published the letter and promised peace between the United States and the United Kingdom, including coaling rights if the British wished to send a defensive force to British Honduras.

The British responded by declaring British Honduras to be a colony, although avoiding any attempts to liberate Guatemala.  It is uncertain whether the letter was entirely believed in Britain, and modern historians believe that there was political corruption involved in Mexico over its production.  The affair had two important outcomes.  El Salvador appealed for and obtained a protectorate from the United States to avoid Mexican invasion (again with some suspicion over American bribery of key government officials).  Relations between Britain and Mexico were already strained by the Mexican conquest of Guatemala, and now turned sour.

--

Extracts from a letter by Captain Pablo Bustamante, Mexican Army, to his wife Conchita
Dated 13 November 1874

Too late, we see the perfidy of the norteamericanos.  They were our friends in this war with Guatemala, we were told.  And so it seemed indeed, with some of their filibusters serving with our army, and that buffoon Salas proclaiming their good support.  Those filibusters are with our army still, but they had best leave or they will die.

As for poor Mexico, where stands she now?  Friendless and alone.  Two wars have we fought alone against the norteamericanos, and if we fight a third, will any of us be left?  Now Salas has ensured that Britain, the only nation who might have helped us, is now our enemy.  I think you and I must abandon this country and find a new home, for I fear what will happen to Mexico.  Her day is nearly over, a brief moment of glory after independence, but now the sun is setting below Mexico, and she can only sit alone until night falls and the jackals come down from the hills...

--

Excerpts from “The 100 Greatest Events That Changed The World”
By Josiah H. Canterbury, Richard Irving and Emily Vasquez
(c) 1950, Vanderbilt Press
New York City, Long Island, New England

82.  The Caribbean Purchase

“The French tyrant has pressed upon the brow of labor a crown of thorns; he has crucified the hope of mankind upon a cross of gold.”
- From a speech by Radical Senator and former president Abraham Lincoln to the New England Congress, 1875, responding to the news of the Caribbean Purchase

It has been said, with considerable justice, that the Louisiana Purchase changed the course of history.  That sale by the first French Emperor doubled the size of the United States and guaranteed it an open path to expand to the Pacific, and also caused considerable secessionist sentiment in New England which eventually led to the secession of those states and the formation of the New Republic.  While the Caribbean Purchase did not have quite so dramatic effects, it nonetheless represents as well as any moment the shift in the New World from the old colonial powers to the new imperialism.

The old colonial empires had dominated the Americas for centuries, but their decline had been remarkable.  The Dutch colonial empire, weak though it was, lingered for a long time before the sale of the remnants to the United States in 1869.  Portugal’s colonial empire had also fallen with the ascendancy of Brazil.  Spain’s American empire, once the largest of all, collapsed throughout the course of the nineteenth century, until its last remnant, Trinidad, was acquired by France in 1872 as part of the settlement of the Spanish Question.  Of the old colonial powers, this left only the British Empire and the French Empire holding parts of the Caribbean and South American coast.  With the Caribbean Purchase, only the British Empire remained, and the Caribbean was now partitioned between the three great English-speaking powers (with the odd exception of Haiti).  Every other European power now turned their attention to other spheres, while the rising powers of the United States and Brazil had now clearly joined the colonial race...

There is a remarkable similarity between the Louisiana Purchase and the Caribbean Purchase.  In both cases, a French Emperor made an attempt to acquire a colonial empire in the New World, then abandoned this with a sale to the United States.  Napoleon I began with Haiti, and sold Louisiana; Napoleon III began with Trinidad and sold the Caribbean.  Both French Emperors had built up remarkable acquisitions elsewhere: Napoleon I in Europe and Napoleon III in the Mediterranean, Africa and Indochina.  But both French Emperors found themselves needing money to pursue their more difficult ambitions, and thus the sales.  In Napoleon III’s case, the sale rid him of Caribbean colonies which had been costly distractions since the abolition of slavery – and saved him the expense of ending slavery in Trinidad – and allowed him to concentrate on more dramatic expansions in Africa.

The lands included in the Caribbean Purchase (French Guiana, Martinique, Trinidad, and Tobago) were relatively minor, particularly when compared to the vastness of Louisiana, but they added immensely to the prestige of the United States.  Besides confirming the rise in power of the United States, the Caribbean Purchase also represented a triumph of diplomacy.  President Griffin sold most of the purchased lands of French Guiana, along with the interior of Suriname Territory, to Brazil, in exchange for a trade agreement and formal military alliance [7].  Griffin traded nearly valueless lands and secured a valuable ally in South America.  This aspect of the Caribbean Purchase, although outside of the terms of the sale itself, was to have the greatest impact on world history...

--

Extracts from “From Napoleon to Peter: International Relations in the Nineteenth Century (1789-1906)”
By Professor Andries Maritz
King Edward University
Retief [Pretoria], Kingdom of South Africa
(c) 1942 Pioneer Publishing Company: Retief.  Used with permission.

In history, the defining periods rarely correspond to convenient calendrical dates.  To write a history of international relations in Europe from 1800-1900 would be incomplete, as it would ignore the importance of the French Revolutionary Wars before the century began, or the completion of trends which began during the century.  The selection of a start date was relatively simple, since 1789 represents the breakdown of the old order in Europe and the ushering in of the era of nationalism which was one of the defining trends of the nineteenth century.  Selecting an end-point was more difficult, since this brings events close to the present day, which is too fresh for proper historical analysis, and which makes the trends more difficult to define.  Some have argued (e.g. Buckingham, 1938; Arnold, 1940) that this era should more properly be defined as ending in 1929, but in my opinion this is far too recent to permit dispassionate analysis.  I have selected 1906 instead, since the abdication of Peter IV marked the departure of the last of the great national leaders who had dominated international relations in the last quarter of the nineteenth century, and the beginnings of a new order in Europe...

Chapter 18.

The events of 1874-1877 mark an important shift in international relations, as for the first time non-European powers became important.  Britain’s granting of ambassadorial status to the United States in 1874 was a mark of that nation’s increasing prominence, as was the similar concession to Brazil in 1876.  As was discussed in the previous chapter, the sale of the French colonies helped to antagonise relations between Britain and France, but it also increased British concern over American expansionism.  In Britain, the fall of Disraeli’s government was in large part due to the feeling that the United States had been allowed to grow unchecked, and this led to the restoration of Gladstone to the premiership, and this produced a substantial change in foreign policy.

Gladstone initially sought German assistance in developing a containment strategy in Central America, given previous German involvement in Colombia.  The response to this request indicates the ambiguous nature of German foreign policy during this period.  The Holy Roman Emperor, Franz Josef, was theoretically responsible for representing the Reich in foreign affairs (although both Prussia and the Netherlands received ambassadors), but he had little interest in events on the far side of the Atlantic.  Gladstone’s overtures were referred to the Diet in Frankfurt, where Reichs Chancellor [8] Bismarck vetoed any formal alliance with New World powers.  Bismarck here followed his long-established policy of avoiding any commitments which would force Germany into war overseas; he had no desire to see Germany committed to war with the United States over what he perceived to be minor states in the Americas.  Germany had and would retain influence in Colombia through its military advisers and trade concessions, but it would not become a formal ally.

This left Britain to settle affairs alone.  Gladstone’s diplomacy was effective, and in 1877 the Bogotá Pact was signed between Great Britain, Colombia, Costa Rica and Venezuela.  A defensive alliance between these nations, its clear (although never explicitly stated) purpose was to prevent any further American expansion southward.  Discussions had originally proposed Mexico as another signatory, but this was met with reluctance from the South American nations, who viewed Mexico as inevitably doomed to fall to the United States [9], and who distrusted the Mexican government after Guatemala.  With the Halifax Pact still firmly held in the north, and with American expansion also checked in the Sandwich Islands, a degree of stability was restored to the New World.  The key focus of international relations now shifted to Africa and the Far East, where the colonial race was beginning in earnest...

--

[1] This name is different from the President mentioned for this period in post #64b – I’ve altered it.

[2] Alexandra Samotsova, and her companion and English translator Alyssa Sherman, writing about the history of influential men came as about as much of a shock as, say, OTL’s Germaine Greer would.  Their choice of which historical figures have been most influential is unorthodox, to say the least.

[3] i.e. the War of 1811.

[4] Although Willem Alexander was the first Dutch ruler to be counted as a Kaiser, the dynastic nomenclature includes the previous two Willems as theoretical Kaisers.

[5] To Willem, English and American accents sound awfully similar.

[6] There has been a small retcon here: Britain kept Saint-Pierre and Miquelon after the First Congress of Vienna.

[7] President Griffin is said to have remarked, “Let the Brazilians enjoy ruling the Indians.”  Most of the plantations and European settlement were on the coast, and the interior was inhabited by hostile Indian tribes which the United States had no great use for.

[8] Another small retcon: Bismarck’s title is (and has been for some time) Reichskanzler (Reichs Chancellor) rather than Reichsminister.

[9] The leaders of Colombia and Venezuela viewed the Bogota Pact as a deterrent, wishing to avoid war with the United States at all, and they believed (correctly) that including Mexico in the pact would be more likely to provoke a declaration of war they wished to avoid.

--

Decades of Darkness #69: An American Miscellany

Population Data for the United States: 1870
Taken From “The United States In Expansion, 1850-1950: A Century of Triumph”
(c) 1952 By Harold Wittgenstein
Columbia Press: Columbia [Knoxville, Tennessee]

State          Slave     Non.[1]   Ind.      White      Total
Alabama        359,929   0         0         458,090    818,019
Arkansas       125,391   0         0         259,220    384,611
Coahuila       85,108    29,795    12,262    221,815    348,980
Delaware       3,605     0         0         108,106    111,711
E. Florida     55,263    0         0         117,221    172,484
E. Texas       137,326   0         0         439,130    576,456
Georgia        545,722   0         0         806,492    1,352,214
Illinois       28,173    0         0         867,202    895,374
Indiana        22,803    0         0         830,135    852,938
Iowa           13,624    0         0         572,934    586,559
Jackson        48,003    0         0         75,146     123,148
Jefferson      115,582   0         0         420,191    535,773
Kansas         84,573    0         0         448,116    532,690
Kentucky       270,883   0         0         1,092,934  1,363,817
Louisiana      253,387   0         0         363,987    617,375
Maryland       108,483   0         0         603,857    712,340
Mississippi    316,438   0         0         350,497    666,935
Missouri       177,207   0         0         732,083    909,290
Nebraska       7,430     0         0         449,469    456,898
New Leon       143,760   74,685    127,144   181,543    527,132
N. California  36,038    8,025     21,117    617,086    682,266
N. Carolina    398,395   0         0         834,271    1,232,666
Ohio           2,492     0         0         2,754,002  2,756,494
Pennsylvania   3,392     0         0         2,378,426  2,381,818
S. Carolina    454,770   0         0         410,455    865,225
Tamaulipas     191,077   45,359    59,461    213,461    509,359
Tennessee      305,084   0         0         1,175,186  1,480,270
Virginia       551,570   0         0         1,389,994  1,941,564
Washington     145,990   0         0         493,658    639,648
W. Florida     339,385   0         0         466,208    805,593
W. Texas       51,590    14,651    1,339     88,926     156,507
Westylvania    2,227     0         0         1,049,135  1,051,362
Wilkinson      5,393     0         0         380,344    385,737
Total          5,390,093 172,516   221,324   21,419,320 27,433,253

Territory      Slave     Non.[1]   Ind.      White      Total
Chihuahua      13,867    49,494    68,054    84,732     216,147
Colorado       899       0         4,536     65,522     70,957
Deseret        0         0         2,198     59,625     61,823
E. Cuba        173,607   22,621    0         253,803    450,031
Honduras       0         293,655   0         94,461     388,116
Idaho          251       0         0         34,933     35,814
Indian         4,980     0         60,931    54,117     120,027
Nevada         362       4,807     5,518     83,050     93,737
New Mexico     9,468     23,147    17,137    113,646    163,398
Nicaragua      120,246   345,228   0         142,624    608,098
N. Durango     89,697    5,417     4,936     84,683     184,733
Oregon         2,146     0         0         126,506    128,652
Potosi         25,807    288,399   120,166   97,099     531,471
Puerto Rico    209,891   302,041   0         156,437    668,369
Sinaloa        7,134     98,282    40,951    54,571     200,938
Sonora         7,824     28,306    48,187    68,242     152,558
S. California  3,746     555       10,445    12,991     27,737
S. Durango     70,633    111,331   46,388    62,833     291,185
Suriname       41,270    0         3,128     18,157     62,554
Tobasco        2,104     50,723    21,135    16,681     90,643
Veracruz       12,113    276,496   115,207   99,124     502,940
W. Cuba        424,722   192,422   0         405,296    1,022,440
Wyoming        356       0         0         30,700     31,056
Yucatan        89,463    119,897   397,357   85,857     692,575
Zacatecas      24,431    228,025   95,010    69,006     416,472

Caribbean Territory
District       Slave     Non.[1]   Ind.      White      Total
Aruba          1,846     356       941       694        3,837
Bonaire        3,327     0         0         594        3,921
Curacao        17,345    0         0         3,321      20,666
Guadeloupe     87,712    0         0         92,358     180,070
Saba           1,737     0         0         401        2,138
Sint Eustatius 1,574     0         0         478        2,051
Sint Maarten   2,322     0         0         625        2,947
Virgin Islands 47,372    0         0         21,712     69,084

Total USA      Slave     Non.[1]   Ind.      White      Total
               6,888,344 2,613,718 1,283,548 24,144,197 34,929,807

--

Population Data for New England: 1870
Source: New England Bureau of Statistics

State         Black   White      Total
Connecticut   6,835   688,485    695,320
Hudson        12,261  2,033,014  2,045,275
Maine         865     736,180    737,045
Massachusetts 5,639   1,634,534  1,640,173
Michigan      35,244  1,515,407  1,550,650
Long Island   18,683  1,205,841  1,224,524
New Brunswick 344     317,151    317,495
New Hampshire 1,529   392,821    394,350
New Jersey    25,989  835,948    861,937
Niagara       9,250   1,462,343  1,471,593
Nova Scotia   1,704   481,650    483,354
Rhode Island  2,268   236,245    238,513
Vermont       778     432,686    433,464
Total         121,389 11,972,303 12,093,692

--

Population Data for Canada: 1870
Source: New England Historical Archives, Hartford, Connecticut

Province         Population
Quebec           1,253,955
Ontario          1,706,534
Wisconsin        1,096,555
British Columbia 95,237
Manitoba         33,448
Alaska           35,401
Northwest Terr.  94,886
Total            4,316,016

--

Population Data for British North America: 1870
Source: New England Historical Archives, Hartford, Connecticut

Province             Population
Prince Edward Island 87,973
Newfoundland         149,386
Total                237,359

--

From “Abolitionist and Anti-Slavery Literature: A Review”
An undergraduate literature review by Solomon Agrippa (as he then was; later a general in the Freedom Legion)
Written in 1928 during his studies at Abraham Lincoln University, Wilkinston, Republic of Greater Liberia

Anti-slavery literature has a long tradition in North America, beginning with Marigold Stevens’ popular tract “Ordinary World”, describing what she believed would make an ideal world without slavery.  This was followed by John Winston’s “Imagine I’m Not The Only One”, calling on abolitionists across the world to unite against slavery.  Another influential author was the escaped former slave Douglas Henry [2], whose novel “Boys of Summer” depicted life being alternated between field and factory, while his sequel “Not Enough Love In The World” showed the interaction between the various peoples in bondage in Cuba and Tamaulipas.  Even more poignant was David Ido’s “Life For Rent”, a haunting description of his life as a Virginian tobacco slave, eventually hired to Norfolk where he worked in a factory until he escaped on a ship to Liberia, where he penned this book, among others.

Perhaps the most influential anti-slavery epic of all time, however, is “Jaded Little Bill”, by Canadian author and abolitionist Alan Morris, published in 1895.  The twelve meticulously detailed chapters record the story of a planter named “Bill Wright”, from early life through to adulthood and then his early death.  Irony permeates every aspect of this novel.  The first chapter, “All I Really Want”, describes his greedy childhood, while the second chapter, “You Ought To Know” showed what Morris believed most Canadians and New Englanders at the time did not know, namely the way planters lorded it over not only black slaves and bondsmen, but also lower-class whites.  “Perfect” describes the story of his first love, a woman who he discovers to have Negro blood in her and who has to flee the United States.  “Hands In My Pocket” describes how Bill temporarily took control of the plantation while his father was in military service in the Caribbean, and spends most of his time complaining about all the expenses, from war levies to the cost of overseers.  The fifth, sixth and seventh chapters, “Right Thought You”, “Forgiven” and “You Learn” describe his university education, first as a strong-minded but ignorant youth then eventually as a law student, and how he denied education to his slaves and bonded labour, while “Mary Jane” reports his marriage to a wealthy belle, and the problems integrating their households.  “Ironic” depicted his own military service and how he caught a sickness acquired from one of his new slaves, “Not The Doctor” reports how he refused the treatment of a freed former debt-slave from Veracruz who could have saved his life, while the final chapter, “Wake Up” depicts his supposed encounters after death in hell.  The entire novel is rife with references to the cruelty of the institution of slavery and callousness of the planter class.  It caused a storm of protest in the United States, with the Americans claiming that Morris had no understanding of what life in the country was actually like, but it was never forgotten in Canada and New England or, of course, Liberia.

--

Popular and Electoral Votes for President in 1866
From “1810-1910: A Century of New England Political History”
(c) 1912 by William H. Baldwin
Sandler Publishing Company, Long Island

The 1866 presidential elections marked one of the few occasions up to that time when the voters were completely unconcerned about the United States.  The administration of President Myers had proven remarkably quiet and even friendly to New England, which attitude certainly strengthened the Republican vote.  The apparent friendliness of the United States was also expected to weaken the Radical vote, since their anti-slavery message always received greater recognition when the United States itself looked unfriendly.  There were more concerns over domestic issues, particularly the level of immigration, an issue which divided the nation.  More than anything else, the election confirmed that, like Gaul, New England remained in partes tres in 1866.

The relative quietness of the party conventions matched the overall quiescence of the election.  The Federalists almost unanimously selected Senator Horatio Seymour of Hudson for president, with Governor Connor Bates of Massachusetts for their vice-presidential candidate.  The Republicans selected Vice-President William Seward, who had been elected from New York but now chose to represent Niagara [3], as their presidential candidate, and the always-entertaining Senator Phineas Barnum of Connecticut for their vice-presidential candidate.  The Radicals considered the nomination of Thaddeus Stevens, but his age and increasingly strident anti-slavery rhetoric (even for a Radical) saw the delegates turn to younger men.  Governor John Speed of Michigan, although not a New England native [4], represented an important state, had a distinguished military career, impeccable anti-slavery credentials, and could appeal to recent immigrants due to his own foreign birth.  After some deliberation, Speed was chosen as presidential candidate, with William Harrison of New Hampshire chosen to stand for vice-president.

              Popular Votes           Electoral Votes
State         Sey.    Sew.    Spe.    Sey. Sew. Spe.
Connecticut   20,661  21,245  17,116  0    9    0
Hudson        126,191 90,599  106,777 25   0    0
Long Island   38,238  80,117  63,730  0    15   0
Maine         42,994  9,155   39,328  12   0    0
Massachusetts 98,062  35,643  14,874  21   0    0
Michigan      34,993  48,991  90,983  0    0    18
New Brunswick 20,040  7,322   11,176  3    0    0
New Hampshire 18,871  14,018  21,027  0    0    7
New Jersey    17,796  64,066  36,779  0    12   0
Niagara       48,819  131,811 63,464  0    20   0
Nova Scotia   34,441  11,282  13,657  8    0    0
Rhode Island  15,594  4,798   19,592  0    0    5
Vermont       14,734  18,172  16,208  0    7    0
Total         531,433 537,219 514,711 69   63   30

As was becoming commonplace by 1866, the election was referred to Congress.  The calls for electoral reform were increased, including the abolition of the electoral college, but no party was yet prepared to initiate that step.  Instead, the bargaining began in Congress.  As with the previous election, the Radicals realised they could not win the election, and decided that they had more in common with the Republicans.  Thus, William Seward became the first President of New England chosen to serve a six-year term...

--

23 May 1871

Dear Mr. President,

Please allow me to express my deepest condolences, and those of the American people, to you and the people of New England for your most tragic loss.  Your late predecessor was a most admirable man, firmly adhering to his principles, and devout in his worship of the God whom we all serve.  It is true that I have on occasion disagreed with the policies he set forth, but that never for one moment diminished my respect for the late President Seward as a good Christian man.  He will be sorely missed not only by the people of his own country, but by the people of the United States as well.  Though it is given to no man to judge what is rightly our Lord’s province, I believe with all my heart that Mr Seward has been found worthy of admittance to Heaven, there to be with Almighty God for all eternity.

It was a most heavy burden he bore, that of chief executive of his nation, and one which inevitably takes a toll on all those who serve in it, as I have discovered first-hand.  I have no doubt that his life would have been eased and his days on this world lengthened had he not faced the pressures of this office, but he judged service to his nation as worth more than his own life, and thus he continued in his position for all the days of his life.  It needs a man of much vigour and devotion to serve in this office, and I wish you and New England good fortune in your new office.  If there is anything I or the United States can do to assist New England as you mourn him, you need only ask, and it shall be done.

Your obedient servant,
(signed) Hugh Griffin

--

[1] i.e. non-citizens, all those who fell into the categories of peon, debt-slave, or just don’t have a categorisation yet.

[2] The closest character TTL has to Frederick Douglass.

[3] Although born in Orange County, which was part of Hudson state, Seward had resided in Buffalo for several years.

[4] John Speed is an ATL ‘brother’ of James Speed, who was born in Kentucky and who was Attorney General under Lincoln and Johnson in OTL.  John Speed was also born in Kentucky ITTL and had similar anti-slavery views, but had a more militaristic inclination and emigrated to Michigan after the War of 1833.  He joined the New England Navy, initially on the Great Lakes, and earned some recognition as one of the leading commanders during the naval war against Russia.

--

Decades of Darkness Interlude #1: Gazing Into The Crystal Ball

Taken from:
Federal Intelligence Agency: The World Factbook – Australia (1953 edition)

Introduction

Australia became a kingdom within the British Empire in 1882.  It was able to take advantage of its vast natural resources to develop first its agricultural, then mining and manufacturing industries.  Long-term concerns include water availability, management and conservation of the natural resources, especially the Great Barrier Reef and other coastal areas.  Australia is the home of the terramicitian [1] movement.

Geography
Location: Oceania, continent between the Indian Ocean and the South Pacific Ocean
Area (including inland water): 8,888,080 sq km
Note: includes insular provinces but not colonies, dependencies, or polar claims
Land boundaries: 0 km
Maritime claims: territorial sea 24 NM
Climate: generally arid to semiarid; temperate in south and east; tropical in north
Terrain: mainland mostly low plateau with deserts, fertile plain in southeast; mountainous jungle in northern islands, temperate in eastern and southern islands
Elevation extremes:
Lowest point: Lake Winchester –15 m
Highest point: Mt Wilberforce 5,030 m
Natural resources: bauxite, coal, iron ore, copper, tin, gold, silver, uranium, nickel, chrome, cobalt, manganese, tungsten, limestone, mineral sands, lead, zinc, diamonds, natural gas, petroleum, timber, hydropower (insular provinces), fisheries
Land use: arable land: 6.91%
permanent crops: 0.05%
other: 93.04%
Natural hazards: cyclones along the coast; severe droughts; forest fires, vulcanism, earthquakes
Environment - current issues: soil erosion from overgrazing, industrial development, urbanisation, and poor farming practices; soil salinity rising due to the use of poor quality water; desertification; clearing for agricultural purposes threatens the natural habitat of many unique animal and plant species; the Great Barrier Reef off the northeast coast of the mainland, the largest coral reef in the world, is threatened by increased shipping; limited natural fresh water resources.

People
Population: 53,731,984 (July 1952 est.)
Nationality: noun: Australian(s)
adjective: Australian
Racial groups: White 73%, Asian 12%, East Indian 10%, Native and other 5%
Religions: Roman Catholic 35%, Anglican 24%, Other Christian 21.3%, Hindu 8%, other and no religion 11.7%.
Languages: English, French (New Caledonia and New Hebrides), Portuguese (Timor), native languages
Literacy: definition: age 15 and over can read and write
total population: 100%
male: 100%
female: 100%

Government

Country name:
Conventional long form: Kingdom of Australia
Conventional short form: Australia

Government type: democratic, parliamentary monarchy
Note: The monarch of Australia is also sovereign of the RESTORED EMPIRE, but within Australia’s jurisdiction functions only as a monarch.

Capital: Nowra
Administrative divisions (excluding dependencies): 9 provinces and 4 territories*; Kingsland, Macquarie, New Caledonia*, New Guinea, New Hebrides*, New South Wales, New Zealand, Northern Australia, Solomon Islands*, South Australia, Tasmania, Timor*, West Australia.

Independence: 26 January 1882 (federation of UK colonies into Kingdom status)
National holiday: Australia Day, 26 January (1788)
Legal system: based on English common law
Suffrage: 18 years of age; universal and compulsory

Executive branch: Chief of state: King of Australia ALEXANDER I (since 16 February 1942)
Head of government: Prime Minister Sir Anthony William HAWKINS (since 15 April 1948), Deputy Prime Minister Richard David LEE (since 15 April 1948)
Cabinet: Parliament nominates and selects, from among its members, a list of candidates to serve as government ministers; from this list, the monarch swears in the final selections for the Cabinet
Elections: no executive elections; the monarch is hereditary; following legislative elections, the leader of the majority party or leader of a majority coalition is sworn in as prime minister by the monarch
Note: government coalition - National Party and Australia First Party 

Legislative branch:
Bicameral Federal Parliament consists of the House of Lords (9 Lords of Session; 12 members appointed by the monarch on the recommendation of the Prime Minister who serve until the next general election; and a varying number of life peers, currently 216) and the Legislative Assembly (130 seats - members elected by popular vote on the basis of preferential representation to serve four-year terms; no province can have fewer than four representatives).
Elections: House of Lords – none.
Legislative Assembly - last held 10 November 1951 (next to be held by 10 November 1955)
Election results: Legislative Assembly: National-Australia First coalition 76; Christian Socialists 44; Earth Friends 3; Country Party 2; Liberal Party 2, speaker and independents 3.

Judicial branch:
House of Lords (appellate functions only; heard by the Lords of Session); High Court of Australia (the chief justice and eight other justices are appointed by the monarch).  Appeals are also sometimes heard by the Imperial House of Lords.

Political parties and leaders: Australia First [Richard David LEE], Australian Republicans [Andrew HAWKE], Christian Socialists [Percy KELVIN], Country Party [Michael BLUNT], Earth Friends [Miriam O’CONNELL], Liberal Party [John CHURCHILL], National Party [Sir Anthony William HAWKINS], Pacific Liberty [Father Sir David Kemakeza].

International organisation participation: Council of Nations (founding member), International Police Commission.

Diplomatic representation in the USA: none; official diplomatic representation has been withdrawn since 1947.  Unofficial representation is conducted through both nations’ ambassadors to the Council of Nations.

Flag description: yellow half-disc on a black background in the upper hoist-side quadrant, red with a ten pointed star (white outline, blue centre) in the lower hoist-side quadrant, known as the Federation Star, with 7 points representing the original seven provinces, one point representing the territories, one point representing the monarch, and one point representing the British Empire (as it then was).  The remaining half is a representation of the Southern Cross constellation in blue and white, with one small five-pointed star and four larger seven-pointed stars.
Note: the Australian flag formerly included a representation of the flag of the United Kingdom in the upper hoist-side quadrant, but this has been replaced on the Australian flag.  It is retained in the naval ensign, which has colours reversed (red for blue, and vice versa) in the other three quadrants of the flag.

Economy

Economy - overview: Australia has a prosperous capitalist economy with one of the highest per capita incomes in the world.  Rising output in the domestic economy has offset the slump in Australia’s former largest trading partner, Nippon.  Government policy for the previous two decades has emphasised independence in strategic resources, including the development of non-petroleum based fuels and infrastructure, a trend which has been further enhanced by the influence of the terramicitian movement.  Australia is the world’s leading consumer of ethanol and methanol fuels.  Australia has seen a rapidly growing economy fuelled by large immigration growth.  However, the economy remains vulnerable to ecological conditions, particularly recurrent droughts.

Labor force: 29.8 million (1951 est.)
Unemployment rate: 3.1% (1952)
Currency: Australian pound
Fiscal year: 1 July - 30 June 

Military

Military branches: Australian Army, Royal Navy, Royal Sky Force, Strategic Deployment Force
Military manpower - military age: 17 years of age (1952 est.)
Military manpower - availability: males age 15-49: 16,119,515 (1952 est.)
Military manpower - fit for military service: males age 15-49: 15,339,011 (1952 est.)
Military manpower - reaching military age annually: males: 469,844 (1952 est.)

--

[1] TTL’s version of environmentalism.

--

Decades of Darkness #70: Rayne In Spain

Taken from: “The Rayne Diaries: The Life of New England’s First Great Spy”
(c) Professor Lester Kilcher, 1948
Harvard University Press
Massachusetts, New England

From the blurb:

Timothy Rayne was New England’s first master-spy, one of the first agents of the infant DFS [1], whose career in this agency was to become legendary.  Recruited into the DFS soon after its formation, Rayne had a short-lived but spectacular intelligence career in Cuba, the Sandwich Islands and Spain, among other places.  Rayne kept detailed diaries of his activities, something disapproved of by his officers, but which offer a unique insight into the early history of the New England intelligence services.  Rayne’s diaries were acquired after his death by his Spanish mistress, and recently tracked down and published.  The diaries have been edited and annotated by Professor Kilcher, Head of the Harvard School of Foreign Affairs, whose key research areas include nineteenth-century North American history and international relations during the second wave colonial period.

Introduction

The Rayne diaries are a rare opportunity to view the development of New England’s intelligence services, whose activities are so unfathomable today.  Published without any government editing or retention [2], they describe many of Rayne’s activities...

12 March 1865

Rather a strange meeting today.  I had been offered a meeting with a Mr. Henry Laws, the rather appropriately named man from the attorney general’s office.  I had thought that was rather strange, since I had been expecting a visit from someone in the State Department, but I would hardly turn down an invitation to anyone from the federal government.

Henry Laws turned out to be a rather pleasant fellow, if unusual.  He introduced himself as “Cabinet minister without portfolio,” a title which begged all sorts of questions.  Cabinet minister?  What was anyone ranked in the cabinet doing operating out of an obscure office within the attorney-general’s office?  I didn’t get any chance to ask them, though.

Laws said, “Mr. Rayne, what I’m about to describe to you is rather unorthodox, but involves the well-being of New England.  And there is a condition of me telling you about it.  Before I go any further, I’ll have your promise that you won’t reveal it to anyone outside of our organisation without explicit permission.  If you don’t want to hear me out, then the door is but a few steps away.”

Now that certainly got my interest.  I’ve never been one to back away from a challenge, but this sounded rather more ominous.  Especially coming from someone in this office.  Laws was too gentlemanly to say it explicitly, but I didn’t need to hear the words to make me suspect that there would a charge of treason or something similarly horrifying if I revealed what I heard.  But I was happy to give my promise, and he explained some more.

Laws said, “We’ve recently gotten permission from the Cabinet [3] to set up a new department, responsible for overseeing all... information we obtain from foreign powers, especially unfriendly powers.”

“You mean you’re organising all New England’s spies?” I asked.

Laws looked unsettled at my bluntness, but he nodded.  “In essence, yes.  Are you interested in joining?”

“Of course I am.”  I didn’t know then – and I still don’t know now – what’s involved, but something like this sounds like just the kind of thing I could do well in.

12 March 1867

Talk about disaster!  Two years to the day after I joined the Department, and I have to write the story of how I came far, far too close to losing my life – and I only just got back to home.  And also to betraying New England’s involvement in the Americans’ strife in Cuba.  By rights, I shouldn’t even have been on the Jupiter when it was shipping that consignment of muskets to the Cuban rebels.  My orders had been explicitly clear: coordinate the shipments to Haiti, and then let the locals handle the rest.  But while in Haiti, I met our local contact, a Portuguese man who answered only to Alberto, and I couldn’t quite believe that he was genuine.  The man dressed like he was about to go to a ball!  So I felt I had to accompany him to make sure he was going to deliver the guns, rather than take the money and throw them over the side once we had gone.

That was my first mistake.  My second was actually going ashore onto Cuba.  I still felt I needed to keep an eye on Alberto.  As it turned out, I should have been worried about the Americans.  They were waiting for us there on the beach.  I’m not the kind of hero who wants to get himself killed for nothing, so I just crouched down and waited for them to capture us.  Bad though the Americans are, they don’t usually shoot white men in cold blood, so I expected I would be caught, and then I could figure out what to do with myself later.  Alberto hit the ground too, but he managed to do it without getting his clothes badly mussed either.  The blacks with us opened fire, though.  The Cubans called the Americans chacals, and many of them preferred death to capture.  Those who didn’t, and the Haitians, were rounded up afterwards.  I didn’t see what happened to them, and that’s probably just as well, since I doubt it was good.  The Americans sent me and Alberto to their military camp and there to face military justice.  They were surprisingly lenient, giving me only a stiff fine which was quietly paid for by the New England consulate, and thus I made it back here.  I’d better make sure I avoid Cuba from here on in, though... and I won’t travel under the name of Richard Wood any more either.  (Editor’s note: I believe that Rayne received such favourable treatment because the United States wanted to place maximum pressure on New England to stop gun-running, and it was thought that any severe treatment of him, although legally justifiable, would be more likely to encourage further smuggling.)

15 February 1868

A new assignment here, and one which brings me back to the United States.  As most of my requirements have been to date, of course, and I expect they will continue to be.  No other nation can pose such a threat to New England as the Americans.  While they have been friendly to us for the last few years, we have to be ready in case they ever change their minds.  And this journey is itself a reminder of how much the world has changed.  I entered the United States in New Orleans, since they keep too close a watch on people who come through Pennsylvania or Ohio, but this Central Pacific railroad which I am currently riding stretches from sea to shining sea [4].  It takes only a few days journey from New Orleans to San Francisco in North California, where it would have taken months beforehand.  This will greatly strengthen the United States – I’ll have to mention back home that we need a transcontinental railroad of our own to join Canada and New England from sea to sea as well.

22 February 1868

All that we feared about the Americans is true.  The Cubans were right: the Americans are jackals.  Not happy just gobbling nations in the Caribbean and Central America, they want to conquer further west too.  This Mr. Quigley speaks too loudly and to the wrong people.  No time to return to New England now; the telegraph will have to suffice for that.  I’ll have to go to the Sandwich Islands myself: nothing else will do.

6 June 1868

Good riddance, is all I can say.  Mr. “Call Me Colonel” Quigley, head of a bunch of American freebooters, jackals and all-round yahoos, is dead.  Executed as he deserved.  He did have some memorable quotes, I’ll give him that much.  When someone asked him why his magnificent American race couldn’t conquer these islands from a bunch of half-breeds and natives, all he said was, “Man shall not live by pineapples alone.”  (Editor’s note: One of the side-effects of this filibuster was that one of the surviving Americans acquired a taste for pineapples and decided to set up a plantation in Nicaragua.)  And I’m not likely to forget his last words.  “Give me not the hangman’s noose, but find for me an executioner’s sword.  Cut off my head then bury me here, that my grave shall be watered by a martyr’s blood.”  He can be as defiant as he likes, as long as he’s dead.

3 May 1869

I can’t go back into the United States again, apparently.  Thus saith Henry Laws.  Oh well, Laws has given, and Laws has taken away.  Blessed be the name of the Laws.  I’ve been given a posting in the diplomatic service assisting the minister to Spain, which will be a challenge given that Spain has apparently been in a state of civil war for most of the last ten years.  Maybe we should just send a minister to each side and have done with it.

6 November 1869

I have never seen a more confused country.  The Spanish are wonderful people, but they have an amazing ability to dispute everything.  Spain isn’t a country, it’s an argument.  The royalists who support Isabella [5] fight with the other royalists who support Duke Carlos [6], and the republicans fight everyone.  These days most foreign governments, including ours, recognise Isabella as Queen of Spain, but I suspect they’re getting sick of the whole mess.  There was some talk that France might intervene a few years ago, but the French Emperor seems to have thought better of it, or maybe he just couldn’t get the support he wanted.

4 March 1870

This civil war looks like it will go on forever.  The Carlists have just had a victory in the north, seizing Barcelona.  That will cause problems for the republicans, but it will make things worse for our cause here.  The worst part is, there’s not much I can actually do.  I can give all sorts of intelligence about what we’re doing here, but it won’t help much unless I can tell them who’s going to win the war.  Unless I can investigate what the French are doing...

13 March 1870

So, now it all becomes clear.  Napoleon III of France is going to intervene in Spain.  He may long regret this day.  I would welcome the arrival of peace to Spain, but I fear that France will only bring more war.  If the evidence of their plans were to reach Britain, would that change anything?

(Editor’s note: A week later, Rayne was killed during the republican uprising in Madrid.)

--

Extracts taken from “The Compleat Textbook Series: Modern European History”
By J. Edward Fowler (Principal Author)
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1948 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission.

The Congress of Versailles

This congress was called in 1872 in France to discuss an end to the Spanish Civil War, which is usually described as lasting from 1863-1872, although this incorporates both the restoration of Isabella II and then the Carlist uprising.  The main powers represented were France, Great Britain, both Spanish royalist factions, and Portugal.  Germany sent representatives to the congress, but had no firm stake in the outcome.  Some of the parties were keen to dismember Spain into many parts, and distribute its colonies.  The British sought to create a united Spain under Miguel of the Braganza dynasty, but this was resisted by all other parties.  The eventual compromise was to grant the main northern and eastern Carlist territories to Duke Carlos, but Britain’s support ensured that most of the Spanish colonial empire in the North Pacific [7] remained intact under Felipe VI, the son of Isabella II.

The main territorial changes were the reformation of the kingdom of Aragon for Duke Carlos, including Navarre, the Vascondagas provinces, Aragon, Catalonia, and Valencia.  Napoleon III was keen to acquire part of metropolitan Spain for France, but eventually settled for the Balearic Islands, the Canary Islands, full annexation of Andorra, and Trinidad.  Portugal also acquired Galizia and the disputed Olivença region.  For the time being, Spain was at peace, although factions in both Spain and Aragon continued to seek a reunited nation...

--

[1] DFS is an acronym for Department of Foreign Security, one of New England’s two main intelligence agencies.  It was formed in 1865.  The DFS is mainly responsible for diplomatic, political and economic intelligence.  Its sister and sometimes-rival agency, the euphemistically-named Technical Classification Board (TCB), is responsible for military and technological intelligence.

[2] i.e. without the withholding of sections deemed classified or inappropriate for public knowledge.

[3] i.e. from the President.

[4] The Central Pacific, with a route similar to the OTL Southern Pacific, was completed in 1866.  Without the distraction of the American Civil War, more resources were placed into completing a transcontinental railroad a couple of years ahead of OTL, and the preferred route was a southern one, given the more generally southern focus of the *United States.

[5] Not the same Isabella, personality-wise, as OTL, but royalty tends to stick with the same names...

[6] Another post-POD character with the same name, but who is considerably more militarily competent than his OTL counterpart.

[7] Viz, the Philippines and Guam.

--

Decades of Darkness Interlude #2: Bride of the Emerald Aisle

Taken from:
Federal Intelligence Agency: The World Factbook – Ireland (1953 edition)

Introduction

Inhabited since prehistoric times, Celtic tribes occupied the island in the 4th century before the Christian era.  Invasions by Scandinavians began in the 8th century and were halted by King Brian BORU who defeated a Danish-Norwegian invasion in 1014.  Invaded again in the 12th century by the English, which set off seven centuries of Anglo-Irish struggle marked by continual rebellions and harsh counter-revolutions.  Ireland suffered a series of potato famines in the 19th century, halving the island’s population.  Ireland became a kingdom within the British Empire in 1862, and gradually developed political and economic independence since that time.  Ireland experienced a number of rebellions during the late 19th and early 20th centuries, but these failed to find popular support, particularly the most recent ‘Dublin Rebellion’ of 1922.  Ireland today is notable as a neutral nation and way-station for commercial and political contacts between North America and Europe.

Geography
Location: Western Europe, island in the North Atlantic Ocean, west of Great Britain
Area (including inland water): 81,373 sq km 
Area - comparative: slightly smaller than South Carolina
Land boundaries: none
Maritime claims: territorial sea: 12 NM
Climate: temperate maritime; modified by North Atlantic Current; mild winters, cool summers; consistently humid; overcast about half the time
Terrain: mostly level to rolling interior plain surrounded by rugged hills and low mountains; sea cliffs on west coast
Elevation extremes:
lowest point: Atlantic Ocean 0 m
highest point: Carrauntoohil 1,041 m
Natural resources: zinc, lead, natural gas, barite, copper, gypsum, limestone, dolomite, peat, silver
Land use: arable land: 20.06% 
permanent crops: 0.05% 
other: 79.94%
Environment - current issues: water pollution
Geography - note: strategic location on major sky and sea routes between North America and northern Europe.

People
Population: 4,687,145 (June 1952 est.)
Nationality: noun: Irishman (men), Irishwoman (women), Irish (collective plural)
adjective: Irish
Racial groups: Celtic, English
Religions: Roman Catholic 73.2%, Protestant 20.4%, other 6.4%.
Languages: English (official), Irish Gaelic (official), Ullans.  English is the language most widely used, Irish is spoken in some areas along the western seaboard, Ullans is spoken in parts of the province of Ulster.
Literacy: definition: age 15 and over can read and write 
total population: 99% 
male: 99%
female: 99%

Government

Country name:
Conventional long form: Kingdom of Ireland
Conventional short form: Ireland

Government type: democratic, parliamentary monarchy
Note: As a member kingdom of the RESTORED EMPIRE, foreign affairs, defence and some legal appeals are under the theoretical control of the imperial government, but in practice Ireland pursues an independent foreign policy and controls its own military expenditure.

Capital: Dublin
Administrative divisions: 32 counties; Antrim, Armagh, Carlow, Cavan, Clare, Cork, Donegal, Down, Dublin, Fermanagh, Galway, Kerry, Kildare, Kilkenny, Laois, Leitrim, Limerick, Londonderry, Longford, Louth, Mayo, Meath, Monaghan, Offaly, Roscommon, Sligo, Tipperary, Tyrone, Waterford, Westmeath, Wexford, Wicklow.
Independence: 14 June 1862 (from United Kingdom)
National holiday: Saint Patrick's Day, 17 March
Legal system: based on English common law, substantially modified by indigenous concepts.
Suffrage: 18 years of age; universal

Executive branch: Chief of state: Queen of Ireland BRIGID I (since 4 May 1934)
Head of government: Prime Minister Dame Mary BLUNDELL (since 17 June 1951)
Cabinet: appointed by the monarch on the recommendation of the prime minister after approval from the House of Commons
Elections: none, the monarch is hereditary

Legislative branch:
Bicameral Parliament consists of the House of Lords (consists of 32 hereditary peers, 7 Lords of Session, 4 ecclesiastical peers [1] and a varying number of life peers, currently 104) and the House of Commons (201 members elected by popular vote to serve five-year terms unless the House is dissolved earlier).
Elections: House of Lords – none.
House of Commons: last held 17 June 1951 (next to be held by 17 June 1956)
Election results: House of Commons: Aontacht [Unity] 107, Social Democrats 82, Earth Friends 6, Ulster Republicans 4, other 2.

Judicial branch:
House of Lords (highest court of appeal; Lords of Session are appointed by the monarch for life); Supreme Court of Ireland.
Note: legal appeals can also be pursued to the Imperial government, either to the Imperial House of Lords or, rarely, the Privy Council.

International organisation participation: Council of Nations (founding member), Greater European Economic Union (associate member), International Police Commission.
Note: only nation to be both part of the RESTORED EMPIRE and a member of the GEEU.

Diplomatic representation in the USA: Chief of Mission: Ambassador Oscar SHAW
Diplomatic representation from the USA: Chief of Mission Ambassador George STEELE

Flag description: red diagonal cross (St Patrick’s cross) on a dark green background, with a golden harp at the intersection of the cross.

Economy

Economy - overview: Ireland is a small, trade-dependent economy.  The nation is a major trans-shipment point for many goods between Europe and North America.  Agriculture, once the primary economic sector, has been replaced by industry.  Exports remain the primary driver for economic growth, and Ireland is thus vulnerable to global conditions, and particularly to any fluctuations in European demand.

Labor force: 2.16 million (1951 est.)
Unemployment rate: 5.7% (1952)
Currency: Irish pound
Fiscal year: 1 July - 30 June 

Military

Military branches: Irish Army, Royal Irish Navy, Royal Irish Sky Corps, Royal Irish Constabulary
Military manpower - military age: 17 years of age (1952 est.)
Military manpower - availability: males age 15-49: 1,218,545 (1952 est.)
Military manpower - fit for military service: males age 15-49: 1,187,331 (1952 est.)
Military manpower - reaching military age annually: males: 37,459 (1952 est.)

--

[1] Two Catholic Archbishops, (Armagh and Dublin), Church of Ireland Archbishop of Dublin, and Lord Moderator of the General Assembly of the Presbyterian Church in Ireland.

--

Decades of Darkness #71: Eye of the Griffin

Excerpts from the Independence Day Address of President Hugh Griffin, delivered in Philadelphia on 4 July 1876, the centenary of American independence

“One hundred years ago, with the ringing of this beloved Liberty Bell [1], our forefathers proclaimed to the peoples of the world the birth of a new nation, a nation like unto none other ever delivered by the midwife of history.  A republic conceived in liberty, where the authority of the government rests on the consent of the governed.

“My fellow Americans, how we stand unique amidst the nations of this earth.  From the farthermost frozen steppes of Russia to the mist-clad peat bogs of Ireland, the Old World is ruled still by monarchs who claim sway by their so-called ‘right of birth’.  From the Pacific to the Atlantic, a blood curtain hangs still over Europe, which only the dawn of revolution can lift.

“Even in our New World, only we Americans are blessed with a true republic.  Witness the fate which has befallen that misbegotten child of America, which calls itself the Republic of New England.  From that unseemly birth were shaped two new nations.  One was the United States of America, which from the despair of separation forged a new purpose, a national will which she has possessed after.  The other was New England.  Their chief executive has made of his presidency the greatest show on earth, but every day he rules is a triumph only to the will of the King of England, who has already planted down the roots of his family on the soil of our New World.

“Elsewhere in the Americas, nations have declared themselves republics, but in this essential they have failed: the authority of their governments rests not on the consent of the governed, but on the assent of the generals.  Only last month we received word of a new general has seized the reins of Mexico’s runaway carriage of state.  Nor should we forget the anarchies which were miscalled the governments of Nicaragua or Honduras before we restored stability to those nations.  Whereas here in our own United States, great generals have indeed assumed the leadership of our nations, but they have done so from the consent of the governed, and they have departed again when that consent was removed.  Only in America, out of all the world, is there a true republic.

“In this last century, we have seen indeed the testing of that republic.  We have witness the tribulation of the United States, the scourging, and the growth amidst punishment.  In these last hundred years, we saw the seasons turn many times.  In the Revolution and the leadership of General Washington, our nation saw spring, then only a brief Louisiana summer before the chill of winter descended on us in 1811.  After this, came a new spring under Wilkinson, another too brief summer under Jackson, before we saw fall under Mangum and the greatest sorrow of winter with the fall of our beloved President Davis.  In these last few years the United States has seen the growth of a new spring.  Now a new century beckons before us, a century where the natural strength of the American race will prevail.  When the scholars a hundred years from now come to write down the tale of our nation, to set down in pen and ink a measure of our worth, they shall say of the next century that this was the century of summer.”

--

Popular and Electoral Votes for President in 1878
From “1810-1910: A Century of New England Political History”
(c) 1912 by William H. Baldwin
Sandler Publishing Company, Long Island

The 1878 presidential elections were a relatively demure campaign, with none of the showmanship and ceremony which had marked President Barnum’s terms in office.  As with the previous two elections, domestic issues were of gravest concern; relations with the United States had been cordial for some time, particularly since the repudiation of the filibusters in the Sandwich Islands.

The Federalists selected Arthur Strong, Governor of Massachusetts for their presidential candidate, and in a bid to appeal to the growing immigrant votes in New England, settled on the Irish-born but suitably aristocratic Charles Hastings Doyle of Nova Scotia for their vice-presidential candidate.  The Republican convention was acrimonious; with sitting Vice-President Dwight Parker of New Jersey deemed as lacking Barnum’s charisma, the delegates settled on money instead, selecting William Vanderbilt of Long Island for their presidential candidate, leaving Parker again to seek the vice-presidential office.  The Radical convention was the most heated of the three, with the dispute between the ‘moderate’ and ‘active’ factions over how extreme their platform should be.  Eventually, the ‘active’ delegates carried the day, selecting Governor John Adams IV of Michigan as their presidential candidate, relegating the more moderate Senator Peter Vancouver of Hudson for their vice-presidential candidate.

The campaigning highlighted the differences between the two more extreme parties, with the Federalists emphasising the value of good government [2], Protestantism, nativism, and good relations with the United Kingdom and Canada.  The Radicals emphasised religious tolerance, increased immigration, and the extension of the franchise.  After some equivocation, Adams settled on a direct campaign for the abolition of property qualifications for voting (which at this time were still extant in Massachusetts, Maine, Connecticut and Vermont), and for granting citizenship for all residents of New England after only three years of residency, instead of the existing seven-year limit.  Some of the Radicals called for the extension of the franchise to all men, regardless of race, but this proved too extreme even for Adams.  With this debate, Vanderbilt found himself caught in the middle, trying to pursue a moderate path, but the only key policy difference he could advocate was closer commercial relationships with the United States, a policy which won few votes outside of Long Island and the border states.  In former elections, the Republicans had gained the support of most of the leading capitalists, but many of these had leant their support to the Federalists, particularly in Connecticut, Massachusetts, and New Hampshire...

              Popular Votes           Electoral Votes
State         Str.    Van.    Ada.    Str. Van. Ada.
Connecticut   24,995  21,960  28,779  0    0    10
Hudson        118,918 64,036  121,998 0    0    26
Long Island   50,645  106,355 96,226  0    16   0
Maine         44,981  4,792   45,931  0    0    11
Massachusetts 142,368 42,482  27,640  21   0    0
Michigan      57,282  65,466  150,025 0    0    20
New Brunswick 23,533  7,104   13,764  6    0    0
New Hampshire 22,626  13,199  27,026  0    0    7
New Jersey    25,413  77,827  55,591  0    12   0
Niagara       48,257  103,095 67,999  0    19   0
Nova Scotia   37,761  11,463  18,206  8    0    0
Rhode Island  16,537  4,725   25,987  0    0    5
Vermont       17,567  20,596  22,413  0    0    7
Total         630,884 543,099 701,584 35   47   86

With the electoral returns, it became clear that for the first time since 1854, a presidential election had been won without being referred to Congress.  It also marked a substantial collapse in the Republican vote, even more surprising since the last President had been from that party, but indicative that the three-party system of New England might yet reduce to only two parties...

--

Selected Important Dates in North American History: 1866-1880
Taken from “The Compleat Textbook Series: Early American History”
By J. Edward Fowler (Principal Author)
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1948 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission

1866

Completion of the Central Pacific Railroad linking San Francisco, North California to New Orleans, Louisiana, via El Paso, New Mexico.

Rebellions in Canada’s northwest, leading to King James I dissolving the Wisconsin Parliament and creating new governments in Wisconsin and the new province of Manitoba.

Gold discovered in North California and in the Black Hills, leading to major gold rushes in North California across the newly-opened Central Pacific Railroad.

Richard Brady King of Concord, New Hampshire, patents a design for a new “horseless steam carriage”, which in popular lingo is soon shortened to “horstcar”.  The first horstcars go on sale to the public in the following year.

1867

Puerto Rico Territory is separated from the Caribbean Territory, in explicit recognition of its preparation for statehood.

William Seward (Niagara), Republican, inaugurated as 15th President of New England.  Phineas Barnum (Connecticut), Republican, inaugurated as Vice-President.

Colt Holdings begins to manufacture the Hoover Gun, the first successful cylinder gun [3].  The Hoover Gun combined reliability and ease of use with a high rate of fire.

1868

Colonel William Quigley leads a filibuster expedition from San Francisco, North California to the Sandwich Islands.  The filibuster is defeated and Quigley executed by the natives.

New Leon admitted as the 32nd state in the Union.

Hugh Griffin (Illinois), Patriot, elected as 13th President of the United States.

“Timothy Pickering”, the first of a new class of steam-powered ‘mastless’ ironclads, launched in Boston, NE.

1869

Nebraska [most of OTL Nebraska and South Dakota] admitted as the 33rd state in the Union.

Honduras annexed to the United States on request of its government.

United States purchases Suriname and the Dutch Antilles (Aruba, Bonaire, Curaçao, Saba, Sint Eustatius and Sint Maarten) from the Netherlands.  The Dutch Antilles are added to the Caribbean Territory; Suriname is established as its own territory.

“Thunderbolt”, the first of a new British class of mastless ironclads, launched in Portsmouth, UK [4].

1870

The Cuban emergency declared over and most troops are withdrawn, although occasional insurrections continue for several more years.

U.S. President Hugh Griffin calls for a canal to be built in Nicaragua, connecting the Atlantic to the Pacific.  The Universal Canal Company, half-owned by the U.S. government and half by a variety of foreign investors (mostly British and French) is formed to build the canal.  UCC engineers begin surveying the route.

“Illinois”, the first American-made mastless ironclad, launched in Baltimore, USA.

1871

Canal War fought in Costa Rica between government forces and U.S.-backed rebels.  The new Costa Rican government cedes a strip of territory along the San Juan River to the USA.

Construction of the first phase of the Nicaragua Canal (along the San Juan River) commences.

Chihuahua admitted as the 34th state in the Union.

N.E. President William Seward dies in office, the first chief executive of New England to do so.  Phineas Barnum becomes the 16th President of New England.

1872

Nicaragua admitted as the 35th state in the Union.

Yucatan admitted as the 36th state in the Union.

Phineas Barnum elected as President of New England, the only sitting President ever to win election to that office.

Hugh Griffin (Illinois), Patriot, re-elected as 13th President of the United States.

1873

Completion of the Northern Pacific Railroad, linking Sacramento, North California, to Omaha, Nebraska.

1875

West Cuba admitted as the 37th state in the Union.

The United States makes the Caribbean Purchase, buying French Guiana, Trinidad, Tobago and Martinique from France.  Trinidad, Tobago and Martinique are added to the Caribbean Territory.  The inland portions of French Guiana and Suriname are sold to Brazil in exchange for trade concessions and a formal military alliance with the United States.

1876

North Durango admitted as the 38th state in the Union.

Completion of the Southern Pacific Railroad, linking Mazatlán, Sinaloa to Tampico, Tamaulipas.

William Leland (Virginia), Democrat, elected as 14th President of the United States, after outgoing President Hugh Griffin refuses to stand for a third term.

1877

Veracruz admitted as the 39th state in the Union.

Puerto Rico admitted as the 40th state in the Union.

Formation of the Bogota Pact between the United Kingdom, Colombia, Venezuela and Costa Rica.

“Achilles”, the first breech-loading mastless ironclad, launched in New York.

1878

East Cuba admitted as the 41st state in the Union.

Sonora admitted as the 42nd state in the Union.

“Titan”, a breech-loading four-gun mastless ironclad, launched in Portsmouth, UK [5].

1879

Honduras admitted as the 43rd state in the Union.

Colorado admitted as the 44th state in the Union.

Sinaloa admitted as the 45th state in the Union.

John Adams IV (Michigan), Radical, inaugurated as 17th President of New England.  Peter Vancouver (Hudson), Radical, inaugurated as Vice-President.

“Jefferson”, the first U.S. equivalent to the Achilles-class, is launched in Puerto Veracruz.

1880

South Durango admitted as the 46th state in the Union.

First ship completes voyage from Atlantic to Pacific via the Nicaragua Canal, although the Canal will not be officially opened until the following year.

--

[1] Yes, I know the Liberty Bell had nothing to do with the Declaration of Independence.  So, for that matter, did Hugh Griffin, but it didn’t stop him making the comparison in a speech.

[2] i.e. aristocratic

[3] machine gun

[4] This class is equivalent to the OTL Devastation-class ironclads, and somewhat superior to both the New Englander and American ironclads.

[5] This class is slightly superior to the Colossus-class of OTL.

--

Decades of Darkness #72: La Gloire

Taken from: “Napoleon III: Idealist, Nationalist or Opportunist?”
(c) 1948 by Field Marshal Henri Pierre Gascoyne (ret.)
Revival Press:  Adelaide, Australia

“Imagination governs the world, but morals give it purpose.”
- Attributed to Charles Louis Napoleon Bonaparte, Napoleon III

Much has been written about the third Napoleon to rule France.  To many students of French history, he represents the epitome of the Bonapartes: idealistic, nationalistic, stubborn, but also proud, vainglorious and with no notion of when to stop.  To a degree, his achievements have been overshadowed by the fame of his celebrated son and even more by his uncle, but he remains an impressive figure of French history, leading the nation for two decades.  And whatever else may be said about him, he was the only one of the Napoleons to finish his life at the head of France.

--

Extract from: The Encyclopaedia Recidivus (3rd edition)
Editor-in-chief Lord Percy Kelvin III
(c) 1949 New Cambridge University Press
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Introduction:
Charles Louis Napoleon Bonaparte (Napoleon III).  Son of Louis Bonaparte (see under Bonaparte, family), King of Holland.

Born 20 April 1808; Paris, France.
Died 14 July 1876; Paris, France.

President of French Second Republic (1853-1854)
Emperor of France (1854-1876).

Early Life:
The nephew of Napoleon I, Louis Napoleon spent his youth with his mother, Hortense de Beauharnais, in Switzerland (as it then was) and the Netherlands, becoming a captain in the Dutch army.  In 1830 he abandoned the Netherlands in disgust over the suppression of the failed Belgian revolution.  Animated by a mixture of liberalism, nationalism and Bonapartism, he indulged in revolutionary activities in Italy (1831-1832), before returning to France and becoming involved in an abortive plot to overthrow Charles X in 1833.  He found it discreet to leave France after that plot was defeated, and arrived in Britain shortly before the French joined the War of 1833.  He maintained a discreet silence about his thoughts regarding that war, but returned to France again after the December Revolution brought Louis Philippe to the throne.  He seems to have been a genuine believer in the liberal sentiments expressed during that revolution, but he soon became disenchanted again.  In 1839 he and his cousin Napoleon II attempted a ludicrous military coup against the government at Strasbourg, and were punished with one year’s exile from France.  They returned in 1841, and over the next two years.  They attempted a more serious uprising in 1843, but on this occasion Napoleon II was imprisoned while Louis Napoleon successfully argued his innocence.  Nonetheless, he was closely watched for the next few years, and passed most of the 1840s in relative seclusion.  He joined in the February uprising of 1849 which swept Louis Philippe from the throne, and became one of the leading members of the provisional government, becoming responsible for justice, a post he retained in the new Constituent Assembly when his cousin Napoleon II was elected President of the Second Republic.

A Myth Fulfilled:
In the infant government of the Second Republic, Louis Napoleon was formally responsible for justice but he involved himself in many other functions of government.  He spoke vocally on foreign affairs and the military, as well as the need for justice and liberalism.  He was a particularly strident opponent of the Confederation War, both on the grounds that war would only weaken the forces of liberalism in Germany, but also arguing that the French army was not yet ready for war.  (It is believed that his experience in the Prussian-trained Dutch military convinced him of this).  Events proved him correct, and the government of Napoleon II collapsed.  With France in division between socialists, Orleanists, Bourbonists, and republicans, Louis Napoleon emerged as a popular choice for stability.  Exploiting the divisions between the factions, he also gained enormous popular appeal through his speeches, and with disillusioned members of the defeated army.  Swept into office in 1853, and given dictatorial powers for twelve months to restore stability, he manoeuvred his supporters into positions of power and within a year was proclaimed Emperor.

Emperor of the French:
After 1854, Napoleon III exercised dictatorial rule, with an internal emphasis on material progress and military reform.  Railways were constructed (although on an inefficient design), Paris and other cities were rebuilt, and investment banks were established.  His foreign ventures were more calculated, at first: he avoided joining the British in support of the Ottoman Empire, not wanting to become involved in foreign conflict until his military reforms had time to take effect.

Napoleon III became involved in war soon enough, with his commitments to Italian nationalism and his continuation of the French bid for influence over Switzerland.  The outcome of the Swiss and Italian Wars, while it did not achieve decisive victory, left France with some sense of military pride restored, and with France having some minor additions of territory in Nice and Savoy.  But it also made it clear that other ways would have to be found to acquire the prestige which Napoleon III sought...

For the Glory of France:
The colonial visions of France had been checked for a time with the end of the Napoleonic Wars, but they were still popular within France, and had continued even with the Bonapartes out of office.  French involvement with Algeria had commenced in 1827, with a blockade, and then occupation of Algiers in 1830 (with a much-condemned looting), and with formal annexation as a colony in 1833.  Much mistreatment of the native Muslim population followed for the next two decades.  With the restoration of the Bonapartes, Algeria became one of the first focuses of colonial expansion, but its treatment was affected by developments elsewhere...

Napoleon III had authorised the expansion of French colonial influence even before the Swiss and Italian Wars, with Cochin China acquired in 1856 and Cambodia in 1858.  These expansions were halted for a time by the wars in Europe, but the collapse of central authority in China and the establishment of the Taiping Dynasty led to the French seizure of Annam and Tonkin in 1866, and the declaration of a protectorate over Laos in 1869.  Napoleon III is said to have considered further Pacific acquisitions, but he was distracted by events in Spain (see Versailles, Congress of).  With this settlement, France acquired the Balearics, Trinidad, and Andorra [1], but was blocked from further expansion in the Pacific by other powers, principally Britain [2].  The acquisition of Trinidad proved short-lived, with little glory or wealth to be gained in the New World, and Napoleon III eventually decided to dispose of all remaining French possessions in the Americas in 1875, to make up for some of the expense of colonial expeditions elsewhere.

The other main areas of French colonial expansion under Napoleon III were found in the Middle East and Africa.  The French interest in the Middle East stemmed from their acquisition of Syria and the Lebanon in 1864 as part of the Second Congress of Vienna.  The rulership of this colony proved extremely problematic for the French, with continual anti-imperial revolts.  This experience soured Napoleon III’s originally pro-Arab sentiments, and French rule in Syria was established by bolstering the racial and religious minorities of Christians, Druse and Jews into positions of power, and with another branch of the Foreign Legion established in Syria.  This also affected French actions in Algeria, with the original restrictions on foreign settlement abandoned in 1868, as Europeans of various nationalities (mostly French and Italian) settled in the region, displacing many of the previous inhabitants, and meant that the French gradually expanded into the Maghreb.  Napoleon III also encouraged joint action with Portugal to break Arab rule in Morocco, as the Portuguese and their Brazilian allies moved out of their enclaves [3] to extend control over that territory.  This also led to the beginning of the migration of many of the Arab peoples out of the Maghreb and into Morocco and sub-Saharan Africa.  There, many of them met the French again, as Napoleon III began the ‘Scramble for Africa’ with expansions out of the coastal regions into the vastness of the Sahel...

Assessment and Legacy:
Napoleon III is a complex figure.  At times a vigorous supporter of liberalism, while on other occasions a conservative reactionary.  He always pursued the glory of France, but he also allowed some nationalist growth and concern for other peoples.  His treatment of non-European peoples was on the whole poor, but no more so than that approved by many other leaders of the same period.

His record on slavery is more ambiguous.  He sold land to the United States, something which allowed the planting of slavery there, and which kept the slaves of Trinidad in bondage, but he also ensured that all of those in the French-speaking lands who would have been enslaved were instead granted transportation to France or Liberia.  In Africa, his expansion into the Sahel brought him into conflict with some of the local slave-traders, and he ensured that French troops did their best to suppress the slave trade into their areas of expansion.  When French troops came into contact with many of the same Arabs who had been displaced from the Maghreb, he allowed them into positions of power, provided they abandoned their role as slave-traders.  Indeed, after a few years, these same Arabs now became the protectors of French interests in the Sahel.  Napoleon III may well have done more to prevent the slave-trade, if not for the American and Brazilian enclaves in Africa, where the still-illegal trade flourished.  He did display an ironic sense of humour at times, such as when he ensured that Ja-Ja of Opobo, a local potentate and major player in the illegal slave trade, was captured by French-backed Arabs and quietly sold to an illegal slave-trader, finishing his life as a slave in Habana.

Napoleon III’s legacy is harder to judge, given how much change was wrought in France after his son Napoleon IV succeeded to the throne.  Napoleon IV was a less engaging character than his father, more imperialistic, and less idealistic, but more vigorous in his actions, as was indicated shortly after he took the throne, by repudiating the protection of Rome as a papal state, which produced an inevitable reaction in Italy and the establishment of a new national capital there.  Napoleon III’s accomplishments are lesser when compared to his son’s, but he laid the groundwork, and his industrial and military reforms were important.  He may not have fitted into the grandeur and expansion of the “Fourth Age” [4], but he provided France with stability and glory for two decades.

--

[1] Strictly speaking, France did not acquire Andorra; it established a greater Andorra consisting of the entire bishopric of Urgel, which was jointly ruled with that bishop.  However, Napoleon III was keen to present this acquisition as a French victory.

[2] The British here are affected in part by their Australian colonies, where the locals are quite determined not to have any French expansion into the South Pacific, and also by sympathy for Spain, which means that the Philippines are kept under Spanish rule for the time being.

[3] Ceuta and Melilla, which are Spanish enclaves in OTL, but which Portugal acquired during the Congress of Versailles in 1872 in TTL.

[4] A nickname given to roughly the last quarter of the nineteenth century, so-called because so many of the leading statesmen and monarchs fitted that name, principally Napoleon IV of France, King Richard IV of the United Kingdom, Holy Roman Emperor Frederick IV, Kaiser Willem IV of the Netherlands, and Tsar Peter IV of the Russias, and also various lesser statesmen during that period such as President John Adams IV of New England.

--

Decades of Darkness #73: Amidst The Sands Of Time

Population Data for the United States: 1880
Taken From “The United States In Expansion, 1850-1950: A Century of Triumph”
(c) 1952 By Harold Wittgenstein
Columbia Press: Columbia [Knoxville, Tennessee]

State          Slave[1]  Non.[2]   Ind.      White      Total
Alabama        434,794   1,169     0         565,283    1,001,246
Arkansas       197,992   0         0         379,878    577,870
Chihuahua      22,473    56,888    76,901    136,762    293,024
Coahuila       117,236   28,052    13,856    297,487    456,631
Colorado       2,133     0         4,582     192,558    199,272
Delaware       3,842     558       0         134,403    138,804
E. Cuba        210,203   24,371    0         319,792    554,367
E. Florida     72,631    0         0         154,651    227,282
E. Texas       175,031   1,223     0         566,304    742,557
Georgia        659,233   3,118     0         1,000,211  1,662,562
Honduras       25,168    349,323   0         139,021    513,511
Illinois       36,498    6,872     0         1,075,127  1,118,497
Indiana        30,731    5,785     0         1,029,387  1,065,903
Iowa           18,167    0         0         851,897    870,064
Jackson        61,483    0         0         94,683     156,167
Jefferson      157,633   2,744     0         534,441    694,818
Kansas         99,966    0         0         644,626    744,592
Kentucky       323,705   11,459    0         1,358,681  1,693,844
Louisiana      299,504   0         0         449,160    748,664
Maryland       123,670   8,663     0         785,160    917,493
Mississippi    390,485   0         0         442,513    832,998
Missouri       218,674   0         0         1,053,391  1,272,064
Nebraska       9,361     0         0         616,331    625,692
New Leon       192,138   83,369    150,030   269,744    695,281
Nicaragua      163,510   404,725   0         190,706    758,942
N. California  60,407    9,711     19,005    927,529    1,016,652
N. Carolina    481,261   2,147     0         1,039,490  1,522,899
N. Durango     118,018   6,054     5,824     131,701    261,597
Ohio           4,141     18,310    0         3,249,722  3,272,172
Pennsylvania   4,274     16,478    0         2,806,543  2,827,295
Puerto Rico    264,463   360,470   0         197,111    822,043
Sinaloa        20,989    106,922   48,322    148,759    324,992
Sonora         11,858    32,250    54,933    105,985    205,026
S. Carolina    561,186   0         0         506,501    1,067,687
S. Durango     98,998    129,711   54,738    116,169    399,616
Tamaulipas     257,757   49,884    71,354    290,961    669,957
Tennessee      368,541   15,457    0         1,472,179  1,856,177
Veracruz       48,262    326,560   137,096   184,896    696,815
Virginia       659,126   7,136     0         1,765,252  2,431,514
Washington     195,947   0         0         644,010    839,957
W. Cuba        535,150   226,831   0         510,673    1,272,653
W. Florida     415,389   3,231     0         608,301    1,026,921
W. Texas       65,004    14,728    1,366     112,047    193,144
Westylvania    2,806     4,612     0         1,237,979  1,245,398
Wilkinson      7,796     0         0         489,233    497,029
Yucatan        142,723   145,075   476,829   126,180    890,808
Total          8,370,358 2,463,886 1,114,836 29,953,417 41,902,496

Territory      Slave[1]  Non.[2]   Ind.      White      Total
Deseret        1,164     184       2,484     120,128    123,959
Idaho          426       4         0         45,016     45,446
Indian         8,275     89        70,680    69,187     148,231
Nevada         756       3,817     6,069     104,643    115,285
New Mexico     12,929    24,007    19,536    148,194    204,667
Oregon         2,854     541       0         209,398    212,793
Potosi         43,517    340,963   141,796   137,345    663,621
S. California  4,820     672       10,758    16,369     32,618
Suriname       52,012    0         2,502     25,877     80,391
Tobasco        5,651     57,875    24,728    36,018     124,272
Wyoming        536       13        0         68,682     69,231
Zacatecas      33,783    270,910   112,112   91,948     508,753

Caribbean Territory
District       Slave[1]  Non.[2]   Ind.      White      Total
Aruba          2,763     431       1,063     874        5,131
Bonaire        4,192     0         0         749        4,940
Curacao        21,855    0         0         4,184      26,039
Guadeloupe     99,114    0         0         116,371    215,485
Guiana         0         2,716     1,612     31,314     35,642
Martinique     31,457    0         0         28,321     59,778
Saba           2,189     0         0         505        2,694
St. Eustace    1,983     0         0         602        2,585
St. Martin[3]  2,926     0         0         787        3,713
Tobago         9,803     0         0         2,299      12,102
Trinidad       127,105   6,053     0         18,158     151,316
Virgin Islands 53,530    0         0         27,503     81,033

Total USA      8,893,997 3,172,160 1,508,176 31,257,888 44,832,221

--

Population Data for New England: 1880
Source: New England Bureau of Statistics

State         Black   White      Total
Connecticut   8,202   862,627    870,829
Hudson        14,713  2,428,296  2,443,009
Long Island   22,420  1,680,935  1,703,355
Maine         1,038   800,074    801,112
Massachusetts 6,766   2,086,060  2,092,826
Michigan      42,293  1,952,872  1,995,164
New Brunswick 413     362,598    363,011
New Hampshire 1,835   468,102    469,937
New Jersey    31,187  1,069,699  1,100,887
Niagara       11,099  1,846,318  1,857,417
Nova Scotia   2,045   545,594    547,640
Rhode Island  2,722   274,704    277,426
Vermont       933     509,993    510,926
Total         145,667 14,887,872 15,033,539

--

Population Data for Canada: 1880
Source: New England Historical Archives, Hartford, Connecticut

Province         Population
Alaska           42,481
British Columbia 153,332
Caroline [4]     86,169
Manitoba         132,119
Northwest Terr.  54,501
Ontario          2,274,922
Quebec           1,430,181
Wisconsin        1,865,866
Total            6,039,571

--

Population Data for British North America: 1880
Source: New England Historical Archives, Hartford, Connecticut

Province             Population
Newfoundland         185,986
Prince Edward Island 102,224
Total                288,210

--

The Presidential Elections of 1880
From “The Atlas of American Political History”
(c) 1946 By Karl Wundt
Lone Pine Publishing Company
Hammersford [OTL Salem, Oregon], Oregon State
United States of America

Caption:
The 1880 elections saw the clash of cultures between the “rough-hewn frontiersman” and the “true American gentleman”.  The two presidential candidates chosen by the major parties were diametric opposites in every significant way [5].  The Democratic candidate, Wade Hampton III of South Carolina, was a scion of old money, and represented the quintessential American gentleman planter.  His wealth was legendary; he owned plantations in South Carolina, the Floridas, and New Leon [6].  His wife, Francisca Sánchez Navarro, had a lineage to match his own, representing the uppermost echelons of old Mexico [7].  Opposing him was Thomas Corbin, born in a log cabin in western Kentucky, who had lived the life of a frontiersman throughout the Old West, was rumoured to have killed a bear with his bare hands, before making the first discovery of silver in Nevada and acquiring enough wealth that he returned to his native Kentucky and became one of the state’s leading industrialists.  Corbin was a rough but effective speaker, and his complex background seemed well-designed to appeal to the Patriots’ diverse constituency [8]...

              Popular Votes       Electoral Votes
State         Corbin    Hampton   Corbin  Hampton
Alabama       34,030    45,110    0       11
Arkansas      20,210    32,973    0       7
Chihuahua     11,680    7,467     4       0
Coahuila      23,323    18,325    6       0
Colorado      17,792    9,166     4       0
Delaware      12,795    6,021     3       0
E. Cuba       18,356    26,415    0       7
E. Florida    8,544     13,107    0       4
E. Texas      42,813    36,470    9       0
Georgia       46,212    93,818    0       17
Honduras      8,369     11,094    0       6
Illinois      91,816    58,702    14      0
Indiana       80,704    63,410    13      0
Iowa          72,752    46,514    11      0
Jackson       4,507     8,749     0       3
Jefferson     35,914    38,907    0       9
Kansas        50,539    39,709    10      0
Kentucky      97,022    93,193    19      0
Louisiana     30,812    32,070    0       9
Maryland      62,656    47,267    11      0
Mississippi   24,161    37,791    0       9
Missouri      79,636    67,838    15      0
Nebraska      54,360    31,926    9       0
New Leon      15,483    22,281    0       8
Nicaragua     11,748    14,951    0       8
N. California 92,196    37,658    13      0
N. Carolina   66,943    78,585    0       17
N. Durango    8,297     10,141    0       4
Ohio          241,129   213,832   39      0
Pennsylvania  204,319   188,597   34      0
Puerto Rico   11,589    16,006    0       8
Sinaloa       11,032    9,794     4       0
Sonora        8,309     6,529     3       0
S. Carolina   21,288    49,622    0       11
S. Durango    8,782     7,481     4       1
Tamaulipas    16,701    24,033    0       7
Tennessee     98,927    107,178   0       21
Veracruz      11,907    13,978    0       7
Virginia      118,619   128,516   0       26
Washington    38,769    51,392    0       10
W. Cuba       26,453    45,041    0       13
W. Florida    26,400    58,762    1       10
W. Texas      9,098     6,588     3       0
Westylvania   88,325    84,992    16      0
Wilkinson     43,150    25,342    7       0
Yucatan       7,066     10,599    0       8
Total         2,115,537 2,077,942 252     241

The 1868 elections thus delivered a narrow victory to the Patriots, and “Old Tom Silver” entered the New White House.  Yet he must have trembled as he did so, for the margin of victory in Ohio and the Sylvanias, three states which had been Patriot heartland territory for over half a century, was extremely limited, and continued a decline which had been seen for the last three elections.  Without those three states, the Patriots’ chances of re-election would be almost nil...

--

From: “Slavery in the New World: How the Industrial Age became the Second Dark Ages”
(c) 1948 by Professor Giuseppe von Ovido
University of Venice
Venice, German Empire

Chapter 12: The Changing Form of New World Slavery (1860-1890) [9]

Throughout most of the history of slavery in the New World, the predominant use of slaves was in agriculture.  A variety of cash crops were the foundation of slave-owners’ wealth, principally sugar and tobacco.  For the first half of the nineteenth century, the predominant use of slaves was in cotton, a crop so profitable that it limited any other use of slave labour, and saw cotton plantations stretching across the United States from the Carolinas to the Durangos.  Yet this cotton expansion produced its own problems, principally an over-production of the crop that led to a dramatic price crash in 1866 and a gradual decline in prices (and therefore profitability) thereafter.  A variety of insect pests, particularly the boll weevil, also reduced the viability of cotton plantations in the southern states.

With the reduction in cotton profitability, other uses for slaves were adopted.  This included some diversification of slave-produced cash crops, with the existing repertoire of sugar and tobacco being expanded by wheat, hemp, henequen, tea, rubber, bananas, pineapples and other tropical fruit.  But the largest growth was in manufacturing and industrial activities.

The United States had made some use of slaves in manufacturing even during the cotton heyday.  Slaves had long been used in shipbuilding, construction (particularly rail gangs) and mining.  Some plantations had also started to develop their own industrial base for their products, such as garment factories and sugar mills.  These roles were to expand immensely during the 1870s onward.  The United States had been a major industrial power even before this time, particularly along the north-eastern seaboard and along the Ohio and Mississippi river systems, but its manufacturing base developed much further after 1866.  A greater diversity of natural resources were tapped, particularly coal in Kentucky and western Virginia, iron ore in Alabama, and copper in Sonora.  This led to an increasing demand for industrial labour, and it was one which the United States were reluctant to meet with their own people.  Much of the industrial work was looked down on as ‘slave work’.  The Americans could have resorted to immigrant labour, as their northern neighbour had done, but their nation’s attractiveness to immigration was not high, and their racial views also affected their willingness to accept further immigrants.  They could rely only on their bonded population, and their supply of Negro slaves did not meet the demand.  Illegal shipments of slaves from Africa made up a small part of the difference, but international opposition to the slave trade limited the effectiveness of this option.

The alternate choice, and one which the United States pursued with vigour during the 1870s and afterward, was the adoption of bonded labour from the regions of former Mexico and their Caribbean conquests.  Many of the former Mexicans had languished in a status of non-citizenship, variously listed as peons, serfs, debt-slaves or simply unclassified.  There were increasing numbers of displaced citizens as land was acquired by the rich haciendados and immigrant anglo planters.  This left a class of relatively poor Mexicans, particularly with the introduction of poll-taxes and other financial punishments.  Many of the inhabitants became classed as debt-slaves as a result.

The increasing numbers of debt-slaves led to the widespread adoption of a new ‘broker’ labour exchange system within the United States.  This had initially begun with chattel slaves, who were often rented out by their owners, particularly those who sold their plantations and adopted urban life.  The brokers arose as a class who obtained commissions for renting out of chattel slaves, but they found a more valuable existence as middlemen in arranging for the migration of debt-slaves to the older regions of the United States, where the debt-slaves could find more employment, and have a better chance of earning freedom [10].  The migration of debt-slaves was not a forcible one; the American system granted greater rights to debt-slaves than to others in bonded labour. They could not be involuntarily separated from their families, and could (and often did) seek out another to buy out their debt and thus relocate.  This formed the beginning of a ‘reverse migration’ within the United States, where before there had been anglos pushing west and south, now other inhabitants moved north into the older states, fuelling the growth of the industrialised economy...

--

[1] The figure for slaves was sometimes inaccurate, particularly in the northern-tier states such as Maryland and Delaware, who tended to mark some of the de facto free blacks as slaves, or just discount them from the census altogether.  Legally, of course, blacks cannot be classed as free, although many still have de facto freedom in 1880.

[2] i.e. non-citizens, all those who fell into the categories of peon, debt-slave, or just don’t have a categorisation yet.

[3] The district of St. Martin consists of the former Dutch part of the island of St Martin/Sint Maarten; the former French section is part of the district of Guadeloupe.

[4] Strictly speaking, Caroline is still classified as a district rather than a province in 1880.  It is named after 

[5] Except, of course, that they are both wealthy and slaveowners.  The Patriots, as a party, emphasise more of the struggle so that any white man can pursue the “Great American Dream”, i.e. to earn a lot of money and have other people working for you.  Their candidates, however, still need to have money.  And, oddly enough, while they find many supporters amongst the up-and-coming, when those people attain wealth, as often as not they switch to the Democrats to support the status quo.

[6] The U.S. state of New Leon includes much of the OTL Mexican state of Coahuila, including most of the cotton lands near the Durango border.

[7] Francisca is Hampton’s second wife; he married her shortly after the First Mexican War.

[8] The Patriots are a much more factional party than the Democrats.  Broadly speaking, the Patriots appeal to the middle-classes and the nouveax riche.  Their supporters range from the “northern Patriots” of Ohio and the Sylvanias, to the small farmers of the Midwest, the miners of the booming Western territories, cattle-ranchers in West Texas and Chihuahua, and most of the frontier areas.  They also tend to be more expansionistic and militaristic.  They are supported by some industrialists, mostly those who are “new money”, but many of the more established industrialists are also planters, and thus tend to favour the Democrats.

[9] German historians, in particular (and to a degree, Russian historians as well) tend to describe all forms of American indentured labour as forms of slavery.

[10] Not a large one, but a debt-slave who worked very hard had a chance to earn freedom.  Most were unable to do so, but a fraction were successful.

--

Decades of Darkness #74: President Wanted (No Experience Necessary)

From: “Unique Story of a Marvellous Career: The Life of President Phineas T. Barnum”
(c) 1915 Martha Jane Benton
Sandler Publishing Company, Long Island

Among the names of great New Englanders of the nineteenth century, there is scarcely one more familiar to the world than that of the subject of this biography. There are those that stand for higher achievement in literature, science and art, and in the business world. There is none that stands for more notable success in his chosen line, none that recalls more memories of wholesome public life, none that is more invested with the fragrance of kindliness and true humanity. His career was, in a large sense, typical of genuine Yankeeism, of its enterprise and pluck, of its indomitable will and unfailing courage, of its shrewdness, audacity and unerring instinct for success.

Like so many of his famous compatriots, Phineas Taylor Barnum came of good old New England stock. His ancestors were among the builders of the colonies of Massachusetts and Connecticut. His father's father, Ephraim Barnum, was a captain in the First American Revolution, and was distinguished for his valour and for his fervent patriotism. His mother's father, Phineas Taylor, was locally noted as a wag and practical joker. His father, Philo Barnum, was in turn a tailor, a farmer, a storekeeper, and a country tavernkeeper, and was not particularly prosperous in any of these callings.

Philo Barnum and his wife, Irena Taylor, lived at Bethel, Connecticut, and there, on July 5, 1810, their first child was born. He was named Phineas Taylor Barnum, after his maternal grandfather; and the latter, in return for the compliment, bestowed upon his first grandchild at his christening the title-deeds of a "landed estate," five acres in extent, known as Ivy Island, and situated in that part of, Bethel known as the "Plum Trees."

In his early years the boy led the life of the average New England farmer's son of that period. He drove the cows to and from the pasture, shelled corn, weeded the garden, and "did up chores." As he grew older he rode the horse in ploughing corn, raked hay, wielded the shovel and the hoe, and chopped wood. At six years old he began to go to school--the typical district school. "The first date," he once said, "I remember inscribing upon my writing-book was 1818." The ferule, or the birch-rod, was in those days the assistant schoolmaster, and young Barnum made its acquaintance. He was, however, an apt and ready scholar, particularly excelling in mathematics. One night, when he was ten years old, he was called out of bed by his teacher, who had made a wager with a neighbour that Barnum could calculate the number of feet in a load of wood in five minutes. Barnum did it in less than two minutes, to the delight of his teacher and the astonishment of the neighbour.

At an early age he manifested a strong development of the good old Yankee organ of acquisitiveness. Before he was five years old he had begun to hoard pennies and "fourpences," and at six years old he was able to exchange his copper bits for a whole silver dollar, the possession of which made him feel richer than he ever felt afterward in all his life. Nor did he lay the dollar away in a napkin, but used it in business to gain more. He would get ten cents a day for riding a horse before the plow, and he would add it to his capital. On holidays other boys spent all their savings, but not so he. Such days were to him opportunities for gain, not for squandering. At the fair or training of troops, or other festivity, he would peddle candy and cakes, home-made, or sometimes cherry rum, and by the end of the day would be a dollar or two richer than at its beginning. "By the time I was twelve years old," he tells us, "I was the owner of a sheep and a calf, and should soon, no doubt, have become a small Croesus had not my father kindly permitted me to purchase my own clothing, which somewhat reduced my little store."...

As President of New England, Barnum determined that he should hold firm to the course which his predecessor had set forth.  Namely, he sought friendship with Canada and Great Britain, and cordiality with the United States, that New England’s commerce might grow and that her prosperity continue through the calmness of peace, so that “her fields shall flower, her citizens shall prosper, her rivers shall flow, her sons shall smile, and her daughters shall laugh”.  The business of day-to-day government he left to Congress, save only when it involved matters dear to his heart.  He would gladly intervene to protect the openness of commerce or the movement of New England’s citizens, vetoing a bill proposed by the railroad Representatives of New York that would limit the use of steam omnibuses and other transport, but for other matters he left to the legislators.  To the ceremonies and hospitality of the executive office he turned his attention, and raised a splendour seldom seen before, so that his tenure in our nation’s highest office was oft-named “the greatest show on earth”.

--

14 July 1881
New York City, Long Island
Republic of New England

President John Adams IV usually preferred obscurity to attention.  His Republican predecessor had never travelled anywhere without letting the whole world know he was arriving and how he would arrive, but Adams was willing to travel alone if he needed to.  His staff could travel as a group, while he enjoyed the solitude until he arrived.  There were over a hundred people on the ferry to Bledloe’s Island, but with his hat pulled down as he looked out over New York Harbour, few people recognised him.  Those who did were polite enough to keep their distance; his preferences were well-known in New England by now.

“I couldn’t do this if I were President of the United States,” Adams murmured.  His electoral campaign had not given much attention to New England’s giant southern neighbour, but once he had taken office, he found it hard to ignore.  The United States rarely expressed any opinions on what was happening north of her border, but he had to take their likely reactions into account whenever he was formulating policy.  Sometimes, Adams regretted that.  But if he were President of the United States, he could never travel alone as he did now.  One of the lessons the Americans had learned – or should have learned – was that the price of their “manifest destiny” was hatred.  Two American Presidents had fallen to assassins, and Adams had no doubt a third would follow, in the fullness of time.  While he did not wish death on anyone, it would remind the Americans that they were not quite the lords of creation they imagined themselves to be.

As the ferry slowly traversed Upper New York Bay, Adams gained a good view of the foreshore.  There were docks and piers everywhere; this was the busiest port in New England, and even on a day such as this, commerce would never stop.  He saw far more horstcars than he had expected, chugging along at speeds that a horse could not match over any distance.  Adams had not been in New York City since the electoral campaign, and there were many more of the horseless carriages now than then.  During the campaign, he had heard a saying in New York that “only politicians and criminals drive horstcars”.  In his experience of New York society, it was often hard to tell the difference.  The Vanderbilts and Harrimans had never stopped asking him and Congress to impose limitations on the use of those vehicles, especially the omnibuses which travelled between cities, but he had no wish to do so.

With the ferry nearing Bledloe’s Island, Adams finally turned to look at the construction which awaited his dedication.  He had avoided looking at the island until now, so that he could witness it with maximum impact.  Now he turned, and saw the massive bronze statue on its pedestal, with an upraised torch in one hand and the other hand resting on a sheathed sword.  The statue towered over the island – he knew from the papers he had read that it was over 300 feet from the ground to the tip of the torch – as it looked out over New York Harbour.  “This is truly a colossus,” Adams murmured.

--

Taken from: “Wonders of the Modern Age”
(c) 1951 By Renee Sánchez Navarro
Lone Pine Publishing Company
Hammersford [OTL Salem, Oregon], Oregon State
United States of America

Constructed as a gift from the people of Greece to the people of New England, the Colossus of New York was a marvel of engineering in its time, and even today it still impresses with its size and illumination.  Uncounted millions of visitors, immigrants and returning Yankees have been greeted by the brazen smile of the statue...

The Colossus was dedicated by President John Adams IV of New England on 14 July 1881, including his oft-quoted phrase, “May the torch of Liberty always be held aloft; may the sword of Vigilance ever be held ready”.  The statue also has a plaque at its base which displays the famous but now anachronistic words, “God grant that this statue may stand until the end of time as an emblem of imperishable sympathy and affection between the people of Greece and of New England.”...

The Colossus has spawned a number of imitations around the world, including the Titan of Hamburg but, most famously, the Statue of Liberty in Garden Island, Sydney, Australia...

--

23 August 1881
Buffalo, Niagara
Republic of New England

Until the day, President John Adams IV could not have conceived of any event which might bring all the four heads of state in North America together in one chamber.  Yet it had happened today with the state funeral for former President Abraham Lincoln.  Since Lincoln was the only previous Radical President, he deserved to have Adams attend in person.  The attendance of King James I was no surprise; the Canadian monarch might be nearing his biblical threescore and ten [1], but he remained hale, and he had been a long-time friend of Lincoln both during and after his time in the executive office.  The presence of President Thomas Corbin had been initially surprising, but Adams’ aides had reminded him that Corbin, like Lincoln, had been born in a log cabin in Kentucky.

The most surprising arrival was that of President Manuel Diaz of Mexico.  Diaz must have left Mexico City the same day the telegraph announced Lincoln’s death, and even then it would have been a long journey by railroad and steamboat until Diaz arrived.  Adams wondered if he should call Diaz “General” when they were formally introduced, but decided that would be too vicious a barb to make at a funeral.  His opinion of the Mexican president was not high; he had seized power a few years before in a revolution, and reportedly assassinated several of his political opponents.

After the sermon, and a long round of formal greetings and exchanges of grief with the dignitaries, Adams retired to a corner with King James, and his Secretary of State Daniel Fisk hovering to one side.  He had been expecting to arrange a state visit to Canada soon in any event, as there were matters he wished to discuss, along with the value in maintaining good relations with Canada.  The discussion turned to the presence of so many heads of state, and then naturally led to relations between both nations and the United States, a topic which was inevitable whenever both nations’ representatives met, Adams supposed.

King James said, “I hope that Corbin’s presence here is a sign that the cordial relations which we have enjoyed with the Americans for the last few years will continue throughout his tenure in office.”

Adams said, “We can hope.  I always thought the Bogotá Pact was ill-proclaimed.”  By which he meant he thought it had been announced poorly.  It was important to protect the surviving Central American republics, but the way it had been announced made it sound overtly hostile to the United States.

However, King James interpreted that remark differently.  “Why should we fight a war with the United States if they decide to attack Costa Rica?  They have made it quite clear that they do not want to conquer us, and angering them may only change their minds.”

“1833,” Adams replied.  He had barely been born when that war broke out, but had never forgotten the lesson it taught him.

King James said, “1833 taught them that it was not worth the difficulty of attacking us.  They would only gain people who oppose their social institutions.”

“You are so sure they would conquer us?” Adams asked.

The Canadian monarch shrugged.  “The day they drove the last spike into their Northern Pacific Railroad was the day the west was lost.  We might hold them at the Great Lakes, with a great deal of luck and with troops from the mother country, but we would lose half of Canada.”

Adams nodded uncomfortably.  He had seen the war plans prepared by the Continental Army, and even they assumed a staged withdrawal from southern New Jersey with the hope of holding at the mountains.  Those same war plans had been quite vague on what could be done to defend his home state, Michigan.  Not to mention the likely fate of the Dominican Protectorate.  “I don’t want to do anything which would anger them unnecessarily... but some things are worth fighting for.”

King James glanced over Adams’ shoulder.  “You’re about to face a choice about one of those things.”

A moment later, Adams understood the remark, when President Diaz arrived on the scene.  Daniel Fisk hastened to perform the introductions.  “Mr President, Your Majesty, may I present to you His Excellency Manuel Diaz, President-for-Life of Mexico.”

Diaz was a tall man, with an impressive moustache and a chest covered in medals.  He proved to speak heavily accented but intelligible English.  “I am please to make your acquaintance, sirs.”

“And I yours, President Diaz,” Adams said.  “You honour the late Mr. Lincoln and New England with your presence on this mournful occasion.”

Diaz nodded.  “A most tragic loss for your country.”  After a further round of mutual commiserations, Diaz continued, “I hope to take advantage of this occasion to discuss informally a matter for... your governments.”

Adams raised an eyebrow.  This occasion did not strike him as the time to discuss matters of policy [2].

King James, however, took the suggestion in stride.  “Which matter would this be?”

Diaz said, “I would hope that you could approach the members of the Bogotá Pact to request Mexico’s inclusion that alliance.”

Adams coughed briefly, before catching himself.  That was a very large request, and one that he would need to consider very carefully, especially given that he had just been discussing the relationship with the United States.  He sought a diplomatic way to play for time, before King James salvaged one.

“As King of Canada, I have authority over internal affairs, but foreign policy remains the province of the government of the United Kingdom.  You would need to approach a representative of the British government; Lord Salisbury is somewhere in this chapel.”

Diaz sighed.  “I have already approached the British minister back home, and he does nothing but delay and delay.  I had hoped that your influence might achieve better results, Your Majesty... your brother is the King of England.”

Adams said, “I appreciate your desire to complete this negotiation, Mr President, but I find such transactions during a funeral to be inappropriate.  I will authorise my minister in Mexico City to discuss these matters with you in more detail on your return.”

Diaz nodded unhappily.  “I ask you to have pity on poor Mexico; so far from God and so near to the United States.”  He bowed briefly to both heads of state, then turned and walked away.

King James let out a long, slow whistle.  “Where to now?”

“Where indeed?” Adams asked.  He had not heard any particular news of renewed American expansionism recently, but Diaz’s request would hardly have come about for no reason.  He knew he would spend the rest of the day, and probably many days beyond that, trying to think of an answer.

--

[1] King James I was born in 1821.

[2] The concept of “working funerals” hasn’t really caught on in New England yet.

--

Decades of Darkness #75: Nightfall

“He burned bright and glorious, then guttered out, unlike his father, a steady, banked forge.”
From: “The Life and Times of Napoleon IV”.  By Prof. N. Leahy, Trinity College, University of Dublin (Liberty Press, Dublin, 1952)

--

25 August 1881
Beneath the Arc de Triomphe
Paris, French Empire

“Your Majesty, I bid you welcome to France,” Napoleon IV announced.  He spoke French, of course.  Tsar Peter IV understood the splendid French tongue, as did any man of culture.  “It gladdens my heart that you have come here to formalise the long history of friendship between our two great empires.”

That was an exaggeration; there were still living Frenchmen who could remember when Napoleon’s namesake of a great-uncle had burned Moscow.  Still, the two nations had fought together during the Confederation War.  If Napoleon III had chosen to sit out while the Russians and British fought to the death over Turkey, well, diplomacy often made strange alliances.  The departed Bourbons had twice made common cause with the chacals across the Atlantic, and it had twice brought about their downfall.

But for now, Napoleon IV needed allies to restore France to her rightful glory, and there was no better ally than Russia.  Tsar Peter IV’s father had fought the mighty British lion to a standstill in Turkey, and Peter himself had much-reformed the Russian Army since.

Peter IV said, “Your Majesty, I am honoured that you welcome me here.”  He spoke French fluently, further proof of his culture and learning.

Napoleon IV extended his hand, and Peter IV grasped it firmly.  They both paused and turned slightly, waiting for the photographer to record the moment.  Napoleon IV had ensured that this meeting would be preserved for posterity, and he had also made sure that the flock of newspapermen had good vantage points amidst the crowd of onlookers.

The two Emperors crossed to where the table waited, with two copies of the treaty of alliance, set out in French and Russian.  Napoleon IV signed both copies, then stood to one side while the Tsar bent down to do the same – Peter was a much taller man.

Napoleon IV hoped that this glorious moment should ease some of the agitation within France.  That eternal agitator Adolphe Thiers had died four years before, and Jules Favre had followed him to the grave, but Vacherot, Ollivier, and Alderman were continual nuisances.  His father had had the wisdom never to grant their calls for a legislative assembly, and Napoleon IV intended to continue that course.  As indeed France’s new ally had done.  While the previous Tsar had abolished the serfdom Russia had long clung to, Peter IV had resisted all demands for a Russian parliament.

Amidst the cheers of the crowd as the treaty was signed, Napoleon IV announced, “Thus, we have signed a new league of two emperors.  This alliance of France and Russia will become the axis on which Europe turns.”

--

23 August 1881
Buffalo, Niagara
Republic of New England

President Thomas Corbin had faced a surprising amount of opposition in Columbia when he announced his intention to attend the state funeral of New England President Abraham Lincoln.  Lincoln had been born an American, after all; one of the last living ties to a time when New England and the United States had been one nation had just been severed.  No-one had the authority to prevent Corbin’s departure – except perhaps Congress, but they had never agreed on anything lately – but there had been a chorus of voices questioning the wisdom of his choice.  That there was a danger, that he was wasting his time, and that it honoured New England too much.  The voices had only been silenced when the telegraph brought word that President Diaz of Mexico was travelling to the funeral too.

Corbin had reached Buffalo long before the Mexican leader.  So far, he liked what he saw.  The New Englanders were industrious and inventive, and even in this time of mourning the citizens of Buffalo had gotten on with their lives.  Corbin had long been an admirer of their universities – the United States, although much larger, had only a handful of institutions of learning which could compare.  The New Englanders lacked a proper understanding of matters of race, but he suspected that was because they had only a handful of men of lesser race in their midst.  They still refused to make Santo Domingo a state, and while that might be partly because the United States still refused to recognise the protectorate there – a course which Corbin intended to continue – it was also partly because they did not want to grant citizenship to so many ladinos and blacks.

Still, their industriousness was something that America would do well to follow.  Corbin wished that his American workers could be equally motivated.  He needed to use slaves in his hemp factories in Kentucky.  White workers would not remain for long enough to learn the job, and even debt-slaves were reluctant to be transferred there, which reduced their effectiveness.

Corbin slowly drifted back to the present as the pastor finished his sermon for Lincoln.  It boiled down to what all such sermons said: Lincoln had been great and famous, and now he was dead.  May he have gone to a suitable eternal reward.  Corbin hoped that was true.  For while Corbin had never lost faith in God, he had little trust in the men who claimed to serve in His name.  A few years ago, Corbin had discovered the writings of a Dane named Konrad Dahl, whose “One Thousand Queries” had had little good to say about the hierarchies of Christianity.  Corbin remembered one saying in particular: The Scriptures may be the words of God, but when another thinks to tell you what they mean, all you will hear is the words of men.

Corbin felt short of breath for a moment, and his heart thundered against his chest.  But the moment passed, and he started to talk with the men who had gathered to honour the departed Lincoln.  He exchanged brief conversation with the current Yankee president, and briefer still with King James of Canada – Corbin had no use for monarchs, and one of the greatest faults of the Yankees was the way they still licked the boots of the King of England.  He noticed that Diaz kept hovering around, and quietly whispered to one of his aides, a sharp-eared man named Jonathon Albrecht, to trail Diaz at a discreet distance and listen to his conversations.  A few minutes later, he noticed Diaz approach the monarch and President Adams.  Corbin turned away, confident that Albrecht would relay all the useful parts of the conversation.

Sure enough, when the time came to retire from the chapel, Albrecht reported, “Diaz wanted Adams and the king to press for Mexico’s inclusion in the Bogotá Pact.”

“Did he have any success?” Corbin said.

“Adams has said that his minister in Mexico City will hold talks with Diaz’s government.”

“Did he indeed?” Corbin murmured.  “We will have to do something about that.”  He would be perfectly happy for Mexico to remain sovereign as a dependency of the United States.  It meant that the more discontented former Mexicans could emigrate rather than cause trouble within the USA.  But he did not want the British to gain further influence in Central America.  Their toehold in British Honduras was bad enough.

--

2 September 1881
Louisville, Kentucky
United States of America

Brutus Junius Clay [1] had a portrait of his late uncle, Cassius Marcellus Clay, on the wall of his office.  It often intrigued and occasionally disgusted visitors; nearly forty years had passed since Cassius Clay led his treasonous abolitionist rebellion inside Kentucky’s capital, but it had not been forgotten.  Few of those visitors dared to comment on it aloud, for fear of giving offence.  Brutus Clay was the Chairman of the Executive Committee of the Northern Pacific Railroad [2], to say nothing of his other holdings, and he could make or break careers - and sometimes people - with a few simple words.  For those who did speak, however, he always gave the same answer: “To remind myself that any obstacle can be overcome.”

Cassius’s madness had ensured that no man who bore the same surname could get elected to any political office in Kentucky, and no great office anywhere in the United States.  Some of the members of the family had moved to Canada and New England to build careers there, and Clay still maintained ties with them, including his cousin who ran the linking railroad that joined the Northern Pacific to Dearborn, Wisconsin [3].  Clay had remained in Kentucky, and chosen the path of commerce instead.  He ruled the Northern Pacific, his family ties gave him the Dearborn link, and he had hopes of creating a new railroad to Oregon.  He might lack formal political power, but few men were elected in Kentucky against his wishes.  And many others owed him debts; without Clay delivering Kentucky, Nebraska and other northern states, Corbin would never have reached the New White House.

“Now it’s time to collect some of those debts,” Corbin murmured.  Aloud, he said to his secretary, “Read that back to me.”

The secretary said, “MR PRESIDENT STOP HEARD FROM OUR FRIEND [4] ABOUT MEXICAN PLANS STOP TRUST YOU ARE READY TO LET SLIP THE DOGS STOP”

“Send it at once,” Clay said.

“Havoc!” the secretary said, and left.

--

12 September 1881
New White House
Columbia, F.D.
United States of America

“What is the danger?” Brutus Clay said.  “We have railroads all the way to Mexico City, now.  The Mexicans will no doubt sabotage part of the lines, but my engineers are ready to rebuild them.  We can be inside Mexico City in a month, much less time than it took Generals Taylor and Davis, and then we will rule Mexico [5].”

“The question is not whether we can defeat Mexico,” President Corbin said wearily.  He cordially detested Clay, despite needing his money to win Kentucky and for other campaigning.  “The question is what the American public will think.”

“The public be damned!” Clay snapped.  “This is the United States, not the land of Yankee Radicals like Adams and his ilk.  It’s up to men of breeding to know what’s best for America, not some shopkeeper in Philadelphia or a backwoods farmer from Arkansas.”

“It’s hard to declare an unpopular war and keep office,” Corbin said.

“So publish the Mexican request to gain entry into the Bogotá Pact, denounce them as British lackeys, and get popular support,” Clay said.  “That should be enough.”

“I suspect not,” Corbin said.  Here, he felt on firmer ground.  Clay had been born into money, like so many of the other voices calling for war with Mexico.  The agricultural families saw it as an insult to the pride of the United States, and had added their voices to the calls of the industrialists, who for years had advocated expanding the supply of labour.  But they, and Clay, lacked the same ground-up understanding of the American public will which Corbin had gained.  “It’s not enough.  Any act of aggression by Mexico will let me ask Congress to declare war the next day.  Without that...”  He shrugged.

“Why do you hesitate?” Clay demanded.  “The American people have always backed someone who adds more stars to the flag.”

If they succeed, Corbin thought.  He wanted to be remembered alongside Davis and Cass, not Jackson or worse yet Madison.  “The danger is other nations, not Mexico itself.  General?”

General Edward Mahan had stayed quiet during the argument.  Normally, Corbin would not have wanted anyone to witness such a debate, and with almost any man except Brutus Clay, he would have had them marched from his office for adopting such a tone.  But Clay was not a man easily ignored.  So Corbin had ensured that General Mahan was here in what he hoped would be support from a career military man.

Mahan said, “While a conquest of Mexico would be longer and more difficult than you suggest, Mr. Clay, we would win in time, assuming no outside intervention.  A war on two fronts is most difficult; I would dislike having to fight both Mexico and the Halifax Pact at the same time.

Clay said, “The British are unlikely to intervene.  They dislike Diaz’s government anyway, after it defaulted on debts.  All their allies here will oppose intervention.”

“Don’t underestimate New England or Colombia,” Mahan said.

Clay stiffened; he obviously wasn’t used to having people openly contradict him, and Mahan had now done it twice in as many minutes.  “We need this war.  America needs more labour, and cheaper than it can come from buying slaves.  Debt-slaves are much better, if we can find enough of them to move north.  And the dangers of waiting are worse.  If the Mexicans ally with the British, our life will be much harder.”

Mahan rubbed his chin judiciously.  “The people of Guatemala are ripe for liberation from Mexico’s rule.”

“Diaz would withdraw from Guatemala if we threatened invasion there,” Corbin said.  “I have met the man; you haven’t.  He is desperate to avoid war.”

Clay said, “So stage an incident.  We will find a reason for war with Mexico if we search for one.  Blame them for Indian raids or something.”  He paused.  “We never recognised Diaz’s government formally when he launched his revolution.  Could we invade in support of the old President, Salas or whatever his name was?  That worked in Honduras.”

“Salas caught lead poisoning two years ago in Veracruz,” Mahan said.  “No-one managed to link the assassins to Diaz, sadly.  That would have been a good enough excuse.”

“So, do you want peace or war with Mexico, General?” Corbin asked.  “So far, you’ve recommended both.”

Mahan shrugged.  “Peace is merely the interlude between wars, Mr President.  But it is up to yourself and Congress to determine how long that interlude should be.  If and when I am required to carry out a war with Mexico, I shall do so to the best of my ability.”

Clay said, “So, Mr President, what is your choice: peace or war?”

“Peace,” Corbin said.  “Unless and until Mexico does something that demands war, I can choose no other course.”

Clay shook his head.  “So be it.  I am sure you will find support for your position somewhere, Mr President.  If you will excuse me...”

Corbin nodded, and Clay left.  Mahan half-rose, and Corbin nodded permission for him to leave as well.  So, no more campaign backing from the Clay railroad empire, he thought.  Where that left him, he would have to find out.  He did have some regrets for not going to war, but, Clay’s bull-headedness notwithstanding, Congress would not declare war simply on the President’s say-so.

--

26 September 1881
New White House
Columbia, F.D.
United States of America

A copy of the Columbia Register rested on Corbin’s desk.  He had read the article three times, and the headline several more.  Now he stared at it while it barely registered, with a headline proclaiming “DASTARDLY MEXICAN SABOTAGE” and an article describing the series of explosions on the Mexico and Veracruz Railroad – all on the US side of the border.  The editorial he had only read once, but it screamed for retribution for this “abhorrent violation of the forbearance the United States showed in granting transit rights to Mexico after the last war”.

“Never underestimate a Clay,” he muttered.  He had expected something like this – Brutus Clay would hardly have reached his station in life if he were a man to give up easily – but not so soon, and not so audacious.  Corbin would have wagered good money that a version of this story was on display in the front page of every newspaper in every city in the United States which had a telegraph line.  An action would have every voice in Congress calling for a response...

--

From: “The Mahan Papers: The Life of America’s 17th President”
Edited and Introduced by Alexander Williamson
(c) 1948 Liganto Publishing Company, Taylor City

Diary entry for 26 September 1881:

The interlude is over.

--

[1] Not the Brutus Junius Clay of OTL, but the family had used the name before, so I think it’s reasonable that they would adopt it in ATL for a person who is of distinctly different character.

[2] Which follows a route similar to the OTL Union Pacific, linking Sacramento, North California to Omaha, Nebraska.

[3] OTL Chicago, Illinois, and a very important commerce hub between Canada, New England and the United States.

[4] i.e. Clay’s lobbyists in Columbia.

[5] Clay is obviously not aware of which language the word “guerrilla” comes from.

--

Decades of Darkness #76: Going Under

“The difference of race is one of the reasons why I fear war may always exist; because race implies difference, difference implies superiority, and superiority leads to predominance.”
- Attributed to Benjamin Disraeli, British Prime Minister

--

28 September 1881,
Federal House
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

When he had accepted President Adams’ invitation to become Secretary of State, Daniel Fisk had not anticipated the tribulations he would face.  Foreign affairs for New England had not been matters of urgency since Lincoln’s presidency.  Most of the world was too far away to threaten New England; he had expected only diplomacy to protect New England’s far-flung commercial interests, and perhaps some discussion over Liberia.  The over-riding concern was the United States, and had been for the last two generations, but while Americans were not always pleasant people to deal with, they had been cordial neighbours since Lincoln’s time.

This current crisis, however, had been something he had not anticipated.  Mexico had been making vague noises about joining the Bogotá Pact – or even the Halifax Pact – for the last couple of years, but it had never seemed to be anything substantive.  Their President’s recent direct appeal had caught Fisk unawares, and there had since been a flurry of contact between Mexico City and Hartford.  But all of this discussion had been superseded two days ago when the talking wires announced the damage to the railroads in distant Veracruz, which the Americans were blaming on Mexican saboteurs.  The next day had brought the news that the U.S. Congress was discussing a motion for declaration of war on Mexico, although oddly enough the American President had not actually requested one.  And the day after that, Fisk had been requested to meet President Adams to explain what their response would be.  Which would be decidedly difficult, since Fisk had no idea what it should be.

Adams said, “Do you really believe that the Mexicans were behind the sabotage?”

Fisk said, “Not Diaz himself.  But for all we know, the Americans bribed some Mexican officials to cause the sabotage.  Everything is for sale in Mexico.”

“Including the entire country, if this plays out badly,” Adams said.

“Undoubtedly, but the question becomes one of proof.  The United States will be at war with Mexico soon, barring a miracle I cannot foresee.  Once they have started, we will not be able to save Mexico short of declaring war on the United States ourselves.”

There was a long pause before Adams replied.  Fisk supposed that Adams found that prospect quite as unpleasant as he did.

Eventually, Adams said, “I would need to consult with the British minister, then.  And perhaps the Colombian minister as well – I assume the other Bogotá Pact members will follow their lead?”

“Not at all, sadly.  If Colombia said “east”, Venezuela would answer “west”.  It was only their common fear of the Americans – and the Brazilians – which persuaded them to sign the alliance in the first place.”

A knock at the door interrupted proceedings.  Fisk raised an eyebrow; it would take very important news to delay these discussions.  Could it be word that the USA had already declared war?

Adams’ secretary walked in, and, after a nod from the president, said, “We’ve just heard that King Edward VII is dead.”

“Dead?” Adams asked.

The secretary nodded.  “He slipped and cracked his skull open, and never regained consciousness.”

“Thank you, Lincoln,” Adams said, and the secretary scurried out again.

“King Edward is dead?” Fisk repeated.  “May God have mercy on his soul.”

“May God have mercy on us,” Adams said.  “This will cause considerable confusion in the British government, and it could not have happened on a worse time.”

“Begging your pardon, Mr President, but it changes very little.  British monarchs have very little power, far less than even the King of Canada.  Gladstone leads the British government, and he will continue to pursue exactly the same policy as he did under King Edward.  Prince Richard – King Richard IV, I suppose – is hard to judge, but with his youth he is unlikely to have a major influence on policy.  King Edward had considerable informal influence and family connections with Europe and British high society, but Richard will need years to regain those.  For the immediate crisis, not much has changed.”

“Not much has changed in Britain, yes,” Adams said.  “But what about in America?  They will expect this to cause confusion, and it will make them even more aggressive against Mexico.”

“Since they would have declared war anyway, I still see little difference,” Fisk said.

“If they do not fear the British, then they will be less likely to listen to warnings if we do decide to intervene,” Adams said.  “I think you should visit Columbia to argue our case.  That would help to convince the Americans of the dangers of their policy.”

Fisk doubted that, but he could hardly argue with a presidential command.

--

3 October 1881,
New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

“No, Congress has not yet approved war with Mexico, but it will.  I cannot stop war with Mexico even if I wanted to.”  President Corbin did not sound gleeful or enthusiastic, as Fisk had expected when meeting the chief jackal about to swallow another country.  If anything, he sounded tired of the whole business.

Fisk said, “Is there nothing you can do?”  He paused.  “Didn’t you find it quite strange that the Mexicans were able to conduct so much sabotage within your borders without anyone detecting them?”

Corbin looked straight ahead, his eyes meeting neither Fisk nor the New England minister here, Henry Astor, who had also attended the meeting.  “Mexicans travel back and forth along that railroad every day; it is their main transport route.  Even if our border guards had been especially vigilant – and they had no reason to be – they would have been quite fortunate to find the saboteurs beforehand.”

Fisk said, “Regardless of where the saboteurs came from, I would be most surprised if Diaz’s government had authorised these actions.  What would Mexico gain from angering the United States?”

Corbin said, “Mexico has been in chaos for all of its existence.  If Diaz cannot control the actions of his citizens, and those citizens cause havoc within the United States, then we will impose a government which will control them.”

Fisk said, “New England would be most displeased to see Mexico vanish from the map.”

“I would be most displeased to see further sabotage on American soil,” Corbin replied.

Fisk drew breath to answer, but Astor spoke first.  “We understand your position, Mr President.  Would you excuse us so we can seek further instructions from Hartford?”

“Of course,” Corbin said, and rose to show them to the door.

Once they were well away from any prying ears, Corbin said, “Did we have to leave so soon?”

Astor said, “Did you ever have staring matches as a child?”

Fisk said, “I don’t follow.”

“Staring match.  You know, first one to blink or look away loses.  That’s what we have here.  Corbin won’t blink, whether he wants war or not.”

“The U.S. President can’t decide whether he should be at war?” Fisk asked incredulously.

“President or not, Corbin is beholden to the planters down here in a way which makes the Federalists look completely independent of the Boston families.”  Astor’s lips curled slightly; from what Fisk had heard, he had been left out of his family inheritance – one of the richest in New York City – and he still held a grudge.  “They want war, so they will have a war.  It would have been declared already if their Congress sat over weekends.  Another two days at most, I expect.  If President Adams wants to stop them, he’d better mobilise the Continental Army.”

“Is there absolutely nothing else we can do?” Fisk asked.

“We might extract some concessions as the price for our neutrality.  Recognition of our protectorates over Dominica and Liberia, perhaps.  Other than that... if Britain wanted to intervene, we could capture Cuba and lose Michigan, I suppose.  Not to mention half of Canada.”

Put that way, Fisk could only nod in reluctant agreement.

--

Text of the United States’ declaration of war on Mexico on 4 October 1881
From the Library of Congress, Columbia City

An Act declaring war between the Republic of Mexico and the United States of America and its territories [1].

Be it enacted by the Senate and the House of Representatives of the United States of America in Congress assembled, in recognition of the desecration of American soil conducted by agents of the government of the Republic of Mexico, that war be and the same is hereby declared to exist between the Republic of Mexico, and the United States of America and their territories; and that the President of the United States is hereby authorized to use the whole land and naval force of the United States to carry the same into effect, against the land and naval forces, goods, and effects of the government of the said Republic of Mexico, and the citizens thereof.

--

4 October 1881,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

“Sir, why am I being ordered to rot in a fort by the Delaware while the armies of the United States march into Mexico City?” Lieutenant General George Hill demanded.  “The battles will be there, the glory will be there, I should be there!”

“Because your expertise is needed to defend our northern border should the Yankees be so foolish as to interfere with our Mexican war,” General Edward Mahan answered patiently.  He found Hill’s protests amusing rather than threatening, but knew better than to show it.

“I protest against this unjust treatment,” Hill said.  “If you refuse to reassign me to a more prestigious theatre, I will take this up with General-in-Chief Beauregard, and with the Secretary of War if I have to.”

“George, sit down,” Mahan said.  “That would be pointless, since they would only refer you back to me.  This deployment is in recognition of your leadership qualities, not an exile.  We don’t know whether the Yankees and the British will try to stab us in the back, but if they do, we will need to have an excellent commander up there to stop them.  That’s why you were chosen.”

Hill nodded, somewhat mollified, and Mahan spent the next few minutes smoothing things over.  By the time he was finished, Hill departed if not happy, at least not outraged at his deployment.

Moments after Hill left, Mahan’s adjutant Major Peabody walked into his office through the door which he had left slightly ajar to listen to the conversation.  “That wasn’t an ideal attitude for a general officer,” Peabody said.

Mahan laughed.  “The American race is full of pride.  The determination that brings us is one of the reasons we dominate this continent, but like everything else it carried a price.  It used to be worse; discipline in the army has improved considerably.  You should have seen the first two Mexican wars.  Generals who refused to fight in particular theatres were only the start.  Most of the generals hated each other, especially Taylor and Davis.  Some refused to serve under each other; it took a direct command from President Cass before Davis agreed to serve under Taylor in the march on Mexico City.  Whispering campaigns almost destroyed Lee even before disease killed him, and Travis only got California because no actual general wanted to serve in what they regarded as such a sideshow.  And Scott’s ego was the worst of all.”

“I’m not surprised, sir.  Oh, and the preparations are complete for you to leave for Puerto Veracruz tomorrow morning.”

Mahan nodded.  “To Mexico City and beyond, as Scott used to say.”

--

[1] In previous declarations of war (and other official documents), as with this one, it was customary to speak of the “the United States of America and their territories”.  The increasing centralisation of the United States since the late 1850s, however, meant that popular usage referred to "the United States" in the singular.  This would eventually be reflected in official usage.

--

Decades of Darkness #77: The Mexican Assortment

“We were born to die anyhow.”
- Usually attributed to José Ramon Juarez, Mexican guerrilla general, but believed to have been a proverb before his time

--

5 October 1881,
New England Embassy,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

Nearly a full day had passed since New England Secretary of State Daniel Fisk had cabled Hartford to advise that the USA had declared war on Mexico, and two days since Fisk had sent a telegram suggesting that they seek concessions as the price of New England’s neutrality in the war.  For all that time, he had been waiting for a reply.  He suspected that Adams was engaged in discussions with the British ambassador, and perhaps even sending telegrams of his own to London.  But that didn’t make the delay any less frustrating.

After a quick knock on the door, Henry Astor walked in.  “Still no word?”

Fisk shook his head.

“Then Adams must be seriously considering war.  Surely he has more sense?”

“You want to see the Americans conquer Mexico?” Fisk asked.

“To be frank, I care very little for Mexico,” Astor said.  “It’s not a country, it’s an argument, ruled by a papist general who assassinates his opponents.  What I do not want is to see the Americans conquer New England.”

“You’re so certain they would win?”

“There are three Americans for every New Englander.  As Voltaire said, in war God is for the big battalions [1].”

Fisk said, “If we are to fight the Americans, better we do it while they are at war with Mexico too than standing alone against them later.”

“No, better not to fight them at all.  The Americans don’t want war with white men.  They’ve made that quite clear.  So let them try to conquer Mexico.  The experience they will get there should make them less interested in future wars.”

“I don’t follow you,” Fisk said.

Astor said, “The United States will probably defeat Mexico, but ruling the country will be another task altogether.  Remember the Yucatan?  They had a long, bloody uprising there.  Multiply that tenfold.”

“Perhaps,” Fisk said.  He was no soldier, but he imagined that the art of war had advanced considerably since the 1850s.  But before he could dispute the point, there was another knock at the door.  A secretary delivered a telegram to Astor.  After glancing over it, the ambassador passed it across to Fisk.

BRITAIN RELUCTANT TO COMMIT TO ANOTHER NORTH AMERICAN WAR STOP SEEK ALL POSSIBLE CONCESSIONS BEFORE GRANTING NEUTRALITY STOP IF NO PROGRESS IN TEN DAYS THEN STOP

“Time to diplome, then,” Fisk said.

--

6 October 1881
The Quarter,
New Orleans, Louisiana
United States of America

Marcel Artaud had visited so many cities, in so many nations, that he could no longer truly call any place home.  He owned houses in five cities on three continents – New Orleans, Puerto Veracruz, Rio de Janeiro, Lisbon and Bordeaux – and he sometimes felt that he had visited every port in the Caribbean, and most of those in Europe.  But of all those cities, New Orleans was the only one he thought he might someday retire to.

He loved the city on the Mississippi, the cuisine, the music, and the mixture of so many peoples.  Few people here spoke the French that was his rarely used native tongue, but more of them, especially in the Quarter, spoke a bastardised but understandable creole.  More of them spoke the English which he had acquired so long ago, and which he now spoke more than any other language.  Very few of them indeed spoke Portuguese, but that troubled him little, although he made a point of speaking to people in that language now and then.  It reminded them of where he was born, or rather, where they thought he was born.

Artaud sat alone at a table, by choice.  The dining establishment here had started as a coffeehouse, but Artaud had expanded it to form a club-house and eatery.  The establishment thrived, and was crowded for the evening, but Artaud still had his own table to eat his gumbo in what was called “Alberto’s”.  There were advantages to being the owner.

“May I join you, Monsieur Artaud?” someone asked, in the clear French accent of Paris, not the local creole.

“Beg pardon, sir, you must have mistaken me for someone else,” Artaud replied in English.  “I am Alberto Zarco.”

“I think not, monsieur.”  A man slid into the seat opposite Artaud without asking permission.  He looked eminently forgettable: grey clothes, black hair, clean-shaven, and with no distinguishing features of any sort.  The sort of man who one could speak to for an hour but then have trouble picturing five minutes after he left.  Something about the man’s voice was naggingly familiar, but Artaud had dealt with a great many people in his lifetime, and could not always remember all of them.  “Do you remember, fourteen years ago, how a certain peacock needed rescuing from that bay in Cuba [2]?”

“YOU!” Artaud said, so loudly that other diners turned to look before resuming their own conversations.  He had nearly put out of his mind that unfortunate incident which had led him to decide that working as a part-time intelligencer for France in the New World was far too dangerous and much less profitable than operating his own business moving people, weapons and information without the inconvenience of customs inspections or the tedium of taxes.  This man had been one of the people who had arranged his release from the American prison, although he could no longer remember his name.  He rose from his table and waved for the man to follow.  “Let’s continue this conversation elsewhere.”

Artaud led the man to a discreet corner of the kitchen; the cooks kept well away from them.  “Please do not call me by that name again, sir,” he said, still in English.  He could have spoken Parisian French to match this man, but he had never spoken that language aloud in New Orleans, using only English, mangled Creole French, occasional Portuguese or his far from fluent Spanish.  “Every man here calls me Alberto.”

“As you wish... Vossa Excelência Alberto,” the man said, with an ironic smile.  “And you may call me Pierre, if you like.”

“Certainly, Pierre,” Artaud said, slightly coldly.  He knew an alias when he heard one.  “And why have you come to trouble me in my retirement?  I have had nothing to do with your government in over ten years.”  That was not quite true; he still performed occasional services for French agents, for a suitable fee, but those agents had always had the courtesy to address him by the proper name.  Originally, “Alberto Zarco” had been a convenient cover identity – Portuguese and Brazilians were heavily involved in trade throughout the Caribbean – but the identity had grown on him.

“I understand you have contacts in Columbia City,” Pierre said.

“A man in my business needs many contacts,” Artaud said.  “Most of them are in the Caribbean, however.  This is where my work is.”

“Perhaps, but you would also need influence there.  And it is that influence I need now.  I need to obtain a meeting with a highly placed individual within the American Department of Foreign Affairs.  With the Secretary of State himself, if your influence stretches that far, or with one of his close aides.”

“Monsieur, you take me for a fool.  If you represent the government of France, then the French ambassador could meet such a personage within the day.  Why go to the trouble and expense of asking for my assistance?”

Pierre said, “Because you are not known to be French, nor shall I be, when I travel there.  It is important that no other nation know that we have approached the Americans, and they surely would know if our ambassador, or even one of his staff, visited them.”

Ah, so you plan to discuss cooperation over Mexico, or perhaps even against Britain.  The brewing war with Mexico had intrigued Artaud; he suspected that the New Englanders and maybe even the Old Englanders would pay him good money to ship guns to the Mexicans, and he could always try to find buyers on his own if that failed.  But it seemed that Napoleon IV looked to emulate his ancestor.  Or this Pierre might even be a liar arranging something else entirely, but that mattered little to Artaud, provided he was paid well.  “Perhaps I can assist you with that.”

--

7 October 1881
Free City of Frankfurt,
German Reich

Autumn in Frankfurt.  A pleasant season in itself, but Reichs Chancellor Otto von Bismarck still found it ominous.  Autumn meant that winter would quickly follow behind.  Being far from a young man – he had celebrated, or rather commiserated, his sixty-sixth birthday earlier that year – he felt the cold more with every winter.  Even now, in a spell of relatively mild autumn weather, he wrapped his coat around him as he hurried from his home toward his office in the Reichstag [3].

As he walked through the streets, Bismarck heard many voices exclaiming this or that in Neudeutsch.  He ignored the meaning of what they were saying, whether they were arguing philosophy or the price of beans.  But it pleased him to be reminded of how rapidly the federal dialect had been adopted.  There were few better ways to show that the speakers considered themselves Germans rather than Bavarians or Hessians or Frankfurters.  He heard occasional dialects in the city, but aside from some of the Dutch and Swiss who clung to their old dialects, most of the voices in Frankfurt spoke Neudeutsch.  Bismarck himself used the language almost exclusively, only speaking his Prussian dialect with very old friends or his family [4].

When Bismarck entered his office deep within the corridors of the Reichstag, he found a number of reports waiting for him, as always.  The Cabinet met at ten o’clock, and he had to review the many matters which would come before them.  Then would be his appearance before the Nationalversammlung [5] in the afternoon to answer questions, which was usually mundane but occasionally produced voices of agitation.

The first report was an updated review of the recent pact between France and Russia.  Strictly speaking, foreign affairs were the responsibility of the Holy Roman Emperor, and the Cabinet and the Diet merely assisted him, but Bismarck had ensured that he provided an ever-increasing amount of assistance since the Second Congress of Vienna.

This instance would be no exception.  A solid alliance between France and Russia was what Bismarck had always feared, but he had been unable to prevent this one from forming.  France had feared Germany ever since the formation of the Reich, and while Russia had been and remained reasonably friendly with Prussia, they had an eternal argument over the Balkans.  The Austrians had been mostly quiet on that question for the last few years, but both sides continued to seek to expand their influence.  Serbia was still ruled by a Romanov, but geography and commerce gave it close links to Austria as well.  So, in the end, Russia and France had made formal alliance.  That treaty had not explicitly mentioned Germany, not even the secret clauses which a friendly official in the French foreign ministry had been kind enough to pass on, but anyone could see the encirclement threat to Germany.

Still, the situation was not yet dire.  He could still find friends for Germany.  The Danes would cooperate if they knew what was good for them, and the Swedes had no great friendship for Russia either.  Italy remained a greater problem; if his policy had been carried out, Lombardy and Venetia would have been returned to Italy.  He preferred to make a nation of Germans with an Italian ally rather than a polyglot, but some matters were beyond his influence.  The Diet controlled commerce and could deploy the Deutschleger [6], but its influence over internal affairs of the greater German states was limited now, and had been nearly non-existent when Italy was formed.

Britain was the biggest potential ally, of course.  The British would hardly be glad to see their main colonial rival join forces with the great enemy of the Turkish War.  Coaxing them out of their policy of “splendid isolation” might be a challenge, but he was sure he could find some levers.  Provided they weren’t distracted by the Mexican crisis, but surely the British understood that events within Europe were more important than a war on the far side of the world.  With that decision, Bismarck now knew what he would discuss with the Cabinet.

--

12 October 1881
New White House
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

Ten years before he was elected as President, Thomas Corbin had visited the Sandwich Islands.  He had seen many things there, including the natives staring at him wondering if he was leading another filibuster like William Quigley’s foolhardy venture.  The thing he most remembered, though, was the sport the natives had developed, he’e nalu or wave sliding as they called it, where they would ride timber boards across the waves, and perform stunts which he would never forget.  The skill required was incredible... and he thought that he needed the same skill to manage the challenge of the presidency.  Perhaps even more.

There were just so many challenges, so many competing interests to balance.  The war with Mexico had been started on others’ initiative, and at least America knew it.  That would probably mean history would not credit him with victory over Mexico, if that victory came, but it would also absolve him from any blame in defeat.  Even now that war had started, he faced more dilemmas.  The New Englanders had kept on with their pettifogging quibbles and demands for concessions.  Their demands for recognition of their “protectorates” were politically impossible.  Recognition of their rule over Santo Domingo would grant permanency to their presence in the Caribbean; giving them authority over Liberia would limit America’s opportunity to send troublemakers there.

Amongst the other competing interests, the ever-so-informal contact from France had been momentarily appealing, but he hadn’t needed long to reject that as a meaningless distraction.  If the United States came to war with Britain, the main challenge would be on the high seas; the entire Caribbean was vulnerable to the Royal Navy.  Neither France nor Russia could help there.  So Corbin had sent the emissary away with a polite refusal, although he had made sure to mention that he would reconsider cooperation in the future if the situation changed.

With the continuing negotiations, Corbin considered potential ways to stop the New England nuisance.  If he could find something which appealed to them and which won him some political relief at home, it would be ideal.  He thought about that for a long moment, then smiled to himself.  Yes, that would be perfect.

--

13 October 1881
New White House
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

Daniel Fisk wondered what to expect, after having been invited to another meeting with President Corbin.  Most of their discussions over the last few days had taken place between various functionaries in the U.S. State Department; a clear sign that President Corbin had no wish to negotiate.  Yet now he had requested another meeting.

After they were ushered in, and the usual round of polite formality, President Corbin said, “You have requested that the United States recognise your protectorates in Santo Domingo and Liberia.  If I may speak frankly, that will not be granted.”

“That is unfortunate, Mr. President,” Fisk said.  He waited, certain that Corbin had something else to discuss.  If he only wished to cut off negotiations, he could have had his own Secretary of State do it on his behalf.

Sure enough, Corbin said, “However, if you are willing to grant complete neutrality during the Mexican conflict, I will request that Congress consider legislation to forbid the importation of slaves from Africa.”

For a moment, Fisk had to stop himself from shaking his head.  An American suggesting something like this?  He couldn’t see what possible advantage Corbin would gain from such a proposal.

Henry Astor said, “If I may speak frankly, while we would welcome such a proposal in itself, I do not see your Congress accepting such legislation.”

Corbin shrugged.  “You don’t understand our politics, then.  Slave prices are already under pressure; those accursed boll weevils have done far too much.  The continuing importation from Africa only exacerbates this problem.”

That made more sense to Fisk.  Like all Americans, Corbin was morally blind to the evils of slavery, but he could think in other terms.  “So Whydah [7] would no longer be a slave post?”

“Indeed, although we would retain control of it,” Corbin said.

Astor said, “What about trade with Brazil?”

“That will continue,” Corbin said.

That disappointed Fisk, but he could hardly say he was surprised.  Even suppressing the trade to Africa would be a start.  “We will relay this to Hartford for approval.”

Corbin nodded.  “You expect that will be granted?”

“I cannot confirm it, but I believe so.”  Claiming that he had achieved this would be a major coup for President Adams; the Radical Party had proclaimed an anti-slave trade stance had been around for a long time, but it had never achieved anything notable before.

--

14 December 1881
Puebla de Zaragoza, Puebla State
Republic of Mexico (U.S.-occupied)

General Edward Mahan bent over the pile of papers on his desk, which had been commandeered from the home of the former Governor of Puebla State.  The governor would not need it again; his dead body had been found amidst the wreckage of his house.  Before the war started, Mahan had had some appreciation of the power of modern artillery, but he hadn’t realised just how much until they reached the outskirts of the city.  The governor’s fortified house had been part of the defences, and so it had been reduced to rubble.

None of the papers Mahan studied were very important; they just served to make him look busy when Brigadier General Hamilton was ushered into his office.  Mahan kept studying the papers, ignoring Hamilton’s initial greeting.  After the silence had dragged on for long enough, Mahan spoke, but he kept looking at the papers.  “Why did you do it, Hamilton?”

“Do what, sir?” Hamilton answered, his voice slightly cold.

Now Mahan looked up.  “Betrayed the trust the United States placed in you when you were commissioned.”

Hamilton shifted in his seat, then said, “You call me a traitor?”

“You commanded the right flank in our last battle.  I know you failed to advance to support General Francisco Morales when his brigade was in danger against the Mexicans.  And I know you did it because you’ve disliked him since he was promoted to two-star general and you were passed over.”

“Sir, I—”

“Silence!” Mahan said.  “Your foolish actions nearly cost us the battle here.  If they had, you would face a court-martial for your actions.  If anything like this happens again, you will face one, I promise you.  Dismissed!”

Hamilton stood, snapped off a salute, and stalked out.

“And to think I called him a friend once,” Mahan murmured.  “Oh well.  May God defend me from my friends; I can defend myself from my enemies [8].”  He pushed aside the unimportant papers and spread out a map of the routes to Mexico City.

--

Taken from: “So Far From God: The History of the Mexican Wars”
(c) 1942 by Richard S.D. Davis
Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rouge, West Florida

With his decisive victory at the Battle of Chapultepec, General Edward Mahan marched his victorious army into Mexico City on 10 January 1882, barely three months after war was declared.  Most of the soldiers, including some of the over-zealous subordinate generals, proclaimed that the war was now won.  Mahan, always the most discreet of men, refused to make any such comment, which provided a wise move on his part.  For as they soon found out, the war to subdue Mexico was far from over...

--

[1] Actually, Astor got this wrong; the quote is usually attributed to Henri Turenne (or sometimes to Comte De Bussy-Rabutin).

[2] Guantanamo Bay, Cuba.  See posts #64b and #70.

[3] The building where the German Diet meets.

[4] Neudeutsch is used more widely in Frankfurt than elsewhere, although common military service (except for Prussia and the Netherlands) is helping to broaden its adoption.

[5] The National Assembly, the “lower house” of the Diet, with elected delegates from each member state.  The “upper house” consists of one, usually aristocratic representative from each of the member states.

[6] Combined German Army.  It consists of units from each of the minor German states.  Much of Austria is also included – Galicia, Austria proper, Bohemia, and Italy.  Hungary has separate armed forces, as does Croatia, the third leg of the “Triple Monarchy” (consisting of most of the southern Slavic portions of the Austrian Balkans).

[7] Also known as Ouidah, a port in OTL Benin which was a major slave export centre.  ITTL, the USA bought the rights to it off Portugal during the 1820s (the Portuguese were willing to sell it mostly because the French had been eyeing it).

[8] This one actually was from Voltaire.

--

Decades of Darkness #78: Enemies of the States

“The character inherent in the Yankee people has done all that has been accomplished; and it would have done somewhat more, if the government had not sometimes got in its way.”
- Horatio Webster in Thomas Sawyer’s oft-quoted satire “A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s Court”

--

14 January 1882
Palacio Nacional
Mexico City (U.S. occupied)

General Mahan had chosen an office in Mexico’s National Palace which let him look out over the great city square, the Zocalo.  That square was nearly deserted now, with the few passing Mexicans and American patrols surely seeing the Hoover guns emplaced at the front of the palace.  Mahan had seen no reason to suspect an uprising from the Mexicans; they had been docile enough since the U.S. Army entered.  But he had never believed in taking chances, either.

“And if they try to drive me from this palace, they will have no more success than their ancestors did against Cortes,” Mahan murmured.  His march from Veracruz had matched that of the great Spanish conqueror who had marched to this city more than four and a half centuries before, and who had built the same palace Mahan now occupied.  Cortes had triumphed over men of lesser race, and now Mahan had won the same achievement.

Soon, Mahan hoped, the war would be completely won.  President Diaz’s main army had been defeated on the march here, and the remnants of his government scattered.  Other American forces were on the march; General Lee [1] had marched from Sinaloa, and by now Guatemala City should have fallen to the expedition down there.  Still, the Mexicans had not yet sued for peace.

A discreet knock at the door heralded the entrance of Mahan’s aide, Captain Johnston.  “Sir, the Jaguar captain is here.”

Mahan’s nose wrinkled slightly at that name.  He had never quite figured out what to make of the “Jaguars”, as they called themselves, or the 1st Light Infantry Regiment, as they featured on Mahan’s occasional reports back to Columbia City.  They dressed grubbily and had precious little idea of discipline, mouthing off against their officers in a way he would never have tolerated back in the days when he commanded a regiment.  But he had found them useful scouts indeed during the march to Mexico City.  And when this captain had requested a meeting, Mahan had granted it.  Usually he would have treated such a mention from a mere captain as reason for laughter, but this was no ordinary captain.

Mahan rose from his chair and saluted as Captain Fisher entered the room.  Fisher returned the salute crisply and helped himself to a seat.  He had a veritable fruit salad of medals on his chest.  Pride of place went to the Star of Honour [2], but it had plenty of company.  A Silver Cross [3] with oak-leaf clusters, for particularly distinguished heroism at exceptional personal risk.  No less than four Purple Hearts [4] for being wounded in the discharge of his duty.  Campaign medals from Cuba, Costa Rica, Nicaragua, Honduras and the pacification of Sonora.  And an Imperial Order of the Southern Cross, awarded by the Emperor of Brazil, which would have required the consent of Congress.  All in all, a man not to be underestimated.

Fisher said, “Sir, I came to ask what we’re going to do with Mexico now.”

Mahan shrugged.  “Formally annexed, I suppose.  The detailed orders have not yet come out of Columbia, but I know what to expect.  What we did the last two rounds, but on a larger scale.  Those whose blood is worthy will be granted citizenship, and continued ownership of their property.  Those of lesser race will have a place found for them.  Taxes to pay for the cost of occupation, and punishment and confiscations for any who oppose our rule.”

“You do not expect many of those?” Fisher said.

“Our last two occupations of Mexico were peaceable enough,” Mahan said.

“Those times, we were not here to stay,” Fisher said.  “We left a country for the more ambitious Mexicans to flee to.  They have no such option now.  We’ll face resistance here which will make the Guerra Quenora seem like a parade-ground drill by comparison.”

“The Guerra Quenora?” Mahan asked.

“The Cuban emergency.”

“You think this will be that bad?” Mahan said.  “I doubt as much.  We have the manpower and the artillery to stop any resistance.  Your Jaguars did very good work in suppressing the insurgency in Cuba, but you operated on a shoestring.  We have all the power of the United States at our command here.”

Still, he felt some unease.  He had always preferred safety, which was why he had brought such a large army with him to Mexico City.  But Captain Fisher, despite his rank, had a collection of medals to match those of the Mexican President, except that Fisher’s were all honestly won.  “Would you like to train a few regiments in similar techniques to yours, to prepare for any trouble?”

Fisher nodded.  “It could be very important against the enemies of the United States, sir.”

--

Taken from “1810-1910: A Century of New England Political History”
(c) 1912 by William H. Baldwin
Sandler Publishing Company, Long Island

Inset: The collapse of the Republican Party

For a party which had produced five of the last seven Presidents before the election of John Adams IV, the collapse of the Republicans was quite remarkable.  In 1872, they captured the plurality of the vote.  In 1878, they won just over a quarter of the vote.  In 1884, their vote was insignificant.

With hindsight, the Republicans’ demise is easier to explain.  Initially, they had been the party of reform and opposition to the dominant Federalists.  In time, their more reform-minded members had left in pursuit of ideas too radical for them to countenance.  This had reduced the Republicans to support from moderates who decried the excesses of Radicalism but who could not tolerate the aristocratic conservatism of the Federalists.  Since 1850, New England had maintained an uneasy balance of three parties, held there by the vagaries of the electoral college.  With their moderate supporter base, the Republicans had gained the presidency on several occasions when neither of the extreme parties could tolerate their more distant ideological rivals in Pickering’s Cottage.  Yet this masked the fact that the Republicans did not have anything resembling a majority.

Moreover, a three-party political system is inherently unstable in an electoral system such as ours [5].  One of the parties had to collapse.  The Federalists were unlikely to do so, since they could draw on regional support in Massachusetts and other states even when it was clear that they had no hope of winning national office.  This left the Republicans in a vulnerable position, and their demise merely awaited the time when one of the two extreme parties moved closer to the middle of the political spectrum.  This moment came under Adams’ presidency, when he pursued a vigorous reform agenda, and the Federalists redefined themselves in opposition to this agenda.  Caught between these two arms, the Republicans crumbled, with a steady trickle of members defecting to the Radicals and Federalists.  The crucial moment came during the Congressional debate on the proposal for what would become the Sixth Amendment, when Harold Anderson led his wing of the Republicans into the Radical Party in support of the amendment, and Sebastian Richardson led most of the rest into the arms of the Federalists.

The Republicans would survive at a state level for a few more years, with a couple of governors and coughing up the occasional Congressman, but they were dead at a federal level from this point onwards.

--

16 February 1882
House of Congress
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

“And so, my fellow New Englanders, I am reminded of the words of that great son of Boston, Benjamin Franklin.  ‘He would trade a little liberty for safety would soon lack both’.”  President Adams had chosen that reference carefully; many of the Congressmen assembled for this joint session were from Massachusetts by birth, even if they had moved elsewhere within New England.  He would need their support before Congress would recommend the amendment to be sent to the states for ratification.

“In Franklin’s day, the cause of liberty was under threat from a foreign prince, but in our day it is under threat by those who would deny liberty by choosing the safety of inaction.  Let us not take refuge in the sanctuary of paralysis, let us not withdraw into a fortress of ignorance as a tortoise withdraws to its shell.

“It is reported that when suppressing the valiant rebellion of Pennsylvania, the American President said, ‘We do not need justice, when there is just us.’  The cause of liberty will not be advanced by denying to all men the opportunity to choose their leaders.  History will judge whether this day will be one of a great leap forward or merely forward to the past.  Let not this great day be remembered in the annals of history merely as a triumph of mediocrity.”

--

The Sixth Amendment to the Constitution of New England was ratified by the Nova Scotia Legislature on 14 February 1884, the tenth state to do so, and went into force on 1 March 1884.

1. The right of citizens of the Republic of New England to vote shall not be denied by the Republic [6] to any male citizen who has reached twenty-one years of age, nor in any way abridged, except for participation in rebellion, or any other crime.

2. The Congress shall have power to enforce, by appropriate legislation, the provisions of this article.

--

Excerpts from: “No Cause Too Radical: A Social History of New England From 1850-1950”
(c) 1953 Dr. Daniel D. McCollum
Boston University Press
Boston, New England

The social fabric of New England in 1850 was vastly different from the modern era.  It has been said that the past is another country, admittedly one where the immigration quotas are set quite low, and the social transformation of New England over the previous century is a vivid example of this.  A century ago, New England was a much emptier place, both in overall population and in diversity.  Only native-born citizens could seek federal office, religious prejudice was rife (particularly against Catholics), and there was no protection to speak of for the disadvantaged and the destitute.  New England was at the forefront of industrialization, and children and immigrants were put to work in appalling conditions for very long hours...

President John Adams IV was the first of the great Radical reformers who transformed the society of New England from an elitist aristocratic oligarchy to an egalitarian social democracy.  Condemned by his political opponents as an “enemy of the states” for his use of federal power to drive reform, an accusation he bore with fortitude, Adams is today recognised as a pioneer of many of New England’s pivotal social institutions.

Adams had three main achievements: extension of the franchise through the passage of the Sixth Amendment; implementing the first child labour laws; and the streamlining of citizenship and immigration provisions...

The extension of the franchise, as it needed a constitutional amendment, required considerable political capital, and it meant that some of Adams other planned reforms needed to be forgone, but it was nonetheless a remarkable achievement.  The extension of the franchise had been one of the Radicals’ main goals since the formation of the party, and with the passage of the Sixth Amendment, voting rights were granted to all white males in New England.  The old property qualifications and, in a few lingering cases, religious tests were no longer valid in federal elections.  These did not immediately translate to a universal franchise at state level, but as Adams was well aware, granting voting rights at a federal level placed immense pressure on the states to follow their lead.  They did so soon enough, with Massachusetts the last state to do so, in 1889.

In modern times, Adams has sometimes been condemned for failing to seek to establish universal male suffrage [7] with this amendment.  This reform had been canvassed before Adams’ election, but he had rejected it as politically impossible.  While this may seem cowardly when seen from a modern perspective, it should be placed into context.  Adams’ own letters and diaries record a desire for much more widespread political reform, including the first hints of full universal suffrage, but to make such an effort might well have seen the whole amendment rejected, and Adams should be recognised for initiating the process of political reform...

The second major reform Adams initiated was the Factory Act, partly modelled after similar British legislation, placing the first national restrictions on the use of child labour.  The restrictions were generally mild, only affecting children below the ages of twelve, most of whom were in primary school until this age in any event.  However, the national scope of the Factory Act, binding across all states, presaged further reforms to follow.  Indeed, this achievement was perhaps the greatest of Adams’ career, for it required him to extend the power of the federal government into areas which had previously been sacrosanct.  The constitutionality of the Factory Act was barely upheld in a 5-4 decision of the Supreme Court (Lecompton vs. Carver) [8].  Thus began the first narrow but important reform of child labour in New England...

The third major reform of the Adams era was the expansion of immigration and the implementation of measures to ease the passage to citizenship.  The granting of citizenship had required at least seven years residence in New England, and the process had been open to manipulation to exclude immigrants for even longer, particularly in the more conservative states.  Many states had also sought to limit immigration from “unsuitable” countries, particularly against Catholic migrants.  The reform of this system included several legislative acts, most importantly the establishment of a uniform three year requirement for citizenship, and the elimination of most of the remaining immigration restrictions.  The easing of immigration restrictions appears to have been partly a practical measure on Adams’ part, as it increased the supply of cheap labour and thus partly appeased the industrialists who had been troubled by the passage of the Factory Act.  However, its most important long-term contribution was to open New England to migrants from much more diverse backgrounds...

--

“Sir, your proposals are trampling on the rights of sovereign States which have been sacrosanct since the Second American Revolution.  You have cast down the principles that our revered founding father Timothy Pickering so esteemed that he broke from the United States to preserve them.”
- Federalist Senator Robert Charles Winthrop (former 11th President of New England), condemning President Adams for advocating what would become the Sixth Amendment

“I would remind the distinguished Senator that one can disagree with some of a man’s principles while still honouring the man.  I revere George Washington as the father of our First American Revolution, but that does not mean that I believe slavery should be permitted in New England.”
- President John Adams IV, responding to Senator Winthrop

--

[1] General Robert E. Lee, Jr, ATL son of General Robert E. Lee.

[2] ATL equivalent of the Medal of Honor, created during the War of 1833.  It has similar status, including the tradition that all other soldiers salute the wearer first.

[3] ATL medal equivalent to an OTL Distinguished Service Cross.

[4] The accounts of the Purple Heart in OTL were lost in Washington DC records until 1932.  ITTL, they were discovered as part of the move to Knoxville in 1841, and the military decoration was revived after that time.

[5] i.e. in a first-past-the-post electoral system.

[6] In other words, property tests and religious qualifications are abolished for all participation in federal elections.  This is not yet a requirement for state elections; the New England Constitution has no equivalent to Article 1 of the XIVth Amendment to the OTL U.S. Constitution.

[7] i.e. for allowing “blacks” to vote.  All other groups were already permitted to vote on becoming citizens.

[8] The Supreme Court determined that establishment of such national laws was constitutionally valid as part of regulation of commerce (Article 1, Section 8, Clause 3 of both the OTL U.S. Constitution and ATL New England Constitution).  This decision will have far-reaching implications for the authority of the New England federal government.

--

Decades of Darkness #79a: Everybody’s Fool

“No-one praises a Frenchman for modesty, an American for virtue, or a German for existing.”
- Attributed to Clement Churchill

--

“Blood is the grease on the axle of history’s wheels.”
- Napoleon IV, Emperor of France

--

Extracts from: “From Napoleon to Peter: International Relations in the Nineteenth Century (1789-1906)”
By Professor Andries Maritz
King Edward University
Retief [Pretoria], Kingdom of South Africa
(c) 1942 Pioneer Publishing Company: Retief.  Used with permission.

Chapter 21.

There is something about the Iberian Peninsula which acts as an irresistible magnet to anyone bearing the name of Bonaparte.  The first Napoleon spent an incredible amount of blood and treasure in a futile attempt to keep Spain in his orbit.  The second Napoleon was prevented from intervening in Iberia only by the inconvenience of never holding imperial office.  The third Napoleon campaigned in Iberia, and in this case was relatively successful, although he did not acquire all the territory he sought.  Thus, when Napoleon IV, flushed from the success of gaining alliance with Russia, sought a theatre to gain a smashing and popular military victory, it was natural that he turned to Iberia, although it was less clear whether he would follow the example of his father or that of his grandfather...

Spain had been in an uncertain state since the end of the civil war in 1872, with King Felipe VI and several of his generals eager to conquer the newly-formed Aragon and regain Spain’s unity, with the eventual goal to defeat Portugal and retake Galicia as well.  This plan faced considerable domestic political opposition from liberal forces, and nothing was enacted until Napoleon IV opened negotiations in 1881.  Napoleon IV’s goals were three-fold: the neutralisation of a nation which leaned toward Germany; to gain a further valuable ally in Spain; and to delivery a propaganda victory to quell domestic political unrest.  As he is often quoted as saying, “Victory is the opiate of the masses.”  A further goal, although never explicitly stated, may well have been to test the resolve of the other Great Powers to intervene.

In the short-term, the campaign to dismember Aragon was a striking success.  Napoleon IV intrigued to gain the support of some dissatisfied local elements within the nation, who appealed to both Spain and France for liberation from the admittedly quite absolutist regime of King Carlos.  With this pretext, France and Spain both invaded Aragon in 1882, beginning the First Aragonese War, and within the year had completely occupied the country.  The conquest provoked protests from both Britain and Germany, but neither nation chose to intervene directly, given both the logistical difficulties and the substantial support within Aragon for the invasion (the calls for reunification of Spain were common).  In 1883, Napoleon IV announced the partition of Aragon, with France acquiring Catalonia, and the rest returning to Spain.  As part of the same announcement, he formalised the occupation of Andorra, which had originally been proclaimed as a military measure, but which now became an autonomous part of France.

The First Aragonese War appeared as a great triumph for France and for Napoleon IV personally.  The swift, relatively inexpensive victory appealed to the French people, who had feared a lengthy indecisive struggle like the Swiss War.  Spain had now become an ally, admittedly rather a weakened one.  However, the war was more important for the effects it had on broader international relations.  Napoleon IV mistook Britain’s inaction for cowardice.  Rather, the British had chosen not to intervene because their government was unwilling to commit to an expensive war when it was clear that the Aragonese people were themselves firmly divided.  There had also been some lingering unease about the power of Germany within Europe.  But after the Aragonese campaign, British leaders adopted the view that Germany was a lesser power when compared to the Franco-Russian-Spanish alliance, and thus deserving of their support under the principle of balance of power...

--

3 February 1882
Near Puerto Escondido,
Republic of Mexico

José Ramon Juarez would have preferred to wait for the smuggler’s arrival somewhere in Acapulco Bay, or even in Puerto Marqués.  But however much he despised the norteamericanos, he could not call them fools.  Their navy had seized Acapulco within a month of their declaration of war, and their patrols made Puerto Marqués useless.  But there were plenty of other secluded bays and landing spots left in Mexico.

Sure enough, the smuggler’s ship came steaming into view.  It must have been travelling far out to sea, and only swung in close once it was safely past Acapulco.  Juarez had had no dealings with this smuggler before, but he had a good reputation amongst men who made it their business to know such things.

Juarez would not have needed to rely on such men, if not for the chacals.  They had killed his uncle, the former President of Mexico, blaming him for an assassination he did not order.  They captured him in a war where the United States stole a third of what was left of Mexico, and then murdered him for a crime he knew nothing about.  Without those actions, Juarez would still have been a respected haciendado outside Acapulco, and he would never have needed to pick up a gun.

Now, though, his life held only one goal: to sting the chacals until they ran howling and yapping out of Mexico.  He could not defeat the norteamericanos in a pitched battle.  He had realised that even before they invaded, and their systematic destruction of Mexico’s armies only confirmed it.  To be fair, President Diaz had known the same thing, but fought anyway, since he had to defend Mexico City.  Reportedly, Diaz had vowed to continue the fight from the mountains.

Juarez had to do the same thing.  He led some thirty thousand men scattered along the Sierra Madre del Sur from the Rio Balsas to Tehuantepec, ready to strike at the chacals wherever and whenever they could.  What he needed were weapons and ammunition for them.  Thus, he had come to meet the gun-runner in person.  There was some small risk; this could be a gringo [1] trap, but he thought that they lacked the subtlety.  Besides, it was more important to gauge how reliably he could get weapons.

The smuggler’s ship hove to offshore, and a boat carried a few men to shore.  When the boat drew near, Juarez rubbed his aged eyes to make sure they weren’t deceiving him.  A man sat at the front of the boat dressed in finery which would not have been out of place in a ballroom or even in the court of the long-dead Emperor Iturbide.  “This is the man who will arm my guerrillas?” Juarez murmured.  “I want a reliable supplier, not a peacock.”

When the peacock came ashore, he spoke in Cuban-accented Spanish, “Hola, Senor Général Juarez.”  At least, that was what Juarez thought he said; his accent was abominable.

Juarez was flattered by the appellation of general, one he didn’t claim for himself, but he could not carry on a meaningful conversation with someone whose Spanish was this poor.  He asked, “Where are you from?”

“Portugal.  Call me Alberto,” the smuggler said.

Juarez couldn’t speak Portuguese himself, so he waved one of his soldiers forward, a half-Brazilian named Miguel Calatrava, to translate.  “What have you brought for me?”

Alberto said, “Senor, I have nothing but the very best of Yankee-made guns.”

“Spencers?” Juarez said.  He had only a handful of the repeating rifles amongst his men, but they were very useful indeed.

“No, these are newer.  And better.”  Alberto waved to the boat, and men started carrying out a number of rifles.  The Portuguese peacock selected one of them and said, “If your soldiers would like to set up targets at two hundred paces.”

Juarez barked the necessary orders.  When the targets were set up, he said, “How are these guns better than Spencers?”

“You will see, senor.”  Alberto loaded the rifle quickly, raising it to his shoulder, and adjusted the sights.  But before he shot, he said, “This is called an Adams rifle.  There are two versions.  Both have better aim than any Spencer, shoot faster, and are easier to maintain.  This version is harder to obtain in numbers, but you will see its usefulness.”

Alberto shot off eight shots in a very brief span of time.  This new rifle was indeed quicker than a Spencer.  Juarez waved a hand, and his soldiers raced to retrieve the target.  All eight of the shots had struck home.

“Very good shooting,” Juarez said.  He paused.  “Wait.  Where is the smoke from this rifle?”  Only a few wisps of smoke rose from the barrel of the rifle.

“This is the smokeless version of the Adams,” Alberto said.  “It is somewhat harder to obtain, being a very new rifle, but I believe it is worth having.”

“Worth having?” Juarez repeated.  “Shots which can be fired from hundreds of paces, and where smoke does not betray its position?  Give me one hundred of these guns, and I will make the chacals bleed.  Give me one thousand, and I will make them regret ever invading Mexico.  Give me ten thousand, and I will make my name one that norteamericano mothers will use to frighten their children for the next hundred years.”

Alberto smiled.  “I am sure I can obtain many for you, senor.”

--

[1] Gringo is a term which ATL started to be applied to the Americans after the First Mexican War.  Rumours suggest that in OTL it was invented during the Mexican-American War of 1848-48.  Either way, given its etymology, I think it’s reasonable that a similar term would show up here.  ATL, it’s considered mildly derogatory, but nothing like as insulting as chacal (jackal).

--

Decades of Darkness #79b: Taking Over Me

“Ai the anglo in conquist born,
Just got up for cen, jefe?
You want me to susure?
Sally, his day’s work done. [1]”

- The first verse of “Hidalgo of the Cerveza” [Nobleman of the Beer], a satirical jingle popular in lower-class American culture (both free and bonded) during the early 1950s.

--

14 March 1883
Near Tixtla de Guerrero,
Republic of Mexico (U.S. occupied)

General José Ramon Juarez had overseen too few raids personally during the last year; most of his time had been spent travelling from place to place rallying the morale of his guerrillas.  And trying to keep them from fighting each other; vendettas and blood feuds ran deep in Oaxaca, and many people had taken advantage of the arrival of the chacals to settle some scores of their own.

Today, he had a chance to lead men in combat.  The informant inside Tixtla had reported that a company of gringos would make a sweep through this valley, to uproot the guerrillas Juarez had operating here.  So he had gladly seized the moment to lead the response.  The local guerrilla commander, Ernesto Obregón, had chosen a good defensive site overlooking the valley.  Juarez had deployed forces on both sides of the valley, well-concealed from the advancing chacals.

Soon enough, the chacals appeared around the bend of the valley, a troop of one hundred or so cavalry.  They had scouts riding in front, but not as far in front as they should have been.  Worse for the Americans, their scouts rode along the valley floor and did not check up the slopes well enough.  They would soon pay for their error.

When the gringos were close, Juarez barked out the order to fire.  Gunfire rattled out from both sides of the valley: the rapid fire of Adams rifles for those guerrillas who possessed them, the sharper, less frequent bark of Spencers, and the brief shots from those Mexicans who still only had single-shot breechloaders.  The first volley cut down at least twenty of the Americans.

Caught by surprise, the chacals tried to return fire, but they faced repeated volleys from twice their number of Mexicans.  Their captain should have barked out the order to retreat immediately, but no such call came.  Their officers might have been killed already – experience with snipers over the last year had taught them not to wear clearly distinguishable uniforms – and thus Juarez could not see if they were still alive.  Whatever the reason, the Americans stayed in place... and died.  When they finally broke and ran, fewer than half of them remained, and many of those would be wounded.

The guerrillas rushed down to finish off the dead and dying Americans, and to loot whatever they could from the corpses, and collect the horses.  Juarez gave no orders; Obregón knew his own men best.  A few Americans were foolish enough to cry out for mercy.  The only mercy they would receive was a quick death.

The work done, Juarez found his way to Obregón.  “Time to move,” he said.

Obregón spat at the nearest gringo corpse.  “I hate having to run from them, and hide from them.”

Juarez nodded.  “So do I, but the only way to make the chacals leave us is to make them bleed so much that they leave Mexico.  A company here, a few soldiers there.  If we fight them in a full battle, they will bring their artillery and their Hoovers [2], and it will be our blood that is shed.”

Obregón called out the orders to move.  Before they left, Juarez scratched a “Z” into the dirt in front of the fallen gringos; something he did at all of the victories he took part in.  He could have used a “J”, but that would be too much of a hint to the Americans as to the role he played.  With the disunity even amongst the guerrillas, Juarez preferred not to have a bounty on his head, like the one which had inspired so many attempts to capture President Diaz.

When they arrived back in their camp, the guerrillas set to work dismantling everything.  The gringos would be chasing them in force after this defeat, and the Mexicans would need to find a new place to hide.  That would be much easier for them than it would be for the Americans to catch them; the chacals did not know how to fight in mountains.

Before they broke camp, a messenger entered.  He sought out Juarez and then said, “The norteamericanos have announced that Guatemala is no longer part of Mexico.”

Juarez shrugged.  The conquest of Guatemala had been foolish, although popular at the time.  It was not truly part of Mexico, so what happened to it was of little consequence.  “And they have established it as a “territory”?”

The messenger said, “Yes.  And the government of El Salvador has “requested” annexation.”

“Sad, but inevitable,” Juarez said.  “After so long as a protectorate, the chacals would never let them go.  What of news in Mexico?”

“Diaz still evades capture.  Resistance grows in Chiapas, and it is said the norteamericanos fear to enter the jungles there.”

Juarez smiled.  “Just as they fear to enter the mountains here, and we will make it even worse for them with every passing month.”

--

4 February 1884
San Francisco, North California
United States of America

If he had to put into words what he had expected to see in the United States when he arrived, William Macarthur thought he would have said something like, “An orderly country with a place for everyone, and everyone in their place.”  What he had found, in his first day in the United States, was a raw city indeed.

San Francisco was new, oh so new.  Few of the buildings were of stone; most of them looked as if they had been built in ten minutes by a one-handed carpenter who knocked a nail between two pieces of wood to pay his fare, then headed out into the hills.  The streets bustled with people, mostly shabbily dressed.  They reminded him of government men [convicts], back in the days when the products of transportation still walked the streets of Sydney or Hobart or Stirling [Perth, Western Australia].  This city also had an incredible number of Chinamen; their Chinese quarter might be even larger than the one in Liverpool [Melbourne, Australia].  He saw few blacks, mostly accompanying the occasional wealthily-dressed man or carrying parasols for well-bred women.  Seeing them pleased Macarthur; it reminded him that the Americans had a clearer recognition of breeding than had been true of Australia.

Oh, Australia had its lords, something the United States had abandoned, but the distinctions of class had become much blurrier during Macarthur’s lifetime.  When he was young, the last government men had still been used on assignment to the true worthies, the Exclusives like his father and grandfather who had built the wool industry.  But transportation to New South Wales had been ended before Macarthur was born, and even West Australia had lost any hope of restoring transportation with the establishment of the Kingdom.  That event had also ended the prospect of Australia being declared a white man’s country, as it should be.  So Macarthur had decided to strike out for a country where breeding was truly respected, and even if it was not purely for white men, knew how to control those of lesser race.  His mother had only remarked, “You shall return,” but Macarthur was determined to succeed here.

So far, he liked what he saw, apart from too many Chinamen.  Raw or not, San Francisco boomed.  It was a new town, certainly, having been a sleepy port until the railroads and the gold rush had brought people in the hundreds of thousands, just as it had done for Australia during the Thirties and Forties.  By the looks of it, the city still thought with the same hasty mentality that gold brought.  He had heard that the surface gold had been stripped clean, but that there were still deep veins of gold accessible by someone who could find miners to work them.  If he found nowhere else to settle in the United States, he could buy a few slaves to dig out that gold.  But he would prefer somewhere more open; he had grown up in the wide open spaces of sheep grazing.

Macarthur rounded yet another bustling corner and found a small crowd had gathered in a circle around a most extraordinary gentleman.  He wore a magnificent blue uniform with polished gold epaulets, a fur hat with a feather, and propped himself up with a white cane [3].  The man was looking at a part of the sidewalk with only a couple of planks to keep the mud off.  The crowd around him waited patiently, and silently, for the man to complete his inspection.

Eventually, the man looked up and said, “It is our imperial wish that the city of San Francisco repair this sidewalk without delay, or for the good of the citizens, I will have to order the city government dissolved.”

“Imperial?” Macarthur murmured.

A young, well-dressed San Franciscan turned to him and asked, “Australian?”

Macarthur nodded.

The San Franciscan said, “So was my pa.  He came over here in Sixty-Six.  That’s Norton I, Emperor of the United States.”

Macarthur raised an eyebrow.  “Emperor?”

The San Franciscan shrugged.  “Never can tell if he’s a lunatic or a ham actor.  But he livens the city up, yeah?”

Macarthur glanced back at Norton, who had moved on to inspect the side of a building.  “I guess he does, at that.”  He turned back to the San Franciscan.  “Your father is Australian?”

“He don’t call himself that, but yeah, he is.  He’s a newspaper man these days; he owns The Trumpet.”

An important man, then, Macarthur decided, and someone whose friendship it would be helpful to cultivate while he acquainted himself with the United States.  He extended his hand.  “I’m William Macarthur, late of Sydney Town, new to America.  I’d consider it a favour if you let me buy you lunch.”

The younger man smiled as he shook it.  “Be delighted to.  Jonathon Bradbury, at your service.”

--

12 February 1884
Château de Versailles [4],
French Empire

“So, Britain and Germany think that they can intimidate France?” Napoleon IV asked.  He intended the question rhetorically, but the Foreign Minister spoke up anyway.

“Ultimatums are not made lightly,” said Antoine Dumouriez.  “If we refuse to evacuate Aragon within the three months they have specified, they will declare war.”  He hesitated, then added, “If I may venture an opinion, it is only reluctance to provoke another general European war that has delayed them for so long.”

“Your opinion is noted,” Napoleon IV said curtly.  He had not expected Britain, in particular, to be so determined about Aragon, that misbegotten child of the Spanish Civil War.  But regardless of their determination, he would not yield what he had rightly acquired through war.  “Has anything changed in our allies professions of support?”

“Nothing.  Russia and Spain have reaffirmed their alliance; Italy still avoids substantive negotiations with both our ambassador and Britain.”

“Italy will join us; they crave Lombardy more than Tunis,” Napoleon IV said.  He was sure that early victories would bring the Italians onside.  The Russians would have the backing of Serbia, with the Tsar’s cousin on the throne there, and that nation pointed at the heart of Austria.  They would have Montenegro too, for whatever that was worth.  Napoleon IV wished he could have bought Greek support with promises of Turkish territory, but the Greeks had made it perfectly clear they would be neutral in any conflict over Aragon.

“So, after three months we refuse this ultimatum?” Dumouriez said.

“Why wait so long?” Napoleon IV asked.  “The longer we delay, the more prepared our foes will be.  We marshal our armies now, then declare war at a time of our choosing, not theirs.  We shall ride the dragon to victory.”

--

To His Majesty Richard IV, King of England (etc),

It is my desire that, in case Napoleon will surrender, he be sent here a prisoner of war, but that in the event of his continuing the war, or refusing to surrender, then he be shot.

Given under our hand this 29th day of February, 1884
Norton I, Dei Gratia, Emperor of the United States

--

[1] OTL English translation:
There is the white (man) in conquest born,
Just got up for dinner, boss?
Oh, you want me to whisper,
He exits, his day’s work done.

“Ai” derives from Spanish “hay” (there is/there are).  Anglo refers to white Americans.  “Conquist” became the new pronunciation of conquest (from Spanish conquista).  “Cen” is a shorting of Spanish “cena” (dinner).  “Jefe” (boss) is a straight borrowing from Spanish.  “Susure” is an anglicised version of Spanish “susurro” (whisper).  “Sally” is an anglicisation/throwback of Spanish “sale” (he/she/it exits).

[2] TTL’s version of Gatling guns.

[3] ITTL, Joshua Norton is somewhat better dressed, due to having spent longer wealthy before he lost his fortune and had to declare himself Emperor.

[4] Napoleon IV ordered the partial restoration of the Château de Versailles and transformation into imperial residence when he took the throne in 1876.  This provoked considerable grumbling from several quarters in France.

--

Decades of Darkness #80: Have You Ever Seen The Rain?

From: “Land of Hope and Glory: The Complete History of Australia, 1788-1948”
Excerpts contained in “Volume 1: From Convicts to Kings, 1788-1882”
(c) 1953 by Prof. Gilbert Elgar
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney

Chapter 6: The First Flowering

In 1815, with the spectre of the Napoleonic Wars lifted from Britain, she could again turn her attentions to her world-spanning Empire, including to the fly-speck colony on the edge of the continent which most men still called New Holland.  European settlement in “Australia” in 1815 consisted of small settlements at Sydney and Parramatta, a few farms running into trackless bush around the latter, and outlying penal colonies in Newcastle and Van Diemen’s Land (even Norfolk Island had been abandoned).  Its inhabitants consisted of a military garrison and a few free settlers and elite graziers floating on a convict sea.  The hell-ships of the early years had vanished, replaced by unpleasant but survivable vessels which in 1815 carried three times the number of convicts which had been transported in any previous year.  The hulks off the British shore, crowded and creaking, could not hold the thousands convicted each year, and more and more times the judges uttered the dreaded words, “It is therefore ordered by this Court that you be transported upon the seas, beyond the seas.”  It seemed that with Bonaparte defeated, “Australia” would resume the purpose for which it had been established: a prison the size of a continent, with dingos, crocodiles, snakes, sharks and Aborigines for jailers and the boundless sea for a moat.

All this was about to change.

Even before Blucher crushed Bonaparte at Waterloo, the great barrier of the Blue Mountains, west of Sydney, had finally been breached by the intrepid trio of Blaxland, Lawson and Wentworth [1], revealing a great sea of grass which would become the fodder for the sheep and cattle that would drive the next phase of Australian settlement.  Lachlan Macquarie, the ablest of the ten men who governed New South Wales before transportation ended, had quickly recognised a great danger.  He saw that the system of capitalist-farmers using assigned labour, while necessary as part of the penal system, ran the risk of turning the infant colony into an Antipodean version of America [2].  Macquarie initiated two important reforms to avoid that.  He ensured that the freed convicts, the Emancipists, were granted full legal rights (difficult to enforce though these often were), so that they could rejoin society.  He further recommended that free settlers be encouraged to come to New South Wales in numbers, to help to develop a larger civilian population as the basis for a genuine economy and to dilute the impact of the wealthy, domineering Exclusives.  Macquarie did not receive all the free settlers he would have liked during the remainder of his term in office until 1821, but a smattering did arrive then and in the years after his departure, and this helped to build the colony of New South Wales [3].

For New South Wales expanded dramatically in the decade after the Napoleonic Wars.  Settlers poured west across the Blue Mountains and into Sydney’s hinterland, including many squatters who laid claim to large tracts of territory without legal right, using them to run sheep and cattle.  More penal colonies and outposts began to dot the coast: Wollongong in 1816, Port Macquarie in 1821, and Moreton Bay in 1822 (relocated to Richmond [OTL Brisbane] two years later), and Norfolk Island was re-established in 1824.  The first missionaries, whalers and sealers were also making their presence felt across the Tasman Sea, with their activities amongst the much more advanced native Maori.  But none of these settlements compared to what was being prepared further south...

The first attempted European settlement of Port Phillip Bay was in 1803 under Lieutenant David Collins, but it was abandoned in the next year due to lack of drinking water.  Collins had been unaware of the discovery of the Yarra River a few months before, which would have made his colony tenable.  Governor Macquarie became aware of this lack a few years later, and mentioned it in his reports to London, but these went largely ignored for a number of years.  However, Macquarie’s suggestions for increasing free settlers had not gone unnoticed, and in 1823 the government under Lord Liverpool appointed a commission to review the practicability of establishing a free colony “elsewhere in New Holland” to strengthen British claims over the entire continent.  The same year, the first overland route was discovered from Sydney to Port Phillip Bay [4].  In 1824, the commission recommended that Port Phillip Bay be developed as a primarily free settler, self-sustaining city.  Due to the time lag in communications between London and Sydney, Governor Richmond [5] had approved a request from a Van Diemen’s Land settler named John Batman, who requested permission to settle the land on the western side of Port Phillip Bay [6].  Batman had only been in Port Phillip Bay for a year before the HMS Bombay entered to establish the new city of Liverpool [OTL Melbourne, Australia] on the Yarra River, named for the Prime Minister whose patronage had made the new colony possible.  Liverpool was theoretically under the control of the Governor of New South Wales, but in practice the Lieutenant-Governor ran it as an autonomous colony almost from the beginning.

Due to the nature of its settlement, Liverpool was never formally a penal colony, and to this day it is a source of considerable pride to the people of Macquarie [OTL state of Victoria, Australia] that their heritage includes no convicts.  However, given the practical nature of the young Australian colonies, convicts were brought in on assignment from Sydney or Van Diemen’s Land to run the sheep and cattle which were the early boom for Liverpool.  Colonists fanned out into the hinterland in a similar but more rapid pattern to that of New South Wales a generation before, establishing stations and clearing the bush.  By 1833, there were reported to be somewhere between 10,000 and 15,000 people in Liverpool and its environs; far smaller than Sydney and New South Wales, but rapid growth nonetheless.  The success of Liverpool encouraged the government to grant approval to a further proposal from Captain Stirling to establish a colony on the far side of the continent along the Swan River, which was settled in 1828 [7].  One final colony was approved in the same period, with the “free charter” of 1832 granted to settle a further town on the River Torrens, named in honour of Queen Consort Adelaide.  Unlike Liverpool, where convicts were used, Adelaide excluded convicts throughout its entire history.  Thus, by the early 1830s, the first sketches of Australia’s future major cities were already being drawn.  There was as yet no Palmerston [OTL Darwin, Northern Territory, Australia] or Eden [OTL Auckland, New Zealand] – settlement proceeded much more slowly in New Zealand, although the Bay of Islands already had permanent European inhabitation – but these would be added soon enough.  But the best-laid plans of gradual, efficient colonisation in the free cities were to be overturned by a simple Irish settler named Daniel Madden, who would do more than any other man since Captain James Cook to change the history of Australia...

--

16 October 1832,
Lewis Pond Creek,
Near Macquarie River,
New South Wales, British Empire

Labouring beneath the hot New South Wales sun, Daniel Madden sometimes wondered what he had ever seen in coming to the arse-end of the world.  The tales which filtered through about New South Wales described it as a land of endless bounty, with vast open spaces where a man could turn himself into a landowner with a little work.  It had certainly seemed better than waiting in Ireland for the absentee English lord to kick him off his farm or for the potatoes to catch blight again.

He had briefly considered visiting America, which was a lot closer, but the tales which filtered back across the Atlantic said that poor men in the United States were little better than slaves [8], and that the New Englanders treated Catholics nearly as badly.  He could have gone to Upper Canada, but that was very, very cold.  Madden had never liked winters, and the reported warmth of New South Wales had made his choice for him.  Now, with spring only half-come, and with the heat already worse than Ireland at the height of summer, a cool winter seemed quite appealing.

The stories of New South Wales had neglected to mention one thing: how much work it was to clear the bush.  The wealthy and well-connected settlers could get government men [convicts] assigned to them to do all the labourious work of uprooting trees, but Irish Catholics were right at the bottom of the list.  Madden had not yet cleared a quarter of his acreage, and he would find himself penniless if he couldn’t finish uprooting trees soon.

“I could use a drink,” Madden murmured, and wandered down to the creek to fill his battered metal flask.  The creek was running nearly dry.  Water was a precious commodity in New South Wales – another thing people didn’t realise back in Ireland.  He scuffed the flask around a little in the creek bed as he tried to fill it.  Something glinted yellow amidst the gravel he’d disturbed.  Madden bent down for a closer look.  Something yellow... or something golden?

--

From: “Land of Hope and Glory: The Complete History of Australia, 1788-1948”
Excerpts contained in “Volume 1: From Convicts to Kings, 1788-1882”
(c) 1953 by Prof. Gilbert Elgar
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney

Chapter 8: The Yellow Lure

The discovery of gold near Bathurst triggered a continent-wide rush to find more of the valuable metal.  The lieutenant governor at Liverpool announced a reward for finding gold within 200 miles of the city, and that reward was claimed within the year.  Despite the outbreak of war in North America, ships from around the world brought a new kind of human cargo to the last continent: treasure-seekers.  Where before the Australian colonies had been begging for settlers to increase the supply of free labour, now they received more new arrivals than they could reasonably handle.  In a continent whose total European population would barely have been 150,000 in 1832, the next two years saw a further 150,000 immigrants [9].  Convict transportation nearly ceased with most military shipping turned to the war in the Atlantic, but it seemed that any man who owned his own ship sent it to Port Phillip Bay, where as often as not the captain and crew would desert to build their own bark huts in the gold fields and dig for a new life.  In 1835, with the temporary lull in the war [i.e. the War of 1833] at the Stockholm negotiations, the migration reached its peak – 180,000 immigrants in a single year.  The human tide ebbed slightly but did not cease until after the end of the decade.  Even when the main gold fields had been exhausted – at least for the casual digger – gold and rumours of gold elsewhere in Australia brought fresh gold rushes.  The whisper of a rumour of gold in northern Kingsland was enough to send over 10,000 men sailing through the Great Barrier Reef in pursuit of the yellow metal.  New Zealand saw its own gold rush in the 1850s, during the lull after the first round of the Maori Wars.  The greatest gold rush of all in terms of production was at Kalgoorlie in 1868, bringing a much-needed boost to the economy of West Australia.

The gold rushes transformed Australia.  Estimates of the people who arrived during the gold rushes vary, but somewhere between 500,000 and 600,000 men visited Australia during the decade after 1832 to search for gold.  Many of them returned to their homelands when the gold was gone, or earlier when they fled in frustration at finding no nuggets, but many stayed on the continent.  Added to the continued shipments of convicts and free settlers, they produced a vibrant set of colonies.  The flood of gold introduced a genuine currency into Australia, which had been sorely lacking before.  The crippling labour shortage which had plagued the early years of settlement was eliminated when the miners returned to the cities and stations, or established their own farms instead...

--

From: “The Eternal Friend: Gold Throughout The Ages”
(c) 1951 by Ranjan Atapattu
Resplendent Press
Colombo: People’s Kingdom of Ceylon

Few countries found gold a greater friend than Australia.  Gold found Australia a rabble of paupers and left it in thriving opulence.  It also brought three major social changes to the developing nation...

Before the gold rush, rural Australia had been a “squatocracy” of thinly-populated vast acreages of barely-tamed bush claimed by a few elite free settlers, supported by an army of barely-above-slave convicts.  The squatters worked fist in glove with the police and military agencies, despite having no legal title to the land even in European eyes, let alone that of the dispossessed natives.  The handful of paroled convicts or poorer free settlers could not compete with the power of the squatocrats.  The population pressure of the gold rush changed that, with hundreds of thousands of new Australians clamouring for land and with freshly-claimed wealth dug from the same soil they now wished to plough.  Unable to resist the pressure, the squatocracy collapsed as an institution, with land seized or bought by free farmers, although farms remained larger than in most other places because of the marginality of the soil and sparseness of the water.

The second social change the gold rush brought to Australia was the introduction of non-European immigrants.  Before the world heard the call of Australia’s eternal friend, the only immigrants had been those of Anglo-Celtic descent: British and Irish settlers and convicts, and a few American and New Englander whalers and sealers.  The native Koori [10] had been marginalised from early on, and many of the newcomers expected them to die out from introduced diseases within a few generations.  A few of the early Australians had referred to the continent as “white man’s country”, although they were rarely this well-articulated, usually being expressed more in a provincial, xenophobic attitude toward anyone who looked different or who could not speak English.  The gold rush changed all this, too.  People poured in from across the world - many more British and Irish, Americans, and New Englanders, but also a slew of people from across Europe, such as French, Germans, Poles, Italians and Russians.  For the first time in centuries, Australia now saw Asian visitors, with tens of thousands of mainly Chinese immigrants pouring into the country.  Though often spurned or excluded from mainstream society, they were now part of the developing nation...

Of all the changes wrought in Australia, the greatest was its contribution to ending convict transportation.  The barbaric practice of shipping petty criminals to a distant land had been despised in Britain even before the gold rush, but the discovery of the yellow metal ended it.  The convicts would find that gold was indeed their eternal friend.  The experiment of Australia as a prison-continent became hopeless with so many people flooding the area.  Transportation had been intended as a deterrent, but the vision of Australia as a warm paradise had weakened this effect, and the visions of gold ended it.  The sheer number of people and ships also meant that sustaining the most-settled parts of Australia as a prison could no longer be tolerated.  The newly-arrived settlers did not want the stigma.  Transportation to New South Wales barely resumed even after the end of the War of 1833, and was officially ended in 1840.  It would linger on in the non-gold-producing regions of Australia for a while longer – Van Diemen’s Land never saw a gold rush, and thus became the target for the unfortunate Irish Catholics transported after the 1833 rising.  Bereft of labour, and separated from the eastern colonies, West Australia called on transportation for a while longer, until the river of gold unearthed in Kalgoorlie washed clean the convict stain from there as well [11]...

--

From: “Land of Hope and Glory: The Complete History of Australia, 1788-1948”
Excerpts contained in “Volume 1: From Convicts to Kings, 1788-1882”
(c) 1953 by Prof. Gilbert Elgar
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney

Chapter 12: Lords of the Land

The first calls for independence in Australia came fast on the heels of the gold rush; the New South Wales Legislative Council suggested self-government and autonomy in 1835.  These calls would be long before being answered (see Chapter 21), but they did draw the notice of London, who had learned from the mistakes of the Revolutionary War [12] and were prepared to be more flexible in responding to concerns in their settler colonies.  New South Wales obtained a form of self-government through a duly elected Legislative Assembly [13] in 1840, the same year that transportation was ended.  A measure of self-government was granted to Liverpool as part of the colony of Macquarie a few years later, followed quickly by Van Diemen’s Land and the new colony of Kingsland carved out of northern New South Wales.  But their self-government often had its limits...

One of the more ironic effects of the drive for self-government was the establishment of an institution which many Australians did not want, and would not have supported on their own, but which was granted precisely because the government in London did not wish to interfere too much with what it perceived as the wishes of the Australian people for autonomy.  In 1850, two prominent New South Welshmen, William Wentworth and James Macarthur, took the step of travelling to London to request the establishment of a hereditary colonial aristocracy [14].  Their motives were mixed: Wentworth may well have believed that recognised aristocrats would have had better success in negotiating with London on colonial issues, but he surely wanted to have his own title of nobility.  Macarthur’s reasons were clearer, as he had openly stated in New South Wales that he wanted to preserve the crumbling influence of the wealthy families.  Inspired by the success of the previous Canadian experiment, this request was granted, and the beginnings of an Australian aristocracy were created in the same year by an Act of Parliament.  Yet neither of the men who had proposed it were granted titles of nobility, much to Macarthur’s chagrin...

Despite the potential for granting titles of nobility across Australia, the institution was viewed with skepticism by the convicts and their freed countrymen, particularly those of Irish descent.  The aristocracy only became established in those areas which were relatively convict-free and mostly Protestant, such as Macquarie (particularly in Liverpool itself), South Australia, and New Zealand.  Attitudes have softened to a degree since this time, but to this day most hereditary Australian nobles are from the same three provinces [15].

--

Taken from: “McGuire Atlas of Australian Military History”
By Dr AJ Harrison (chief editor)
(c) 1946 Unwin Publishing Company: Liverpool, Australia
Used with permission.

Introduction

Australia’s armed forces have a brief (by world standards) but distinguished history.  From the earliest conflict by units which were recognisably Australian, the seizure of New Caledonia in 1834, down to the present day where her armed forces are deployed on five continents, Australia has had military men and women who have served their country well.  Their history began even before Australia became a nation, with New South Wales volunteers annexing New Caledonia and colonial regiments who defeated New Zealand’s Maori, to the forces from New South Wales and Macquarie who broke the [Indian] Mutiny, and the independent Kingslander settlers who annexed New Guinea in 1872 [16].  And it was only a couple of years after Federation when Australian troops would be called on to support the mother country once again...

--

From: “Land of Hope and Glory: The Complete History of Australia, 1788-1948”
Excerpts contained in “Volume 1: From Convicts to Kings, 1788-1882”
(c) 1953 by Prof. Gilbert Elgar
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney

Chapter 22: Federation and Argumentation

The voices calling for the unification of the colonies had a number of reasons for wanting federation.  Military considerations were commonly cited, with the desire to create a unified army and navy to defend the nation from the feared colonial powers in the north, with French recolonialism often cited, or the frequent but irrational fear that the Russians would invade Australia.  More astute observers noted that the Germans had deployed considerable forces in the Far East, and while they were currently friendly, there should be preparation in case Anglo-German relations ever turned sour.  All the colonies were more or less united on the need for a common military, and it became a commonly held value long before Federation was ratified.

The second major consideration for Federation was for a unified economy.  This had become a significant hindrance in Australia, particularly with internal tariff barriers hindering the industrialists, and with no inter-colonial willingness to develop common railroads and roads to benefit commerce.  The benefits of a common currency were also recognised to be invaluable.  Thus, while there was some minor grumbling in those sectors which would lose out through the abolition of tariff barriers, most people recognised the economic benefits of Federation.

The third major consideration which drove Federation was the adoption of a common immigration policy.  However, while the colonies agreed on the need for a collective policy, they disagreed on what that policy should be.  The positions on immigration were largely a measure of one’s social level.  Most of the working classes wanted to exclude immigrants, particularly Asian immigrants, for fear that they would work for cheaper wages than native-born whites.  For precisely the same reason, most of Australia’s landowners and industrialists wanted open access for migrants.  This was particularly true in Kingsland, where nearly all of the people wanted continued access to “coolies” who were the foundation of that colony’s sugar cane and fruit industries [17].  There was also a lingering fear that West Australia would try to reinstitute transportation to develop some of its northern settlements, which in practice meant that the freed convicts could move anywhere within Australia, something which the eastern colonies found abhorrent.  The arguments continued on both sides right until the eve of Federation, but the decisive position was that Britain wanted free movement of British subjects within the Empire, and thus no overt immigration restrictions were set as part of Federation, despite the wishes of many within Australia [18]...

The unification of the colonies required addressing considerable differences in attitudes.  One of these was quite politically significant, with New Zealand refusing to join unless the native Maori were included both in participation in politics and in setting the province’s representation within the federal parliament.  This brought about a grudging inclusion of the indigenous populations of the mainland, including their representation in the census, as part of Federation, a move which meant little at the time but which would have considerable import during the twentieth century.  The other varied attitudes did not prevent the unification, but presented a considerable challenge to King George when he arrived to become Australia’s first monarch.  He had eight provinces to bind together, particularly the eight leading cities of those provinces.  He had to hold together crass but cosmopolitan Sydney, Anglican and aristocratic Liverpool, pious Adelaide, hedonistic Stirling, arch-conservative Hobart, independent-minded Richmond, progressive Eden, and precarious, storm-battered Palmerston.  And scarcely had Australia become a kingdom when it became embroiled in a wide-ranging overseas war...

--

From: “Classics of Australian Literature”
(c) 1947 Prof. Jeremy Alexander (ed.)
Hobson University
Eden, Kingdom of Australia.
Eagle Publishing Company: Eden.  Used with permission

William Charles Wentworth was one of Australia’s first great native-born sons, born on the seas between New South Wales and Norfolk Island, and an early voice of the people of New South Wales.  His contributions to society are too many to list, but among the most intriguing is his early poem, “Australasia”, written as an entry for the Old Cambridge chancellor’s gold medal, which it duly won [19].  Despite this success, it was quickly forgotten in Britain, but quoted for much longer in the Australian colonies.  In contemporary times, it has been revived, particularly the second verse where decadent Britain slides into ignominy while Australia becomes ascendant, which is often regarded as prophetic:

“And, O Britannia! shouldst thou cease to ride
Despotic Empress of old Ocean’s tide;—
Should thy tam’d Lion—spent his former might—
No longer roar, the terror of the fight;—
Should e’er arrive that dark, disastrous hour,
When, bow’d by luxury, thou yield’st to power;—
When thou, no longer freest of the free,
To some proud victor bend’st the vanquished knee;—
May all thy glories in another sphere
Relume, and shine more brightly still than here:
May this—thy last-born infant—then arise,
To glad thy heart, and greet thy parent eyes;
And Australasia float, with flag unfurl’d,
A new Britannia in another world!”

--

[1] Elgar is slightly incorrect here; Blaxland et al. didn’t make it all the way across the Blue Mountains either in OTL or ITTL.  The first white man to glimpse the “sea of grass”, as far as I can find out, was George Evans, a surveyor who mapped the route as far as OTL Bathurst.

[2] Something which Macquarie worried about even in OTL (about the American South, rather than all of the USA), and which he would be more worried about ATL, as he watched the beginning expansion of a hostile USA.

[3] A relative handful (2-3,000) additional free settlers showed up before 1825 ITTL, who would otherwise have gone to the USA.  These didn’t really dilute the Exclusives as Macquarie intended; they just created additional demand for convict labour (which was supplied).  But they did boost Australia’s population, including bringing across one Irishman who would be important a few years later.

[4] This was a year earlier than in OTL, due to more colonists pressing into the Australian hinterland.

[5] Governor Charles Lennox, 4th Duke of Richmond and Lennox, who in OTL ended up in Canada, got bitten by a fox and died of rabies, here ends up in New South Wales replacing Governor Macquarie after 1821 [20].

[6] In OTL, Governor Brisbane rejected this proposal.  It is approved ITTL.

[7] Approval was granted a year earlier than in OTL.

[8] Irish in the USA in the 1830s weren’t actually treated badly, but the rumours were enough to send a proportion of the Irish emigrants to Canada, South Africa, Argentina and Australia instead.

[9] This number of immigrants is considerably lower than in OTL, where 370,000 immigrants arrived in Australia in 1852 alone (the peak year).  The lesser transportation technology and the distraction of war means that the Australian gold rush is more spaced out over a number of years, although there will be slightly higher numbers of migrants overall.

[10] In OTL, Koori is a collective name for many of the indigenous Australians of New South Wales and Victoria.  ITTL, it has been adopted as the preferred name for the indigenous peoples of the Australian mainland (excluding Torres Strait Islanders), although many ATL authors still use the older (and occasionally considered offensive) term Aborigine.

[11] Atapattu is mistaken here; transportation to West Australia ended in 1859, and had been limited in the five years before that.  On a more general note about transportation: penal reform in the UK took longer than OTL, due to the delay of the Liberals taking office, and this meant that while the overall numbers of convicts were reduced compared to OTL, there were more in West Australia when it was the sole target of transportation, which built up this colony correspondingly much faster than OTL.

[12] i.e. the American War of Independence

[13] The Legislative Council had previously been appointed by the governor to advise the governor.  This had obvious effects on its composition and recommendations.

[14] Wentworth and Macarthur made a similar proposal in 1852 in OTL.

[15] Members of the Australian House of Lords after Kingdom status who are from the other provinces tend to become life peers only.

[16] ITTL, the Dutch never took possession of New Guinea.  They were considering it in 1828 when fears of Belgian revolution kept them busy at home.  Afterwards, they were generally too busy with European concerns and then focusing northward on Siam and China.  By the 1860s, there was enough Australian involvement that the Dutch deemed that any attempt to annex the generally unproductive territory (from a European point of view) would risk unnecessarily antagonising Britain.

[17] ITTL, the system of using “kanakas” in de facto slavery was never allowed to develop in Kingsland, due to the greater distrust of anything that could be called slavery.  Instead, lower-caste migrants from India filled those roles, and excluding them would have disastrous economic implications for Kingsland agriculture.

[18] There are a number of differences from OTL which (narrowly) keep immigration restrictions out of Federation.  The first is the already-mentioned greater strength of industry ITTL, which has developed quicker in an Australia with a greater population and which had this population a generation earlier (during the 1840s) when shipping from Britain was still quite expensive.  The industrialists press strongly for continued open immigration.  The second difference is that the labour union movement has been (relatively) short-circuited in Australia, which never had the same labour shortage after the 1830s which made the movements so strong in Australia.  (There are still unions, but they have far less power than OTL).  This eliminated much of the OTL union advocacy for immigration restrictions.  The third difference is that overt racism has become discredited earlier ITTL, at least within the British Empire, with the living example of a powerful country with institutionalised racism.  This weakened, although by no means eliminated, the racial attitudes which were the other major reason for immigration restrictions in OTL.

[19] In OTL, Wentworth’s entry placed second.  Butterflies have kept the OTL winner from entering Cambridge ITTL.

[20] For those not familiar with OTL Australian history, Lachlan Macquarie was one of the early governors who was an excellent administrator but who had a habit of getting everything named after him.  I think it’s reasonable that he would get a colony named after him here; he didn’t so much blow his own trumpet as play his own orchestra.

--

Decades of Darkness #81: Riding the Dragon

13 February 1884
Paris, French Empire

Marshal Francois Canrobert had never had much use for anyone bearing the name of Bonaparte, particularly one so vainglorious as Napoleon IV.  “We shall ride the dragon to victory,” Canrobert murmured, repeating the Emperor’s phrase of the previous day, then he snorted.  “That will just get us eaten by the dragon.  It is magnificent, but it is not war.”

There was no good reason to go to war over Aragon.  The country had been of no use to anybody since its creation, and occupying it only meant French troops tied down in good guerrilla country, as had happened in 1808, and as was happening now to the Americans in Mexico.  It was not worth an invasion in the first place, and certainly not worth fighting another Great Power for the dubious privilege of keeping it.

Worse, Napoleon IV, that triumph of the taxidermist’s art, had chosen the wrong allies.  He had sealed a pact with Russia, which had last won a war in 1814, and then mostly through the first Bonaparte’s foolhardiness in marching to Moscow.  Canrobert doubted the Germans would repeat that blunder.  Napoleon’s other chosen ally, Spain, would do very little in the war, Canrobert judged, except try to squeeze their border provinces back from Portugal.  Even Italy would be of more use, and that mostly because they could threaten the Austrians, but the Italians had not yet agreed to any alliance.  When set aside Germany, who had never lost a war, and the world’s largest empire, these seemed of little use.

Worst of all, Napoleon IV would not trust his marshals, would not trust Canrobert, to do their duty as soldiers.  Even if this war was a fool’s glory, Canrobert thought he could achieve some useful success against Germany.  A push through the Netherlands seemed ideal; there were local French-speakers who surely still chafed at being under German rule.  A solid occupation of those provinces might well persuade the Netherlands, the most distinct of the German states, to seek terms.  A strike into Alsace or Bern, where many still remembered life before the Germans, could produce similar gains.  Combined with Russian offensives into East Prussia and Hungary, and a solid defensive front elsewhere on France’s borders, that might produce useful negotiation terms.  A long war would be foolish.

Yet Napoleon IV wanted no such plan.  He had accepted Canrobert’s suggestions – and then turned them into diversionary thrusts, while the main forces of France would be ordered to strike through the Rhineland, crossing the Rhine itself near Mainz, and then pushing on to Frankfurt.  That plan was sheerest folly.  A strike like that would fall short of the German capital and become bogged down in defending against thrusts from both sides.

“I will have no part of it,” Canrobert murmured.  He decided, then, that he would not accept the command of Napoleon IV’s vainly named “Army of the Rhine.”  Much as he loved his country, he would rather another performed that task.  If Napoleon IV was willing, Canrobert would lead the “diversionary” thrust into the Netherlands, the Army of the Somme.  Maybe he could ensure that the name of that river did not become eponymous with bloodshed, as surely awaited the Rhine after this war was done.

--

29 March 1884
Metz, French Empire

“Sons of France, I am Napoleon Bonaparte.  I see a whole army of my countrymen here, in defiance of tyranny, in defence of liberty.  Powerful and resourceful enemies have banded together to make war upon France; they have treacherously violated the long-standing peace between us.  They have challenged us to defend the honour of France.  Do you accept that challenge?”

A roar went up from thousands of throats.

Napoleon IV said, “Then we face the arduous days that life before us in the warm courage of national unity, in the élan of comradeship.  The people of France have not failed, and will not fail.  They have asked for discipline and direction under leadership, and I – we – are the present instrument of their wishes.  War lies before us, the glory of France is ours to uphold.  But in that task, we have nothing to fear but fear itself [1].  If we are steady, if we are strong, we shall prevail.”

He drew his sword, and swept it forward in a grand gesture toward the north-east.  “To Germany and beyond!”

--

7 April 1884
Saarbrücken, German Reich (French-occupied)

Marshal Pierre Bazaine raised his glass in salute.  “To the Emperor!”  At first, he had regretted Napoleon’s assumption of personal command, and the whole strategy, but who could argue with the results?  The Army of the Somme had pressed into the Netherlands, drawing a disproportionate number of German troops to that front, while the Army of the Aar had beseiged Strasbourg before the Germans had rushed more of their army to defend that city.  They had committed too many of their soldiers to those fronts, and they would not find it easy to disengage.  And now the Army of the Rhine had entered Germany, marching toward Frankfurt.

--

18 April 1884
Mainz, German Reich

Even from the very edge of Mainz, Sergeant Jean-Louis Béart felt the town rock when the powder magazine, the Pulverturm, exploded.  He smiled.  Infiltration had been easy.  Now the damage would be extensive.  More importantly, it would deprive the German forces outside the town of their main supply of ammunition.  A mighty blow struck in the battle for Mainz, and before the armies had even exchanged a shot.

--

Taken from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Mainz, Battle of (1884).  Most prominent of several historical battles fought at this strategic town, this was one of the major engagements of the Second Napoleonic Wars.  The French Army of the Rhine, under the personal command of Emperor Napoleon IV, met a combined force of Deutschleger and Prussian troops.  The Army of the Rhine successfully outflanked the defenders on 21 April, and entered the town on the following day as the Germans withdrew.  The battle cleared the way for the capture of the German capital, Frankfurt, and then to the Italian entry into the war on 29 April.

--

22 April 1884
Free City of Frankfurt,
German Reich

Even with the French Army only a brief march away, the streets of Frankfurt were in order.  Reichs Chancellor Otto von Bismarck nodded to himself.  He tried to imagine what would happen if the German Army had reached Paris; surely it would be chaos.  But the evacuation here was orderly enough.  The Reichstag and other government buildings were being methodically stripped of everything that could be carried away.  All the artwork, all the records of thirty-two years of German government and far longer as an independent city, and of course all of the treasury.

Everything had to be carried away; the railroads were fit for that purpose, even if they could not bring soldiers to defend in time.  Or maybe the army did not want to bring in soldiers; the reasons he had heard from the Deutschleger left him unconvinced.  But for now the Reich’s government would relocate to Munich.  And after that, well, he would have to see about after that.

--

27 April 1884
Free City of Frankfurt,
German Reich (French-occupied)

Napoleon IV remembered that his great-uncle had reportedly said, after Blucher struck at Waterloo, “If I made one mistake in my life, I should have burned Berlin.”  He would not repeat that mistake.

“Burn the Reichstag,” Napoleon IV declared.  “Then with fire purge every other monument that bears the mark of this accursed government.”  He laughed.  “I heard that the Indians in America used smoke signals to communicate between the tribes.  When flames in the Reichstag send their smoke to the heavens, we will send the Germans our own smoke signal: you have lost.”

--

[1] With apologies to FDR.

--

Decades of Darkness #82: The Spear of St. George

From: “No Place in the Sun: France From Great Power to Great Embarrassment”
(c) 1951, Prof. D. Bennett
Kingsland University
Kingsland University Press, Hampshire [OTL Southport, Queensland]
Kingdom of Australia

“To Moscow or perish” may well have been Napoleon I’s motto in 1812 [1], just as in 1884 Napoleon IV proclaimed, “Seize Frankfurt; seize the Reich.”  Both Bonapartes were obsessed with the capital cities, believing that to capture them would subdue their enemies.  And indeed, both Bonapartes succeeded in capturing their target capitals.  To be sure, the march to Moscow was much further than the march to Frankfurt, but military science, particularly defensive science, had advanced much during the intervening years.  What Napoleon I and Napoleon IV both failed to consider was the fairly basic question: “What if the enemy doesn’t surrender after losing his capital?”  Napoleon I conquered Moscow at the price of more than half of his army, and then lost the rest on the march home.  Napoleon IV captured Frankfurt, and only then learned the difference between capturing a city and defeating a nation...

--

6 April 1884
Nowra, Kingdom of Australia

The old days will never do in this new kingdom, King George thought.  The first thing he had found about Australia when he arrived was that most of the colonies had very little in common with old England.  The animals were different, the trees were strange and pungent, and even the sunlight was far harsher than any light which had ever shone on England’s shore.

Most of the Australians’ thoughts were new too.  They looked forward to a new century, not back to the last.  The exception was Liverpool, that thriving metropolis dominated by men who thought that they could create England intact on this new continent.  George had little use for such men.  With the separation of time and distance, he hoped to create a government and society much more liberal than anything which could be born in Great Britain.  Hence he lived in Nowra, where the new buildings for the national capital were slowly taking shape.  The government met in Liverpool while they waited for the new construction, but George had lived here ever since he completed his tour of all the provincial capitals in Australia [2].

Now, with war raging across Europe and, indeed, across the world, the government had come to visit him.  And some of the sentiments they uttered made him wonder if he had misjudged the mood of the people in Liverpool.

Prime Minister Lord Percy Kelvin said, “The Germans have seized Indochina, and the treaty ports that the French wrung out of the First Son [3].  Nothing stops them from using Formosa as a base to strike south as well as west, and deliver a blow to Napoleon’s ally.  Or the nips might try to grab more than just Guam.”

“You mean the Philippines,” King George said.

Lord Kelvin nodded.  “Bad enough that the Germans have the East Indies.  Letting them take the Philippines would mean they keep it.  We should seize them for Britain.  We have no shortage of volunteer regiments, our own navy, the Royal Navy squadrons in Sydney and Palmerston, and a convenient staging post at New Plymouth [OTL Rabaul, Papua New Guinea].  Why not drive out the Spanish?”

“The small matter that defence and foreign relations are the purview of the mother country.”

“If the wires are not liars, the Spanish have troops aiding the French against Germany [4].  Do you think Britain will complain if we weaken an enemy?  If we give Spain reason to abandon the war?  Approval is a telegram away, I’d expect.”

George considered, then said, “Consider the telegram sent.”

--

7 May 1884
Tananarive, Madagascar

King Radama II [5] sometimes wished that he would never again see another white man on the shores of Madagascar, but that was impossible.  They had come to the beloved fatherland time and again, first their landless pirates, then the uniformed pirates who claimed that because a government had given them their guns, that made them somehow not robbers.

Oh, Radama’s father had taken the British guns and made himself king of the entire island, but that did not make them any better.  The Europeans sent their missionaries and traders to make their own fortunes on this island, and then declared that they would deny the Malagasy the right to earn their own fortunes in the only way they could, shipping slaves from Africa to the Arabs.  The old king had announced the end of the slave trade, against his best wishes, because that was the price of British backing, but the practice had continued.  It had to continue.  How could it be otherwise?  The sheikhs wanted the labour, and someone would always supply it.

Radama’s mother had evicted the British more than forty years ago, to keep both their fortune-seekers and their anti-slave complaints off the island, but that just meant that other white men came here instead.  Radama had tolerated the Frenchmen, since they were not so obstructive as the British, and more of them came than any other, but so many other white men came.  Germans and New Englanders and Portuguese and Americans, some to quietly make money trading slaves, other to try to stop it, and all of them trying to convert his people to their strange god.  So far, Radama had played a careful balancing act, trying to ensure that no one kingdom of white men could dictate what he did, but the struggle became ever more difficult.

Now, it seemed that it might be over.  The pompous white man who awaited his pleasure had spoken to Radama’s friends at great length.  The British in nearby southern Africa had discovered diamonds and gold in the last few years, and that had pulled many, many settlers onto the continent.  With their great numbers there, they now looked to consolidate their presence elsewhere.  By which they meant conquer Madagascar.

Reluctantly, Radama nodded for the Englishman [6] Frederick Morton to be brought in.  Morton did not look like he would spend any time in introductions or polite courtesy, but Radama was used to speaking with white men by now.  He spoke in French, partly because that was his most fluent white man’s language, but mostly because he had learned that was the language that Englishmen most detested.  “You want the Merina [7] to become part of your British Empire.”

Morton said, “The world sees you as ruled by France.  We are at war with the French now.  We have been seizing the French colonies one by one.  Indochina has been seized.  Réunion and the Seychelles are now under British rule.  The last resistance in the Comoros is being quelled.  You can expect the French trading posts here to be attacked soon enough.  And once British forces are here, I doubt that they will want to leave.”

Radama said, “If you threaten war, you will receive war.”  One of the benefits of the wealth of the slave trafficking was that it allowed his people to purchase many of the European muskets.

“I don’t want war.  I want to spare your people war.  If you sign a treaty agreeing to British protection, we can help you evict the Frenchmen, and then war will be avoided.”

“If I give up my kingdom without war, then there will be no war, you mean,” Radama said.

“If there is war, you will lose,” Morton said.  “But the French are our enemies, not you.  I hope to help you against them.”

“You hope to conquer Madagascar, you mean,” Radama said.  “I have heard enough; you will leave me now.”

Morton started to speak, then stopped, which was wise of him.  Radama knew the dangers which came from killing white men, but he would do so if this one vexed him any more.  But as soon as Morton was gone, Radama summoned his war-men.  They had to be prepared for the British invasion.

--

Taken from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Oppenheim, Battle of (1884).  Major battle in the Second Napoleonic Wars, fought between Napoleon IV’s Army of the Rhine and the German Third Army.  The Third Army advanced from Mannheim toward the French supply lines at Mainz, forcing the Army of the Rhine to engage at Oppenheim.  The battle involved severe losses on both sides, and while it was a tactical draw, it ensured that the Army of the Rhine would be unable to push further into Germany.  The French forces withdrew along their supply lines while the Third Army did not pursue.

--

6 June 1884
HMS Titan
Straits of Dover

Petty Officer Herbert Brisbane’s ears still rang from the demonstration of British naval supremacy.  Titan might no longer be the most advanced British battleship [8] afloat, but her guns had been well-maintained.  Rumours racing through the ship whispered that it had been one of Titan’s guns which sank the Neptune [9], the pride of the French fleet.  Brisbane didn’t know whether to believe that, but he knew that she was sunk, along with most of the French fleet; the rest had fled.  The way was now open for the transport ships to unload their men onto French soil.

And once they were there, they would not be dislodged; they would only advance behind the French lines to complete the encirclement of the French Army of the Somme.  Brisbane was sure of that.  “The British Expeditionary Force will never be evacuated from Dunkirk,” he murmured.

--

[1] Although it turned out to be, “To Moscow and perish”.

[2] At this time, seven cities, Sydney , Liverpool [Melbourne, Victoria], Hobart, Eden [Auckland, New Zealand], Adelaide, Stirling [Perth, Western Australia] and Richmond [Brisbane, Queensland].  The Northern Territory has not yet been included as a province, nor has New Guinea, although settlement in Palmerston [Darwin] is considerably larger than in OTL.

[3] The “First Son of Christ”, also called “The Grandson of Heaven”, the Taiping Emperor of China.

[4] Which they do, but only a token contribution.

[5] Not the same person as OTL, but I would expect his parents (who were both born pre-POD) to choose the same name.

[6] Actually, a resident of the Cape, and he would be considered a South African, if that existed as a united name then.

[7] The ruling family of Madagascar.

[8] Titan is roughly equivalent to the Colossus class of OTL, with slightly better armour but lower speed, but launched four years earlier.  The increased competition with the USA, France and, to a lesser degree Russia, has pushed naval development faster than in our history.  The Titan class has been superseded by Marlborough class ships (roughly equivalent to the Victoria class), the first of which was launched in 1882, and also took part in this naval battle.

[9] French battleship of a class similar to the Hoche class, but with less of a top-heavy design.

--

Decades of Darkness Interlude #3: Bittersweet Kandy

Taken from:
Federal Intelligence Agency: The World Factbook – Ceylon (1953 edition)

Introduction

The Sinhalese arrived in Ceylon late in the 6th century BC, from the Indian subcontinent, conquering and largely displacing the original Veddic inhabitants.  Buddhism was introduced beginning in about the mid-third century BC, and a great civilization developed at the cities of Anuradhapura (kingdom from circa 200 BC to circa 1000 AD) and Polonnaruwa (from about 1070 to 1200 AD). In the 14th century, a South Indian dynasty seized power in the north and established a Tamil kingdom.  The island’s strategic location along the sea routes made it a target for European colonialism, and it was occupied in turn by the Portuguese, the Dutch and finally the British, who subdued the last native rulers of Kandy in 1815 and established the island as a crown colony.  The island was first granted limited self-rule in 1901, was made a Kingdom within the British Empire in 1920, and later became a People’s Kingdom as part of its incorporation into the Restored Empire.  Tensions between the Sinhalese majority and Tamil nationalists and separatists cause tension and occasional violence, particularly in the Tamil-dominated north of the island.

Geography
Location: Southern Asia, island in the Indian Ocean, south of Bharat
Area (including inland water): 65,610 sq km
Land boundaries: none
Coastline: 1,340 km
Maritime claims: territorial sea: 12 NM
Climate: tropical monsoon; northeast monsoon (December to March); southwest monsoon (June to October)
Terrain: mostly low, flat to rolling plain; mountains in south-central interior
Elevation extremes:
lowest point: Indian Ocean 0 m
highest point: Pidurutalagala 2,524 m
Natural resources: limestone, graphite, mineral sands, gems, phosphates, clay, hydropower
Land use: arable land: 13.86% 
permanent crops: 16.9% 
other: 69.24%
Natural hazards: occasional cyclones and tornadoes
Environment - current issues: deforestation; soil erosion; wildlife populations threatened by poaching; coastal degradation from mining activities and increased pollution
Geography - note: strategic location near major Indian Ocean sea routes

People
Population: 7,951,667 (June 1952 est.)
Nationality: noun: Ceylonese 
adjective: Ceylonese
Racial groups: Sinhalese 72%, Tamil 20%, White 2%, Other 6%
Religions: Buddhist 68%, Hindu 17%, Christian 10%, Muslim 5%
Languages: Sinhala (official), Tamil (official), English.  English is commonly used in government and commerce.
Literacy: definition: age 15 and over can read and write 
total population: 96% 
male: 98%
female: 94%

Government

Country name:
Conventional long form: People’s Kingdom of Ceylon
Conventional short form: Ceylon

Government type: socialistic parliamentary monarchy
Note: As a member kingdom of the RESTORED EMPIRE, foreign affairs, defence and some legal appeals are under the control of the imperial government.

Capital: Colombo
Administrative divisions: 7 provinces: Central, North Central, North Eastern, North Western, Southern, Uva, Western.
Independence: 29 February 1920 (Kingdom status)
National holiday: Parliament Day, 4 January.
Note: 29 February is also celebrated as a national holiday in leap years.
Legal system: a highly complex mixture of English common law, Roman-Dutch, Muslim, Sinhalese, and customary law
Suffrage: 18 years of age; universal

Executive branch: Chief of state: King of Ceylon JEREMY I (since 25 December 1948)
Head of government: Prime Minister Ranasinghe Jayewardene (since 12 July 1937)
Cabinet: appointed by the monarch on the recommendation of the prime minister after approval from the House of Commons
Elections: formally, each monarch must be elected (‘confirmed’) by the people of Ceylon, by receiving a majority vote in the affirmative in a special election.  No monarchical candidate has ever failed to receive a majority vote.  The monarch serves for life, however a constitutional provision requires a monarch to submit for a fresh election (‘re-confirmation’) if 10% of the electors sign a petition submitted to the House of Commons.  This provision has never been exercised.

Legislative branch:
Bicameral Parliament consists of the House of Lords (consists of 9 Lords of Session and a varying number of life peers, currently 56) and the House of Commons (111 members elected by popular vote to serve five-year terms unless the House is dissolved earlier).
Elections: House of Lords – none.
House of Commons: last held 12 July 1952 (next to be held by 12 July 1957)
Election results: House of Commons: National Socialist Party 78, Democrat-Earth Friend (coalition) 26, Lanka Freedom Party 2, Ceylon Muslim Congress 1, Jaffna Liberty 3, other 2.
Note: Jaffna Liberty members refuse to sit in the House of Commons despite election, until their agenda of autonomy for the Tamil provinces is recognised.

Judicial branch:
House of Lords (highest court of appeal; Lords of Session are appointed by the monarch for life); High Court of Ceylon.
Note: legal appeals can also be pursued to the Imperial government, either to the Imperial House of Lords or, rarely, the Privy Council.

International organisation participation: Council of Nations (since 1941), International Police Commission.

Diplomatic representation in the USA: Chief of Mission: Ambassador Junius Richard KUMARATUNGA
Diplomatic representation from the USA: Chief of Mission: Ambassador Carlos SANCHEZ NAVARRO

Flag description: yellow lion holding a sword on a dark red background, with a bo leaf in each corner, variously coloured green (upper left), saffron (upper right), black (lower left) and dark blue (lower right).

Economy

Economy - overview: Ceylon is a predominantly plantation-style agricultural economy, particularly as one of the world’s largest coffee producers [1].  Agricultural produce such as coffee, rubber, cinnamon and coconuts make up over 90% of exports.  Recent economic changes have included some development of light industry such as food processing and apparel.  Exports remain the primary driver for economic growth, and Ceylon is thus vulnerable to global conditions, and particularly to any fluctuations in Imperial demand.

Labor force: 3.67 million (1951 est.)
Unemployment rate: 7.1% (1952) 
Currency: Ceylonese rupee
Fiscal year: 1 July - 30 June

Military

Military branches: People’s Army, Royal Ceylonese Navy, Royal Ceylonese Sky Corps, People’s Police Force
Military manpower - military age: 17 years of age (1952 est.)
Military manpower - availability: males age 15-49: 2,067,433 (1952 est.) 
Military manpower - fit for military service: males age 15-49: 2,013,680 (1952 est.) 
Military manpower - reaching military age annually: males: 63,532 (1952 est.)

Transnational Issues:
An internal Ceylonese revolutionary organisation, the People’s Liberation Organisation (PLO), seeks independence for the northern and eastern, Tamil-dominated portions of the island.  The PLO has suspected links to the political party Jaffna Liberty, which however denies any commitment to violent means.  Both organisations are suspected of receiving funding and (for the PLO) occasional arms shipments from the BAW [2], which has been repeatedly officially denied.

--

[1] The coffee blight never struck Ceylon/Sri Lanka ITTL, and thus Ceylon remains a large producer of coffee rather than tea, which never became more than an experimental crop, and was largely abandoned in the late 19th century.

[2] The Bundesabteilungwissen, the German Federal Department of Information, which is the country’s main espionage agency.

--

Decades of Darkness #83: Smooth Operator

Here lies the last true son of Mexico,
Hunter and hunted, his fate legend,
Ashes grow cold, statues fall, mem’ry fades
Mexico shall be fatherless henceforth.

(Inscription on the tomb of General José Ramon Juarez, located on the Fisher estate, West Florida, United States of America.)

--

Excerpts from “A Jaguar’s Life: An Autobiography”
(c) 1894 By Captain James Fisher (ret.)
Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.

I’ve never had regrets about turning down General Mahan’s offer of a promotion to major as part of a transfer to command of training the regulars.  I’d rather be a captain in the Jaguars than a general in the Regulars.  The training I took up, and gladly, for I knew how much we would need men who could fight irregular battles.  Lining up on a battlefield is all very well, but it hopes that your opponents will do the same.  I knew better than that, even then.  Old Mexico had a lot of jungles and mountains.  Perfect country for the guerrilla tactics the Mexicans loved so well.  They’d done it to each other often enough, and soon they would try it on us.

Oh, we had advantages over them, to be sure.  We had the best guns that American money could buy, and we had Hoovers [1], and we had artillery.  We could muster food and supplies and manpower in a way the Mexicans could never hope to match.  But we weren’t fighting an enemy who would stand in place to die.  We were fighting men who would run if they were outnumbered, then come back two days later and kill soldiers in their sleep.

Regular soldiers will never catch an enemy like that.  Oh, they might get lucky now and then, and find a few unwary ones, but not the smart ones.  In wars like this, the regular soldiers’ job is to be seen, to patrol at some key points so that the people feel safe.  The job of catching them went to the irregulars, the Jaguars and the other scouts.  We didn’t lick the Apaches with parade soldiers, we did it with Jaguars and other irregulars, and even then we needed to convince some of their own to join us as scouts.  I doubted that the Mexicans would be as bad as the Apaches, man for man, since those Apaches were born knowing how to run through the desert, but there were a lot of Mexicans.  And I was right, too.  Really good men could hunt down the guerrillas, track their movements and force them into combat.  The problem was that we had only a few good men.

So I trained more of them.  I called in a few men I knew from the Jaguars, and a few more who’d gone back to the States [2].  I even hunted down José Martinez, who’d been so much help during the Pequeno Argumento [3], and he was quite happy to help.  At the time, there was only one regiment of Jaguars in existence, which the big men in the War Department wrote out as the First Light Infantry, and which everyone else on the planet knew as the Jaguars.  By the time I and the men with me had finished, there were four regiments.  The three new regiments weren’t quite up to the standards of the First, since they didn’t have the solid core of veteran noncoms who held it together, but they would do well enough [4].  Proper fights against guerrillas would quickly teach them anything our training missed...

When I got back to the States after the war was over, I found out how the newspapers talked about the “great generals” who led the “Mexican resistance”, and they thought that the campaign against the guerrillas was just us trying to track down these great generals.  That couldn’t be more wrong.  They named four of these generals: Diaz in the west [5], Zelaya in the jungles of Chiapas, Trujillo in Hidalgo, and a mysteriously unnamed general operating in the southern Sierra Madre.  At first I thought he was the same man as Zelaya, but he was quite different.

What the newspapers didn’t notice was that the “great generals” mostly had very little to do with the campaign.  The guerrillas operated in small groups, without a combined strategy except to strike at Americans wherever and whenever they could.  Capturing any one man wouldn’t do much against that sort of campaign.  What we needed to do was extend control over territory, bit by bit.  Build up local support, put the people with the right blood in charge, and let them defend their own territory.  That would slowly push the guerrillas to outlying areas, and then leave them nowhere to hide.  Only then could we finish the campaign, and only then could I go home to the country I had visited only briefly in the last twenty years.

So I built what I could with the locals, and made sure that the rest of the Jaguars did the same.  We used informers, we hunted out guerrillas, we captured them where we could, and killed them when we couldn’t, but that was only part of the struggle.  The main effort was to build a proper civilian government, where the blancos could be supported by their own Guardsmen, and bring an end to the occupation.  I didn’t have much to do with setting up those governments, but I noticed their efforts as, district by district, I was reassigned to new areas to help the Jaguars chase out more and more difficult bandits.  While the Jaguars did that, we started to catch the “great generals” one by one, when they had nowhere to run, but the newspapers got it backwards.  They thought that was the reason we gained control of most of old Mexico, when it was the result...

Most of the times during the middle of the Third Mexican War blur together a bit, but I remember one distraction, one incident in particular, sometime early in 1885.  I was on leave in Puerto Veracruz at the time.  Away from the fighting, but only a short train trip if I got called back for something important.  I was talking to José Martinez, who had still stayed around to help.

Martinez said, “Think we’ll end up back in Brazil again?”

I shrugged, I think.  It’s always hard to remember across so many years, but I think that’s what I did.  “Not many jungles or mountains where your folks are fighting.  But maybe.  If this campaign is ever over.”

“It’s nearly won,” Martinez said.  “Not quite, but time to think about the next war.”

“There’s always a next war,” I said.  “But for me, I wonder if I should be in it.  You know, I can barely remember what my father looks like.  I doubt anyone back in Terence would even know me if they saw me walking down the street.”

Martinez laughed.  “You wouldn’t walk down the street.  You’re a Jaguar, mano.  You’d probably jump from roof to roof.”

I laughed too, but I wondered how right he was.  Soldiering was all I knew.  If I ever left the army, what else would I do?  What else could I do?  “There will be a next war,” I said.

It was just then that we heard that the Yankees had joined the war against Napoleon.  That makes sense now – their new President wanted to make his mark, and he knew we were too busy in Mexico to look for trouble elsewhere – but at the time I wondered if that meant that the next war would involve me going somewhere north, not south.  I’ve never been to New England, but I doubted it would be a good place for a Jaguar to fight.  Too many men, not enough space.  The border up there is just one fort after another, too much artillery dug into firing pits.  Give me some trees and good cover and I can avoid artillery, but not in open ground like that.  I had suddenly found a reason to hope that the Mexican campaign went on for a long time…

We caught Trujillo in 1884, when the last parts of Hildago and Queretaro were brought under control.  I was in the jungles of Chiapas in 1885 and I finally ran Zelaya to ground.  That left only Diaz and “Mr Z” to track down, and we caught Diaz in 1886.  If the “great general” stories were right, that would mean the war was now three-quarters won.  It was closer to won than that, but thrusting home the last knife proved harder that I’d thought.  This last general, Mr Z, was a much better leader than the others.  Smarter, too.  No-one knew for sure who he was, although we had some suspicions.  The Sierra Madre should have been nicely peaceful in about 1884, with all the effort that got put there, and with plenty of locals onside, but he was a fine fighter.  He kept striking again and again, stirring up trouble and inspiring others to keep going.

If there was a great general amongst these guerrillas, then he was the one.  Half of the Jaguars were in Oaxaca and nearby, and they never tracked Mr Z to his lair.  He was damned good, and I don’t mind saying it [6].  He was good enough to kill José Martinez in an ambush, when Martinez was sent there late in 1885.  Martinez never got to see Brazil again, and that war would have to be won without him.  And after that, I made a promise to his memory.  I would find the one responsible for his death, and I would kill him.

I didn’t realise then how hard it would be...

--

3 May 1887
Washington Palace, Mexico City
Mexico Territory,
United States of America

Formally, General Edward Mahan could no longer dictate terms in Mexico City.  The city had been under civilian rule for nearly three years.  But he still had an office in the old Palacio Nacional, which had now been renamed to something more appropriate [7].  From here, he could command the operation over the ever-shrinking territory under military occupation.  The war had taken far, far longer and been much bloodier and more expensive than anyone in the United States had dreamed when it began, but he finally began to feel that the struggle was nearing its end.

The piece of paper on his desk might go a long way toward finishing that struggle, too.  The name of the most elusive guerrilla commander was a mystery no longer.  For that reason, he had ordered Captain Fisher – still just a captain, despite regular offers of promotion – to attend a meeting, ostensibly to discuss the progress of the anti-guerrilla campaign.  It was very rare that he had a chance to surprise the unofficial head of the Jaguars.

Fisher entered the office, and Mahan rose to salute first, as befit a winner of the Star of Honour.

“How fares the last hunt?” Mahan said.  There were a few other guerrilla bands to be rooted out, but only one major rebellion left that mattered.

“If I didn’t know better, I’d think that his name was Z-anguila [8],” Fisher said.

“It’s not,” Mahan said, and passed across the piece of paper.

Fisher’s eyes narrowed.  “Him?  His name came up a couple of times, but he’s a respected landowner.”

Mahan nodded.  Standing orders were not to antagonise the important Mexicans without solid reason.  If they turned against the United States, things would get very, very ugly.  “The man you’ve been tracking for so long is José Ramon Juarez,” Mahan said.

“Killed by his namesake,” Fisher said, which made no sense to Mahan.  Before he could ask about it, his adjutant knocked once then entered the office.

“Beg pardon, sir, but we have dire news from Columbia.  President Corbin died this morning of a heart attack.”

Mahan nodded, only half-surprised.  Word from the last couple of months had made him wonder, and the burden of presidential office was heavy, though no worse than that of commanding general in a war.  “Old Tom Silver won’t see the war’s end.”

“Does that mean we’ll see “Old Reliable” instead?” Fisher asked slyly.

Mahan pretended not to hear.  Fisher was sharp, sure enough.  Mahan had mused about seeking the presidential office once the war was done, and now he wondered more urgently.  Vice-President Richards was a non-entity chosen merely for his home state, but the Patriots would probably renominate him.  Would the Democrats want to oppose him with the successful conqueror of Mexico?  “Find Juarez and kill him, Captain.  If the President didn’t live to see it, at least we can dedicate the success to his memory.”  For that prospect to succeed, Mahan would have to ensure that the war was won in time.

--

16 January 1888
Near Copalillo, Oaxaca State [OTL Guerrero State]
Republic of Mexico (U.S. occupied)

“Twelve more dead chacals,” General Juarez said, pulling his teeth back into a smile.  The Americans had never stopped chasing him, but he would keep fighting as long as he drew breath.  He nodded to his second-in-command, Ernesto Obregón, who had been with Juarez both as quarry and falcon for the last two years.  “Time to scatter.”

The running was harder now.  Someone had revealed his name to the chacals last year, which meant that his old trick of getting two days away and then pretending to be a haciendado in transit no longer worked.  No matter.  He had scouted this ambush site, and noted the best escape route.  He would be gone long before the enemy could rally a pursuit.

Juarez’s breath grew laboured as he climbed up the hillside trail, so faint that only someone looking for it would find it.  He wasn’t as young as he once was, but then that was true of everyone.  He climbed up to the top of the ridge, and looked down on the vista of another valley.  It would do.  Yes, it would do, and the walking would be easier downhill.

He had taken only half a dozen steps beyond the top of the ridge when he heard the footsteps behind him.  There should be no-one here!

“Don’t turn around, General Juarez.”  The voice spoke Spanish, with a hint of Cuban accent.  And only one sort of Cuban was in Mexico these days.  “Put that rifle on the ground.  Slowly.  Then kick it away.”

“And let an unarmed man capture me?” Juarez said.

“No, you won’t trick me into firing a warning shot to prove it to you, and alert your friends,” the chacal said.  “If I have to fire a shot at you, it will be to kill.  I don’t want to shoot such a worthy adversary in the back, but if you want it that way, then that’s how you’ll have it.”

Juarez considered, then obeyed.  Only then did he turn around, every so slowly.  The chacal did not order him to stop.  When he turned, Juarez saw a man holding a Spencer carbine pointed right at him.  A man of normal height, but with sun-bronzed skin to match any Mexican.  He had to be a chacal, though.  “Captain Fisher, I presume?”

Fisher barked a laugh.  “If you weren’t so smart, I’d have caught you long past.”

Juarez said, “And you are so sure you have caught me now?”

Fisher said, “Yes.  I pity the poor men who died here, and in the last two times I tried this, but this time you’re caught.  You expected that any Americans nearby would rush to aid them.  Well, the last time you took a different route to what I expected, and the time before that you had men with you.  Not this time.”

Juarez realised he was breathing heavily, even given the mountain air.  “Caught to go before one of your trials as a bandido and hung like a criminal for the terrible crime of defending my nation?”

Fisher paused, and though Juarez could scarcely credit it, the man’s eyes glistened.  “I’ve fought against Cubans and Costa Ricans and Venezuelans and Apaches and Mexicans and God only remembers how many others in my lifetime.  And I swear, I have never known an opponent like you.  A soldier’s death is the least you deserve.”  He gestured, and Juarez got another shock to see another soldier emerge from behind a rock, wearing the sign of the cross.  “If you wish to make your last confession, you may do so.”

“You bring a genuine priest here?” Juarez said disbelievingly.

“We have our chaplains in the Army,” Fisher said.  “Confess what you will, General.  Don’t try to run, or you’ll find out how well I can shoot.”

Juarez bowed his head and confessed to the priest, who listened, then anointed his head with the sign of the cross.  “Per istam sanctam unctionem, indulgeat tibi Dominus quidquid deliquisti, Amen.”  Then the priest backed away, well away down the slope.

Juarez stood.  He knew what was coming, and he knew enough of Fisher’s reputation to realise that running would be futile.

Fisher said, “You are the last Mexican, General Juarez.  After your death, the last part of this land will fall under the administration of the United States.  But it could never happen while you lived.  You shall die a soldier, and a legend.  My orders are to capture you alive, for all your knowledge of other guerrilla leaders, but there are none of them who could compare to you.  Someday, I may write the story of my life, but this is one secret that I, too, shall take to the grave.”  He spared a glance at the priest who was still heading down the slope.  “He has agreed to record this in the annals of the Vatican, not to be released for one hundred years.”

He took a deep breath.  “Goodbye, General.”

The rifle barked, once, twice, but Juarez never heard the third shot.

--

[1] ATL Gatling guns.

[2] “The States”, in ATL American terms, generally refers to the long-established states within the USA, not the Territories or recently acquired areas, even when states, where there is some potential for conflict.  By 1882, in the time Fisher referred to, “the States” referred more or less to the all of OTL USA which remained in American hands, plus the “first tier” of Mexican states from Sonora to Tamaulipas, and the Cubas and the more long-held Caribbean islands.

[3] The “Little Argument”; an undeclared border war between Venezuela and Brazil over the disputed border territories during the mid-1870s.  It came to an abrupt end in 1877 when Venezuela signed the Bogotá Pact with Colombia, Costa Rica and the United Kingdom.

[4] The difference between the Jaguar’s “First” regiment and the others would persist for a long time; even in the 1950s the First Jaguars called itself the “best of the best”.

[5] The former Mexican president and general, Manuel Diaz.

[6] Fisher would have no problems saying that Mexicans could produce people of quality, despite the current racial theories in the USA, because he could just assume that this general had white blood.

[7] The USA leaves a lot of names the same when it annexes Mexico, not wanting to antagonise the upper classes, but keeping something called the “National Palace” is not going to happen.

[8] “Anguila” is Spanish for eel.

--

Decades of Darkness #84a: That’s Freedom

5 May 1884,
Near Piacenza, Romagna Province
Kingdom of Italy

From his hilltop vantage point, the breadth of the River Po stretched out beneath Marshal Giuseppe Verdi’s gaze, with the Padanian plains beyond.  The Austrians would have no mountains to hide in within Lombardy.  Ideal territory for an assault, if the river could be bridged.

“And bridged it will be,” Verdi said.  The Germans were not the only ones who had learned how to make military plans, and how to prepare for upcoming wars.  Ever since the end of the war of unification, it had been obvious to any Italian military thinker where the main target was.  Lombardy loomed large, and that required both an engineers corps to secure bridgeheads, and well-trained troops to exploit the crossing.  Both of them had been prepared, and now, at long last, the time drew near to fulfill Plan XVII and liberate Lombardy.  His Army of the Po was poised to cross the eponymous river and strike northwest toward Milan, while the Army of the Ticino was deployed to cross its own river and push east to complete the encirclement of that city.  Another army waited to drive into the east of Lombardy.

“Ai, Lombardy, Italy will be whole,” Verdi murmured.  He would love to hear the songs that would be sung once that great task was achieved.

--

Taken from: “Thomson’s Illustrated Guide to the Second Napoleonic Wars”
(c) 1950, Prof. D. Kohlhoff
Clinton University
De Witt Press, Rochester, Niagara, New England

Chapter 7: Stroke on Stroke: The Italian Front

That the Italians planned an attack on Lombardy surprised no-one; the vigour and efficiency with which the assault was carried out surprised almost everyone.  More than any other nation in Europe, the Italian military had learned the lessons of the Swiss and Italian War a generation before.  Their preparations were meticulous, and half a million Italian troops penetrated into Lombardy on the declaration of war.  The Ticino and Po Rivers were soon bridged, as two Italian armies drove on Milan, while the Army of the Adige drove on Verona, in a planned wheel which was intended to liberate most of Venetia after securing the course of the Adige River.

In keeping with their own military planning, the Austrian forces had made preparations for the Italian assault, particularly in fortifying the environs of Milan.  However, they did not have sufficient forces available to operate on all the threatened fronts, since they were already engaged with Russia and Serbia.  Milan was threatened within a week of the Italian attack, and large tracts of Lombardy between the Ticino and the Adige were occupied by the Italians in the initial assault, with the Army of the Adige reaching Lake Gardia and the outskirts of Verona before the Austrians could marshal forces for a response...

Crucially, Milan held out for over a month, bleeding the Army of the Ticino as they attempted to force control of the city.  While elements from the Army of the Ticino, and much of the Army of the Po, advanced beyond Milan, the threat at their rear prevented them from consolidating their further gains, with the Austrians successfully defending Como.  A further factor the Italian planning had neglected was the Austrian railway building in the previous few years [1].  The completion of the Brenner Pass Railway (in 1877) and St Gotthard Rail Tunnel (in 1880) proved to be vital in enabling the Austrians to hold Verona and to launch counter-attacks toward Milan and Mantova...

The Austrian superiority in artillery and logistical planning proved to be ultimately decisive in halting the Italian advance and then in driving the invaders out of Lombardy entirely.  While the initial Italian advance had been well-organised, their narrow failure to reach their objectives, particularly Milan, meant that their supplies were disorganised at crucial moments.  The power of Austro-German artillery also proved to be overwhelming in digging the Italians out of the hastily-erected defensive positions they created at various strongpoints in Lombardy.  These were sufficient to delay but not halt the Austrian advance.  The Po River became a significant barrier for three weeks, and the more fiercely-defended Ticino River was not successfully crossed in strength until 1885.  But by November 1884, the Po had been bridged, and the Austrian armies ground into Italy.  Advancing on a broad front, they secured Parma, Reggio and Modena, but Bologna successfully held out as the Italians established fortifications in the Apennines, and due to the onset of winter and difficulty with maintaining lines of supply in Italian territory, the Austrians halted their advance until spring...

--

3 March 1885
Passo della Cisa,
Kingdom of Italy

Captain Bruno Fermi had seen enough battlefields in the advance to, but not quite into Como, and the long bitter retreat back to the Apennines, to know that the coming storm was not one born of nature, but of the folly of man.  From his forested vantage, he could see the regiments of brown-clad Austrians blocking the pass.  They had reached this pass late last year, but neither side had attacked much since, preferring to focus on other fronts.  That had now changed.

The Austrians had deployed to face against the main Italian forces, dug in to Fermi’s left, but they were aware of the potential for a flank attack from the trees, and had their own defenders further forward, if Fermi planned to advance through them.  He didn’t need to.  He had overall command of the company of troops here, but his main role was to defend the four six-man crews and their strange heavy iron tubes and brass plates which the mules had dragged through the forest to this place.

“Are you sure this is near enough?” Fermi asked.  This entire plan had seemed futile to him.  He had seen mortars before, but they were huge iron monstrosities which weighed tonnes, not these lightweight tube contraptions which Zahra’s crews were assembling and mounting on the brass plates.

“Aye, sir.”  Zahra brimmed with confidence.  They had tested these weapons beforehand, of course, but Fermi knew all too well the difference between something that worked on the practice field and what worked in battle.

“Our troops are beginning to move,” one of Fermi’s soldiers announced.

“Then we’d better help them,” Zahra said, without waiting for Fermi’s order.  He didn’t need to, of course.

Four soldiers, one from each crew, dropped the oddly fin-shaped charge into the tube, then stood clear.  “Wide!” a gun crew member reported, as the crews raced to adjust the shots.

Fermi turned away them, surreptitiously glancing at his watch, then studied the battlefield.  The rounds had burst surprisingly near to the spiderwork of trenches the Austrians had dug.  The next rounds were closer, and then the mortar rounds started falling within the trenches themselves.  The explosions ripped craters out of the earth, breaking up the precision of the Austrian defensive lines.  And the troops were firing about six rounds a minute.  This new artillery was much faster and more effective than anything the Austrians possessed, except for their largest howitzers [2].

“About time we had some advantages,” he murmured.  “We may well dig them out of there.”  Indeed, by the day’s end, they had driven the Austrians several miles down the pass of La Cisa; the first great reversal that the Italian army had inflicted on their foes since the failure to capture Como.  It would, Fermi devoutly hoped, be the beginning of something much greater.

--

Taken from: “Thomson’s Illustrated Guide to the Second Napoleonic Wars”
(c) 1950, Prof. D. Kohlhoff
Clinton University
De Witt Press, Rochester, Niagara, New England

In 1885, the Austrians recommenced a drive into the Apennines, but the reformed Army of the Enza launched a surprise counter-offensive toward Parma.  This attack did not succeed in capturing the city, but it forced the Austrians to divert resources, and this stalled their already-difficult drive southward.  The Austrians resumed their attacks later in the year, but the Italian fortifications were well-constructed and courageously defended, sufficient to hold off the Austrians until events on other fronts began to impinge on the Italian theatre...

--

Taken from: “A History of the Italian-Speaking Peoples, Vol. 6.”
(c) 1946, Dr Marco Andreotti
University of Rome
Flower and Eagle Press
Rome, Republic of Italy

Alone of all the Axis powers, the nation of Italy could hold her head high at the end of the Lombardy War [3].  She had not gained the decisive victory she sought, but she successfully held the Austrians out of the core of Italian territory south of the Apennines, until peace was negotiated.  Italy was further granted generous terms at the war’s end, albeit at the expense of her former allies, and should thus have prospered after the war’s end.  Sadly, the same success in war would create worse problems for Italy in the next few years...

--

18 August 1884,
Gibraltar, British Empire

Sergeant John McInnis could not see any of the French or Spanish cruisers on blockade; they usually kept well clear of the Rock’s imposing guns.  But he knew they were out there.  There had been no resupply for nearly two months.  The Franco-Spanish artillery bombardment had continued intermittently for weeks, but there were no guns firing at the moment.  It hardly mattered.  The Axis aimed to starve the Rock into surrender, not take it by storm.  The occasional bombardments had knocked out a couple of the British guns, but most of them, including McInnis’s own, remained snugly fitted within their firing positions, with only firing slits required.

“Do we have any food left?” Private Carter murmured.

McInnis pretended not to hear; he knew when to comment and when to stay silent.  Rations had been reduced slightly, but he worried more about the water.  The rainwater catchments were more vulnerable than the artillery positions, and there had been precious little rain falling in the last few months anyway.  How much water did the reservoirs still hold?  There had been no word from higher up on that subject, not one.

“We still have food,” Private Anderson said.  “But I heard that none of the apes are left alive on the Rock.  The bombardment has killed off all of ‘em.”

Now McInnis did curse, ever so softly.  That part he had not heard.  If the apes had left the Rock, did that mean that the British would follow?

--

[1] This is not strictly correct.  The Italians were aware of the importance of the railways but assumed that they could seize Milan more rapidly and thus obtain defensible positions further into the Alps.

[2] The Italian experimental mortars require some conceptual leaps, and they haven’t got everything quite right, but I understand that mortars were readily manufacturable with approximately OTL 1885-90 metallurgical technology.

[3] Sometimes-used Italian name for their front during the Second Napoleonic Wars.

--

Decades of Darkness #84b: Don’t Look Back In Anger

“Divided we stand; united we fall: Spanish history from world empire to world embarrassment”
From a modern history lecture series delivered by Professor Josiah Menendez in 1928 at Abraham Lincoln University, Wilkinston, Republic of Greater Liberia

“The short version of these lectures can be delivered in two sentences.  In 1600, Spain controlled a united Iberia, much of Europe, almost all of the New World, and a vast trading empire in Africa and East Asia.  In 1900, Spain did not exist, its constituent parts in Iberia divided between three nations, with its world empire partly recovered by its successors but mostly devoured by other Powers.

“This history is easy to state, but leaves unanswered the question: why did Spain fall so far, and ultimately, why did it fall apart?  In one sense, no empire is immortal, and no Great Power will remain great forever.  This is a truism of which you are all well aware, given the troubled times we live in, and I am sure that you will join me in expressing the hope that the peace which has held for so long in Europe continues to withstand the strain.

“But to explain Spain’s fall, we need to look far deeper than the simple realisation that no nation can last forever.  The conventional explanation is that her imperial prominence inevitably attracted rivals, and that no single nation could withstand the Powers arrayed against it.  This was demonstrated even before 1600, with the defeat of the Spanish invasion of England, and the beginnings of the separation of the Netherlands.  Assuredly, there is some truth to this reasoning, for Spain’s pre-eminence in Europe was shattered by the ruinous wars of the seventeenth century, wars provoked in part due to her own eagerness to spread its influence, and in part by the rivalry from France and England who feared her wealth and power.

“Yet this explanation is far from complete.  Other empires had faced convergences of rivals in the past, and while this weakened their power, it did not usually end them as nations.  The other commonly-offered explanation is the influx of gold from the New World lead to catastrophic inflation and thus to the economic ruination of Spain, but again this view lacks persuasiveness.  Such causes could contribute to the loss of parts of the empire, but not the disintegration of the nation itself.

“No, the true cause for the fall of Spain lies in factors established long before 1600.  It is this simple reason: Spain never won the struggle between regionalism and centralism.  Iberia is a geographic entity, but Spain was never a coherent cultural and political entity.  The last time the peninsula had been fully unified was under the Visigoths, which ended nearly a millennium before.  The long struggle of the Reconquista encouraged regional identities to Aragon or Castile or Portugal or Navarre or Leon, identities which would persist long after the purpose of the reconquest was ended.  Attempts to encourage a Spanish identity were less than successful, and this was not an era when nationalism was the potent force it would be in later times [1].

“It could be said that the unification of Spain came too early, in an era where regional identities were far stronger than any national view, and these regional identities persisted.  The shift from a regional identity to a national identity is a difficult one, and often prone to backsliding even in the modern era.  The only other nation which achieved something comparable in this period was France, and that nation had the benefit of a long war with England to encourage at least some sense of nationalism.  Even with that, France would long struggle to overcome its regionalism.

“In the case of Spain, the “united nation” of 1600 in fact consisted of several strong independent-minded regional identities, particularly the Portuguese and the Catalans.  Portugal would soon regain its independence permanently, and the Catalans had a brief French-backed independence which was a sign of things to come.  Spain’s decline as a world power continued throughout the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, and the regional identities even with Spain persisted throughout this time...

“The nineteenth century saw a bitterly-divided Spain even after the supposed national triumph of the Peninsular War.  The repeated civil wars during this century demonstrated that the sense of regionalism had not been suppressed, and they allowed the more successful Powers to strip the last remnants of Spain’s empire.  This had no small consequences for own beloved Liberia, with so many of our people, including some of the students before me, tracing their heritage to the Second Exodus [2].  Ultimately, the regionalism triumphed with the restoration of Aragon, demonstration that the regional identities had persisted despite centuries of supposed unification.

“The last gasp of Spanish nationalism, and the final struggle between centralism and regionalism, was played out during the Aragonese War [3].  Spain believed it had one last opportunity to regain its unity, but the events of the war demonstrated how futile this hope was.  Spain’s military capacity had been decimated by the decades of intermittent civil wars, and it could not overcome the forces arrayed against it.  The long siege and ultimate capture of Gibraltar was hailed as a national triumph, but at a price which made victory only a more pleasant name for defeat.  More significant for Spain’s fortunes in the war were the British-backed partisans in Aragon who proved such a nuisance to the Spanish and French occupiers, demonstrating that a new Aragonese identity had been forged, and the destabilising British naval raids on ports throughout the country only added to the sense of failure in the war.

“Consider, for a moment, the final blow which announced the end of any hope of Spanish reunification.  Flushed with success after the capture of Gibraltar, Spain sought to negotiate the return of Galicia from Portugal [4], only to have some of her own officers start a war which she was not ready to fight.  Portugal called on her alliance with Brazil and the United States, two powers of the New World [5].  The threat of Brazil would have been seen as a hollow one, given that that nation was already engaged in war.  The prospect of war with the United States, a nation which had itself overcome the struggle between regionalism and centralism, should have ensured Spain never threatened Portugal.  Instead, she remained a member of the Axis and continued to fight for Aragon, and this blow epitomised Spain’s fall...

“Given this evident struggle between regionalism and centralism, another question arises, namely, how does centralism ever triumph?  The world today has two living examples that they can do so, namely Germany and the United States.  Both nations demonstrate, in different ways, how centralism can develop.  The United States shows one potential path for peaceful unification, with the individual identities of the states gradually subsumed under central control by a combination of the demands of foreign wars with the gradual intermeshing of internal commerce.  The latter requires uniformity, and that can only be achieved through centralisation.

“The case of Germany is the modern example of foreign pressure developing a sense of national identity, much as France was centuries earlier.  The German people developed a unity for themselves in the aftermath of the Napoleonic Wars, and the intermeshing of commerce played a part here too, but on its own terms it was insufficient to develop a unified national identity, since Germans continued to think of themselves as Prussians or Austrians or Dutch or Bavarians.  The common struggle against foreign powers in three major wars, however, forged a sense of “Germany first”.  If you asked the various peoples of Germany in 1850 what they considered themselves, they would generally respond “a Dutchman”, “a Prussian”, or “an Austrian”.  If you asked the same question in 1900, you would receive the answer of either “a Dutch German” or, often, “a German.”

“Why, then, if these nations could successfully overcome the barriers of regionalism, could Spain not do the same?  I believe that the answer lies in the advances of modern mass communications and widespread travel, which enhance a sense of national identity over regionalism.  If Spain had survived into the twentieth century and the introduction of the telegraph and the telephone [6] and the skyrider, then it is likely that it would now be centralising.  But the regionalism in Spain was too strong, and commenced too soon, so that even though some of these inventions were developed before Spain disintegrated, they came too late to hold her together.  The Iberian peninsula became divided between Portugal, Aragon and Castile, and the fall of Spain was complete.”

--

[1] Although TTL’s nationalism is not quite the same as OTL’s.

[2] Liberian name for the movement of former Spanish-speaking freed slaves and mulattos to Liberia from Cuba, Puerto Rico, and a few from Trinidad during the third quarter of the nineteenth century.

[3] Sometimes-used Spanish/Liberian name for the Second Napoleonic Wars.

[4] Perhaps not the world’s brightest move, but the Spanish government was not directly threatening war, just seeking to open negotiations.

[5] Britain was of course even more eager to support Portugal, but they were already at war with Spain.  This brought two additional powers into the war.

[6] Although the telephone is invented considerably post-POD, the fact that the same or similar names were devised for it independently in OTL means that I think it’s plausible that it will still be called a telephone ATL.

--

Decades of Darkness #84c: War and Pieces

“Defeat for the Tsar, victory for the people of Russia.”
- Mikhail Araslanevich Korsakov, first Chief Minister of the Duma (1886-1891), when asked why he referred to the Second Napoleonic Wars as a victory

--

Popular and Electoral Votes for President in 1884
From “1810-1910: A Century of New England Political History”
(c) 1912 by William H. Baldwin
Sandler Publishing Company, Long Island

The 1884 presidential elections marked the first time since 1850 where there were only two parties able to win the nation’s highest office.  It was already accepted that with the defection of most of their legislators during the debate over the Sixth Amendment, the Republicans were unable to attain national office.  The campaign was dominated by the struggle between the Federalists and Radicals to appeal to the former Republican voters.  Domestic issues continued to be of prime importance, particularly the increase in public spending, but foreign policy became a larger consideration with the reaction to the U.S. conquest of Mexico and the outbreak of the Second Napoleonic Wars in Europe.

The Federalist convention became extremely heated, with advocates for Arthur Strong, the long-serving Governor of Massachusetts who sought a second chance at the presidential office, arguing vociferously with the supporters of the veteran Senator Stephen Jay Gould [1] of Hudson.  Ultimately, Gould triumphed in large part because of the belief that his candidacy could deliver his home state, while no-one expected Massachusetts to vote Radical.  Bitter in defeat, Strong refused to accept the vice-presidential nomination and this fell to Cornelius Montgomery of New Hampshire.  The dispirited remnant of the Republicans chose former vice-president Dwight Parker of New Jersey as their candidate, believing that he carried more weight than any of their other choices, and the depth of their difficulties was revealed when they could not find any sitting Senators or Governors willing to put their name to the Republican ticket as vice-presidential candidate.  They finally settled on the articulate but extremely young Representative John Hunter from Long Island.  The Radicals had a slew of hopefuls wishing to follow in the footsteps of their greatest ever president, and again the ‘active’ faction triumphed, with reformist Governor Henry Gallinger of Niagara winning the presidential nomination, and the even more activist, anti-slavery, pro-temperance Senator Jacob Kyle of Rhode Island chosen as vice-presidential candidate.

The campaigning proved to be extremely vigorous, with the emergence of the first ‘ungentlemanly’ tactics.  Radical and Republican partisans (although not, it should be said, any of the candidates themselves) labelled Gould a “fossil” for his prematurely-aged white beard and bald pate.  Despite these labels, Gould proved to be a resilient, reassuring speaker, and he deliberately cultivated a fatherly image and stressed his long experience in government.  He was vaguer when it came to revealing policies, beyond pursuing a philosophy of “keeping New England prosperous and safe”.  Federalist partisans responded by labelling Gallinger “the stuffed ape” for his protruding jawline and (reported) hairy chest.  More than fifteen years Gould’s junior, Gallinger sought to create his own image of youthful dynamism and reform.  His speeches against the dominance of the elite are usually recognised as the first elements of populism in New England thought, but he also advocated preventing the expansion of “slavery and other forms of bondage” wherever they were found.  However, his extreme advocacy of immigrant’s rights caused some nativist sentiment to swing to the Federalists, and his running mate’s advocacy of temperance is also likely to have cost him more votes than it won.  Neither candidate openly stated any view on whether to join the Second Napoleonic Wars, probably because both expected that it would be necessary to do so, although Gould did denounce Napoleon IV’s burning of Frankfurt as a “barbaric act unworthy of the high civilisation which France has displayed in the past”.

              Popular Votes               Electoral Votes
State         Gou.      Par.    Gal.      Gou. Par. Gal.
Connecticut   68,927    13,198  64,521    10   0    0
Hudson        194,143   24,765  193,899   25   0    0
Long Island   87,745    72,616  142,207   0    0    18
Maine         70,727    2,727   62,559    10   0    0
Massachusetts 258,880   21,262  74,488    22   0    0
Michigan      99,596    46,478  185,913   0    0    21
New Brunswick 36,369    4,931   20,342    5    0    0
New Hampshire 38,993    3,979   36,606    6    0    0
New Jersey    41,825    74,558  65,466    0    12   0
Niagara       106,711   81,607  125,556   0    0    20
Nova Scotia   56,578    8,348   27,825    7    0    0
Rhode Island  20,081    1,868   24,751    0    0    5
Vermont       37,268    13,872  35,558    0    0    7
Total         1,117,843 370,209 1,059,691 85   12   71

While the electoral returns were extremely close, the popular vote favoured Gould, and he was thus inaugurated as the first Federalist president in three decades.  It also became clear that the Republican Party was doomed, as it had seen its popular vote collapse and it carried only one state, New Jersey.  Indeed, this would be the last election where the Republicans fielded a presidential candidate.

More surprising, however, was the announcement which President Gould made on his inauguration speech on 4 March: that he intended to “honour the alliance with Great Britain where she has twice come to our aid, and now we shall come to hers”.  The first combined New England-Canadian naval forces were dispatched within a week of Gould’s inauguration, and preparation for land forces followed...

--

6 November 1884,
Office of the German General Staff,
Berlin, Prussia [2],
German Reich

Field Marshal Helmuth Graf von Moltke had served long as head of the Prussian General Staff, and had developed a very good understanding with two successive Prussian Kaisers: he would ensure that the military was ready to carry out the tasks the civilian government expected, and in return they would not question decisions he made for military reasons.  With the awkward integration of the Prussian General Staff into the German General Staff, he now had to deal with interference from each of the three Kaisers, the lesser princes, especially the insistent King of Bavaria, and from the Diet.  So it was with a mixture of frustration and relief that he greeted the most powerful man in the Diet, and perhaps in all of Germany save for the Holy Roman Emperor, Reichs Chancellor Otto von Bismarck.  If Bismarck proved amenable, von Moltke would rather have him deal the requests from all the other political leaders, provided he left von Moltke free to organise the war as best it could be.  No war would be planned perfectly, of course, but a series of military options prepared and executed properly was the best way to secure a speedy and successful conclusion to the war.

Bismarck said, “Tell me, Field Marshal, do you wish for a speedy resolution to this war?”

Von Moltke offered a silent curse to all politicians who thought that they knew better than a trained soldier how best to conduct a campaign.  “The greatest good deed in war is the speedy ending of the war, and every means to that end, so long as it is not reprehensible, must remain open.”

Bismarck smiled and said, “Then I would ask how long you think that Russia can fight in this war.”

Von Moltke said, “Best to discuss that in front of a map.”

He waved the Reichs Chancellor over to the grand map of Europe, then worked his way down the map, starting with what he regarded as the most important front.  “Königsberg holding – though barely – was all Prussia needed to secure our front.  Though the fighting has been more severe than I expected, Warsaw will fall soon, I am sure of it.

“The Hungarians had more difficulty at first, of course, but the Carpathians made the Russian attack along the Danube predictable, and Budapest was never under serious threat.  With the Hungarian forces stiffened by the Deutschleger and Prussian contingents, they are making good ground toward Walachia and Bulgaria.  Serbia may yet prove more troublesome, but we can divert the main thrust of the attack toward Belgrade if necessary.

“The Russians still cannot quite capture Constantinople, despite besieging it for months.  The British can only supply it through a very long sea voyage, but so far it has held.  Of course, that is of only minor consequence to us, and Constantinople will mean little to Germany even if it falls.”

Bismarck shook his head.  “Whether it will affect the military situation on our fronts with Russia is indeed a question only you can answer, Field Marshal.  Assuredly, it affects the political outcome of the war.  Holding Constantinople is the Russians’ main aim from this war, and the Tsar will accept almost any number of defeats elsewhere if he believes he will hold the Straits of Constantinople after the war’s end.”

Von Moltke shrugged.  “In that case, Reichs Chancellor, I should mention that the British have a naval assault planned at” – he checked the map – “Gallipoli.  If that succeeds and they outflank the Russians in Thrace, they could chase them a very long way.  Perhaps until they meet up with the Hungarian Army, somewhere around Philippopolis.”

Bismarck said, “Our foes entire strategy spins on the Paris-St. Petersburg axis.  Break that axis, and the war is halfway won.

“I don’t follow,” von Moltke admitted, reluctantly.

“Russian goals are not the same as French ones.  Napoleon IV seeks prestige, more than anything else.  He cannot afford to give up this war unless and until he is utterly defeated.  Russia, on the other hand, seeks territory.  Constantinople most of all, and parts of Hungary and Galicia.  Once the Tsar is convinced that such success is not possible – particularly if it costs him territory – then he may well abandon the war.”

Von Moltke nodded.  “The Russians’ gravest mistake was coming to attack us.  They think that since they have not lost a war in centuries [3], they also can win here.  But they forgot that Russia’s biggest advantage is her size, letting her enemies come to her.  By attacking us, despite their advantage in numbers, they have brought the war onto our terms.”

“Show the Russians that they are losing ground,” Bismarck said.  “Win us as much of Poland as you can, and even Vilnius and Minsk if you think it militarily possible, and then... we will have won half the war.”

--

Extracts from “From Napoleon to Peter: International Relations in the Nineteenth Century (1789-1906)”
By Professor Andries Maritz
King Edward University
Retief [Pretoria], Kingdom of South Africa
(c) 1942 Pioneer Publishing Company: Retief.  Used with permission.

Chapter 22

However much Peter IV may have regretted abandoning the war, it was clear that he would receive no better terms than had been offered by Chancellor von Bismarck.  With the Prussians in Minsk, the Hungarians in Belgrade, the British and Turks in Bulgaria and too many of his soldiers in unmarked graves, he had no realistic hope of gaining any of his war aims.  He recognised the inevitable, conceding Poland, Lithuania and Bulgaria, and abandoned his cousin who would no longer hold the throne of Serbia, but von Bismarck had insisted that Russia be permitted to keep Wallachia and Moldavia [4], and that reparations would not be demanded.  This last was a prudent point, as Russian finances were extremely poor.

What none of the negotiators expected was that the announcement of the peace terms of the Treaty of Königsberg in August 1885 would provoke an attempted revolution within the month.  Peter IV now learned that constitutionality and democracy was coming to Russia, willingly or not...

--

[1] ATL brother of Jay Gould, the American railroad baron.

[2] Until the outbreak of the Second Napoleonic Wars, there was a separate General Staff for the Deutschleger, Prussia and the Netherlands.  (Austria has merged its Army, but not that of Hungary or Galicia or Croatia, with the Deutschleger.)  Lack of coordination between these offices was blamed for the fall of Frankfurt, and a new integrated office has been established, which is Prussian-dominated, and based in Berlin for the time being, since Frankfurt is no longer practical (although it has been liberated from French occupation).

[3] The Russians consider the Turkish War a draw.

[4] More precisely, he had realised that Russia would continue fighting rather than abandon Moldavia and Walachia, which they still mostly held.

--

Decades of Darkness #85: How Do I Live

“Time ripens all things, no man is born wise.”
- Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra, Spanish author

“Pray that you have only daughters.”
- Kaiser Willem IV of the Netherlands to his son, Crown Prince Willem, on hearing the casualty figures from the Battle of Roulers.

“Battlefields know no victors, except for ravens.”
- Attributed to Captain Bruno Fermi, Italian Army, as he then was (later Prime Minister of Italy)

--

Selected excerpts from: “Thomson’s Illustrated Guide to the Second Napoleonic Wars”
(c) 1950, Prof. D. Kohlhoff
Clinton University
De Witt Press, Rochester, Niagara, New England

Chapter 1: Timeline of the Second Napoleonic Wars

1884:

16 February:
France declares war on Germany.

17 February:
Britain declares war on France.
Russia declares war on Germany.

18 February:
Spain declares war on Germany and Britain.
Russia declares war on Britain and Turkey.

19 February:
Serbia declares war on Germany [1].
Montenegro declares war on Germany and Britain.

20 February:
Sweden and Denmark issue a joint declaration of neutrality.

21 February:
Greece declares neutrality.

26 February:
First elements of the French Army of the Aar enter Alsace.

27 February:
Russian forces in southern Bulgaria launch an invasion of Turkish Thrace.

29 February:
French Army of the Somme enters the southern Netherlands.

March-September:
Franco-Spanish siege of Gibraltar, involving regular artillery bombardments, brief night raids, and indecisive naval skirmishes between the Royal Navy and Spanish, French, and later Italian, naval forces.

March-November:
Russian siege of Constantinople, with their forces edging ever closer to the city, and simultaneous campaign on the Gallipoli Peninsula, where the British were eventually driven back to Eceabat.

1 March:
Russian forces invade East Prussia in a drive toward Königsberg and Danzig.

2 March:
Russian and Serbian forces invade Hungary, driving along the Danube with their target as Budapest.

3 March:
German Far Eastern Expeditionary Force seizes the Treaty Port of Shanghai, White China [2], to obtain the surrender of French forces there.

4 March:
Britain declares war on Serbia.

6 March:
Aragonese “government-in-exile” under King Carlos established in London and recognised by Britain and Germany as the legitimate government of that territory.

7 March:
Army of the Aar besieges Strasbourg, Alsace, Germany.

8 March:
French forces in Amoy, White China surrender to the German-backed forces of the White Emperor, the First Son of Christ.

Nippon declares war on Spain and France, but agrees to continued neutrality with Russia.

9 March:
Marshal Francois Canrobert declares victory in the Battle of Courtrai, Netherlands, Germany.

10-30 March:
Nipponese forces seize the Ladrone Islands [Marianas Islands] from Spain.

11 March:
Royal Marines invade the French possession of Réunion, Indian Ocean

16-17 March:
Indecisive Battle of Deinze (Netherlands, Germany) checks the Army of the Somme’s advance into the southern Netherlands.

17 March:
German Far Eastern Expeditionary Force seizes Saigon, French Indochina.

25-27 March:
German Fourth Army lifts the siege of Strasbourg as the Army of the Aar withdraws toward France.

29 March:
French Emperor Napoleon IV takes personal command of the Army of the Rhine which assembles at Metz, France.

2-24 April:
Royal Marines and other British forces capture the Seychelles, Indian Ocean, from France.

3 April:
German capture of Hanoi and surrender of last French forces in Indochina.

French Army of the Rhine captures Roulers, Netherlands.

9-24 April:
Australian and British forces gather at New Plymouth [Rabaul, New Britain, Papua New Guinea] in preparation for an attack on the Spanish Philippines.

15 April:
Army of the Rhine defeated at Ruddervoorde, Netherlands.  The French forces withdraw to establish defensive positions outside Roulers.

19-21 April:
Battle of Mainz ends with decisive French victory.

26 April:
Russian forces are stalled in their drive on the outskirts of Königsberg.

27-29 April:
French forces capture the German capital, Frankfurt, and burn the Reichstag and all other government buildings, although sparing the rest of the city.

28 April - 12 May:
Royal Marines and associated British forces seize control of the Comoros Islands from France.

29 April:
Italy declares war on Germany and Britain, although mobilisation had begun before war was declared.

2 May:
French Army of the Aar captures Sélestat, Alsace, Germany.

3-5 May:
Hungarian and German forces defeat Russian and Serbian forces at the Battle of Kecskemét.

5 May:
Australian First and Second Armies, supported by British Royal Marines and elements of the Royal Navy and Royal Australian Navy, invade the islands of Leyte and Mindanao in the southern Philippines.

6 May:
Italy launches a massive three-pronged invasion of Austrian Lombardy.

12 May:
Italian Army of the Ticino reaches the outskirts of Milan.

17 May - 2 July:
British forces (mostly from the South African colonies) capture Madagascar from French and native control.

23-26 May:
Battle of Oppenheim ends in a tactical draw, with neither German nor French forces in fighting condition afterward.

31 May - 1 June:
German Eighth Army defeats the Italian Army of the Adige on the outskirts of Verona, halting their wheel into Venetia.

5-6 June:
Battle of the Channel between Anglo-German and French navies results in the near-annihilation of the French Atlantic Fleet.

6-8 June:
British Expeditionary Force (consisting of British and Empire troops) capture Dunkirk, France, in preparation for a flanking thrust on the French Army of the Somme.  French forces do enough damage to the port facilities before withdrawing that it will not be useable for a further two weeks.

15-27 June:
Austrian forces successfully defend Como, Lombardy, culminating in the pushing back of Italian forces after German reinforcements arrive.

16 June:
Army of the Rhine, under the command of Napoleon IV, wins the Battle of Worms, but does not pursue the withdrawing Germans.

20 June:
Final Austrian forces in Milan surrender to the Italians.

21-24 June:
Dutch-German assault on the French trenches and fortifications outside Roulers marks three of the bloodiest days in the history of warfare, with combined casualties of approximately 90,000.  The Army of the Rhine withdraws southeast after the battle, avoiding the British forces threatening their southern and western flanks.

28 June:
Battered French Army of the Somme adopts new defensive positions west of Courtrai.  Severely mauled Dutch forces adopt positions of their own nearby but do not attempt a full-scale assault.

July-October:
German forces drive the Italians out of most of Lombardy, with the Italians establishing defensive lines across the River Ticino and the River Po.

6 July:
British forces liberate Menen, Netherlands.

10 July:
French drive on Strasbourg halted at Erstein.

12-16 July:
Army of the Somme abandons the Netherlands and returns to France, adopting a defensive position around Tourcoing.

27 July:
Australian and British forces land on Luzon Island, Philippines.

July 1884 - February 1885
Series of battles between British, German and French forces results in heavy casualties but no decisive victories.  The pressure from both fronts drives the French forces gradually back into France.

16 August:
Australian forces enter Manila.

17 September:
Frustrated with the failure to starve Gibraltar’s defenders into surrender, Spanish Marshal Lopez orders the “Ten Days” of continual artillery bombardment.

27 September - 2 October:
Spanish assault on Gibraltar succeeds at a cost of over 40,000 casualties.

28 September:
Prussian and other German forces reach the outskirts of Warsaw, beginning a long siege of the city.

12-13 October:
Spanish forces under Captain José Antonio Domínguez Bandera, acting without orders, raid the Portuguese town of Olivença.

14-16 October:
Diplomatic crisis as Portugal refuses to accept Spanish apology for the raid.

18 October:
Hungarian-German forces liberate Timişoara, Hungary.

20 October:
Last Spanish resistance in the Philippines, in the Bataan Peninsula, ends with their formal surrender.

21 October:
Disaffected Spanish General Pedro Almodóvar invades Galiza, ignoring orders to withdraw, stating that “Iberia will be reunited by Christmas.”

24 October:
Portugal accepts a British invitation for naval aid and other support “against Spanish aggression”.

25 October:
United States of America and Empire of Brazil issue a joint declaration of war on Spain, and state that they will act as co-belligerents with Britain, not as allies.

28 October:
Last Montenegrin defenders driven into Serbia and Italian Albania.

29 October:
British First Regiment of Foot Guards [3] enters occupied Aragon as the first direct British support for the Aragonese guerrillas [4].

30 October:
Portugal announces the formation of the Flechas [Arrows], a special forces unit comprised of highly-trained volunteers, to act in the Aragonese theatre.

October 1884 - March 1885:
British and Portuguese support of Aragonese guerrillas means that most of the country, except parts of Catalonia, is under de facto rule from King Carlos’s government-in-exile in London.

3 November:
Hungarian-German forces capture Baziaş, Wallachia, Russia.

4 November:
Battle of Olivença ends in Spanish victory.

5 November:
After considerable negotiations, Portugal announces that British forces will assist in the theatre north of the River Douro, while American and Brazilian forces will assist in the defence of the rest of the country.

11 November:
German Seventh Army captures Parma, Italy.

12 November:
Russian forces in Warsaw surrender.

13 November:
British and Turkish forces make amphibious assault on Gallipoli, threatening to trap the Russian forces further down the Gallipoli Peninsula.

15 November:
German Seventh Army captures Reggio, Italy.

16-19 November:
Russian forces withdraw from the Gallipoli Peninsula.

21 November:
Portuguese-American-Brazilian forces defeat invading Spanish at the Battle of Redondo.

22 November:
German Ninth Army captures Modena, Italy.

23 November:
Further British amphibious assault near Dedeagach, Turkey [Alexandroupolis, Greece].

November-December:
Italian forces successfully defend Bologna.

Russian forces withdraw from most of occupied Turkish Thrace under threat from British attacks.

6 December:
Portuguese and American forces capture Seville, Spain.

8 December:
Battle of Belgrade ends with Hungarian occupation of the city.

1885:

1 January:
Greece declares war on Serbia, Montenegro, Russia, Italy, France and Spain.

17 January:
Battle of Cordoba ends with Portuguese and American victory.

22 February:
German Sixth Army successfully bridges the Ticino near Pavia and begins an advance into Italian Piedmont.

28 February:
German Ninth Army penetrates into Bologna.

March-May:
Italian Army of the Enza drives the German Eighth Army back into Parma in a bloody but ultimately unsuccessful bid to capture the city.

3 March:
German forces capture Brest-Litovsk, Russia.

7 March:
New England declares war on France, Spain, Russia, Italy, and Serbia.

8-10 March:
The reformed French Army of the Rhine, under Napoleon IV, including elements from the Army of the Somme, defeats the German and British forces near Rheims.  The British withdraw toward Laon, the Germans toward Rethel.

15 March:
Last Italian forces driven out of Bologna.

22 March:
Fall of Pinsk, Russia.

April-May:
German forces push further into Italy before being halted by Italian defence of the Apennines and Forli.

6 April:
Vilna, Lithuania, Russia, captured by Prussian forces.

15 April:
King Carlos I returns to Saragossa and proclaims the recreation of Aragon under his rule.

16 April:
Portuguese, American and Brazilian forces capture Toledo, Spain.

21 April:
German forces begin a siege of Vercelli, Italy.

May-August:
Weary but numerically superior German and British forces gradually drive the French back toward Paris.  They are boosted by the arrival of New Englander and Canadian forces, and some troops transferred from the Russian front in June and July after peace negotiations open there.

16 May:
Siege of Madrid begins as British, New Englander and Aragonese forces attack from the northwest, while American, Portuguese and Brazilian forces approach from the south.

18 May:
Minsk falls to German forces after a prolonged siege.

20 May:
King Felipe VI of Spain opens peace negotiations with Allied forces.  The peace negotiations are dragged out as Felipe VI seeks unwinnable concessions from the Allies.

June-July:
Italian Army of Summer launches a surprise attack and recaptures Bologna, but is forced to withdraw after German armies threaten to encircle them.

8 June:
Tsar Peter IV opens negotiations with Germany for a potential end to the war.  The negotiations are accompanied by the cessation of large-scale fighting on the Ukrainian and Latvian fronts, although fighting continues with Russian forces in Wallachia and Bulgaria.

3 July:
Allied forces assault Madrid after peace negotiations with Spain break down.

13 July:
Spanish forces in Madrid forcibly depose King Felipe VI, then surrender to the Allies.

22 July:
Ceasefire agreed between Italy and German forces in Italy.

2 August:
Treaty of Königsberg, with significant Russian cessions of territory to Germany, marks the end of Russian participation in the war.

23-25 August:
Napoleon IV defeated in battle at Meaux, opening the war for Allied forces to enter Paris itself.

27 August:
Napoleon IV announces his abdication and flees Paris.

28 August:
Provisional republican government of France established and opens negotiations with the Allied generals inside Paris.

--

[1] Serbia didn’t actually declare war on Britain immediately given the common border with Turkey and a desire to avoid a war on two fronts.  After the unofficial start to fighting between these powers a few days later, Britain made the official declaration of war.

[2] “White China” was commonly applied to those parts of China under the rule of the Taiping First Son of Christ.

[3] In OTL, this regiment was renamed the Grenadier Guards after Waterloo, but the different outcome to that battle ITL prevented that name change.  They remain one of the oldest and most honoured British regiments.

[4] There had been arms shipments and military advisers sent to Aragon since very early in the war, but the pressing commitments elsewhere prevented major troop movements until they had a convenient base of operations from Portugal.

--

Decades of Darkness #86: Lest Darkness Call

“From time to time, the tree of liberty must be watered with the blood of tyrants and patriots.”
- Thomas Jefferson (1743-1809), 3rd President of the United States

--

2 July 1885,
Madrid, Kingdom of Spain

Artillery rumbled in the distance, the bark of cannons to the south to support the American and Portuguese forces driving into Madrid.  There would be New Englander and British artillery somewhere in the north, but Captain Jonathon Friedman, New England-Canadian Army, had no opportunity to see it.  Much closer, he heard the bark of rifles as the Spanish defenders had to be driven back house by house.

Friedman had been assigned as liaison to the Portuguese Flechas [Arrows] and their American counterparts, the Jaguars, soon after New England entered the war.  He had discovered many things, including that the Americans had an incredible fondness for artillery, and also that it was hard to believe that New England and the United States had once been one country.  They were just so different.  Most of all, though, he had discovered that he hated fighting in cities.

“Cities should be places to live, not die,” Friedman muttered.

Captain Anthony Harman, Third Regiment, Jaguars, nodded.  “Never thought I’d find someplace worse than jungles to fight in.”

Captain Vasco Lavrador, the closest thing the Portuguese forces here had to a commander of the Flechas, spat on the ground [1].  “War used to be on the battlefield, and the winners would capture the city.  Now the Spanish have made the city their battlefield, and their tomb.”

Friedman nodded.  That had happened in a couple of other cities during the war, by all reports, but never on the same scale as Madrid.  There might be no buildings left in the city by the time this was done, although the Americans had been scrupulously careful in avoiding damage to major landmarks.  They cared more about monuments than people, as far as Friedman could tell.  “A man can hide anywhere, can fire his smokeless rifle or his repeaters, or throw a damned abaca [2].”

Harman shrugged.  “They sent up the smoke signals, they have unleashed the whirlwind.”

Easy for him to be callous; it’s not his precious Jaguars dying here, Friedman thought.  There were only a handful of these Jaguars here as advisers, most of them remained busy in the Americans’ main fights in Mexico and South America.

Shouts rose from a few streets ahead.  Lavrador glanced through one of the windows.  “They bring a prisoner,” he said.  “Important one, he looks like.”

Sure enough, some Portuguese soldiers brought in a Spanish captain, who had been bruised and had his uniform torn to shreds, but did not look to have any serious injuries.  Friedman nodded to the soldiers, and all but two of them left, those two remaining at the door.

“Name?” Harman said, in Spanish.

“Captain Juan Aznar.”

Harman smiled.  “Well, Don Juan, you can make me a very happy man.”

Aznar looked straight ahead, carefully avoiding any eye contact with Harman.

The American didn’t seem to care.  “You can tell me where your unit is deployed, what your orders are, how many men you had, and everything else about your defences.”

Aznar said, “Chacal, I am your prisoner, not your slave.  If you want to give orders, give them to the poor Negro you have dragged over to clean your hairy backside.”

Harman shrugged.  “Much as you wanted to be ordering around our Portuguese friends and as you tried in Aragon, until we freed them.”

Aznar spat at the American.  “Puta!  You sell yourself to them!  You chacals want to conquer good men of Spanish blood all over the world.  Not happy with conquering poor Mexico, you come over here to kill more Spaniards!”

Harman said, “Hardly.  Give me a good summer in Charleston rather than here helping you Spaniards destroy your own city.  The only reason I want to know where your soldiers are so that I can finish the job here and go home.”

Aznar held his head high.  “Senor, I will tell you nothing.”

Harman shook his head and muttered in English, “Shame we can’t persuade him to talk properly.”

Friedman winced slightly.  He was never sure if Harman’s desire to torture information out of prisoners was genuine or not – the American had never seriously tried to do so, despite plenty of comment – but it still made him uncomfortable.  There were things you shouldn’t do to men who’d already surrendered.  “Take him back to the rest of the prisoners, then.”  A few had talked; most hadn’t.  “Madrid is lost, Captain Aznar.  The only question is how much more Spanish blood will be shed before your king abandons this war he’s started.”

Aznar did not reply to that as the soldiers took him away.

--

Extract from: The Encyclopaedia Recidivus (3rd edition)
Editor-in-chief Lord Percy Kelvin III
(c) 1949 New Cambridge University Press
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Introduction:
Peter Nikolayevich Romanov (Tsar Peter IV).  Son of Nicholas Nikolayevich Romanov (Nicholas II), Tsar of all the Russias.

Born 12 March 1847; St. Petersburg, Russia.
Died 17 July 1918, Paris, France.

Tsar of Russia (1878-1906).

Early Life:
Born the son of the Crown Prince of Russia, and from a tender age himself the heir to the throne, Peter was raised in the certain knowledge that he would inherit the crown of the sprawling Russian Empire.  At his birth, this stretched from Poland to Alaska, and he is reported to have been greatly aggrieved that the vastness of Alaska was lost to his patrimony, and only felt partly compensated that Bulgaria and Kars were added to it.  Peter was greatly influenced by the Turkish War, which most Russians were happy to proclaim a success, but which he viewed as a lost opportunity.  He believed that it was Russia’s historic destiny to absorb all the lands of the crumbling Ottoman Empire [3], and formed a hatred of the British Empire for blocking this goal and leaving only a few scraps in Bulgaria and Kars to the Russians.  From this war, Peter took the lesson that Russia needed to strengthen herself again, and then she could achieve the greatness she deserved...

The influences on his character were mixed, but he was definitely affected by the views of his reform-minded father, who had abolished serfdom in Russia.  He had a mixed view of reforms, particularly given his acceptance of some more traditionalist, Slavophile nobles, but he displayed a genuine desire to improve the lot of his subjects.  Nonetheless, he believed that only he could guide Russia properly, and that any of the more democratic or socialistic reforms sought by agitators and revolutionaries would only be disastrous for the Russian people.  He certainly enthusiastically applied the idea of military reform, reshaping the army immediately after assuming the throne in 1878...

--

25 December 1885 (Gregorian calendar)/13 December 1885 (Old Style)
The Winter Palace, St Petersburg,
Russian Empire

Mikhail Araslanevich Korsakov, First Deputy of the St Petersburg Soviet of Workers Deputies, had seen many things over the months of revolution.  The first riots when news broke out that the Tsar had conceded Lithuania and Poland to the Germans.  The mutiny from the first disaffected troops sent in to quell the rioters, going over to them in their disgust that the bloodshed had been for naught.  Fighting through the streets of St Petersburg as loyal troops clashed with mutineers and rioters.  The Tsar standing defiantly at the gates of the Winter Palace, proclaiming “Not a step backward”.  Even the most fanatical of the rioters had shrunk from harming the little father himself, no matter what their disgust at how his advisers had betrayed him.  The rioters and mutineers had contented themselves with sending a delegation into the Winter Palace before dispersing, and Korsakov had been part of that delegation.

Yet the Tsar had told them only that the peace treaty must stand, and that Russia would continue under his rule.  Korsakov would not accept that, though many of the delegation did, and on his departure he had formed the first worker’s council, the St Petersburg Soviet, to peacefully protest and demand reform.  If Russia had failed in war, there needed to be reform.

There had been none.  What had come instead was a revolution.  St Petersburg itself had remained mostly calm, under Korsakov’s influence, but army units mutinied across Russia, uprisings spread through Moscow, the Urals and much of the Ukraine.  Activists protested throughout the country, demanding that the Tsar yield a proper council of elected advisors, since his own noble advisers had clearly misled him.  Korsakov thought the Tsar might have listened, but too many others had betrayed the revolution.  Anarchists had tried to damage the Kremlin itself, and had succeeded in killing Grand Duke Alexander.

That had provoked a crackdown from the Tsar, forcibly breaking up the St Petersburg Soviet, and Korsakov had spent the last three months in hiding, dodging the Tsar’s police.  He knew little of what was happening beyond St Petersburg, but he had heard that the revolution continued.  What he had not expected, after capture and being searched for weapons, was to be ushered into a meeting in the Winter Palace instead of being shipped to Siberia.

The last time Korsakov had seen him, Tsar Peter IV had looked vigorous in his middle age, only a few streaks of grey at his temples, as he personally defied the rioters and then the delegation afterward.  Now, the Tsar looked much older, and much more tired.  The grey in his temples had turned white.  His face bore far more lines in it than before.  The weariness of a man who feared for his throne, or the weariness of a man sick of the bloodshed amongst his people?  Korsakov hoped it was the latter; his trust in the little father had weakened of late.

Korsakov bowed, not sure how best to proceed.

The Tsar responded, “I greet you, my guest.”  He sounded tired, oh so tired.  The war with the Germans had not broken him, but it seemed that the struggle against his own people had.  “I have for you one statement, and one question.  This revolt I can crush, but I don’t want to shed more of the blood of my own people.  As I know your influence, I have then this question: what would you seek for you to end the attempted revolution?”

Korsakov said, “Your Majesty, you must understand the condition of your people, and why they suffer.  Many of us were once serfs under your father and his nobles.  Briefly we were freed, but now we have become as much slaves as the Africans in America.  We are impoverished and oppressed, unbearable work is imposed on us, we are despised and not recognised as human beings.  We are treated as slaves, who must bear their fate and be silent.  We are pressed ever deeper into the abyss of poverty, ignorance and lack of rights.”

The Tsar said, “And how would you have me remedy this?”

Korsakov said, “I know that you want only what is best for your people, but you cannot see everywhere.  For that, you must depend on your ministers, and they have hidden this from you.  The people need a way so that their words can always hear you.”

The Tsar said, “You want me to form a Duma.”

Korsakov answered, “Only then can the people be heard.  And the ministers must be responsible to the Duma, so that they do not seek to hide the truth from you.  I ask most humbly that you allow elections to be held for a constituent Duma, and for elections to be held by universal, equal and secret suffrage.  I would further ask that you allow men to speak freely in their own voice and in the press, and form their own associations as they need.”

The Tsar said, “You want a constitution too, then.”

Korsakov said, “Like they have in the Netherlands and Prussia and New England and Canada and now in France.”

He waited a long, long time, until at last the Tsar nodded.

--

From: “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

December Manifesto: A pledge from Tsar Peter IV of Russia, under the influence of reform-minded members of the nobility and some revolutionaries, in response to the attempted revolution of 1885.  The Manifesto pledged to grant various concessions to the Russian people, including freedom of speech, freedom of assembly, freedom of association, a parliamentary system of government, broad suffrage, and a decree that no law would come into force without the consent of the Duma [4].  In practice, the Tsar retained most power in that only he could name and dismiss ministers (the Duma could only confirm or reject them, not choose its own), who were responsible to him, and he held a veto power over any proposed legislation.  Nonetheless, this represented the first constituent assembly that Russia had ever had, formed by indirect elections of 1886, where the people of Russia elected delegates who in turn chose the representatives for the First Duma.  At the stroke of a pen, Tsar Peter IV had created the largest electorate in the world at that time [5].

--

27 July 1886 (Gregorian calendar)/15 July 1886 (Old Style)
Council of the Duma
Winter Palace, St Petersburg
Russian Empire

The first meeting of the Duma had gone much better than Mikhail Araslanevich Korsakov, now Chief Minister of the Duma, had expected.  Four hundred and fifty men crowded into an under-sized chamber hastily converted from its former use as a banquet hall was hardly an ideal situation for calm.  Yet the significance of the moment had seemed to impose itself on them.

The Tsar himself had opened the first meeting of the Duma, with each of the Deputies being sworn into office in his presence, and then he had sought confirmation of the names he had chosen for his council of ministers.  Most of the important posts had been nobles, of course, including Count Stolypin, who had supported the idea of a Duma, as Minister of the Interior, and Count Gromyko as Minister of Finance, but the Tsar had surprised everyone, including Korsakov himself, by naming him as Chief Minister, which was quickly confirmed by the Duma.

Korsakov held no illusions why the Tsar had done so.  Peter IV intended to make the Duma only a forum for protest rather than a genuine representative assembly, governing through his ministers, who even if they were sometimes chosen from among the Duma would be responsible to the Tsar.  Since Korsakov held no portfolio, his only real power would be as a conduit between the Duma and the Tsar.  Yet Korsakov could already see how to turn that office into a powerful one.

And he was sure the Duma itself would grow in ways the Tsar did not expect.  The British Parliament had developed the same way originally, and he needed only to look to the Diet, where Reichs Chancellor Bismarck was now the most powerful man in Germany.  Before too long, he wanted to make sure that the office of Chief Minister truly became a meaningful one.

He had gathered a few men to his private dining room after the end of the opening of the Duma.  Men mostly from St. Petersburg and its surroundings, whom he expected would back him.  Men of his faction, if not quite the formal parties that had developed in some other nations.  He raised a glass of vodka and announced, “To Holy Mother Russia, which has taken her first steps toward democracy!”

--

[1] American Jaguar doctrine, emulated by the Flechas, is that irregular units such as theirs should be commanded at the sergeant or even corporal level, and that officers should keep somewhere out of the front line to coordinate the relatively uncommon requests for guidance.  Hence, Harman and Lavrador don’t need to do all that much commanding of their units.

[2] Grenade.  The term comes from a shortening of the Portuguese “abacaxi” - pineapple.  Abaca is also the Spanish name for a type of hemp, but English-speakers like Friedman don’t particularly care about that.

[3] Peter appears to have desired the Turkish Balkans and modern Turkey, not the more distant Ottoman possessions of Egypt, Palestine and Mesopotamia.

[4] The OTL October Manifesto, on which this is roughly based, differed in several key ways, not least that the Tsar established an upper house (State Council) appointed by him.  There is no equivalent upper house here.  There was also no request for formal freedom of religion here.  Russia ITTL has shown some censorship and willingness to break apart “troublesome” political organisations, but has not adopted any practices of “Russification” and promotion of Orthodox religion which were instituted under Alexander III in OTL.  The 1885 revolution was based on disaffection over poor economic conditions, military failure and a hope for a better life, rather than the more desperate OTL 1905 revolution.

[5] Russia’s population ITTL is over 100 million people, and all males above 21 were eligible to vote – the largest electorate in the world at the time, although the power of the body they elected was more limited than most.  None of the close rivals in overall population had a universal male franchise.  The USA excluded slaves and noncitizens and had a smaller population.  The United Kingdom had only a little over third of the population and only roughly 60% of the male population could vote.  France had a universal male franchise but only around 38 million people.  Germany had a roughly comparable population (90 million in the main German areas, with Hungary, Galicia-Poland and Croatia having their own elections and own parliamentary bodies) but with substantial restrictions on voting, which vary by individual German state.

--

Decades of Darkness #87: The Sword and the Mind

After 75 years of the Decades of Darkness TL, this is probably a good point to insert a synopsis of events so far.

Decades of Darkness is an alternate history where U.S. President Thomas Jefferson dies during a crucial stage of the debate over the Embargo Act, a commercial measure which was causing considerable anger in New England and New York.  Clinton and Madison, Jefferson’s successors, continue the Act, precipitating a secession movement in New England, which is dragged into a wider war with Britain (the War of 1811).  At the war’s end, the USA is forced to concede the independence of seven states (Massachusetts, Vermont, New Hampshire, Rhode Island, Connecticut, New York and New Jersey) as well as conceding parts of the northwest to Michigan Territory (a joint British/New Englander possession) and an Indian Confederation under Tecumseh as a buffer state.  The severed states form the Republic of New England, or the ‘Northern Confederacy’ as some of its inhabitants prefer to call it.

After the war, the USA is dominated by slaveholding states and (at first) a desire for vengeance.  Another Anglo-American War was fought during the 1830s (the War of 1833) which led to the defeat of the Indian Confederation, but the United States was unable to defeat the combined British-Yankee forces.  The war eventually ended with the United States acquiring some small pieces of the former Indian Confederation but abandoning its preference for northern conquest.  Instead, the United States turned west and south, conquering Texas after its 1833 revolution, and its citizens poured into northern Mexico.

The First Mexican War (1850-1852) saw the USA defeat the Mexicans and acquire a huge part of northern Mexico – all of what they acquired in OTL, plus Baja California, Tamaulipas, and the rest of Mexico north of the 25th parallel.  The USA also established a ‘protectorate’ over the Yucatan.  Since then, the USA has also annexed Cuba (1858) and Nicaragua (1859).  After the annexation of Nicaragua, U.S. President Jefferson Davis proclaimed that it is the manifest destiny of the white race to unite all the peoples of the Americas until “all these lands are one nation under God”.  Since then, the USA has acquired Puerto Rico (1862), Honduras (1869), the Dutch Antilles and Surinam (1869), the French Caribbean (1875) and in two further Mexican Wars (1863-1854 and 1881 but with ongoing guerrilla conflicts) has taken control of all of Mexico.  The United States now stretches from the 46th parallel to Nicaragua, and includes much of the Caribbean.  Slavery is legal in virtually all of the USA, except for a few states in the northeast.  Indentured restrictions have been placed on many, although not all, of the Spanish-speaking inhabitants within U.S. territory.

In Europe, the revolutions of 1849 saw the German Reich established, including Prussia, the Netherlands, Austria, and most of the German-speaking states.  It has since acquired much of Switzerland, Schleswig-Holstein from Denmark, and Alsace from France.  The Russian Empire expanded greater than in our history, acquiring much of OTL Romania, Bulgaria and parts of Turkey, but it has suffered a major setback with its defeat in the Second Napoleonic Wars.  Italy has unified, but without the rich northern provinces of Lombardy and Venetia, which remain in firm Austrian rule.  After decades of civil war, Spain was divided into a new northern Catalan-speaking Kingdom of Aragon.  Aragon was briefly partitioned between France and Spain but has since been restored.  The Ottoman Empire collapsed after a long war with Russia, and the British established a protectorate over the remnant core of Turkey and Mestopotamia.  The British also have an expanded empire, with a larger Australia, Canada, and more settlement to the Cape.

Recently, the world has been engulfed by the Second Napoleonic Wars, with Napoleon IV, Emperor of France, driving a European struggle which spilled across the globe and saw American, New England and Brazilian troops in Europe.  The war is now over, and the Third Congress of Vienna has met to redraw the borders of Europe and indeed, the world...

Also, note that the Decades of Darkness timeline is written through a combination of ‘eyewitness accounts’ and ‘historical documents’ – historical texts, newspaper articles, etc.  None of these sources are entirely reliable.  Eyewitnesses can be mistaken or miss details.  Historical documents are written through often-biased historians or reporters, particularly nationalistic ones, and these authors are also sometimes guilty of sloppy research.  Thus, they are sometimes biased or inaccurate, and they may focus on their own pet topics and ignore other important historical facts.  Not everything they say can be trusted.

--

“There are but two powers in the world, the sword and the mind. In the long run the sword is always beaten by the mind.”
- Napoleon I, Emperor of France

“War alone brings to the greatest tension all human energy and puts the stamp of nobility upon the men who have the courage to meet it.”
- Napoleon IV, Emperor of France, during his abdication speech in Paris, just before his departure for Algiers

“Never start a war without being sure you can finish it.”
- Thomas Corbin, U.S. President, to King Felipe VI of Spain (attributed)

“The best war is always the one fought between two of your enemies.”
- King Christian IX of Denmark, describing the Second Napoleonic Wars

--

From: “No Place in the Sun: France From Great Power to Great Embarrassment”
(c) 1951, Prof. D. Bennett
Kingsland University
Kingsland University Press, Hampshire [OTL Southport, Queensland]
Kingdom of Australia

12. Lost Opportunities

In short, Napoleon IV chose style over substance, fleeting glory over lasting achievement, and rifles over sculptor’s chisels.  Few national leaders in his time or since can match his ability to deliver a well-turned phrase, or deliver a ceremony of pomp and glory.  He was perhaps the first leader to use the national media as an instrument of policy, and he regularly succeeded in motivating the French people according to his will, and to follow his goals.  Where he failed was in setting valuable goals.

Napoleon IV placed too much emphasis on emulating the military achievements of his great-uncle, the first Napoleon.  His much-trumpeted colonial expeditions in Indochina and Africa gained France nothing but momentary glory and pride, and sank money and military resources which could have been put to better use.

Yet even a perfectly-organised military would have availed him little, given the forces arrayed against him.  For one area where Napoleon IV did match his great-uncle was in placing ego ahead of diplomacy.  He pursued his own military adventures regardless of the forces arrayed against him, and created needless enemies.  His conquest of Aragon is the epitome of his pursuit of short-term glory over long-term gains.  By doing so, he unnecessarily made an enemy out of the British Empire, the same foe which had undone his great-uncle, and set himself on a course for war with Germany.

France’s history throughout the Fourth Age can best be termed “opportunities lost”.  He was unfortunate that the French language lacked the useful German word “Realpolitik”.  In his foreign policy, he should have pursued quiet results, not column inches.  His military was useful as a deterrent, to prevent war with Germany, but not as the chief goal of his policy.  He could easily have secured a rapprochement, if not necessarily outright alliance, with Britain.  For the United Kingdom favoured a balance of power in Europe, and would gladly have followed friendly relations with France to allow the same quiet economic growth which made Britain prosperous.  By pursuing an alliance with Russia, Napoleon IV instead unbalanced the Powers in Europe, with unfortunate results.

Instead, Napoleon IV would have best served himself and France by expanding the sciences, industry, arts and commerce.  There was much wealth to be made through trade and the growing spread of industrialisation, but where Napoleon IV made any encouragement of industry it was to foster those manufactures easily converted to war.  France already had a reputation for fostering the arts, and this was one area where imperial patronage could have been valuably employed.  And an encouragement of the sciences would have brought far more long-term benefits to France than even a successful war with Germany.

And above all, Napoleon IV made the cardinal error of awakening the Americans from their introverted world-view.  Where before the United States had been happy to hide behind the Atlantic and seek influence in its own continents, now they had been called onto the world stage.  In the long run, this may have been his greatest mistake of all...

--

Taken from: “Blood and Iron: The Concise Encyclopaedia of Military History”
(c) 1949 General D. Hanson (retd)
Vanderbilt Press
New York City, Long Island, New England

Second Napoleonic Wars (16 February 1884 – 28 August 1885).
Series of linked wars in Europe, with associated colonial struggles in Africa and Asia, precipitated by the formation of the Axis Pact between France and Russia (and later Spain).  The immediate cause of the war was the Franco-Spanish annexation of Aragon, and subsequent Anglo-German demands for withdrawal.  The wars were fought between the Axis Powers, initially France, Russia, Spain, Serbia and Montenegro, and later Italy, and the Allies (not all of whom were allied), initially the British Empire, Germany and Turkey, and later Portugal, the United States, Brazil, Greece, and New England.  The wars resulted in the breaking of the Franco-Russian alliance, the re-creation of Aragon, and significant territorial changes within Europe and in the colonial empires.


State        Entry  Exit  Combat Forces  Casualties
Brazil       1884   1885  40,000         6,000
France       1884   1885  1,050,000      340,000
Germany [1]  1884   1885  1,800,000      460,000
Italy        1884   1885  850,000        280,000
Montenegro   1884   1884  20,000         6,000
New England  1885   1885  200,000        30,000
Serbia       1884   1885  115,000        36,000
Spain        1884   1885  650,000        110,000
Portugal     1884   1885  430,000        75,000
Russia       1884   1885  1,500,000      520,000
Turkey       1884   1885  180,000        55,000
UK [2]       1884   1885  740,000        110,000
USA          1884   1885  105,000        13,000

--

Taken from “The Compleat Textbook Series: Modern European History”
By J. Edward Fowler (Principal Author)
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1948 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission.

The Third Congress of Vienna (1885-1886)

The Third Congress of Vienna is the collective name given to a series of agreements and negotiations completed in the aftermath of the Second Napoleonic Wars.  The attendees were Britain, Germany, Greece, Portugal, Aragon, the United States and Brazil from among the victors, and France, Russia, Italy and Spain from among the defeated powers.

The Third Congress marked the last time the powers of Europe met in general congress after the end of another European war, this one like the first initiated by the defeat of another expansionist Bonaparte.  The Congress revisited Vienna, in large part because that was the residence of the Holy Roman Emperor, who remained the expected representative of the Reich in foreign affairs.  This did not stop the attendance of the Kaisers of Prussia and the Netherlands, nor that of a string of German monarchs, and especially not the dignified Reichs Chancellor Otto von Bismarck, who became the de facto representative of Germany for those foreign powers who did not wish to negotiate with three Great Powers and a host of lesser monarchs.  It also included, for the first time, representatives from the New World powers, the United States and Brazil – another historic development.

Unlike the previous two Congresses, which had invited all the states in Europe to attend and negotiate, the Third Congress deliberately included only those powers which had been involved in the military struggles, and excluded other nations.  Even Russia was not formally an attendee of the Congress, as peace terms had already been negotiated, but Grand Duke Michael attended as an ‘observer’, and concluded some informal negotiations regardless of the status of his formal invitation.  Neither Sweden nor Denmark were formally invited either, as they had remained neutral throughout the war.  Even some of the wartime participants were excluded, such as Serbia and Montenegro, which were kept out because the peace treaty with Russia had already disposed of the status of those two nations.  Turkey, Australia, Canada and the Cape colonies were also represented only through Britain, despite the contribution those nations had made to the war.

Also unlike the previous two Congresses, which had tried to act in accordance with the principles of creating unity in Europe and restoration of established forms of government, the outcome of the Third Congress was a series of interlocking agreements developed according to conflicting national interests, and expressed the competing wishes of the victors.  It included a formal recognition of the results of the previous peace treaty with Russia.  It also included what had begun as an afterthought, with the congregation of all major powers who took the time to divide up much of the world into colonial spheres of influence, even when this involved negotiation amongst victors who had no firm requirement to trade.  This was not strictly speaking part of the resolutions of the Congress, but involved “recognition of interest” amongst the various powers not to interfere in prescribed areas assigned to other powers, mostly regions in Africa.

One of the major sticking points of the Third Congress, and which was left unresolved, was the overlapping claims for southern Africa, particularly access to the River Zambezi.  The Portuguese wanted recognition of their claims across the entirety of the interior north of the Zambezi and some portions south; the British (or rather, their South African colonies) wanted the Boer republics and a connection to British East Africa, the Germans wanted the Boer republics independent, and New England wanted Liberia to have as much of the hinterland as possible, including access to the Zambezi.  The Boer republics themselves were not represented to state their case.

The main outcomes of the Third Congress were:

ARAGON:
European settlements:
- Restored as an independent nation
- Gained the Balearics and Andorra from France

Colonial settlements:
- Granted a ‘sphere of influence” in the Congo basin [most of OTL Zaire/Democratic Republic of the Congo, although the southern portions of that are part of Portuguese Angola] [3] 

BRITAIN:
European settlements:
- Received 4,000 million francs in reparations from France
- Regained Gibraltar from Spain

Colonial settlements:
- Gained the Seychelles, Réunion and the Comoros from France
- Gained German East Africa from Germany in exchange for Madagascar and Heligoland
- Gained the Philippines from Spain
- Confirmed in its possession of Egypt
- Confirmed in its possession of British Somaliland [OTL British Somaliland less Awdal and Togdheer, but plus Bari and Nugaal]
- Recognised in its claims to British East Africa [roughly OTL Sudan, Kenya, Uganda, Rwanda, Burundi and Tanzania], stretching from the Sudan to Zanzibar, except for Abyssinia [Ethiopia], Somaliland [roughly OTL Italian Somaliland, which is left unclaimed after the Congress], and German Somaliland
- Created British Equatorial Africa from its existing Nigerian colony and gains from France [OTL Nigeria and Cameroon, and parts of Chad and the Central African Republic]
- Confirmed in its possession of Malaya
- Confirmed in its possession of the Gambia and Sierra Leone
- Confirmed in its rule over Aden, Yemen, Oman and the Indian Ocean coast of Arabia; the Red Sea and Persian Gulf coasts remained uncolonised although with substantial British influence

BULGARIA:
- Detached from Russia and created as an independent state under a cadet branch of the House of Bernadotte [Swedish royal family]

FRANCE:
European settlements:
- Conceded Nice, Savoy and Corsica to Italy
- Conceded Lorraine to Germany, where it became part of the enlarged Duchy of Alsace-Lorraine, and Nord and Artois to the Netherlands
- Agreed to pay 8,000 million francs to Britain and Germany in reparations
- Lost the Balearics and Andorra to Aragon

Colonial settlements:
- Confirmed in possession of Algeria, stretching from Oran to their new gain of Tunis (from Italy), the only French diplomatic gain from the Third Congress [4]
- Confirmed in possession of Syria-Lebanon
- Lost Indochina to Germany
- Lost Madagascar, initially to Britain but then traded by Britain to Germany
- Lost the Seychelles, Réunion and the Comoros to Britain
- Lost the Canary Islands to Portugal
- Lost Gabon and its Congo possessions to Portugal
- Created French West Africa from its remaining African possessions [OTL Senegal, Guinea, southwestern Mali, Liberia and Ivory Coast]

GERMANY:
European settlements:
- Gained Lorraine from France and included it in the Duchy of Alsace-Lorraine, and Nord and Artois for the Netherlands.  This led Chancellor von Bismarck to declare that all German speakers in Europe had been united, and that there was no need for further German territorial gains in Europe
- Created the Kingdom of Poland, a state in personal union with the Holy Roman Emperor, from the former Russian Duchy of Warsaw and Austrian Kingdom of Galicia [5]
- Created the Kingdom of Courland under the rule of the nephew of the Kaiser of Prussia [6]
- Received 4,000 million francs in reparations from France

Colonial settlements:
- Gained Madagascar (from Britain) in exchange for German East Africa [roughly the southern half of OTL Tanzania], Heligoland and recognition of British claims to most of eastern Africa
- Gained Indochina from France
- Gained Tripoli as a new colony
- Created German Somaliland [OTL Djibouti plus the Somali provinces of Awdal and Togdheer]
- Created German West Africa [OTL Ghana, Togo, part of Benin, Burkina Faso and the southwestern part of Niger up to the river Niger]

GREECE:
- Awarded southern Albania around Sarandë

ITALY:
European settlements:
- Gained Nice, Savoy and Corsica from France
- Lost Albania [divided between Greece and an independent prince chosen from the House of Habsburg]

Colonial settlements:
- Lost Tunis to France

LIBERIA:
Recognised as a sovereign nation with New England protection (except by the USA), and with acknowledged claims to its interior [most of OTL Namibia], but with overlapping claims to the Boer republics.

MONTENEGRO:
Retained its independence but required to accept a Wittelsbach monarch [the Bavarian royal family]

NIPPON:
While not formally represented at the congress, Nippon was confirmed in its annexation of the Ladrone Islands [OTL Marianas Islands], including Guam, from Spain.

PORTUGAL:
European settlements:
- Gained the Canary Islands from France
- Gained border territory from Spain up to the River Navia and the district of Valverde Del Fresno

Colonial settlements:
- Confirmed in Mozambique
- Confirmed in its possession of Portuguese Guinea
- Confirmed in Angola [which does not have southern Angola as per OTL, but which extends further east to the Zambezi and into southern Zaire/Democratic Republic of the Congo]
- Created Portuguese Morocco from Morocco and gains against France [roughly OTL Morocco, western Algeria, Western Sahara, Mauritania, and northern Mali] [7]
- Created Portuguese Equatorial Africa [OTL Equatorial Guinea, Gabon and Republic of the Congo (Middle Congo, not former Zaire] from gains against France
- Was unable to resolve the border along the Zambezi with the Boer Republics and British South Africa

SERBIA:
Retained its independence, but required to accept a monarch from a cadet branch of the Habsburgs

SPAIN:
European settlements:
- Recognised the independence of Aragon
- Restored Gibraltar to Britain
- Lost border territory along the River Navia and Velverde Del Fresno to Portugal
- Renamed itself Castile

Colonial settlements:
- Lost the Philippines to Britain
- Lost the Ladrone Islands [OTL Marianas Islands] to Nippon
- Lost Spanish Guinea to Portugal

RUSSIA:
European settlements:
- Lost Poland and Courland to Germany
- Lost Bulgaria, which became an independent state
- Lost the region around Kars to Turkey

TURKEY:
- Confirmed in its possession of Mesopotamia, under British protection
- Regained Kars from Russia

--

[1] This includes forces deployed from the associated kingdoms of Hungary, Croatia and Galicia.

[2] This includes Empire troops from Canada, Australia and South Africa.

[3] It will take the Aragonese some time to establish control of this region, but Britain and Germany have guaranteed that no other power will be permitted to take over the area.  Of course, this will not stop the British themselves nibbling at the edges if Aragon takes too long to establish itself.

[4] Napoleon IV was still entrenched in Algeria in 1886 at the end of the Third Congress, with the support of the locals and the Algerian branch of the Foreign Legion

[5] As the New England secretary of state remarked at the congress, “Frederick IV is Holy Roman Emperor, Emperor of Austria, King of Croatia, King of Hungary, and now King of Poland.  How many crowns can fit on one head?”

[6] The eastern border of the new Poland and Courland is more or less the line left after the 1793 partition of Poland, although Poland also has Warsaw in the west.  The Poland-Courland border is the River Nieman.  See http://www.lib.utexas.edu/maps/historical/shepherd/russian_growth_1300_1796.jpg" http://www.lib.utexas.edu/maps/historical/shepherd/russian_growth_1300_1796.jpg.

[7] The border is basically the OTL Morocco-Algerian border extended south to meet the extended Mauritanian-Malian border running east.  This matches the original claims of Morocco itself, which Portugal has taken over.

--

Decades of Darkness Interlude #4: The Main Frankfurt

Thanks to William Baird and Faeelin for inspiring this...

--

6 August 1952,
Frankfurt-on-Main,
German Reich

As Michelle enters the terminal, the woman in the blue uniform and smart white cap announces, in German, “Welcome to Otto von Bismarck International Skyport, my lords, ladies, and gentlemen.  First-class passengers, please progress to luggage collection and customs clearance to your left.  Regular-class passengers, please form a line on the right.”

The announcer starts to repeat the message in Yankee-accented English as Michelle moves past to the left.  Her new husband keeps pace with her as they collect their luggage, using one of the same wheeled trolleys that are ubiquitous in Australian skyports, and then they reach the brief queue for customs clearance.

When their turn comes, Michelle and her husband try to step forward together, but the customs officer holds up one finger.  After a glance at her husband, Michelle comes forward first, handing across her passport and visa folded inside.

The customs officer looks inside the passport, nods at the visa, then says, “Guten Middag, Frau Doktor Professor Kelvin.  Purpose of visit?”

“Honeymoon,” Michelle says.  “With my husband,” she adds unnecessarily, but she likes saying that word.  Husband.

At that, the customs officer waves her husband forward, and extends his hand for that passport, too.  “Guten Middag... ah, Baron von Kelvin.”

Andrew smiles, no doubt pleased by the complimentary but incorrect von.

The customs officer hands them two printed cards and says, “Please sign this declaration that you are bringing no prohibited substances, as listed, into the Reich.  Possession of any of the prohibited drugs in Category-A carries an automatic ten-year jail term if discovered anywhere within the Reich or the Greater European Economic Union, and likewise drugs from Category-B carry a five-year jail term.  Within the Reich itself, trafficking or attempting to traffic in any Category-A drugs is an offence punishable by life imprisonment.”

Michelle signs the declaration without hesitation, although cocaine is on the neatly printed list of drugs in Category-A.  She is sure the Germans will not search her luggage beyond the most cursory inspection, particularly not for drugs.  Not a first-class visitor from Australia.  If she had come from America, if they had let her in at all, her luggage would have been all but torn apart in the search for drugs.

The customs officer adds another stamp to each of the already over-crowded visas, and hands back their passports.  He smiles.  “Welcome to the Reich, Baron and Lady von Kelvin.  Please proceed to luggage inspection on your left.”

Michelle smiles back, but as she does so, she can’t help noticing the black-clad soldiers in the background, carrying automatic rifles.  That is something she is unused to, and that she has seen nowhere else in their long skyliner journey, not in Eden’s [Auckland, New Zealand] skyport, or the stopovers in Sydney, Palmerston [Darwin, Australia], Singapore, Colombo, Muscat, or Alexandria.

They move through luggage clearance, and as she expects, the clearance officer only gives her luggage the briefest of inspections before waving her through.  Once past luggage inspection, they find a tuxedo-clad chauffeur waiting for them by the first-class entrance to the skyport terminal.  The chauffeur holds up a sign reading “Lord and Lady Kelvin.”  He bows to them as they approach, takes the luggage trolley off Michelle, and guides them to the waiting Hansom [1].  Michelle thinks she sees a slight frown when he notices that she wears a skirt which reveals her ankles and calves, but decides to ignore it.  The Reich is more conservative about such matters, as she knew before she arrived.

“Straight to the hotel, my lord?” the chauffeur asks.

“Drive us around Frankfurt first,” Andrew says.  “Show us the city.”

“Yes, my lord,” the chauffeur says, as the Hansom leaves the skyport.

From the way he shifts effortlessly into the role of tour guide, Michelle knows he has been called on to do this many times before.  But that is to be expected.  Frankfurt has been the capital of the Reich for more than a century – studying and teaching history has given Michelle an appreciation for anything which lasts a long time – and it is the seat of government for one of the three most powerful nations on earth.  Michelle doesn’t care all that much for how the Reich has used its power, but that doesn’t diminish her appreciation for the city it has built.

The chauffeur says, “Frankfurt is a city like no other in Europe.  Elsewhere, cities have built up over centuries, their ancient, narrow streets winding here and there.”

“Awfully picturesque,” Andrew says, and Michelle nods.  They will be visiting several such cities on their honeymoon.

“But not so convenient for horsts,” the chauffeur replies with a smile.  “The heart of Frankfurt was destroyed during Napoleon IV’s invasion.  After that war was over, Chancellor Otto von Bismarck ordered that Frankfurt be rebuilt on a scale and grandeur suiting the capital of the Reich.  So he filled it with wide boulevards and open spaces... and those boulevards later suited horsts very well.”

Michelle murmurs, “So, Bismarck was the architect of the Reich in more ways than one.”  But the chauffeur doesn’t seem to hear her.

“As Frankfurt expanded, the city fathers have maintained this space, and built roads to suit its role as the transport hub of Germany.  This Wagenbahn – excuse me, this highway, you would say auf Englisch – is the Outer Ring Road, which circles the city and has... highways which meet from across the Reich.  That one leads to Amsterdam, and others lead to Hanover, Berlin, Prague, Munich, Vienna and Strasbourg.”

The Hansom turns left in a wide curve as it leaves the outer ring road [2], opening up a sweeping view of Frankfurt on the River Main.  It looks compact to Michelle, no matter what the chauffeur says about being more open than European cities.  Of course, she knows mostly Australian cities, which sprawl like few others on earth.  She has heard that some American cities are the same, especially those on the Northwest Coast, but she has never seen them, and doubts she ever will.  The United States will never grant her an entry visa even if relations between Australia and America were not so hostile [3].

Frankfurt looks mostly flat, with none of the grassy volcanic cones scattered across Eden, and of course its skyline has nothing like the triple-humped shape of Rangitoto Island to give it definition.  But the staggered line of cloudscrapers beside the riverside has a charm of its own.

The chauffeur says, “Few cities in Europe allow cloudscrapers.  Frankfurt permits them, but they are not allowed to overshadow the city’s historic heart.”

Michelle is less impressed by the presence of cloudscrapers than the chauffeur seems to expect.  Cloudscrapers are commonplace in Sydney and Liverpool and Richmond and they are starting to spring up in Eden, too.  But one massive building which dominates the eastern end of Frankfurt’s skyline does grab her notice, a gray-and-glass cloudscraper slowly closing to a towering spire.  It is much higher than any of the other cloudscrapers in Frankfurt.

When she remarks on it, the chauffeur says, “Yes, that is the Leger Gedenk Turm, the Army Memorial Tower.  With 100 storeys, it is the tallest building in Europe.”  He chuckles.  “After it was built, most floors were empty for so long that we called it the Leer Gedenk Turm, the Empty Memorial Tower.”

The Hansom brings them to another four-lane highway, which the chauffeur announces as the Inner Ring Road.  He turns left, and begins describing the landmarks of Frankfurt’s heart.  “On the left there is the Habsburg-Wettin, the premier hotel in Frankfurt, home to monarchs, chancellors and presidents for fifty years, which you will see much more of soon, when you stay there.”

“To the right is the National Museum, with its famous grounds which stretch along the Main.”  To Michelle, the National Museum looks like someone has grabbed the columns of the Parthenon and painted them silver and green.

“This is the Gelbe Brücke, the Yellow Bridge, one of the main bridges across the Main.”  Michelle looks out at the yellow sandstone facing on the walls on the bridge, and at the many pedestrians scurrying across the outer footpaths, and nods.

“To the right is the Three-fold Palace, where the Kaisers reside when they visit Frankfurt.”  Michelle glances outside to see three sets of buildings arrayed equidistantly around a central courtyard with a fountain and a clock tower.  As far as she can tell, the buildings’ exteriors are identical in all respects.

“To the left is the Reichstag, the “Beehive” where the chief administrators reside, and the other buildings of the National Government.”  Michelle turns to see the long, angular, gargoyle-festooned shape of the Reichstag, and the round form which indeed looks like a beehive.  A black, red and gold tricolour with triple-headed eagle, flag of the German Reich, flutters from a pole between them.  These grounds also have plenty of black-clad soldiers patrolling, too.

“To the right is St. Nikolaus’s Palace, where the state monarchs reside when they are in Frankfurt.”  The many wings of St. Nikolaus’s Palace – St. Nicholas’s Palace, Michelle supposes – cluster along the bank of the Main, but she mostly notices a towering red-painted statue of a bearded man in a bishop’s mitre, which stands closest to the highway.

“To the left is Embassy Avenue, which contains all the major diplomatic missions to Germany.  The two closest buildings are the American and Russian embassies.”  Michelle glances at them, and sees two more or less identical cubes for the embassies.  Typical German efficiency, she thinks, to have constructed both primary embassies as similar as possible and with neither of them having any obviously superior status.  Not even their grounds have anything in particular to distinguish them; both are surrounded by low hedges to separate them from the boulevard.

“To the right is the Römerberg, the rebuilt heart of Old Frankfurt.  We cannot drive there, but I suggest that you visit the Römer, the town hall, and the Cathedral Saint Bartholomeus, where the Holy Roman Emperors are crowned [4].”

“Rebuilt after the war?” Michelle asks.

“Rebuilt after the Second Napoleonic Wars,” the chauffeur answers.  “The heart of Frankfurt took only minor damage during the war, although much of the Reichstag needed to be rebuilt.”

Andrew whispers, “They rebuilt half the Römerberg to match the original buildings, no matter what the Germans claim.  My uncle used to say the flak over Frankfurt was the worst in the world.”

“Also on the right is the commercial district of Frankfurt.  Most of the offices here are headquarters of banks, as Frankfurt is the financial capital of Europe.”  The political capital of Europe too, Michelle adds to herself, at least if you decide that Europe ends at the Russian border.  Which is probably how most Germans see it.

The highway ducks into a low tunnel as the chauffeur says, “We are now travelling beneath the Palmengarten, the great park which contains the Botanic Gardens you must see.  This Saturday also brings the Lange Nacht, an all-night festival - no, you would say carnival - in the park.”

The Hansom emerges back into sunlight, and dazzling reflections off the edge of the Army Memorial Tower close by Michelle’s right.  The River Main stretches before them as they approach another bridge, this one with a huge limestone gateway where pedestrians and vehicles can pass beneath.  The chauffeur does not name this gate, perhaps for fear of the sensitivities of his passengers, although he has no need.  Michelle has no tenderness over the result of the war, which ended when she was still in school.  The Bogentriomf [Arch of Triumph] is merely a part of history to her, including the seven national flags which formerly flew upside down from the gate, all symbolically placed below the level of the carved triple eagle atop its spire.  None of them had been the Australian flag, after all, so why should she care?  And the Germans have removed the flags in any event.

“This is the Eiserner Steg, the Iron Bridge, named in the Frankfurt dialect rather than standard German.  First designed for pedestrians, it was rebuilt as a road and rail bridge after the original was destroyed during Napoleon IV’s invasion.  The rail link has now been replaced by the new bridge you see to your left, and the Iron Bridge converted to form part of the Inner Ring Road.”

“To the right is the Opera House, the world’s leading site for performing artists.  Operators [5] come from across Europe, Asia and Australia to perform here.  May I recommend that you see Heinrich Göring’s “Faust”, an operatic adaptation of Frankfurt’s own Wolfgang von Goethe’s classic tale.  Bianca Reinblume’s rendition of “The Jewel Song” is particularly moving.”  Michelle looks out to see the familiar arched porticos around the Opera House, and feels a touch of wistful envy.  She doubts that Australia will ever have an opera house to match this one.

“And now, my lord, my lady, we are back at the Habsburg-Wettin, where the staff eagerly await the chance to make your stay a memorable one.  May I add my own best wishes for your honeymoon.”

“Thank you,” Michelle says, as she steps out of the Hansom, slipping the driver a two-mark note before she walks up the grand steps to the Habsburg-Wettin.

--

[1] “Hansom” is an early version of a stretched limousine.  There were still Hansom cabs ITTL (Joseph Hansom, who invented them, was born before the POD), but the name was applied to more upmarket stretched limousines.  In North America, Hansoms are usually called “strets” or “strethorsts” (short for stretched horsts).

[2] The Reich (and hence most of Europe) ITTL drives on the left, as that was Austria’s practice in both our history and TTL, and the Holy Roman Emperor imposed that practice on the entire country when transportation was being standardised.

[3] Michelle has published various books and lectures on slavery and property rights, under her maiden name of Michelle Davies.  See posts #23b, #32, and #56.

[4] More precisely, where the man who is already Austrian Emperor is crowned as Holy Roman Emperor as well.

[5] Yes, I know this is the wrong word in English.  The chauffeur doesn’t, however.

--

Decades of Darkness #88: The Little Flower

“Your Imperial Majesty, if you could choose how you want the world to remember you, what words would you have them use?”
-- José Miguel Falabela, Brazilian Foreign Minister
“I just want to make sure that they do remember me.  To be remembered is to be immortal.”
-- Maria Inês Isabel Catarina de Bragança e Bourbon, By the Grace of God and Unanimous Acclamation of the People, Constitutional Empress and Perpetual Defender of Brazil, replying to José Falabela


--

13 April 1869
New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

Spring in North America; cooler weather than Maria de Bragança e Bourbon was used to in Brazil, but pleasant enough in the treeborn shade of the New White House’s private gardens.  Particularly pleasant in the company of Hugh Griffin, the energetic President of the United States, whom she knew must be nearly twice her twenty-four years, but who looked barely older than her.

“Why, Senhor Griffin, with the time you spend with me, so many of my countrymen will think you try to court me.”  Her visit was part of a delicately-negotiated visit by a party of Brazilian dignitaries – carefully chosen ones, to ensure that none were of the Negro blood which so vexed the Americans – thanks to an invitation before Griffin formally became President.  But Griffin had certainly spent longer speaking to her than to any of the other dignitaries.

Griffin smiled.  “But Dona Maria, charming as I find your company, I have a wife, and have no need for another.”

Maria sent a sideways glance at her aunt, comfortably seated a few steps away to act as chaperone.  Maria might still be young, but she felt that she had been born understanding men and their wiles.  For all that Griffin’s smile could make her heart beat faster, it had not clouded her notice.  He had denied wanting to make her his wife, but he had not denied wanting her.

“Then, why have you talked with me so long?”  She fluttered her eyebrows.  “You have done all but hand me a rose from these wonderful gardens and say that it does not compare to me.”

Griffin said, “When I have “a pequena flor” [1] sitting next to me, what need have I to reach for a rose?”  Over her quiet giggle, he said, “If I may speak frankly, I enjoy more talking to the woman who will someday lead Brazil than those who currently advise her father.”

“Only if my father has no sons,” Maria said.

“Dom Pedro will have no more children now, I think,” Griffin said.  “Ah, tea?” he added, as a servant arrived with a steaming pot and three mugs.

“I’ve never drunk tea,” Maria admitted, as her aunt stepped closer to claim a mug.  Griffin poured for her first, and then Aunt Isabella withdrew again.

“Georgia’s finest, from St. Catherine’s Island,” Griffin said.  “Even better than South Carolina tea, I think.”

Maria sipped the tea.  Bland compared to coffee, she thought, but it had a charm of its own.

Griffin sipped his own with evident relish, then grinned as he took in her expression.  “Next time, I’ll make sure Jerome brings some good Brazilian coffee.”

Maria smiled.  “It would be a taste of home.”  She had enjoyed most of her time in the United States, but in some things, she missed the sights, smells and tastes of the lands of the Southern Cross.

Griffin said, “More than just a taste, I thought.  A reminder of what has made Brazil great.  Coffee has been a boon to your country much as cotton is to mine [2].”

“But Brazil makes much more than coffee,” Maria said defensively.

Griffin said, “And the United States makes much more than cotton.  But it is the wealth of cotton which has enabled my country to develop and diversify, much as coffee has done for you.  Something to consider.”

“In what way?” Maria said.  She found Griffin’s discussion of politics and economics – and the fact that he was treating her mind seriously – far more impressive than his earlier polished but vacuous charm.  She had seen no shortage of men eager to flatter the future Empress of Brazil; men who engaged her mind were a much rarer breed.

“Coffee and the institutions which make it profitable remain the core of Brazil’s wealth – and cotton for the United States – and that any changes to those institutions... would weaken our countries.”

“Any changes to slavery, you mean,” Maria said, naming the word which Griffin, like most Americans, avoided using.  The landowners, the Church, and the military remained the three blocs of power in Brazil, despite the unrest of the people.  Her father trod warily around the Church, and any changes to the slave laws would bring down the wrath of the fazendeiros.  Fortunately, the military was loyal.  Mostly.

“Yes.  And that it serves both our nations to have a friend in the other.  It has helped us in the past, and will do so again.”

Maria nodded.  It had been around the time of her birth when the British had threatened to seize Brazil’s ships in her own waters, and enter Brazil’s ports to prevent the Empire from carrying out its own commerce.  Vociferous American protests had ended those actions.  The slave trade had been largely ended since that time, due to the British actions off the African coast and the exorbitant prices charged by slave importers, but that time of Brazilian weakness against Britain had never been forgotten.  “And you hope that the Brazilian visit here will strengthen that friendship.”

Griffin said, “If I may, I hope that friendship between you and I may be part of that strengthening.”

Now Maria did smile, not invitingly enough to encourage his other attention, but still friendly.  “So do I.”

--

3 August 1877
Rio de Janeiro
Empire of Brazil

Theoretically, Maria de Bragança e Bourbon, Princess of Brazil, had no authority to comment on foreign policy.  But then, in theory, her father the Emperor Dom Pedro II [3] had little internal authority as a monarch, only moderating power between the branches of government.  He did have power to make treaties and over other foreign affairs, and Maria dearly wanted him to listen to her about those matters.

“Now that the Venezuelans have signed a pact with the Colombians and the British, we must walk away from our territory which they claim?” Maria asked.

Dom Pedro nodded.  “Our little argument with Venezuela, which we have not yet turned into a formal war, needs to halt.  Unless we want to fight the British Empire.”

“We must stop thanks to the British?” Maria said.

“We must,” Dom Pedro said.  Her father looked wearily older with every passing month, it seemed to her.  “Even the United States treads warily around the British.  They rule the greatest empire the world has ever seen.”

Maria wanted to argue further, but she knew when not to press her luck.  This would be another reason to blame the British; another moment of Brazilian weakness which would need to be avenged in good time.  Brazil needed to be strong; it needed to have its own growth.  The British wanted to stop that.  Well, Brazil could not stand against them for now.  But someday...

“Even if there is no war, we should honour the soldiers who fought in it,” Maria said.  “They will be bitter that we must stop at all, but bitterer still if they receive no recognition.”

Her father said, “Yes, of course.  Our officers shall be admitted to the Imperial Order of the Southern Cross.”

“Not just our soldiers,” Maria said.  “The Americans have been of great help.  Especially their Jaguars and their brave captain.  They should be rewarded too, with the highest honour.”

“Few foreign soldiers have been granted that honour,” Dom Pedro said warily.

“Some things should be done,” Maria said.  “The Americans are our only firm allies, anywhere in the world.  And their Jaguars were true heroes.”

“The Jaguars, or one Jaguar in particular?” Dom Pedro asked.

Maria kept her expression bland.  “All of them, but the highest honour should go to their leader.”

Eventually, the Emperor nodded.  “Captain James Fisher will become a Knight Grand Cross of the Southern Cross.”  He chuckled.  “And while that will rank him, among us, as a lieutenant-general, he will only count as a captain to the Americans.”

--

Excerpts from “A Jaguar’s Life: An Autobiography”
(c) 1894 By Captain James Fisher (ret.)
Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.

The Brazilians we fought with in the Pequeno Argumento were as brave as any soldiers I’ve fought with, but before long I wondered why were ever in that war.  Supply was devilishly difficult, the land nothing but endless miles of jungle and river.  Jungles are the perfect haunt for a Jaguar, but it helps to have a real enemy to target.  In the Yucatan and Cuba, the Jaguars fought enemies who lived in the jungle.  Here, all the Venezuelan cities worth mentioning were far to the north, and we were never going to push that far in an unofficial war.

Instead, the Venezuelans came south to their border to fight us.  We killed a lot of them, more than we lost, but it was clear very soon that this war was being fought only for pride.  If Dom Pedro wanted to declare war on Venezuela and launch a full war, that was one thing.  But he couldn’t or wouldn’t do that.  The Brazilians learned how to fight in jungles, though, and that’s always a useful skill to have.  It honed the Jaguars’ skills too...

The whole argument ended fast when word filtered through from Rio that the Venezuelans had signed a defensive pact with the British.  And the Colombians too, which I found a bigger surprise.  I wouldn’t have expected Venezuela and Colombia to agree on anything.  But I thought then, and I’m even surer now, that the British made a big mistake.  They should have arranged a commission or something to settle the border claims with Brazil, Venezuela, Colombia, Peru, and their own colony in Guyana.  Their error.

With the news, we were whisked back to Rio de Janeiro, where I was fortunate enough to renew my acquaintance with Dona Maria.  I was sure that the Brazilians were lucky to have her as heir to the throne.  She showed a strong understanding of the challenges facing her country, both from within and without, and was always witty and charming company.  I’m also sure that she was the one who arranged for many of the Jaguars to receive Brazilians medals for their service, even if she didn’t realise what that would mean.  The Imperial Order of the Southern Cross could be considered as a title of nobility, and even it was classed as an office from a foreign power, that required congressional approval.  It could have caused quite a storm, but fortunately President Leland quietly arranged for Congress to grant approval, setting the precedent of classing all military medals as honorary awards, not as formal titles of nobility...

--

15 February 1884,
Río de la Plata, Montevideo
Eastern Republic of Uruguay

The Riachuelo, one of Brazil’s newest and greatest ships-of-the-line, cut a dark looming shape against the twilight and the first emerging stars.  Miguel Rodrigues only spared the ship one backward glance as he hurried off into the night, toward the room where a certain woman eagerly awaited his arrival.  Strictly speaking, he was not yet allowed from the ship, but his absence would only be winked at provided he was back by morning.  He had been very glad when the voyage to Montevideo had been announced, part of a goodwill visit to Uruguay, Argentina and Chile to honour the coronation of the new Empress.

A sound like a dozen thunderclaps at once rung his ears, and he instinctively ducked to the ground.  Could it be?  He turned around, and exclaimed, “Mãe do deus!” as he crossed himself.  Waves of fire leapt around the forward part of the Riachuelo.  He started running back toward the ship, knowing even as he did so that he was too late to do anything about it...

--

Taken from: “Without a Trace: A New Investigation of Nine Lost Ships and Their Fates”
(c) 1951 by Dr. Harris Johnson
Jefferson Davis University Press
Puerto Veracruz, Veracruz State
United States of America

Chapter 3: SNM Riachuelo

The fate of the Brazilian battleship SNM Riachuelo is one of the most contentious disasters in naval history.  The basic facts are easily recited: the ship suffered a massive explosion while in Montevideo Harbour on 15 February 1884, as part of a naval tour of South America.  The ship broke up and sank rapidly, leaving 314 sailors dead.  A Brazilian naval court of inquiry placed the blame on a mine (or torpedo, as they were then called), provoking the inevitable response from the Brazilian government.  But it is far from clear that a mine could have caused the explosion...

The salvage of the Riachuelo in 1924 so that it could be sunk with fully military honours, yielded less insight than might have been hoped.  The forward third of the ship was so badly damaged by the explosion and forty years underwater that no further analysis was practical.  However, it did confirm that the explosion, whatever its cause, had been an internal one, but most investigators had already determined that a mine could not have been the cause...

Without clear evidence, no final answer can be given, but there remains the question of motive.  What possible reason could Uruguay have for sinking a Brazilian battleship?  Relations with Brazil had been cool before the incident, but hardly hostile.  Uruguay had in any event managed its independence only by a delicate balance between Brazil and Argentina, which both of the larger powers had attempted to end at one time or another.  It is difficult to see Uruguay arranging any sabotage.

Suspicion naturally fell on Brazil itself.  The destruction of the Riachuelo was fortuitous in its timing for the Brazilian military, some of whom have been documented as wanting to reconquer Uruguay [4], and an obvious casus belli.  But it is difficult to see why it would have been timed to kill so many Brazilian sailors.  Sabotage could easily have been arranged during shore leave, or at least daylight, which would have meant both fewer prying eyes, and much reduced loss of life.  The destruction of the Riachuelo itself offered reason for declaration of war; killing so many of their own sailors would have required a particularly bloodthirsty and callous action by the Brazilian Navy, and there is no evidence to support such a thesis.

If sabotage is to be blamed, the more likely culprit is Argentina.  There were indications that the government of Domingo Martinez sought to acquire Uruguay, and knew that this would inevitably involve war with Brazil.  In this case, would it not be better to work in alliance with Uruguay, which could then later be converted to defensive occupation?  Moreover, by provoking Brazil to declare war on its own, there would be no automatic invocation of the American alliance, and the Argentines may well have thought that a United States still engulfed in struggle in Mexico would be unwilling to support an aggressive war by Brazil.  Finally, the loss of one of Brazil’s newest battleships would also strengthen the position of the Argentine Navy to defend Uruguay.

However, while it is possible that the sinking of Riachuelo may have been an act of sabotage, the most likely cause is a genuine accident.  A coal bunker fire remains the most reasonable explanation...

--

25 April 1884
Rio de Janeiro
Empire of Brazil

With relish, Empress Maria signed the declaration of war with Uruguay.  “We will not just punish Uruguay, we shall conquer them.  This was once our province, stolen from us in a moment of weakness, and now they have started a new war with us.”

This was a good time for other reasons, which she would never state publicly, but which were just as vital.  The British were at war.  This time, they could not interfere with Brazil’s right.  More importantly, the Brazilian military grew restless again.  They could not be allowed to grow idle, or the delicate balancing act that was the rule of the Brazilian monarchy would tip alarmingly.

How would Captain Fisher have put it?  The Prince Consort was a wonderful man, and there were no shortage of other helpful advisors within Brazil, but Maria often found herself missing Fisher’s acerbic but forceful insight.  Ah, yes, she knew what he would have said.  “Now is the time of truth.”

--

[1] Portuguese for “the little flower”.

[2] The Brazilian coffee boom started earlier ITTL, in part due to U.S. investment in railways which improved the transportation networks.

[3] This is not the Dom Pedro II of OTL, but an ATL “brother” who has a distinctly different character.

[4] Uruguay still obtained separation from Brazil ITTL, despite the intervention of the Holy Alliance, although it separated from Brazil a couple of years later.  Brazil’s military in the early years of its independence was not yet well-organised, and it would have had substantial difficulty conquering Uruguay, especially with Argentina defending it.

--

Decades of Darkness #89: Under The Southern Cross

“The first step to getting what you want out of life is this: Decide what you want.  The second step is to work out who else wants it too.”
-- Dona Maria Inês Isabel Catarina de Bragança e Bourbon, Empress of Brazil

--

2 May 1884
Rio de Janeiro
Empire of Brazil

“His Majesty’s Government is troubled by the prospect of unnecessary bloodshed between Brazil, Uruguay... and other nations,” said James Henry Fox, the British ambassador.

“I dislike the blood which has already been shed,” Empress Maria replied.  “Brazilian blood cowardly spilled, in a ship sent on a mission of peace.”  She didn’t know, and had no way of finding out, whether the Argentines or the Uruguayans had been responsible for planting a torpedo to sink the Riachuelo.  But either way, the government at Montevideo was responsible either for the sinking or for incompetence in failing to prevent Argentine agents operating on their soil.  And she was sure that Argentina would declare war soon enough either way, so if the Argentines had caused it, they would receive their rightful punishment.

“Wouldn’t it be better to negotiate a settlement rather than spill further Brazilian blood?” Fox said.  “Britain’s Foreign Secretary, the Viscount Howick, offers himself as a mediator between your two sides.”

That offer surprised Maria; she would have thought that the British government would have been too busy in Europe to send such a powerful man to the New World.  But it changed nothing in her mind.  “The war began because Uruguay refused to admit its responsibility.  If we stop before we have fired a shot, it will merely embolden them in their refusal.  No, while I think your foreign secretary for his generous offer, there is no place for negotiations with Uruguay.”

Fox looked as if he had bitten onto a lemon, but he nodded.  Maria exchanged a few more meaningless statements of peaceful intentions and good wishes with their struggle against the Bonaparte, then Fox left.  He conspicuously avoided asking what Brazil’s plans were for Uruguay once the war was won, which gladdened Maria.  There could be only one answer to that question, but she would much rather present the world with a fait accompli.

She placed more weight on the telegram she had received from U.S. President Corbin, relayed by the American ambassador.  Without that, she might have been more circumspect in rejecting the British mediation proposal:

TO HER IMPERIAL MAJESTY MARIA I STOP URUGUAY’S ACTION CONSTITUTES ACT OF WAR STOP HAVE REQUESTED CONGRESS TO DECLARE STATE OF WAR BETWEEN UNITED STATES AND URUGUAY STOP WILL REQUEST NAVY SECRETARY TO DISPATCH SQUADRON TO RIO DE JANEIRO AS SOON AS DECLARATION IS SIGNED STOP PLEASE ACCEPT MY BEST WISHES FOR THE SUCCESS OF YOUR ARMS STOP PRESIDENT THOMAS CORBIN STOP

--

5 May 1884
By the Rio Jaguarão
Near Jaguarão, Rio Grande do Sul
Empire of Brazil

His Excellency Lieutenant-General Bruno Gomes had gathered his leading officers in a private group to give them their final orders.  The engineers had already prepared the pontoon bridges which they would deploy across the Rio Jaguarão, along with a host of boats to bring the first crossing of men.  If the Uruguayans chose to contest the crossing – and why wouldn’t they? – his men were ready.  A shame he did not have more artillery; the reports from his liaison officers in Mexico were emphatic that the power of artillery was worth more than brigades, sometimes.  He had already sent a request that some American artillery units would be sent, but for now, he would continue with what he had.

With his officers gathered, Gomes said, ‘Men, you know your roles.  If one of us advances, follow him.  If one of us retreats, defend him.  If one of us dies, avenge him.  For Brazil and the Empress!”

The officers ran to rejoin their units, stumbling in the pre-dawn darkness.  He waited alone for the moment, offering a brief prayer that God would grant them good fortune on the day of battle.  When the appointed time arrived, his artillery opened up in a barrage aimed a little behind the riverbank, to weaken the defenders.  After a few moments later, he heard the first boats push into the water.  The Uruguayans lacked any significant artillery to respond.

“And so it begins,” he murmured.

--

8 July 1884
USS Iowa [1]
Rio de la Plata
Near Montevideo, Uruguay

Captain Henry Morrison raised his binoculars, to confirm with his own eyes what the lookout had reported.  Sure enough, he saw the yellow-lozenge on a green background flag of Brazil rising above Montevideo, with its coat of arms showing the globe and the imperial crown above it [2].  He sometimes wondered about the wisdom of the United States in supporting an emperor in the New World – what point to the Revolution, otherwise? – but Brazil was a valuable friend to the United States in an otherwise hostile world.

“So, General Gomes has completed his “March to Montevideo”,” Morrison said.  “Took him long enough.”  The Uruguayans must have been defeated inland and declared Montevideo an open city rather than plunge it into bloodshed.  A prudent move on their part.  “The Argentines nearly beat you there; I hope you realise how much our navy has helped you.”

Argentina had entered the war the previous month, but had been unable to provide much support for Montevideo.  The U.S.-Brazilian navies had complete control of the Rio de la Plata, having driven the Argentines out completely.  Montevideo would receive no reinforcements by sea, and the Iowa had been among the ships shelling Argentine forces when they tried to advance into Uruguay to support.  Those forces had kept advancing, but further inland.  Montevideo had fallen, and with any luck that meant the war was over, and that the Argentines would give up and go home…

--

18 July 1884
Montevideo
Eastern Republic of Uruguay (Brazilian-occupied)

“Sir, an Argentine officer has approached under flag of truce,” the messenger said.

Gomes raised an eyebrow.  “I doubt he’s come to surrender.  Ah well, bring him in.”

A rather dusty Argentine in a colonel’s uniform reached him a few minutes later.  “I am Colonel Rodrigo Martinez,” he said.

A relation of President Martinez? Gomes wondered.  It was far from the least common of Argentine names, but then Martinez was famous even in Brazil for giving his relatives offices.  Not that it mattered.  “Lieutenant-General Bruno Gomes, Knight-Grand Cross of the Southern Cross.  Why have you come here?”

“Sir, you are aware that our armies have approached Montevideo.”  The colonel didn’t wait for Gomes’s nod before continuing, “What you may not have known that the governments of Paraguay and Charcas [3] have also issued a joint declaration of support for the government of Uruguay, with the promise of war if Brazil does not withdraw.”

Gomes shrugged.  “I had not heard that, but why did you bother to mention it to me?”

Colonel Martinez said, “Because this news may well mean that your government is willing to return to negotiations.  If this is so, why fight a pointless battle?  My commander proposes a temporary truce until you can communicate with Rio de Janeiro.”

“Let us have a truce for, hmm, four days.  After that... we shall see.”  Gomes smelled foreign influence in this news of a “quadruple alliance”, almost certainly that of Britain.  The British had always valued Uruguay’s independence from both Brazil and Argentina.  Charcas and especially Paraguay would likely have joined the war sooner or later, but not both at once, not with some encouragement from outside.

“Do not give up Uruguay, Your Majesty,” Gomes murmured, as he spared a glance to the northeast.

--

21 July 1884
Rio de Janeiro
Empire of Brazil

“No, Your Excellency, I respectfully decline your foreign secretary’s offer of mediation,” Empress Maria said.  “I did not begin this war, but I will not stop until it is finished properly.”  Neither Paraguay nor Charcas would have threatened war if they were willing to recognise Brazil’s recapture of Uruguay.  So what need for pointless negotiations?

Ambassador Fox nodded, then left without another word.

Maria smiled.  “Send for the Chilean ambassador.”  Fox would learn that Britain was not the only nation who could play at diplomacy.  Chile had never settled its northern border with Charcas to its satisfaction.  They would now have an opportunity to amend that.

--

18 August 1884
Near Mal Abrigo,
Eastern Republic of Uruguay (recognised)
Provincia Oriental del Río de la Plata (Brazilian-claimed)

“Colonel Duarte still determined to get us all killed?” Sergeant Ricardo Barbosa said.

Corporal Rocha, who had ever so discreetly been waiting nearby when Duarte gave the orders, nodded glumly.  “The Argentines are there, he says, and we have to drive them out.”

“Never mind that there are more of the Argentines than us, and never mind that they are waiting for us,” Barbosa finished.  No-one was around except the crew of the four cylinder guns [4], and they wouldn’t repeat what he said.  Not that Barbosa particularly cared, at the moment.

Rocha said, “And he doesn’t plan to deploy our gun to the frontlines, either.”

“Why would he?” Barbosa muttered.  Duarte had never seen a cylinder gun being fired, as far as Barbosa knew, and he had definitely not seen one of the new Cromwell guns [5].  While he appreciated artillery, he didn’t understand how best to use cylinder guns.  “We’ll set up positions in the rear, on that ridge over there, then.  And wait for our troops to fall back.”

“Sir?” Rocha said.

“Just deploy them, corporal,” Barbosa said.  Rocha would understand, soon enough.

The battle went much as Barbosa expected.  It didn’t take much experience to predict what would happen.  Their two regiments were only meant to reconnoitre the area around Mal Abrigo and take up defensive positions or withdraw if they encountered superior numbers of Argentine and Uruguayan defenders.  But here they were, lined up on a battlefield and ready to charge into the opposition.  After a brief but powerful burst of artillery, the order came to charge.

And, a few bloody minutes of fire from entrenched defenders later, the order came to withdraw.  An order which came after some of the soldiers were already fleeing.  The Argentines pursued, but were held off for a few precious moments by brave Brazilians who charged into the enemy lines to slow them down while their comrades escaped.

Barbosa barked out orders, and his men stayed at their posts while their comrades ran around them.  Some of his fellow soldiers had an idea of what the cylinder guns could do, and the rest followed their lead.  The Argentines didn’t know, or at least didn’t know enough.  The rapid mechanical fire of the Cromwells cut through the midst of their ranks, and the surviving Argentines fled as fast as they had came.  The Brazilians behind Barbosa rallied, and advanced again...

By the day’s end, Barbosa had become a lieutenant, and recommended for the Military Order of the Tower and Sword...

--

Taken from: “The Sword and the Cross: A History of Imperial Brazil”
(c) 1949 by Prof. Ahmad Sharif
Trinity College, University of Dublin
Liberty Press: Dublin, Ireland.

10. The War of the Quadruple Alliance

The roots of the war go far beyond the immediate casus belli of the destruction of the SNM Riachuelo.  There is no doubt that the government of Brazil genuinely believed that the sinking was a hostile act, or that the public believed the same.  Perhaps the naval court of inquiry blamed a mine to avoid any suggestion of incompetence on their own part, or perhaps to confirm what was already widespread belief.

But Brazil had sought to dominate Uruguay since its formation as a nation.  Only the ongoing rivalry with Argentina, and the British support for a neutral port on the Rio de la Plata, had prevented Brazil from doing so.  Brazil had the capacity to defeat Uruguay since at least the 1840s; all that had held them back was the potential reaction from Argentina and Britain.  With Britain busy in Europe, and with what they believed to be justifiable cause for war, Brazil no longer feared that intervention.  And the prospect of Argentine opposition no longer fazed the Brazilian government, who believed, correctly as it turned out, that their military was much readier for war than Argentina.

As the course of the war showed, it became more of a question if the Brazilian military was superior to that of Argentina and Paraguay and Charcas combined.  It has been popular in popular historical writing, and occasionally in professional writing, to ascribe the formation of the Quadruple Alliance to British action, but this is far from the case.  The myth of British hostility was largely one perpetuated by some figures within Brazil after the war.  It belies the obvious fact that Britain was perfectly willing to cooperate with Brazil where necessary; as witness their mutual support of Portugal while the War of the Quadruple Alliance raged.

The origins of the myth come from the repeated British proposals for mediation.  Britain did seek an end to the war as soon as possible, but that was because they wished commerce to continue uninterrupted, and because they sought an end to bloodshed.  Paraguay and Charcas chose Britain to represent their case because they wanted to avoid war with Brazil if possible, but they acted out of desperation.  They believed that Brazil would declare war on them next once it was finished with Uruguay, and thus that they would do better fighting together than alone.  When it became clear that their military was not up to the task, and particularly when Chile intervened, they abandoned the war, and sought instead to develop their own militaries so that they would not be caught unready again...

Important Dates in the War of the Quadruple Alliance:

1884:

15 February
Unexplained explosion sinks the SNM Riachuelo with heavy loss of life.

24 March
Brazilian naval court of inquiry finds that a mine from an unidentified source sank the Ricachuelo.

25 April:
Brazil declares war on Uruguay.

4 May:
United States declares war on Uruguay in support of Brazil.

5 May
Brazilian forces under command of Lieutenant General Gomes cross the Rio Jaguarão, brushing aside the Uruguayan defenders and beginning the “March to Montevideo”.

United States sends a naval task force consisting of four capital ships, two Jefferson-class battleships (East Florida and Iowa) and two Illinois-class battleships (Missouri and Arkansas), along with supporting vessels, to Brazil.

18 May
Brazilian forces defeat Uruguayan defenders in Battle of Rio Tacuari.

3 June
Brazil wins battle of Treinta y Tres and forces crossing of the Rio Olimar Grande.

16 June
Argentina declares war on Brazil in support of Uruguay.

20 June
U.S.-Brazilian naval raid on Buenos Aires damages the port facilities, fortifications, and sinks several Argentine naval vessels.

24 June
Brazilian forces occupy Minas, Uruguay, after defeating Uruguayan defenders.

7 July
Battle of Montevideo fought on the outskirts of that city, ending with Brazilian victory.

8 July
Brazilian forces occupy Montevideo after Uruguayan government declares it an open city and withdraws.

16 July
Argentine supporting forces link up with remnants of Uruguayan Army near Las Piedras, Uruguay.

22 July
Paraguay and Charcas declare war on Brazil in support of Uruguay.

23 July
Inconclusive battle fought between Brazilian and Argentine-Uruguayan forces outside Montevideo.  The battle is a tactical draw, but the Argentines and Uruguayans withdraw due to lack of supplies and the Brazilian capacity to receive reinforcements by sea.

July-September
Brazilian forces spread across most of Uruguay to enforce their claimed annexation, gradually driving the Argentines back to Nueva Helvecia, while further Brazilian forces invade the north through Rivera.

18 August
Border clash between Brazil and Charcas at Corumba ends in Chacrian victory but they do not pursue further into Brazil due to lack of supplies.

21 August
United States dispatches an expeditionary force to Brazil under command of General Robert E. Lee, Jr., consisting of three regiments of artillery, two regiments of cavalry and four regiments of infantry (approximately 10,000 men total, including supporting troops).

August-September
Continuing indecisive border clashes between Brazil and Charcas continue until Chilean entry into the war, after which there is a de facto truce along the border as both nations concentrate on fighting other enemies.

14 September
Argentines cross Brazilian border and advance on the region of Foz do Iguacu (Iguacu Mouth), intending to divert Brazilian forces away from the coast to a region further from their naval support.

September-October
Argentine and Paraguayan forces advance into Brazil’s Parana Province, reaching as far as the Rio Paranapanema.

24 September
Argentine forces defeat probing Brazilian attack outside Nueva Helvecia, and both sides adopt defensive positions.

29 September
Chile declares war on Charcas.

2 October
Argentine forces occupy Panorama, Brazil.  American General Robert E. Lee, Jr announces that he sees no need to drive into northern Argentina to cut off their supplies, stating “Let us occupy Buenos Aires, and then let them decide if they can still see such a panorama.”

16 October
Battle of Foz do Tietê (Tietê Mouth) ends the Argentine advance into Brazil.  Argentine forces retreat to Panorama and adopt a defensive position.

18 October
Brazilian forces occupy Artigas, Uruguay.

19 October
Chilean forces occupy Antofagasta, Charcas.

26 October
The planned naval assault on Buenos Aires is postponed since some of the American and Brazilian troops are to be diverted to Europe.  Generals Gomes and Lee prepare a new strategy to push the Argentines out of the rest of Uruguay.

6 November
Battle of Iquique Bay fought between Chilean Navy and Chacrian Navy [6] ends with decisive Chilean victory.

14 November
Paraguayan forces cross Brazilian border in a fresh assault driving on Campo Grande, Mato Grosso Province, Brazil.

November-June
Desert war between Charcas and Chile sees gradual Chilean occupation of the Chacrian coast, helped by Chilean naval supremacy.

9 December
Second Battle of Nueva Helvecia between Brazilian-American and Argentine-Uruguayan forces ends in decisive Brazilian-American victory.  The surviving Argentine forces withdraw toward Mercedes, Uruguay.

16 December
Brazilian forces occupy Bella Union, Uruguay, and then begin a push south along the Rio Uruguay toward Salto.

1885

2 January
Brazilians occupy Salto, Uruguay.

8 January
Brazilian-American forces defeat Argentines at Battle of Mercedes, and the Argentines withdraw toward Paysandu, the last major unoccupied city in Uruguay.

28 January
Paysandu captured after joint Brazilian attacks from north and south.  All of Uruguay is occupied.

2 February
Uruguayan government-in-exile established in Buenos Aires, Argentina.

3 February
Brazil offers peace to Argentina and Paraguay (but not Charcas) on status quo ante bellum borders, except for their recognition of Brazil’s annexation of Uruguay.  The peace terms are rejected three days later.

February-April
Large-scale fighting ceases along the Uruguayan-Argentine border, with Brazilian forces seeking to drive the Argentines out of Panorama and thus to counter the Paraguayan offensive toward Campo Grande.

3 April
Argentine forces withdraw from Panorama.

Paraguayan forces capture Campo Grande, Brazil.

16 April
Brazilian counterattack pushes the Paraguayans back toward Nioaque.  Brazilians announce a “drive on Asunción”.

2 May
Brazilian forces occupy Nioaque and begin advance into Paraguay.

5 May
Planned small-scale Brazilian raid into Charcas becomes a major advance because the border has been largely stripped to defend against Chile.

8 May
American-Brazilian forces capture Gualeguaychú, Argentina, and prepare for a drive south toward Buenos Aires, with naval support and transportation along the Rio de la Plata.

10 June
Brazilian forces reach outskirts of Asunción, Paraguay, and halt there rather than stage an assault.

--

16 June 1885
Rio de Janeiro
Empire of Brazil

“Ambassador Fox, I have invited you here to request British mediation between Brazil and Chile on the one hand, and Argentina, Paraguay and Charcas on the other hand,” Empress Maria said, allowing herself a smile.

“Not with the government-in-exile of Uruguay?” Fox said warily.

“Uruguay is a historic province of Brazil, and has now been restored,” Maria answered.  She savoured the moment; this almost made up for what Britain had done to Brazil during her youth.  Uruguay would be Brazilian, along with substantial border territories of Paraguay and Charcas.  The Chileans would get the guano coast they craved so much too, although that was of less concern to Maria.

“I will relay your request to London, although I suspect the Foreign Secretary will have too many commitments in Europe to mediate personally,” Fox said.

Maria nodded.  “That is unfortunate, but understandable.”  For that matter, Brazil had commitments in Europe too, even if the number of soldiers had been kept small with the more pressing war closer to home.  “I am sure the negotiations will go well.”

If not, she could always return to war.  The conflict so far had demonstrated for all to see which nations in South America had well-organised and well-equipped armies, and which did not.

Fox said, “I hope that the negotiations bring peace.”

Which was not quite the same thing, but Maria let him depart without contradicting him.  Let him have the last word here; Brazil would have the last word at the negotiating table.

--

[1] USS Iowa is the third ship of the Jefferson-class, a four-gun mastless ironclad roughly equivalent to the OTL British Colossus-class, although with slightly better engines.

[2] See http://flagspot.net/flags/br_emp.html" http://flagspot.net/flags/br_emp.html for an image of the Brazilian imperial flag.

[3] OTL Bolivia.

[4] Machine gun.  The name arose from the first Hoovers (*Gatling guns), and machine guns are often colloquially called Hoovers in North America, but usually cylinder guns in South America and Europe.

[5] Self-acting machine gun similar in principle to the OTL Maxim gun.

[6] Not a large navy, consisting of a few obsolete ships bought off Peru and New England.

--

Decades of Darkness #90: As I Look At The World

This is a brief tour of the wider world through to 1885-6.  It summarises some of the main developments in the timeline, and expands on some of the other history which has not been previously mentioned.  This timeline continues to deal mainly with events in North America and Europe, but this post fills in some of the details of what is happening elsewhere.

--

The KINGDOM OF AUSTRALIA [OTL Australia and New Zealand], formed in 1882 out of the union of the seven colonies of New South Wales, Macquarie [Victoria], Kingsland [Queensland], New Zealand, Tasmania, South Australia and West Australia, is one of the most rapidly-developing parts of the British Empire.  What was founded as an outpost for surplus convicts was transformed by the gold rushes of the 1830s and widespread immigration from Europe (particularly Ireland and Germany) into a new nation of 6 million people in 1885 [1].  The expansion of navigational technology since the 1850s has brought Australia ‘closer to Europe’.  Australia also administers some of the nearby portions of the Pacific, including New Caledonia (acquired 1834) and New Guinea (acquired 1872).  Internally, Australia is peaceful and prosperous on the back of a wool and mining boom, with the last of the Maori Wars ended in the 1870s.  Externally, Australia was automatically at war with the Axis powers in the Second Napoleonic Wars, but its main involvement was in supplying troops for the struggles in the colonies, particularly the capture of the Philippines and the French colonies in the Indian Ocean.

--

The SANDWICH ISLANDS [Hawai’i] were for a long time in a curious position, seeking formal British recognition as a protectorate, and receiving informal protection but not direct recognition.  They saw some small-scale immigration from Europe, New England and (after 1870) Nippon.  In 1868, a group of American filibusters under ‘Colonel’ William Quigley attempted to take over the islands but were resoundingly defeated and executed as bandits.  Reports of preparations for a much larger and well-organised filibuster expedition, along with displeasure of the U.S. annexation of Mexico, led Britain to extend a formal protectorate over the islands in 1882, and they continue under the rule of the native monarchy.  However, the booming population of the American West Coast since the opening of the transcontinental railroads has led to increasing numbers of Americans arriving in Hawai’i, where they are warily tolerated if they do not cause trouble.

--

In NIPPON [Japan], two centuries of isolation came to an end with Admiral Fokker’s expedition in 1856, forcing the Nipponese to grant more or less open trading access.  This was followed by a series of trading treaties forced on the Nipponese by Britain, France, the United States, New England and Russia (after the end of the Turkish War).  The Nipponese resentment over this foreign encroachment and national weakness led to the overthrow of the Tokugawa Shogunate in the “Renewal”, a movement which culminated in the establishment of a new government in 1868, theoretically under the rule of the Emperor.  Nippon has since modernised extremely rapidly, using carefully-chosen foreign advisors to reform its military and economy.  The success of their modernisation was demonstrated to the world in 1884, when Nipponese forces defeated the (admittedly rather weak) Spanish garrisons in the Ladrones [Marianas] and retained these as the newest Home Islands during the peace settlement.  This has led to division within the Nipponese government, with some leading figures advocating gaining influence or even direct rule over Choson, the “dagger hanging over the Home Islands”.  Other government leaders are recommending a period of internal consolidation and avoidance of foreign adventures, saying that Nippon’s growth has alarmed the Western powers, and that Nippon needs further time to absorb the foreign knowledge into Nipponese wisdom.  The Emperor listens to both but has not yet offered an opinion.

--

In CHOSON [Korea], the ruling monarchs have long attempted to keep the nation isolated from the world by closing its borders to all but Chinese traders.  Emissaries of the Germans, New England, Britain, Russia and the United States have attempted to secure trade treaties but have so far been rebuffed.  Thus far these nations have preferred to concentrate on their perceived greater pickings in China and Nippon rather than trying to force open the country.

--

CHINA, for so long the most advanced nation on earth, received a harsh awakening with its defeat in the Opium War (also called Anglo-Chinese War of 1839-1842) which showed how unprepared the Middle Kingdom was to deal with modern European technology.  This was followed by France and Germany establishing treaty ports in China.  The humiliations inflicted by the foreign powers led to the development of new ideology, such as that of Hong Xiuquan, who inspired the Taiping Revolution and ultimately became Emperor in 1864.  China also has a Manchurian state ruled by the deposed Qing Emperor, who is under Russian protection, and there are Muslim revolts in the west and southwest.  The Qings staged a counter-offensive in 1869, which recaptured Beijing and much of the north.  While officially still at war, large-scale fighting between the two Chinas (Taiping White China and Qing Black China) has been rare since that time.  The Taipings suffer from considerable internal factionalism, and with the death of Hong Xiuquan, they have become a de facto military dictatorship which has made some attempts at modernisation but which has been largely unsuccessful.

--

In SOUTH-EAST ASIA, the Dutch rule the DUTCH EAST INDIES as a separate colony, outside of the direct rule of the German Reich.  The entirety of TIMOR remains a Portuguese colony.  INDOCHINA has been annexed to Germany after the defeat of France during the Second Napoleonic Wars.  BURMA long fought to maintain its independence and modernise itself as a country, but after three wars with Britain was finally annexed as a colony in 1884, on the eve of the war in Europe, and in 1886 was made a province of India.  The kingdom of SIAM has also seen monarchs seeking to modernise its army and economy, and has so far remained independent because Britain and France regarded it as a useful buffer-state between their colonies.  Siam’s status with the Germans in Indochina now appears more precarious.  The PHILLIPPINES, a Spanish colony for more than 300 years, have now become a part of the British Empire, with their conquest by Imperial (mostly Australian) troops and subsequent annexation in 1886.  There have been some murmurings of rebellion within the Philippines, as there were against the previous Spanish rulers, but no overt hostility.  FORMOSA was occupied by the Reich in 1854, receiving some German immigration, and has become their strategic bastion in the Western Pacific, and was much-used as a staging area during the Second Napoleonic Wars.  The British maintained rule over MALAYA after the First Napoleonic Wars, establishing SINGAPORE as a major port and fortress, and have subsequently added BRUNEI and SABAH to their empire.

--

INDIA has become the jewel of the British Empire, built by conquering both the Indians themselves and by driving out the other European powers.  By 1858, Britain ruled virtually the whole of the Indian subcontinent (except for the Portuguese enclave of Goa), having conquered the last French vestiges in the War of 1833, but British power suffered a severe setback with the Indian Mutiny of 1858-1861 coming perilously close to driving them out of India entirely.  The Mutiny was eventually suppressed by those Indians who remained loyal, and volunteer regiments from Australia.  After 1861, India was officially declared part of the British Empire under the rule of Edward VII, Emperor of India, although governed through Viceroys, inaugurating the days of the British Raj.  India has remained largely loyal to the British, but there has been some discontent recently with a bill by the Indian government, which would have empowered Indian judges to judge Europeans in India, revoked in the face of protests from local British residents.

--

PERSIA [Iran] is currently in a civil war (since 1883) between the Qajar Dynasty and a would-be rival shah.  The Russian-backed Qajars control the majority of the country, while the British-backed Mirza Reza Shah Jamaluddin seeks to take control of the country and then modernise it as he has seen Nippon successfully do.

--

The MIDDLE EAST has seen the collapse of the Ottoman Empire during a war with Russia (the Turkish War of 1858-1862).  The bulk of the Ottoman Empire has survived as the Sultanate of Turkey, a British protectorate including Mesopotamia.  SYRIA became a French colony, one of the few which remained in French hands after the Second Napoleonic Wars.  The British rule PALESTINE as a separate colony, where there is some talk of establishing it as a Kingdom, and the British have a formal protectorate over EGYPT.  The Arabian Peninsula has seen French influence largely replaced by British influence on both the Red Sea coast and around the Persian Gulf, but the only formal British colonies are along the Indian Ocean, with ADEN, YEMEN and OMAN all under British rule.  The French also established a colony over ALGERIA, to which they have recently added TUNIS, but Algeria has been occupied by Napoleon IV, the former Emperor of France, while the Germans have replaced the Italians as rulers of TRIPOLI.

--

AFRICA has recently been the target of European attention, with colonial wars by the British and Portuguese to drive the French and Spanish out of Africa, and then to divide up the continent according to European policies.  The divisions of the Third Congress of Vienna often do not correspond to the facts on the ground; some borders are merely lines on a map, the interior has been only partially explored, and some areas have been assigned to European powers which such as Aragon which lack the capacity to occupy them yet.  ABYSSINIA [Ethiopia] is the only recognised nation in Africa still under native rule, although part of the Somali coast has been left unclaimed.  The nation of LIBERIA [southern Angola and northern NAMIBIA] has seen large migration of former slaves and free blacks from the United States, including Spanish and French speakers from the Caribbean, and some migrants from New England, and is developing into a democratic republic under New England protection.  Southern Africa includes a set of overlapping claims, with Portugal claiming the land between ANGOLA and MOZAMBIQUE, and with some unrecognised Boer republics inland, while the British in the Cape Colony are seeking to extend their control over the nearer Boer republics of ORANGE FREE STATE and TRANSVAAL, with their diamond and gold wealth.  

--

In northern SOUTH AMERICA, the United States purchased the former colonies of French Guiana and Suriname, selling the interior territories of both to Brazil, and also acquiring an unsettled but dormant claim to parts of BRITISH GUIANA [Guyana], which is a stable British colony but also has a dormant border dispute with Venezuela.  In VENEZUELA, the eventual independence from Colombia in 1848 produced a long period of ongoing civil disturbance, military takeovers and two brief civil wars.  The domestic political situation stabilised somewhat during the 1870s, although Venezuela had a border war with Brazil during the middle of the decade.  The establishment of the Bogotá Pact, a defensive alliance between Britain, Venezuela, Colombia and Costa Rica ended this war, and stabilised Venezuela’s foreign relations, although the border dispute with Brazil remains unsettled.

--

COLOMBIA [Colombia, Ecuador and Panama] has seen intermittent military and civilian rule, but with several coups when the civilian government becomes unpopular with the military leadership.  After the seizure of Nicaragua and President Davis’s ‘manifest destiny’ speech, Colombia opened negotiations with Costa Rica for a defensive pact, which took several years to bear fruit.  These were initially treated as of little importance in Costa Rica, but the discussions became more urgent after the United States annexed Cuba and Puerto Rico, and established influence in Honduras.  In 1864, Colombia invited military advisers from the German Reich (Prussian army officers and Dutch naval officers) to modernise their army and navy.  In 1877, Colombia joined the Bogotá Pact, and has developed the most modern and well-equipped army and navy in South America.  This has produced some grumblings from elements in Venezuela, who fear Colombian desires for reunification, but both nations’ wariness of their massive northern neighbour has so far kept such complaints quite low-key.

--

In southern SOUTH AMERICA, PERU has been in effect an independent nation since the end of European intervention in 1825, although Spain did not recognise this claim until 1871.  CHARCAS [Bolivia] had a long dispute with CHILE regarding the Pacific coast in the Atacama Desert, which was solved by force when Chile invaded as part of the War of the Quadruple Alliance (Brazil and Chile versus Argentina, Uruguay, Paraguay and Charcas), which also saw Charcas forced to concede some border territory to Brazil.  PARAGUAY and ARGENTINA, also defeated in that war, have begun frantic searches for advisors to reform their armies (and Argentina’s navy).

--

The EMPIRE OF BRAZIL has become increasingly closely linked to the United States since the 1820s.  Slave-trading contacts have become increasingly common, with Brazil becoming one of the major transshipment points for slave-trafficking from Angola and other parts of Africa, and then onto Cuba and the United States.  Some of the more Americophile leaders in Brazil are beginning to adopt some of the US ideas, particularly racist theory which looks down on intermarriage between those of “European” blood and other races.  U.S.- and British-financed railroad expansion in Brazil since the 1840s has increased Brazil’s economy considerably.  Brazil has unresolved territorial disputes with Venezuela, and less formalised claims over parts of Peru and Colombia.  The death of Dom Pedro II in 1884 brought the Americophile Empress Maria to the throne of Brazil, and this led to the War of the Quadruple Alliance over the sinking of a Brazilian battleship and the subsequent Brazilian annexation of Uruguay and parts of Paraguay and Charcas.

--

In the CARIBBEAN, New England has claimed a protectorate over DOMINCA (still frequently called Santo Domingo by both New Englanders and Americans), while HAITI is an independent state but effectively a de facto New England protectorate.  The rest of the Caribbean is divided between Britian and the USA, with Britain ruling Jamaica, the Bahamas, and a string of islands in the Lesser Antilles, while the United States controls Cuba, Puerto Rico, and the rest of the Antilles.

--

In CENTRAL AMERICA, the United States of Central America lasted from 1823 until its dissolution in civil war during the late 1830s.  The states of Guatemala, El Salvador, Honduras, Nicaragua and Costa Rica declared their independence during that war.  Since then, the United States has annexed all of those nations except COSTA RICA, which remains a small but stable country and part of the Bogotá Pact.  BRITISH HONDURAS [Belize] is a British colony and a minor but niggling source of irritation to the United States.

--

The continent of NORTH AMERICA is currently divided between three nations: the United States of America, the Republic of New England, and the Kingdom of Canada, plus the British enclaves of Prince Edward Island and Newfoundland.  The United States has become dominated by slaveholding interests, and engaged in three wars which eventually led to the seizure of all of Mexico, although there is an ongoing guerrilla resistance in Mexico in 1886.  New England is rapidly industrialising and its commerce is active throughout much of the globe.  The Kingdom of Canada is rapidly expanding in population as its vast western territories are slowly developed, but there is some discontent amongst the Nephites [Mormons] who have settled on Vancouver Island.

--

The UNITED KINGDOM did not form Liberal governments as early as in OTL, with the first Liberal government in 1837.  The nation has since adopted Catholic Emancipation, limited parliamentary reform, and abolished slavery within the Empire in 1842.  Its colonial empire has gradually expanded since then, although the British have abandoned some of their areas of colonial influence in Central America under pressure from the United States.  Following the success of the Canadian experiment, Britain granted Kingdom status to Ireland in 1862, and Australia in 1882.  There is discussion of granting Kingdom status to other parts of the Empire, including South Africa, Newfoundland, and Palestine.  Britain engaged in a long war with Russia over Turkey, and has acquired considerable colonial interests in the Mediterranean as a result, including Turkey, Palestine and Egypt, and built a Suez Canal.  The Second Napoleonic Wars saw the British and Germans defeat the Franco-Russian-Spanish Axis alliance and divide up much of Europe and the world between them.

--

FRANCE was involved in the War of 1833, which cost her some colonial possessions in India and New Caledonia, and led to the 1834 revolution and the December Monarchy.  That monarchy was toppled in 1849, and led to the short-lived Second Republic which fell after the Confederation War and was replaced by the Second Empire under Napoleon III.  The Second Empire engaged in colonial expansion in much of Africa and Indochina, but eventually became involved in the Second Napoleonic Wars, which saw France stripped of Nice, Savoy and Corsica (all to Italy), and most of her colonial empire except for French West Africa, Algeria and Syria.  Algeria is currently under the rule of Napoleon IV, who fled France after his abdication.

--

SPAIN has had an unhappy nineteenth century.  The events of the First Napoleonic Wars saw her lose her colonial empire in Central and South America, and the support of other European nations for Spanish counter-revolution only further weakened the authority and resources of the Spanish monarchy.  Spain had a series of civil wars (the Carlist Wars) and suffered further depredations of its colonial empire.  Eventually, the civil tensions rose to the point where Spain was partitioned and the northern kingdom of ARAGON established.  Napoleon IV and Spain tried to reconquer Aragon and partition it between themselves, but this led to the Second Napoleonic Wars and the dismantling of the remnants of Spain’s colonial empire.  Aragon was restored with increased territory and a claim to most of the Congo basin, while Spain deposed King Felipe VI for uselessly prolonging the war, and re-named itself the kingdom of CASTILE.

--

PORTUGAL has seen an ongoing conflict-friendship relationship with its main colony, Brazil, since the First Napoleonic Wars.  The royal family fled there to escape Napoleon, and Brazil was raised to the status of a kingdom, equal with Portugal.  However, after the French tyrant was defeated, and João VI took the throne of Portugal, Brazil's status began to be reduced.  Pedro declared himself Emperor of Brazil in 1822, and succeeded to the throne of Portugal in 1826.  He briefly considered establishing his own son Miguel [the child who in OTL would have been Maria] to the throne of Portugal, but rumblings of discontent from his brother Miguel led to him delaying this decision until his son Miguel reached his eighteenth birthday in 1837.  After this date, Miguel I began the modernisation of the country, establishing a constitutional monarchy, and trying to balance the legacies of the past, particularly the ongoing slave trade between Angola and Brazil, with the need for reform within his country.  His modernisation included improvements to roads, railways and public health, and the introduction of the telegraph.  Portugal acquired the Galiza and Olivença regions from Spain during the Congress of Versailles (1872), and was invaded by Spain during the Second Napoleonic Wars.  Portugal defeated this invasion with the assistance of Brazil, Britain and the United States, and acquired further colonial territories and parts of Spain bordering Galiza at the end of the war.  Miguel I remains on the throne, aged a vigorous 67, as of 1886.

--

ITALY was mostly unified as a nation during the Swiss and Italian War, although Austria holds Lombardy and Venetia, and SAN MARINO is still an independent republic.  Italy acquired Rome as its national capital more recently.  Italy was on the losing side in the Second Napoleonic Wars, which cost her the colonies of Tunis, Tripoli and Albania, but which saw the restoration of Nice, Savoy and Corsica.  However, there are considerable rumblings of discontent with Italy from people who believe that Italy should have done better during the war, directed at the king and his government rather than outsiders.  Since the acquisition of Nice, Italy now surrounds MONACO, but under the terms of the Second Congress of Vienna, Monaco will revert to France if the monarch dies without male heirs, rather than Italy.

--

GREECE won its independence in 1829, aided in part by their supply of frigates from New England.  New England was also the first nation to recognise Greek independence, and there has been ongoing commercial and military contact, especially between the Greek Navy and the NEN.  Greece has since acquired the Ionian Islands from Britain in 1834 in exchange for their neutrality during the Russo-Ottoman War of 1834-6, Grevena from the Ottomans at the end of the war, Epirus and Macedonia during the collapse of the Ottoman Empire and the Second Congress of Vienna, and part of Albania from the Third Congress of Vienna.

--

BULGARIA and SERBIA are independent nations on the Balkan Peninsula.  Serbia was on the losing side during the Second Napoleonic Wars, and this meant that it is now governed by a monarch from a cadet branch of the Habsburgs.  Bulgaria [smaller than OTL Bulgaria, with the southern regions still Turkish-ruled] was long part of Russia, but the end of the Second Napoleonic Wars saw it established as an independent state under a Swedish prince, who has pledged to create a constitutional monarchy.  ALBANIA was long an Italian colony, and after the war suffered some loss of territory to Greece but the rest became an independent nation under a Habsburg monarch.  Similarly, MONTENEGRO’s defeat during the war saw it drawn into the German orbit with a new monarch from the Bavarian royal family.

--

GERMANY has emerged from the Second Napoleonic Wars as the colossus of Central Europe.  It now includes the territory of virtually every German-speaker in Europe (including the Dutch-speakers of the Netherlands [and OTL Belgium and northern France]), except for the ethnic Volga Germans in Russia, some of whom have elected to return to Germany.  Germany slowly emerged as a political unity from the old German Confederation formed after the First Napoleonic Wars, including the three Great Powers of Prussia, Austria and the Netherlands, as well as lesser German states.  The revolutions of 1849 led to the creation of a strengthened Diet in Frankfurt, and other common defensive measures.  Fighting together in several wars both greatly increase the sense of national unity, and acquired further German-speaking territories from Schleswig-Holstein (acquired without war), Switzerland, and from France.  Germany also includes some non-German-speaking areas, such as Venetia, Lombardy, Bohemia and Moravia in Austria, the French-speaking parts of the Netherlands, and some Polish-speaking areas in Prussia.  HUNGARY, CROATIA, and POLAND are separate states in personal union within the Holy Roman Emperor, effectively economically unified with Germany, and with German-trained but separate military forces.  COURLAND [most of Lithuania and parts of Latvia] is a recently formed nation under a Hohenzollern prince, and falls heavily within the German sphere of influence.  German princes have also been created over several Balkan states (Serbia, Montenegro and Albania), although it remains an open question whether these monarchs will look out for the interests of their own subjects first.

--

The RUSSIAN EMPIRE has greatly expanded in power throughout the nineteenth century, pushing into Central Asia and the Far East, and for a time into Europe, but it has also suffered some setbacks.  Its centuries-old struggle with the Ottoman Empire saw it acquire more territories, Moldavia and Wallachia, and for a time Kars and Bulgaria, but the latter two were lost in the Second Napoleonic Wars.  The same war also saw Russia stripped of most of its Polish and Lithuanian territories in Europe, and Alaska was lost during a previous war with Britain, but Russia still controls vast territories.  It has acquired much of Manchuria and props up the Qings who rule the rest of Manchuria and parts of northern and western China.  After the recent defeat, Russia had an attempted revolution which was ended when Tsar Peter IV granted the formation of a Duma and elections from across Russia.  It remains unclear how much authority the Duma will have, with the Tsar seeking to govern mostly through a Cabinet of ministers who report to him rather than to the Duma.

--

In SCANDINAVIA, the two kingdoms of SWEDEN and DENMARK have become increasingly close since Germany acquired Schleswig-Holstein from Denmark.  Both powers have proclaimed neutrality from most world affairs, and were the only major powers in Europe to remain neutral during the Second Napoleonic Wars.  There have been calls in both kingdoms for the formation of a united nation of Scandinavia, but this has not yet come about despite close links including a royal marriage between the Danish Crown Prince and a Swedish princess.

--

[1] The increased Australian population is the result of overall higher levels of immigration, but particularly the demographic boost of having a further generation of rapid population growth with an earlier gold rush.

--

Decades of Darkness #91: Old Reliable

“A diamond must be cut before it will shine.  A nation needs trials before it can become great.”
-- Edward Mahan, during his 1888 American presidential campaign, explaining why he thought that the expense and bloodshed of the Third Mexican War had strengthened the USA.

--

The Presidential Elections of 1888
From “The Atlas of American Political History”
(c) 1946 By Karl Wundt
Lone Pine Publishing Company
Hammersford [Salem, Oregon], Oregon State
United States of America

Caption:
With the 1888 presidential elections, the American people had a choice between the “accidental president” and the hero of the Third Mexican War, conqueror of Mexico, whom his supporters nicknamed “Old Reliable”, although he was still in his early fifties during the campaign.

David Richards had only become president due to the much-lamented death of Thomas Corbin, and for a time it was uncertain if he would be renominated.  He was famous mainly for owning a sugar plantation at the southern extremity of Louisiana that produced some of America’s finest rum, and throwing elaborate parties even by the generous standards of nineteenth-century planters.  He did not deliver particularly ornate speeches, nor did his old money background necessarily appeal to the diverse Patriot constituency.  Yet the Patriots eventually nominated him, partly for his incumbency, and partly because it was believed that he might have success in carrying some of the cotton states.  For the same reason, they chose as vice-presidential candidate the much more gifted speaker Senator Charles Ramsey of North Carolina, hoping that his substantial personal following would deliver that key state.

Opposing the sitting president was the Democrat candidate Edward Mahan, still popularly referred to as “General” although he resigned his commission before beginning his campaign.  Mahan had a strong record as a military man.  The son of Dennis Mahan, a professor at Wilkinson Military Academy, the younger Mahan grew up living and breathing war.  He served in the Second Mexican War, rising to the rank of major before that war’s end, and he rose rapidly through the army to become one of America’s most distinguished generals even before the Third Mexican War began.  Although born in Ohio, Mahan lived in Virginia, where he owned a small tobacco plantation, and he proved popular in that state.  For a vice-presidential candidate, Mahan secured the young and fiery Lewis Mitchell of Westylvania, who would only turn 35 four days before the election date, and thus sought to deliver a state which had voted Patriot for more than two generations.

Yet for all the disparity between their public profiles, the final election result would be much closer than most people expected.  Mahan’s record as a war hero provoked mixed responses, for many people felt that the struggle against the Mexican guerrillas should have been won sooner, particularly with some fresh guerrilla actions right before the election, which suggested that the war was in fact not over...

              Popular Votes       Electoral Votes
State         Richards  Mahan     Richards Mahan
Alabama       37,987    52,458    0        11
Arkansas      23,097    37,684    0        7
Chihuahua     12,910    8,972     4        0
Coahuila      26,182    21,416    6        0
Colorado      19,718    11,091    4        0
Delaware      14,193    7,312     3        0
E. Cuba       20,454    30,713    0        7
E. Florida    10,029    14,715    0        4
E. Texas      48,023    42,586    9        0
Georgia       51,213    108,821   0        17
Honduras      10,009    12,234    0        6
Idaho         9,588     3,916     3        0
Illinois      103,212   68,808    14       0
Indiana       89,054    75,648    13       0
Iowa          80,419    55,884    11       0
Jackson       4,999     10,150    0        3
Jefferson     41,829    43,681    0        9
Kansas        58,790    44,350    10       0
Kentucky      106,533   110,856   0        19
Louisiana     37,373    34,493    9        0
Maryland      70,350    55,275    11       0
Mississippi   26,905    43,897    0        9
Missouri      89,328    79,215    15       0
Nebraska      60,154    38,459    9        0
Nevada        9,962     4,688     3        0
New Leon      17,264    25,895    0        8
New Mexico    17,487    12,152    3        0
Nicaragua     13,731    16,782    0        8
N. California 100,915   47,489    13       0
N. Carolina   80,911    85,408    0        17
N. Durango    9,693     11,379    0        4
Ohio          270,377   249,579   39       0
Oregon        33,755    20,688    3        0
Pennsylvania  229,017   220,030   34       0
Potosi        10,740    12,608    0        3
Puerto Rico   12,615    18,923    0        8
Sinaloa       12,373    11,429    4        0
Sonora        9,666     7,292     3        0
S. Carolina   25,948    55,092    0        11
S. Durango    9,665     8,922     5        0
Tamaulipas    18,622    27,932    0        7
Tennessee     108,352   127,196   0        21
Veracruz      13,313    16,271    0        7
Virginia      129,917   152,524   0        26
Washington    43,277    59,764    0        10
W. Cuba       31,049    50,659    0        13
W. Florida    29,198    68,130    0        11
W. Texas      10,039    7,888     3        0
Westylvania   96,991    101,086   0        16
Wilkinson     49,315    28,963    7        0
Wyoming       13,805    6,800     3        0
Yucatan       7,874     12,315    0        8
Zacatecas     7,347     8,284     0        3
Total         2,475,565 2,488,803 241      273

In the aftermath of the election, it transpired that three states had been crucial: Kentucky, Westylvania and North Carolina.  Mahan successfully carried all three, albeit narrowly.  Kentucky returned to the Democrats now that it was no longer electing “Old Tom Silver”.  The capture of Westylvania marked the end of the “Free Trio” as voting consistently Patriot – although Ohio was no longer a free soil state in any event – and the low victory margins for the Patriots in Ohio and Pennsylvania were also quite ominous for them.  Ramsey could not quite capture North Carolina for the Patriots, despite a good showing, and thus Edward Mahan became the 17th President of the United States...

--

4 April 1889,
New White House
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

“Sir, Mr Clay has arrived,” the secretary said.

“Let him wait, oh, ten minutes, then send him in,” President Mahan said.  He had been looking forward to this meeting with Brutus Clay since the day his election was confirmed.  And, in truth, several years before that.  But he could afford to wait a couple more minutes.  Let this be Clay’s first reminder that while he was a powerful man, he was not the most important man in America.

Mahan spent the next few minutes skimming through the reports on railroad pricing, factory placements, and other related matters.  He didn’t really need to read the papers; he had the relevant information stored safely in his head by now.  But he believed in being ready, in politics as much as in war.

After a few minutes, his secretary ushered Clay into the room.  “Congratulations on your election, Mr President,” Clay said, extending his hand.

Mahan shook it, and invited Clay to take a seat.

Clay said, “You ran a particularly effective campaign, if I may say so.  How did you put it...? “Let us remember both the dollar and the gun, the dollar that any man may grow wealthy, and the gun so that no man or nation can steal our wealth from us”.”

Mahan nodded.  Clay could be pleasant enough, even affable, when he thought he was getting his way.  Hence the praise, which was only a prelude for Clay to give voice to his own agenda for continued corporate dominance.  Clay’s expectation of that was the main reason he had supported Mahan’s campaign.

Well, Clay would soon be disappointed.  Before he began his own campaign, he had taken careful note of what Gould had done, up in New England.  Gould had been planning throughout the campaign to declare war on France, but he had never mentioned it until after his inauguration.  Mahan had his own plans for a different kind of war before the election, and made sure they did not leak out.

Mahan said, “My main goal as President is to ensure that America remains wealthy and strong.  And this means I must take steps to ensure the success of American commerce.”

That last phrase he had repeated over and over during the campaign.  Yet he had not meant quite what many people had assumed by it.  The Jaguars had a useful phrase which Mahan had picked up in Mexico: hiding in plain sight.  Now Mahan got to reveal what he meant by it.  “And the most important way to do that is to ensure that no single entity can dominate an industry, since if they do so, they can exclude the commerce of others.”

The grin on Clay’s face vanished.

Mahan said, “Therefore, one of my first actions will be to appoint a commission to investigate pricing policies, monopolies, and the other practices of those individuals and trusts which are endangering the free pursuit of commerce.  The first thing I want this commission to investigate will be the railroad industry.”  And the only industry, at least that Mahan had planned for now.

“How dare you?” Clay demanded.  He half-rose out of his chair, but subsided again when Mahan raised an eyebrow.  Wise of him.

“Because the United States must be strong,” Mahan said.  “It serves our commerce poorly to have railroads which the people cannot afford to travel on.”  Which was true, but not the main reason Mahan had proposed this commission.  He had never forgotten how Clay had dictated policy to President Corbin.  This would be an object lesson, to those who had the wisdom to learn.  The power of the government should always be greater than that of any individual, no matter how wealthy he was.

“I have heard enough, Mr President,” Clay snapped.  He rose and stormed out.

Mahan chuckled, and spoke to the empty air.  “You’ll hear more, if you try to bribe legislators to block this commission.”  Mahan had not let the Mexicans defeat him, and he would not let Clay beat him either.  This was a different kind of war, one fought with words and lawyers instead of bullets, but Mahan was ready for it.

--

Population Data for the United States: 1890
Taken From “The United States In Expansion, 1850-1950: A Century of Triumph”
(c) 1952 By Harold Wittgenstein
Columbia Press: Columbia [Knoxville, Tennessee]

State          Slave[1]   Non.[2]    Ind.      White      Total
Alabama        526,970    47,028     0         873,562    1,447,561
Arkansas       265,460    338        0         475,607    741,405
Chihuahua      36,428     53,835     93,050    210,056    393,368
Coahuila       153,304    33,943     16,766    380,783    584,796
Colorado       4,698      19,118     4,673     456,474    484,963
Delaware       4,046      4,286      0         175,273    183,605
E. Cuba        249,196    14,489     0         409,333    673,019
E. Florida     93,878     92         0         193,623    287,593
E. Texas       233,414    1,481      0         729,012    963,907
Georgia        798,990    11,773     0         1,252,264  2,063,027
Honduras       32,838     364,680    0         182,947    580,464
Idaho          3,539      22         0         110,620    114,181
Illinois       48,170     53,315     0         1,446,162  1,547,647
Indiana        43,875     51,887     0         1,379,615  1,475,377
Iowa           25,981     7,094      0         1,150,428  1,183,503
Jackson        92,776     6,116      0         136,195    235,087
Jefferson      202,406    7,462      0         794,084    1,003,953
Kansas         195,190    66,745     0         1,025,122  1,287,057
Kentucky       392,330    53,983     0         1,701,068  2,147,381
Louisiana      355,062    56         0         617,349    972,467
Maryland       146,611    33,271     0         983,020    1,162,902
Mississippi    483,616    367        0         554,026    1,038,009
Missouri       270,828    1,025      0         1,407,516  1,679,369
Nebraska       14,842     55,269     0         1,188,903  1,259,014
New Leon       227,780    75,877     181,536   370,272    855,464
New Mexico     24,356     24,049     22,858    229,688    300,951
Nevada         15,956     6,882      5,766     107,573    136,178
Nicaragua      206,840    423,718    0         238,764    869,322
N. California  121,415    17,998     18,625    1,299,237  1,457,276
N. Carolina    583,289    5,979      0         1,301,442  1,890,709
N. Durango     161,293    5,326      6,348     181,577    354,544
Ohio           6,238      59,127     0         3,977,660  4,043,025
Oregon         10,610     4,876      0         365,029    380,515
Pennsylvania   6,407      32,292     0         3,356,625  3,395,324
Potosi         56,049     347,565    171,573   182,801    757,988
Puerto Rico    320,529    387,168    0         246,782    954,479
Sinaloa        28,551     111,375    58,470    240,411    438,807
Sonora         19,996     31,022     63,723    160,660    275,402
S. Carolina    680,157    336        0         634,139    1,314,633
S. Durango     135,232    111,950    66,233    168,697    482,111
Tamaulipas     326,063    45,360     86,338    384,431    842,192
Tennessee      436,906    55,650     0         1,843,168  2,335,724
Veracruz       66,052     349,674    165,886   256,667    838,279
Virginia       763,927    26,635     0         2,210,096  3,000,657
Washington     237,488    443        0         806,300    1,044,231
W. Cuba        662,783    237,465    0         639,363    1,539,611
W. Florida     514,459    7,528      0         761,593    1,283,579
W. Texas       82,230     17,821     1,407     143,420    244,877
Westylvania    4,550      17,478     0         1,515,286  1,537,314
Wilkinson      10,862     29,746     0         746,218    786,826
Wyoming        1,677      240        0         102,913    104,830
Yucatan        182,545    161,541    576,963   181,511    1,102,560
Zacatecas      46,736     279,801    135,656   137,693    599,885
Total          10,615,422 3,762,596  1,675,871 40,623,061 56,676,950

Territory      Slave[1]   Non.[2]    Ind.      White      Total
Deseret        3,472      863        2,806     208,763    215,905
El Salvador    2,186      473,944    125,895   140,698    742,723
Guatemala      341        542,305    627,932   256,881    1,427,460
Indian         25,468     882        82,695    238,559    347,604
S. California  7,097      813        11,188    24,952     44,050
Suriname       80,795     0          2,402     48,123     131,320
Tobasco        27,149     62,029     29,920    56,103     175,201
Total          146,508    1,080,835  882,840   974,080    3,084,263

Caribbean Territory
District       Slave[1]   Non.[2]    Ind.      White      Total
Aruba          3,495      521        1,202     1,119      6,337
Bonaire        5,303      0          0         958        6,261
Curacao        27,647     0          0         5,355      33,002
Guadeloupe     125,379    0          0         148,955    274,334
Guiana         0          3,286      1,564     40,082     44,932
Martinique     64,793     0          0         36,251     101,044
Saba           2,769      0          0         647        3,415
Sint Eustatius 2,508      0          0         770        3,279
Sint Maarten   3,701      0          0         1,007      4,709
Tobago         37,404     0          0         4,943      42,348
Trinidad       160,788    7,324      0         35,242     203,354
Virgin Islands 67,716     0          0         35,204     102,920
Total          501,504    11,131     2,765     310,534    825,935

Mexican Region [3]
Territory      Slave[1]   Non.[2]    Ind.      White      Total
Acapulco       0          180,073    91,673    55,659     327,405
Chiapas        0          140,928    71,745    43,560     256,233
Guanajuato     0          637,092    324,338   196,919    1,158,349
Jalisco        0          783,081    398,659   242,043    1,423,783
Mexico         0          991,444    504,735   306,446    1,802,626
Michoacan      0          435,776    221,850   134,694    792,320
Oaxaca         0          421,109    214,383   130,161    765,653
Puebla         0          515,426    262,399   159,313    937,138
Total          0          4,104,928  2,089,782 1,268,796  7,463,506

Total USA      11,263,434 8,959,491  4,651,258 43,176,472 68,050,655

--

Population Data for New England: 1890
Source: New England Bureau of Statistics

State         Black   White      Total
Connecticut   9,760   982,963    992,723
Hudson        17,509  3,184,682  3,202,190
Long Island   26,679  2,526,480  2,553,160
Maine         1,235   855,879    857,114
Massachusetts 8,052   2,737,399  2,745,451
Michigan      50,328  2,805,567  2,855,895
New Brunswick 492     396,319    396,811
New Hampshire 2,184   526,147    528,330
New Jersey    37,113  1,532,121  1,569,234
Niagara       13,208  2,407,497  2,420,706
Nova Scotia   2,434   639,791    642,225
Rhode Island  3,239   319,510    322,749
Vermont       1,111   581,137    582,247
Total         173,344 19,495,492 19,668,836

--

Population Data for Canada: 1890
Source: New England Historical Archives, Hartford, Connecticut

Province         Population
Alaska           40,829
British Columbia 291,732
Caroline         160,458
Manitoba         296,519
Northwest Terr.  55,591
Ontario          2,849,457
Quebec           1,680,620
Wisconsin        3,057,698
Total            8,432,903

--

Population Data for British North America: 1890
Source: New England Historical Archives, Hartford, Connecticut

Province             Population
Newfoundland         209,401
Prince Edward Island 102,408
Total                311,809

--

Selected Important Dates in North American History: 1881-1890
Taken from “The Compleat Textbook Series: Early American History”
By J. Edward Fowler (Principal Author)
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1948 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission

1881

Thomas Corbin (Kentucky), Patriot, inaugurated as the 15th President of the United States.

Zacatecas admitted as the 47th state in the Union.

Dedication of the Colossus of New York (14 July), in New England.

United States declares war on Mexico (4 October), citing claimed acts of sabotage on the Mexico and Veracruz Railroad, beginning the Third Mexican War.

U.S. Congress passes an act banning the importation of “persons in bondage” from Africa, although permitting the trade to continue with Brazil.

Albion Weapons (located in Detroit, Michigan) begins to manufacture the first smokeless power repeating rifles, called Adams repeaters.

“Leviathan”, the first of a new class of big-gunned mastlesss ironclad battleships, launched in Halifax, Nova Scotia, New England.

1882

United States proclaims annexation of all of Mexico, and places it under military occupation “until civil authority can be restored”.  Guerrilla resistance continues unabated.

Potosi admitted as the 48th state in the Union.

Oregon admitted as the 49th state in the Union.

Ohio amends its constitution to permit slavery within its borders, although slaves have been present in some numbers before that year due to federal “right of transit” provisions.

Ratification of the Sixth Amendment to the New England Constitution, granting male suffrage to all citizens, and thus abolishing religious and property qualifications for the franchise.

Colt Holdings (of Hartford, Connecticut) begins the first commercial production of the Cromwell gun, a self-acting cylinder gun [4].

“Howe”, the first Admiral-class battleship, launched in Portsmouth, UK [5].

1883

New Mexico admitted as the 50th state in the Union.

United States separates Guatemala from Mexico and establishes it as Guatemala Territory.

El Salvador annexed to United States at request of its government, and becomes El Salvador Territory.

“West Texas”, an American equivalent to the New England Leviathan-class, launched in Baltimore.

1884

Nevada admitted as the 51st state in the Union [6].

Wyoming admitted as the 52nd state in the Union [6].

United States declares war on Uruguay in support of Brazilian alliance, and subsequently Argentina, Paraguay, and Charcas [Bolivia] after those nations declare war on Brazil.

United States declares war on Spain according to its terms of alliance with Portugal, entering the Second Napoleonic Wars as a co-belligerent but not ally with Britain and Germany.

New England entrepreneur and inventor William Lewis patents the first North American horst powered by an internal-combustion engine.  (His design was independent of the first gasoline-powered internal-combustion horst developed in the Netherlands the previous year).

1885

Thomas Corbin (Kentucky), Patriot, re-elected as 15th President of the United States.  David Richards (Louisiana), Patriot, elected as Vice-President.

Stephen Jay Gould (Hudson), Federalist, inaugurated as 18th President of New England.  Cornelius Montgomery (New Hampshire), Federalist, inaugurated as Vice-President.

New England enters the Second Napoleonic Wars in Europe, declaring war on France, Spain, Russia, Italy, and Serbia.

1886

USA’s Mexican annexations are organised into the territories of Acapulco [Guerrero], Chiapas, Guanajuato [Guanajuato and Querétaro de Arteaga], Jalisco [OTL Aguascalientes, Colima, Jalisco and Nayarit], Mexico [Federal District, Hidalgo, Mexico and Morelos], Michoacan, Oaxaca, and Puebla [Puebla and Tlaxcala] [7].  Some parts of these territories, particularly much of Acapulco, remain under military occupation due to continuing guerrilla resistance.

“Poseidon”, the first of a new class of New England battleships, launched in New York.  This class had a higher freeboard, greater speed and was much more seaworthy than the preceding classes of ships [8].

1887

U.S. President Thomas Corbin dies from a heart attack (3 May).  David Richard becomes the 16th President of the United States.

“Redoubtable”, the first of a new British class of battleships, is launched in Pembroke, UK [9].

“Nebraska”, the first of a new class of American battleships, is launched in Charleston, South Carolina.  Unlike most previous classes of American battleships, the Nebraska is a novel design rather than an imitation of New England ships, with three independently-mounted turret main guns rather than the paired guns of New England and British shipbuilding.  The Nebraska class was also the first major warship class to be fitted with water-tube boilers [10].

1888

Third Mexican War declared over after the death of the last major resistance leader, General Jose Juarez, although scattered guerrilla activity continues.

Idaho admitted as the 53rd state in the Union [6].

U.S. presidential elections see former General Edward Mahan (Virginia), Democrat, defeat sitting President David Richards.

1889

Edward Mahan (Virginia), Democrat, inaugurated as the 17th President of the United States.  Lewis Mitchell (Westylvania), Democrat, inaugurated as Vice-President.

1890

New England Congress approves a proposed constitutional amendment (which would become the Seventh Amendment if successful), granting universal suffrage to all men and women, regardless of race.  Michigan and Long Island ratify the amendment the same year, but it is defeated in Massachusetts, Maine, and New Brunswick.

--

[1] The figure for slaves is sometimes inaccurate, particularly in the northern-tier states such as Maryland and Delaware, who tend to mark some of the de facto free blacks as slaves, or just discount them from the census altogether.  Legally, of course, blacks cannot be classed as free, although some still have de facto freedom in 1890.

[2] Non-citizens, which includes peons, debt-slaves, and others not classified.

[3] The population figures for the Mexican region, i.e. the rump state of Mexico annexed after the Third Mexican War, are not always considered to be reliable.  For example, it is recognised that there were slaves within the region by 1890 (albeit quite few), but none of them were recorded on the census.

[4] The Cromwell gun is similar to OTL’s Maxim gun.

[5] This class of ships is somewhat superior to the OTL Victoria-class ships, not the OTL Admiral class, using triple-expansion engines.

[6] Nevada and Wyoming (in 1884) and Idaho (in 1888) were admitted as states despite extremely low populations, with only a few weeks before rolls closed for the 1884 and 1888 presidential and congressional elections.  This formed one of the USA’s more blatant cases of gerrymandering, according to the Democrats, and a partial compensation for the larger number of small states in the Democrat-dominated parts of the USA, according to the Patriots.

[7] These states were combined because President Corbin, unlike most U.S. Presidents, cared very little as to whether he added more stars to the flag, and because without some mergers the smaller states would not have a sufficient ‘white’ population.

[8] This ship is similar to the British Royal Sovereign-class battleships of OTL, although with somewhat inferior gunnery.

[9] The Redoubtable is roughly equivalent to HMS Hood of OTL (the Royal Sovereign-class ship, not the later Admiral-class battlecruiser of the same name), although with marginally superior engines.

[10] The Nebraska-class is roughly equivalent to the French Brennus, although it retained a third turret where the French vessel did not.

--

Decades of Darkness #92: Age of Reason

“The question is this: Is man an ape or an angel?  My Lord, I am on the side of the angels.  I repudiate with indignation and abhorrence these new fangled theories.”
-- Benjamin Disraeli, British Prime Minister

--

Excerpts from: “Design and Evolution: The Natural Selection of Species”
Original author: Patrick Matthew
First published in 1832
This edition (c) 1948 by Haviland Press, Adelaide, Australia
Introduced by Prof. Robert Hutton, University of Adelaide

From the introduction:

Patrick Matthew is viewed, with considerable justification, as the father of modern evolutionary theory.  He was not the first modern thinker to propose theories of evolution, being preceded among other by Erasmus Darwin and Chevalier de Lamarck.  But he was the first to articulate the crucial mechanism of natural selection, without which evolution and common descent made little sense.  Matthew’s theory of evolution provided that vital concept, and had a revolutionary impact on biology.

While his theory faces considerable revision from modern authorities, particularly over his emphasis on stasis over graduated change, his inclusion of theological concepts, and his failure to recognise natural selection as a major constructive mechanism for new adaptations, his essential insight remains [1]...

From the book:

“As nature, in all her modifications of life, has a power of increase far beyond what is needed to supply the place of what falls by Time's decay, those individuals who possess not the requisite strength, swiftness, hardihood, or cunning, fall prematurely without reproducing - either a prey to their natural devourers, or sinking under disease, generally induced by want of nourishment, their place being occupied by the more perfect of their own kind, who are pressing on the means of subsistence...

“There is more beauty and unity of design in this continual balancing of life to circumstance, and greater conformity to those dispositions of nature which are manifest to us, than in total destruction and new creation. It is improbable that much of this diversification is owing to commixture of species nearly allied, all change by this appears very limited, and confined within the bounds of what is called species; the progeny of the same parents, under great differences of circumstance, might, in several generations, even become distinct species, incapable of co-reproduction...

“Geology has shown us that the earth is from time to time rocked by upheavals, which leave an unoccupied field for new diverging ramifications of life...  In the time of upheaval, the modifications of life come to the fore, and in these differences of circumstances the bounds of species are relinquished, as new forms appear on the earth.  After the time of crisis, each new form will prosper, fit to endure.  A particular conformity, each after its own kind, no doubt exists to a considerable degree.  This conformity has existed during the last forty centuries.  Geologists discover a like particular conformity - fossil species - through the deep deposition of each great epoch, but they also discover an almost complete difference to exist between the species or stamp of life on one epoch from that of every other...

“It is indubitable that there is a sentiment of beauty pervading Nature, which affords evidence of intellect and benevolence in the scheme of Nature...

--

Taken from: “Emigration Fields”
(c) 1840 by Patrick Matthew
Walker & Son Publishing Company
Edinburgh: Scotland, UK

“The current human condition, where the growth of the populace is unchecked but the food which must sustain them cannot grow to match, presents the human race with its own time of upheaval.  The struggle for existence will lead only to poverty and death within these lands, unless a solution be found.  The whole of the unpeopled regions of the earth may now be said to be British ground, and emigration presents the true opportunity to solve this upheaval.  In the agitation which accompanies emigration, the ablest in mind and body - the most powerful varieties of the race will be thrown into their natural positions as leaders, impressing the stamp of their character on the people at large, and constituting the more reproductive part; while the feebler or more improvident varieties will generally sink under incidental hardship [2]...

--

Excerpts from: “A Different Flesh: The Hireling and the Slave”
Written in 1851 by William John Grayson [3]
Charleston, South Carolina, USA
Published by John Russell & Associates

Science has shown that after a time of upheaval, each race is thrown into crisis, with a form more perfect to their locale arising in each circumstance.  In our long-lost antiquity such a shaping formed the present races of mankind...

In the tropics of Africa, amidst the jungles and rivers of that warm land, were shaped the African race.  Of the darkness of his skin, to suit the harsh sun of the tropics, no more need be said.  There also was formed a difference in character.  To endure in the warmest and most disease-ridden parts of the world, the Negro race was gifted in fortitude, resilience, vigour in heat, but at the expense of wit and aggression, and thus shaped in docility.  In this manner the Negro became perfected in survival, but at the same time his mind and body moving at a lesser pace to survive the heat of the tropics.  This lesser mind, while well-suited for the locale in which the Negro lived, permitted him not the advances of the civilized arts, as can be proven by the failure of any native civilization to arise in all the vastness of Africa [4].

In the colder lands of Europe, with its more rugged mountains, in its greater challenges of Nature, where food was harder to find, the winters harsher, were shaped the white race.  Here stood not the enemies of heat and disease, but the challenges of survival itself, where the greatest danger to a man’s survival was not the plague of malaria or exhaustion from heat, but that he might lack subsistence because a man more vigorous had taken in from him.  Thus arose a race white in hue, sharp of mind, aggressive and vigorous in pursuit of individual interests, the better shaped to survive and prosper in a harsh world.  Here, created in adversity, arose our ancestors, and civilization advanced under the leadership of the white race...

But it came to pass that the white race discovered the New World which we now inhabit.  The vigour and drive of the white race was well-served in exploring and settling the Americas, but the fortitude and resilience of the Negro were also valued, and thus the African race came also to the New World.  With these races in collision, there could have arisen a time of upheaval, which in time would have led only to the extinction of one race.  But Nature demands only that in time of crisis that a new stability be established, and then natural selection will act to hold and perfect each race within its new status.  Thus was forged a new relationship, with the superior wit and vigour of the white race to be placed above, and the docility and fortitude of the African to be placed beneath, where he could endure, labour and be protected by his master’s benevolent hand...

When transferred to the New World, the Negro’s fortitude in the heat meant that he became indolent by degree – a natural response to the heat of his homeland, but ill-suited to the New World and in a new society where their old methods would not prevail.  For the rectification of this status, the white race has relied on the long-sanctioned institution of slavery.

Slavery is that system of labour which exchanges subsistence for work, which secures a life-maintenance from the master to the slave, and gives a life-labour from the slave to the master. The slave is an apprentice for life, and owes his labour to his master; the master owes support, during life, to the slave.  Slavery is the Negro system of labour.  Slavery makes all work, and it ensures homes, food and clothing for all.  It permits no idleness, and it provides for sickness, infancy and old age.  It allows no tramping or skulking, and it knows no pauperism.

If slavery is subject to abuses, it has its advantages also.  It establishes more permanent, and, therefore, kinder relations between capital and labour.  It removes what Stuart ill calls "the widening and embittering feud between the class of labour and the class of capital."  It draws the relation closer between master and servant.  It is not an engagement for days or weeks, but for life.  There is no such thing, with slavery, as a labourer for whom nobody cares or provides.  The most wretched feature, in hireling labour, is the isolated miserable creature who has no home, no work, no food, and in whom no one is particularly interested.  This is seen among hirelings only, in New England and in other northern states.

I do not say that slavery is the best system of labour for all men and for all time, but only that it is the best, for the Negro, in this country.  In a nation composed of the same race or similar races, where the labourer is intelligent, industrious and provident, money wages may be better than subsistence.  Even under all advantages, there are great defects in the hireling labour system, for which, hitherto, no foreigner has discovered an adequate remedy.  In hireling nations such as New England there are thousands of idlers, trampers, poachers, smugglers, drunkards and thieves, who make theft a profession.  There are thousands who suffer for want of food and clothing, from inability to obtain them.  For these two classes - those who will not work, and those who cannot - there is no sufficient provision.  Among slaves there are no trampers, idlers, smugglers, poachers, and none suffer from want.  Every one is made to work, and no one is permitted to starve.  Slavery does for the Negro what European schemers in vain attempt to do for the hireling.  It secures work and subsistence for all. It secures our order and subordination also.  The master is a Commissioner of the Poor, on every plantation, to provide food, clothing, medicine, houses, for his people.  He is a police officer to prevent idleness, drunkenness, theft, or disorder.  I do not mean by formal appointment of law, but by virtue of his relation to his slaves.  There is, therefore, no starvation among slaves.  There are, comparatively, few crimes.  If there are paupers in the United States, they are the hirelings of other countries, who have run away fro their homes.  Pauperism began, with them, when serfage was abolished...

What more can be required of slavery, in reference to the Negro, than has been done?  It has made him, from a savage in crisis in a new world, to an orderly and efficient labourer.  It supports him in comfort and peace.  It restrains his vices.  It improves his mind, orals and manners.  It instructs him in Christian knowledge...

All Christians believe that the affairs of the world are directed by Providence for wise and good purposes. The coming of the Negro to North America makes no exception to the rule.  His transportation was a rude mode of emigration; the only practicable one in his case; not attended with more wretchedness than the emigrant ship often exhibits even now, notwithstanding the passenger law.  What the purpose of his coming is, we may not presume to judge.  But we can see much good already resulting from it - good to the Negro, in his improved condition; to the country whose rich fields he has cleared of the forest and made productive in climates unfit for the labour of the white man; to the continent of Africa in furnishing, as it may ultimately, the only means for civilizing its people...

--

From: “America In Upheaval: The Dawn of a New Epoch” [5]
(c) 1867 by WR Yancey [6]
Published by JM Bertrand, New Orleans, Louisiana

The mingling of races in has placed these continents, and mankind’s place on them, in upheaval.  For in the old order each race had its place in the world, bound by geography and perfected for its environment, but the old order was cast down by Columbus and his followers.  Men of both European and African stock were transplanted to the New World, taking their place alongside the Indians who dwelt here formerly.

From this time of upheaval, a new order would inevitably form, one perfected to its new situation, but this new order inevitably takes time before it has formed.  The creation of the new order has been hindered by the division amongst the white races.  For there arose in what was then British North America those men of white blood who kept clear boundaries between the races, and thus each race could be perfected within its own kind and within its new world.  But to the south lay the lands of Spanish-ruled America, where men of white blood ruled, but where few then understood the danger of allowing blood to mix between the races.  It must be further said that such a mixing of blood, white to Indian, Indian to African and even, though it rarely be said, but must be admitted, white to African, has happened to a lesser degree even in the lands of North America.

This mixing of bloods does but prolong the upheaval which faces the Americas.  If the races be kept separate, then those same qualities which are favoured in the white race will be perfected, and any qualities from other races will be eradicated.  Amongst the Negroes, even those who have received some small dose of white blood will find that it is diluted and eradicated from their lineage with the passage of time, as they become perfected to their environment of inevitable servitude.  In a brief span of years, the upheaval amongst white and black will thus be ended.

But this situation is different in the lands of former Mexico and Cuba, which were ruled by men whose blood is the same European one from which has sprung our own American stock.  Here, the blood of the races has been mixed, with white and Indian, a race who are less worthy than white men but still stronger than the African race, and here, the question remains of how to end this upheaval and restore to each race its proper place, so that it may be perfected within its own environment.  Those who have proven themselves the most perfect to thrive in this environment [7] have assuredly shown that their European blood is predominant.  But for those who are beneath, it is not clear which heritage shall be favoured.  In the new environment created in the United States, these men must remain in a more modest lot, not servitude as the Negro enjoys, but less than that of men of European stock.  Over generations those with European blood will find those qualities are perfected, and they will grow until they are treated as white men like any other...

--

Extract taken from a speech delivered by Governor Charles Ramsey of North Carolina, during his unsuccessful vice-presidential campaign in 1888

“No man can doubt that the present century has seen a Matthist crisis, a time of catastrophe and change when all that was has been weakened, and a new order is being fashioned.  Those nations who possess not the requisite strength, hardihood or cunning shall fall prematurely.

“The old borders have crumbled.  It was said in the first days of Our Lord’s message that his followers had turned the world upside down.  So in modern times the Christian nations of Europe have broken the world and reshaped it in their image.  The weaker races are being cast down, and the superior races of Europe have taken possession of the globe.  The Indies [i.e. both India and the East Indies] have long been ruled by men of European stock.  Now the advance of civilization has allowed men of white blood to take possession of Africa.  That continent has been divided by the two greatest races of Europe, the British race and the German race, with a few scraps left for the other Powers.

“All this bodes well for Europe.  They have expanded their domains, as part of the struggle for existence.  To grow is to thrive; not to grow is to stagnate and be left behind in the time of crisis.  The American race must not be allowed to fall behind in this struggle.  We too must expand, we too must grow, or we too shall fall during the time of upheaval...

--

Taken from the editorial of the Columbia Register
4 March 1937

It used to be said that there were only four races in the world: African, European, Mongolian and Indian.  But this was the old state of the world, when Europeans lived in Europe, Africans in Africa, Indians in the Americas and Mongolians in the Orient.  The migration of the European peoples to the Americas created a new environment, and a new race has arisen to suit this.

This is the American race.  Better evolved than its ancestors, better suited to this new world, shaped by new crises, and fashioned into the qualities of leadership and wit required by its rulership over the other races of the New World.  Superior not only to those of African and Indian blood, over whom American blood has proven the stronger, but also superior to those of European blood who have settled North America but who have not yet perfected themselves to suit the new environment.  They have mixed themselves with African blood, and by keeping their races together they have not allowed the qualities of the lesser race to breed out, as they would have done over time.  These Europeans in America are thus of inferior stock to the American race, and deserve to have proper order and status enforced on them until their own blood can be allowed to breed true...

--

[1] In OTL, Patrick Matthew published an obscure and largely unnoticed precursor to Darwin and Wallace’s theory of natural selection.  Matthew’s theory of natural selection had much in common with Darwin’s and Wallace’s, including the idea of a struggle for existence, but it also had some important differences.  In particular, he emphasised the action of natural selection as an agent of stasis, viewed extinctions as happening only during catastrophes, and thus keeping populations where they are now.  He also remained convinced for the importance of keeping a divine being in the process.  His theory of natural selection is thus more acceptable to the religious sections of the United States, and can be readily converted to an ideology of being a God-favoured race which deserves to dominate the other, fixed inferior races of humanity.

[2] Even in OTL, Patrick Matthew became a social reformer who advocated emigration as a means of avoiding what he saw as a Malthusian population catastrophe.  He saw this as a positive step, i.e. that it would prevent human misery.  However, this doesn’t stop other people taking his concepts and taking them in directions he would never have approved of.

[3] In OTL, William Grayson published an account of slavery titled “The Hireling and the Slave”, justifying slavery in terms of it being a good system when dealing with people of different races.  ITTL, I have him expanding such views to take into account some of the pseudo-scientific aspects of Matthism (the social proponents of the theory, not the scientific aspects, much like Social Darwinism arose in OTL).

[4] There are several flaws in this pseudoscientific babble, of course, but Graydon has not forgotten the Egyptians or other civilizations which arose within Africa.  He just defines “African” to mean those residents of Africa with darker skin, and he would regard Egyptians as closer to Europeans than to “Africans”.

[5] This book was written at a time when the United States had just conquered much of Mexico, and was trying to sort out what to do with Cuba and Puerto Rico.  This required some adjustments to their old views of a simple racial hierarchy (i.e. you’re white or you’re black).

[6] An ATL “brother” of William Lowndes Yancey (born in Georgia but an Alabama legislator).  This TL’s Yancey is even more pro-slavery than our history.

[7] i.e. those who are wealthy and powerful, even if they are actually of Indian heritage.

--

Decades of Darkness #93: It’s Just Not Cricket

Taken from: “Gold and Flame: The History of the Modern Olympiad”
(c) 1949 by Henry McLaughlin
St Giles Press: Edinburgh, Commonwealth of Scotland

Introduction

The modern Olympiad is essentially the brainchild of three men: the English aristocrat William Cecil, 3rd Marquis of Salisbury; the German industrialist and philanthropist Willem van Gogh; and Mikhail Korsakov [1], the first Chief Minister of Russia, although Korsakov did not live to see the first modern Olympiad celebrated.  Lord Salisbury believed that sending the world’s young men to compete in international sporting events would strengthen the brotherhood of nations, and incidentally repair British relations with Europe, particularly Germany, which had been strained since the Boer War.  Van Gogh reportedly believed that the younger generation of Germany were growing lazy and that organised sport would enhance their physical condition.  Korsakov believed that victories in sport would help to enhance Russia’s international prestige and pride, which had been gravely weakened by the Second Napoleonic Wars.  From these three men were drawn the ideals of the Olympic movement: peace; apolitical international cooperation; the pursuit of physical prowess; and prestige through participation, not just victory.  These ideals have sometimes honoured more in the breach than the observance, but they remain the standard to which all Olympic athletes aspire...

Chapter 1: Birth of the Olympic Movement

Several practical questions arose during the early phases of the movement, such as what languages the Olympiad would be conducted in.  Given the patrons, and the dedication of the first Olympiad to the memory of Mikhail Korsakov, the International Olympic Committee settled on having three official languages of the Olympiad: Russian, English and German.  The languages would rotate in order of precedence at each Olympiad, and also using any local languages of the host nation.

More questions arose about which nations should be represented in the Olympiad, and in which form.  It had been determined that teams should be organised by nations [2], but despite the commitment to international cooperation, it was recognised that some nations in the Americas and the colonial world would not be invited.  The United States and Brazil were the most conspicuous of the nations who did not receive such invitations.

Even for those nations invited, questions still remained about how they should be represented.  For Britain, how should the various nations within the Empire be represented?  Initially Lord Salisbury wished all the subjects of the King-Emperor to compete under one flag, but for reasons of distance and national pride, the various Kingdoms (Canada, Ireland, and Australia), were represented separately.  The other colonies could compete under the British flag, although in practice no such athletes came to the first Olympiad.  There were some calls for the Celtic nations within the United Kingdom to compete separately, but these were denied.

Similar questions arose about how to represent the sprawling nations within the Reich and associated to it.  In theory the Reich had over 40 sovereign member states, but in practice only the largest of those states had more than vestigial national identity by the time of the first Olympiad, and the Reich sent a united German team.  But Hungary, Poland and Croatia elected to send their own national teams...

Chapter 2: Athens, the First Modern Olympiad (1894)

When the moment came to choose the city which would host the first modern Olympiad, there was no true choice involved, since only Athens was acceptable to continue the long tradition of the ancient Olympiad.  The real question was whether Athens would host every Olympiad, although the success of the first games ensured that it would have to move, since so many other nations wished to host it...

Twenty-one nations participated in the first Olympiad:
Aragon
Argentina
Australia
Canada
Castile
Courland
Croatia
Denmark
France
Geneva
Germany
Greece
Hungary
Ireland
Italy
New England
Poland
Portugal
Russia
Sweden
United Kingdom

The following sports were included in the First Olympiad:

Athletics
100 m, Men
400 m, Men
800 m, Men
1000 m, Men
1500 m, Men
Marathon, Men
110 m Hurdles, Men
High Jump, Men
Pole Vault, Men
Long Jump, Men
Triple Jump, Men
Shotput, Men
Discus Throw, Men

Cycling 
One lap individual time trial (333 1/3 m), Men
2000 m sprint, Men
10000 m, Men
100 km, Men
12-hours, Men
Road Race, Men

Fencing 
Foil, Men
Epee, Men
Sabre, Men

Gymnastics
Parallel bars, Men
Parallel bars team, Men
Horizontal bar, Men
Horizontal bar team, Men
Horse vault, Men
Pommel horse, Men
Rings, Men
Rope climbing, Men

Rowing
Single Sculls, Men
Coxed Pairs, Men
Coxed Fours, Men
Coxed Fours, Men
Eights, Men

Shooting
Military rifle 200 m, Men
Free rifle 300 m, Men
Military pistol 25 m, Men
Pistol 25 m, Men
Free pistol 30 m, Men

Swimming
100 m Freestyle, Men
200 m Freestyle, Men
500 m Freestyle, Men
1200 m Freestyle, Men

Tennis [3]
Singles, Men
Doubles, Men

Water Polo [4]
Sevens, Men

Weightlifting
One hand, no weight limit, Men
Two hands, no weight limit, Men

Wrestling
Greco-Roman, no weight limit, Men

--

Excerpts from: “Fifty Not Out: Test Cricket 1872-1922”
(c) 1923 by Earle King
Vanderbilt Press: New York City, New England

Origins of Test Cricket

The exact origins of the gentleman’s game, and even of the name cricket, remain uncertain.  Surviving manuscripts from the twelfth and thirteenth centuries show drawings of some early sport related to cricket.  A sport called ‘creag’ was played in England by Prince Edward, the future King Edward II, around the year 1300.  The most likely etymology for the name is from Old French, where the term criquet refers to a kind of club or staff, which later gave its name to the sport croquet, and probably to cricket also.  Some authorities believe that the word is derived from some older dialect of German, usually Flemish, where ‘krick’ or ‘kricke’ means a stick.  However, this interpretation is usually taken to be a later false etymology, created in the late nineteenth century and only advocated because cricket became popular in Germany but not in France...

Cricket was banned for several periods in English history.  In the Middle Ages several statutes banned ancestral forms of cricket because it interfered with the preferred practice of archery.  Cricket was also banned under Oliver Cromwell, and was not finally declared legal until 1748.  From that date onward, organised cricket prospered as a sport in England and then in British colonies....

Development of International Cricket

The first recorded game of cricket played between teams representing their nations was between New England and Canada in 1844.  The teams played at Elysian Field in Hoboken, New Jersey [5].  However, for a few years there was no follow-up on this match.

The impetus for the development of international cricket happened instead in England.  County cricket had been growing in appeal throughout the nineteenth century, and in the 1860s the MCC agreed to establish international matches with the British colonies and New England, where cricket had also developed in popularity.

In 1872, the MCC organised a team chosen from county players, who were sent on a tour of Australia, where cricket was at the time far more popular than in New England and Canada.  The first Test match between any two nations was thus played between England and Australia on 13 March 1872, at the Liverpool Cricket Ground.  Australia won by 53 runs.

On the return tour in 1874, Australia narrowly defeated England by 11 runs in the third and deciding Test match, which prompted the Sporting Times to run an obituary mourning “The Death of English Cricket”, with the closing caption, “The body will be cremated and the ashes taken to Australia.  May New England rise to stand where old England perished.”  That last wish was premature – cricket had not yet become a major sport in New England – but this led to the creation of “the Ashes”.  Regular series between England and Australia have been institutions of Test cricket ever since, except for the interruptions of war.

On 12 March 1882, England and South Africa (although this was not yet formally a separate nation) played their first Test match in Cape Town, which established South Africa as the third Test-playing nation.

International cricket was one of the few things which benefited from the Second Napoleonic Wars.  Soldiers from the Allied powers took up the game, broadening its support base in Canada and New England, and spreading the game to Germany, where it became particularly popular amongst the soldiers from the Dutch provinces.  Soon Test matches were being played between England and Germany, commemorated by the “Talons” with an eagle gripping the wickets, a trophy second only to the Ashes in cricketing antiquity.  By the end of the decades, Test matches had been played between England, New England, Canada and Germany, where the nations had the advantage that tours could be arranged more frequently than with Australia, where the touring side had to sail around half the world...

--

From: “Baseball: New England’s National Pastime” [6]
(c) 1947 by Jonathan Cage
Vanderbilt Press: New York City, New England

The true origins of baseball may never be known.  More than half a century of argument and historical research has failed to settle the question.  Certainly games called baseball, and related games called hardball, rounders, or townball, existed in New England even before it became a nation, and in Europe even earlier.  Along with so many other things, a version of baseball was forbidden by the Puritans.  The earliest surviving rules of a baseball-type game come, surprisingly enough, from France in 1810.  We will probably never know the truth.

But of one thing we can be certain: in New England, baseball has found a home as in no other nation on earth.  While it may lack the international scope of New England’s other great sports, football and cricket, baseball remains the king of sports here...

--

Taken from: “Football: One Name, Many Games”
By David Carmichael and Sally Bunker-Gilmore
(c) 1948 Horizon Publishing Company
Stirling [Perth, Western Australia], Kingdom of Australia

Football is a name which is applied to many team sports around the world.  By far the most popular is association football (also called soccer), but other sports prominent in individual nations or internationally include Harrow football [7], Australian football (often called Southern football in the United States), Gaelic football, and African football [8]...

Football in the United States

Association football and Australian football between them form two of the three most dominant sports in the United States, although with a fairly sharp geographical divide.  On the Northwest Coast and much of the rest of the northern states – roughly from the Californias to Ohio, and from Nebraska to Sonora – Australian football is the dominant football code, although ironically enough it is usually referred to as Southern football.  In the rest of the country, association football is predominant, although it is usually referred to as soccer.

Both football codes have had troubled histories in their rise to prominence.  Association football was long a popular game with the American lower classes, not least because it required no special equipment to play.  It has only relatively recently become more popular with mainstream American society, and even then only with geographical confines.  Australian football was introduced to North California with the first Australian migrants during the gold rush days of the mid-1860s, and spread rapidly throughout the Northwest.  It still follows almost identical rules to the Australian version, but political factors have regularly interfered with sporting links between the two countries, even to the present day...

--

From The Culiacán Journal [9]
16 August 1947

Feature Page
RINGBALL: A SPORT 3,000 YEARS IN THE MAKING

No sport in the world can quite match ringball for history.  The modern version of the game has seen some changes, but in its origins the sport goes back 3,000 years.  Back to before any white man set foot in the Americas.

The oldest versions of ringball, usually called Ulama, are so old they can only be traced properly through archaeology.  When the first Spaniards arrived in Mexico, they found a sport already more than 2,500 years old.  And one where the losing team were sacrificed to the Aztecs’ old pagan gods.  The modern version of ringball does not treat the losing team quite that badly, although many a disappointed fan of the losing team must have been tempted.

Ringball was nearly wiped out by the Spanish after their defeat of the Aztecs.  It was fortunately preserved in Sinaloa through the tyranny of Spanish colonial rule and the chaos of the Mexican era.  When American settlers moved into Sinaloa [10], some of their children also adopted the game [11].

The older forms of ringball were mostly played with the hips, but also with the lower arms, and the aim was to bounce a hard rubber ball through a narrow vertical ring to score points.  There were many forms of ringball played in Sinaloa, but the one which became most prominent included five players on a side, a practice which has continued in the modern form.  The old hard rubber balls, which were quite costly for the early settlers, were replaced by cheaper air-filled rubber balls, as in the current version.

The most dramatic change in the play of ringball was courtesy of one child, James Sherman, who had perhaps also learnt Southern football.  Rather than throwing the ball, he chose to bounce it against the ground, picking it up again himself and then throwing it to score a point.  This innovation (or cheating, as some children called it) became so popular that it was soon adopted universally.  Another change quickly followed, with the vertical rings being replaced by horizontal rings, and the modern game of ringball was born... [12]

--

[1] The name of the first Russian chief minister has been retconned to Mikhail Araslanevich Korsakov (it was formerly Baush Afanasovich Marakushev).

[2] In the first OTL Olympics, it was possible to have teams of athletes which did not represent a particular nation.  This was not initially the case in TTL’s Olympiad, although some later exceptions would be made.

[3] This is not exactly OTL’s lawn tennis, but a similar game derived from royal tennis.

[4] Not quite the same as OTL’s game, but a similar fast-paced sport involving a pool and some very busy athletes.

[5] The OTL equivalent of this match was played in the same year between the USA and Canada, also in New Jersey.

[6] Although as some pundits are fond of asking, if baseball is New England’s national pastime, why does New England have more babies than baseballs?

[7] Broadly similar to OTL Rugby (either version); due to butterflies the tradition of running with the ball arose in Harrow Public School rather than Rugby Public School.

[8] A game which has no close equivalent in OTL, developing in Liberia, but which has some similarities both with American football and rugby league.

[9] Culiacán is the capital of the American state of Sinaloa.

[10] i.e. after the USA annexed Sinaloa in 1864 in the aftermath of the Second Mexican War.

[11] This was in large part because most of the early American settlers in Sinaloa were young men who married local mestizo women, a detail which tends to get glossed over in most modern American sources.

[12] Ringball is quite similar to basketball, although with a different scoring system (two points, no three-pointers), and different rules for fouls and so forth, and no net beneath the ring.

--

Decades of Darkness #94a: Toy Soldiers

“Future years will never know the seething hell and the black infernal background of the European war; and it is best they should not.  The real war will never get in the books.”
-- New England General Harvey Whitman, quoted in the Hartford Sentinel after returning home from the Second Napoleonic Wars

--

25 May 1889
Wiener Staatsoper [Vienna Opera House]
Vienna, Austria, German Reich

Johannes Georg Shicklgruber had never been a happier man, and doubted that he ever would be so joyful again.  Here, on the thirty-fifth anniversary of the opening of the Wiener Staatsoper, literal and metaphorical pinnacle of the operatic world [1], his opera, “The Ship of Phantoms”, had its opening performance.

More pleasing still to him, the Holy Roman Emperor himself, Frederick IV, had elected to attend the first night.  That meant a cluster of nobility from throughout the Reich and the Verein [2] had attended also.  The King of Courland sat beside the Emperor, amidst a cluster of Austrian aristocrats.  Nearby sat a swathe of Magyar nobility and a few Croat and Italian counts who apart from their features could not be distinguished from their German counterparts.  Or in accent or language, when they spoke.  Beyond them sat Vienna’s finest, industrialists, lesser aristocrats, a handful of artists, and the other wealthy men and women of the “circle of the world”.  He even saw a few Frenchmen, come to see how opera should be done properly.

“Not a bad attendance for a bastard composer from the backwoods,” Shicklgruber murmured.  Born illegitimate in Strones amidst the hills and forests of the Waldviertel, and burdened by a family name which reeked of rustic awkwardness, he had often wondered if he could ever amount to anything other than a watcher of sheep’s backsides.  Only iron determination had let him push himself so far.

And now his determination had paid off, as the three acts of “The Ship of Phantoms” unfolded before the audience.  The tale was one that Shicklgruber had composed himself, preferring to create plots from his own imagination or from recent history, rather than relying on old legends as his predecessor Wilhelm Richard Wagner had done [3].  The opera told the tale of the ship De Ruyter, which had been sunk during the war [4], but the crew refused to die.  Instead, they lived on the ghost of the ship and drifted on the high seas from whale-infested waters near Norway to the icebergs of the South Pole, then to the warmth of the Sandwich Islands and a ghostly passage through the Nicaragua Canal before returning to the waters off Germany.  Throughout the voyage, the crew argued with each other, particularly the ship’s captain, Capt. Zimmerman and the doctor, Dr Kampf, and heard fresh news of the war as it drifted to them across the sea.  In the final aria, Dr Kampf finally persuaded the captain and the crew to die, using the latest news in a bottle from the war in Europe:

“Float on the sea forever shall we,
Ebb and flow on this ghostly tide,
Fear alone keeps us on these mortal waves,
Cowardice of inaction, uncertainty of fate,
To play the harp or face the flame,
But now we see

Comes the tale from the sea,
On mortal soil is unleash’d the damned,
Hell is naught, the Devil walks this earth,
Choice face we, not betwixt harp and flame,
But escape from damnation, to above or to below,
This life we flee.”

--

Taken from: “Yellow’s Notes on Grillparzer’s War of the Clouds” [5]
(c) 1951 Sovereign Publishing Company: Retief [Pretoria], South Africa

About The Author

Ernst Grillparzer had a distinguished German literary pedigree.  His grandfather, Franz Grillparzer (1791-1873), was one of Germany’s most accomplished poets and playwrights.  His father, Hans Grillparzer (1825-1905), was a distinguished novellist and occasional dramatist, who is best remembered today for his adaptation of many of Shakespeare’s plays into German [more precisely, into Neudeutsch], which some dramatic critics (principally German ones, it must be said) believe are even more powerful than the originals.

Ernst Grillparzer himself was born in Vienna in 1858, and against his father’s wishes joined the German Army [6] as a Second Lieutenant [German rank Leutnant].  Grillparzer apparently was a competent but not spectacular officer, earning a promotion to First Lieutenant [German rank Oberleutnant] on the eve of the Second Napoleonic Wars in 1884, and earning further promotion to the rank of Major for his leadership in the Italian campaign.  Grillparzer’s years in the military produced some evidence of his future literary genius, in the form of extremely articulate letters home, and some love poetry to his absent fiancée.

The experience of the war apparently left Grillparzer disillusioned with war, and indeed with humanity, and he left the Army to take up a not very successful career as a journalist.  In his spare time, he started jotting down ideas for a “scientific romance” in the tradition of Hermann Kraus [7], describing a journey to a fictional South Pacific island which had been created as a scientific experiment breeding humans and animals gone awry.  This novel was eventually published, to runaway success despite its gloomy atmosphere of foreboding and anti-science, as “Island of the Lizard-Men” [8].

Grillparzer published a series of other works describing scientific, fantastical or supernatural themes, usually resulting in disaster or at least a sense of disillusionment.  Some of his other noted works are: “The Ghost of Dr Kaufmann”, the haunting tale of a medical doctor (Kaufmann) who has been researching souls and tragically separates his soul from his body, leaving all his positive and friendly aspects trapped in the ether while his body becomes a mindless killer which he is powerless to stop; “Beyond the Altar”, an eerie tale of Cain, the first son of Adam and Eve, trapped in eternal mortality, forced to drink human blood to survive, and terrified of sunlight; and “Food of the Gods”, a curious tale about two scientists who sought to feed the world and developed a new substance, which they name “radium”, which causes living things to grow perpetually and become addicted to it, and ends with the tragic irony that the now-giant scientists are able to grow larger crops but their own hunger has increased proportionately more, and they are thus doomed to starve to death in the midst of unprecedented prosperity.  These and Grillparzer’s other works have seem him named one of the two fathers of science fantasy [9].

Introduction

War of the Clouds was in large part written in response to the political tensions during the Boer War, when it appeared that wide-scale warfare might return to Europe.  The tale was shaped by Grillparzer’s own experience on the Italian front during the Second Napoleonic Wars, and his extensive knowledge of the geography of much of Europe.  He depicted a detailed account of place-names and dates during the invasion, which added to the strong sense of realism, such that it has been described as the first modern documentary.  The novel was further inspired by the observations of astronomers, who had discovered the thick banks of clouds which completely conceal Venus, and speculated on what hot-blooded civilisations might dwell beneath the cloudcaps.

Grillparzer has also been labelled a prophet for his depiction of advanced military technology in the novel.  The invading Venusians came to Earth in cloud-ships which bridged the gap between worlds and then hid in earth’s clouds while sending their sky-riders to bombard earthly cities.  This striking description of aerial warfare was published almost exactly one year before Antonin Messier won the race with British and German inventors and made the first successful heavier-than-air flight in 1896.  Messier’s vehicle was soon dubbed a sky-rider by readers familiar with the novel.  In this novel, Grillparzer also anticipated panzers, poison gas, and rocket-powered missiles.  Of the military technology depicted in this novel, only the “light-rays” which the Venusians used to illuminate and then destroy their targets has not been produced by modern technology.

The novel has also been noted for its pessimistic view of humanity, a view which matched that of the author.  Grillparzer is noted for his bitterness with the future and alarm that as knowledge increased, so would mankind become ever more efficient at slaughtering itself.  This pessimism is a common thread in the author’s writings, and has been credited with his retreat later in life into writing about fantastical and supernatural themes depicting an idealised past rather than a depressing future.  Yet this did not detract from the popularity of his work, or the slew of imitators who followed with other tales of war, otherworldly invasion and space exploration.  However, most of those authors preferred to describe humans venturing into space more than visitors coming to the earth.

Brief Synopsis

The War of the Clouds (1895) by HE Grillparzer, an early science fantasy novel, describes the fictional 1906 invasions of Earth by aliens from Venus, who use cloud-ships, sky-riders and chemical weapons in aerial bombardment, then use armoured land-cruisers (panzers) and other armoured horsts, fighting with rockets and cylinder guns as they seek to occupy most of Europe.  After defeating the initial resistance and occupying much of Germany, the hot-blooded Venusians are first defeated on the ground with the onset of winter and human troops more familiar with fighting in these conditions, with their poison gas in particular useless.  The Venusians are then driven from the skies by the use of gigantic rocket missiles which penetrate the clouds and bring down their cloud-ships.  The novel ends with the nations of Europe having acquired many of the alien weapons which they may use on each other, and the warning that the Venusians have been driven back but not ultimately defeated.

--

Taken from: “Yellow’s Notes on Hanson’s The Chrononaut” [5]
(c) 1953 Sovereign Publishing Company: Retief [Pretoria], South Africa

About The Author

James Earle Hanson (13 August 1860 – 21 September 1931) was an English writer best known for his science fantasy novels such as “The Invisible Man”, Voyage To The Moon”, and “Journey Beneath The Waves”, as well as “The Chrononaut”.

Hanson’s background was not what might be expected for one of the leading authors of the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries.  He was born the fifth and youngest son of George Hanson, a domestic gardener whom James Earle would later describe as “so illiterate he had to find someone to make an X for him”.  His mother was a domestic servant and housekeeper, and both his parents worked extremely hard to support their large family.

An early accident when he was a child left Hanson with a pronounced limp which would follow him all of his life, but he started to read to pass the time, and thus acquired a passion for writing which would remain with him.  Although apprenticed as both a draper and a carpenter, he could not sustain either occupation.  He travelled to Germany and was caught there during the outbreak of the Second Napoleonic Wars, witnessing the Battle of Roulers before being allowed to leave the city by the French forces.  On returning to England, he found employment as a teacher, using his spare time to write a series of letters and articles for magazines.  This developed into the release of his first major work, “Expectations: An Experiment in Futurology”, published in 1890, which set forth his predictions for how technology would develop and reform society.  He had some notable successes, anticipating the submersible, the cloud-ship [airship], commercial mass advertising, the growth of suburbs with the development of urban mass transit and personal horsts, and the development of contraception.  He also had some significant failures, including his rejection of practical heavier-than-air flight as impossible.

Hanson followed the success of “Expectations” with a series of early novels, including his classic “scientific fantasies” (his preferred name for scientific romances) “The Invisible Man” (1892) and “The Chrononaut” (1894).  His success led to him being labelled the father of science fantasy, but this was a mantle he would have to share once the works of Ernst Grillparzer began to be translated into English.

He also wrote a variety of non-fantastical novels, including satires of contemporary politics, and the classic adventure story “Queen of the Orinoco”, depicting a daring raid by “the Gringo Captain” AJ Freck, who daringly smuggled a gunboat up the Amazon, along the Rio Negro and then down the Orinoco in a raid on Venezuela in support of Brazil.  Hanson also wrote what is usually recognised as the first modern allohistory, “What If Cromwell Had Not Won The Civil War”, written as a scholarly essay which considers what sort of world would have emerged if Cromwell had won the English Civil War, written from the viewpoint of a historian in a world where the Royalists had won [10].

Yet it is for his science fantasy novels that Hanson is best remembered.  His novels were much more optimistic about the potential of future technology than his main contemporary, Ernst Grillparzer, usually expecting a utopian or at least pleasant future.  Both were shaped in the cauldron of the Second Napoleonic Wars, but the two men developed contrasting views of the future.  Hanson was the more hopeful of the two, and it is the most tragic irony of his life that he was eventually killed during an aerial bombardment from one of the same heavier-than-air flight vehicles which in his youth he had predicted would never be practical...

Introduction

Published in 1899, “The Chrononaut” is not in fact Hanson’s original planned title for this work.  He had originally named the novel “The Chronic Argonaut”, after the voyagers who had accompanied Jason in his search for the Golden Fleece, but his wife reportedly suggested the shorter title.  The book is usually believed to the first work where chronoportation [time travel] is possible with a machine that allows a traveller to specify a destination.

The novel is often viewed as the ultimate expression of Hanson’s belief in the benefits of technology, with the Chrononaut voyaging both backwards and forwards in time before ultimately deciding to live in the far future.  While Hanson never considered some of the paradoxes and dilemmas of chronoportation which are one of the staples of contemporary science fantasy, it remains the acknowledged classic of the field...

Brief Synopsis

The novel’s protagonist is a young scientist who is known only as the Chrononaut.  He has calculated that time is another dimension where suitable machinery will allow an explorer “to move backward and forward in time as readily as a steamship moves back and forth across the Atlantic”.  He is issued with a challenge by his friends to answer a number of historical questions, including the true authorship of the Shakespearean plays, whether Vikings had been the first European arrivals in North America, and what Pope Leo I had said to persuade Attila to abandon his conquest of Rome.  The Chrononaut answers these questions, and is then challenged to travel into the future and answer the question of what will become of humanity.  He travels into the near future, with the date unspecified but a “generation” after the present, and returns to describe a world of cloud-ships and trams, advanced medicine, and one where there has been no war amongst the civilised nations.  He is then given a final challenge to answer what will happen to mankind.  He vanishes, never to be seen again, but the narrator reports that he visits the site of the Chrononaut’s departure, a generation later, and that he finds written in the dust a message that the Chrononaut has decided that he would rather live in the future without war than return to the soot-shrouded memory amidst the echoes of a cannon’s roar.

--

[1] This timeline’s version of the Vienna Opera House is celebrated for its dome shape ending in a central pinnacle.

[2] “The Union”, referring to the combined territories of the Reich and its satellites, Hungary, Croatia, Poland, and sometimes Courland, Serbia, Montenegro and Albania as well.

[3] Being born in 1813, Wagner barely managed to be born ITTL rather than being butterflied out of existence.

[4] i.e. during the Second Napoleonic Wars.

[5] Yellow’s Notes are an ATL literature study guide, somewhat reminiscent of Cliff’s Notes in OTL.

[6] The Austrian armed forces had been integrated into the Deutschleger (German Army) since 1864.

[7] An ATL Dutch author (or more precisely, from the German-speaking Rhine province of the Netherlands) who wrote a number of scientific travelogues in somewhat similar vein to Jules Verne.

[8] Think “The Island of Dr. Moreau” meets “Jurassic Park”.

[9] The “science fantasy” genre includes roughly the OTL concept of speculative fiction, including most of science fiction, fantasy, and horror.

[10] With apologies to Winston Churchill.

--

Decades of Darkness #94b: If I Could Turn Back Time

“Death is a friend of ours; and he that is not ready to entertain him is not at home.”
-- Sir Francis Bacon (1561 - 1626)

--

Extract from: The Encyclopaedia Recidivus (3rd edition)
Editor-in-chief Lord Percy Kelvin III
(c) 1949 New Cambridge University Press
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Gothic Novel

The gothic novel is a former British literary genre, characterised by dark, terrifying and often gloomy settings and themes.  Among the more common tropes are horror, mystery and suspense, doomed or cursed protagonists, especially inherited curses, rot and decay, insanity, and the supernatural, particularly ghosts and other haunted buildings.

The genre flourished in two major periods, the classic Gothic period and a briefer Gothic revival.  The classic period lasted from the publication of Horace Walpole’s “The Castle of Otranto” in 1764, the first Gothic novel, through the genre’s popularisation by Ann Radcliffe, the quintessential Mary Shelly’s “Frankenstein” in 1818, until the decline of the literary form during the 1830s and 1840s.

The Gothic novel experienced a renaissance during the late 1880s and 1890s, usually credited to the experience of the Second Napoleonic Wars.  The revival developed the familiar themes of gloom and melodrama, but included a greater focus on the supernatural, with tales of ghosts, zombies and vampyres becoming more widespread.  Novels of the revival period also shifted the focus from medieval, rural settings such as graveyards to contemporary urban landscapes.  The most prominent Gothic revival novels were Mervyn James’s “Diary of a Sinner” (1889), and Alice Peake’s two classics “Lord of the Night” (1893), the defining vampyre novel, and “Beneath Our Feet” (1897), featuring the first modern depiction of a thrall [1].

In the twentieth century, the Gothic literary genre was largely absorbed into the burgeoning field of science fantasy, where its supernatural themes and terror became accepted convention for the darker novels.  Some of the works of Ernst Grillparzer have been considered as Gothic novels, although they were independently conceived, and later pseudo-Gothic authors incorporated some of his themes into their work.

--

Excerpts from: “From Grotte Chauvet to Grosse Chapman: 30,000 Years of Painting”
(c) 1948 by Anthony Pollock, Jr.
Turteltaub Publishing: Jerusalem, Kingdom of Palestine

France during the late nineteenth century saw the early days of Le Fleuraison, the Flowering, the artistic, musical and literary revival which arose in republican Paris once the conservatism of the Bonapartist days was overthrown.  The revival produced many cultural masterpieces, such as the famed operas “The Emperor Icarus”, composed before Napoleon IV’s death and proclaiming him a vainglorious fool, and “The Days of Blood”, dedicated to the memory of the Battle of Roulers, and released after Napoleon IV’s passing, and which compared him to Hannibal.

But perhaps no movement depicts the Flowering as aptly as Momentism.  Formed as a private school of Parisian painters in 1880, in protest against the conservatism of the Academy of Fine Arts, Momentism remained a fringe movement until after the Second Napoleonic Wars.  As people sought new meaning and changes in a France stripped of its backward-looking heritage under the Bonapartes, the Momentists rose in prominence.  The Academy of Fine Arts and a more conservative generation of art critics continued to deride them, but their works became increasingly popular with the art-viewing public.

Momentism was originally distrusted by the establishment, and later beloved by the masses, because it violated the familiar traditions of painting, both in subject and in style.  Most previous art had used historical settings, with depictions of contemporary life being rare at best.  Artists were encouraged to show ideal beauty, rather than natural settings.  The Academy of Fine Arts particularly demanded the use of sombre, conservative colours in paintings.  The Momentists, led by Claude Leroy and Liliane Deneuve, broke all of these rules.  Their paintings focused on transitory natural beauty in modern settings, especially the interplay of light in all its forms.  Their paintings are easy recognisable, even today, by their use of short brush strokes, unmixed colours and smooth blending to depict an overall impression rather than details...

--

1 January 1890
Bonn, Grand Duchy of Nassau
German Reich

Karl Rudden surreptitiously tried to smoke a cigarette as the long wedding music droned on and on from inside the cathedral.  He was here only because one did not turn down an invitation to a royal wedding, with the bond about to be formed between the Grand Duchy of Nassau and the Grand Duchy of Hesse and the Rhine.  But he was more interested in finishing the cigarette, rolled from finest American tobacco.  He found these ‘little cigars’ much more convenient than the full version, and had thought so ever since his cousin brought the technique home with him from the Spanish war [2].

Rudden dutifully listened to the recital of Bach’s ‘Wedding Catanta’ as he finished the cigarette, but he had no great interest in it.  His main interest was in the bar-musette music from France which had started to reach into the Reich, but no aristocrat would play that here.  The main whispered concerns inside had been on what this marriage might mean for the future of both states.

“Nothing, that’s what,” Rudden murmured, although he would never have answered that inside.  All the marriages and personal unions between the minor German states from Schleswig-Holstein to Zurich could have simplified Germany’s internal borders if the government were of a mind to, but it never had in half a century of the Reich.  Too many nobles had too much interest in their status in the government, particularly in their representation in the Diet [3].  They wouldn’t change that... just as they wouldn’t change the style of music they had for a royal wedding to something created in the nineteenth century.

His cigarette finished, Rudden scurried back inside to be seated before the bride arrived.

--

14 May 1888
Algiers, French Empire

Prince Charles Jean Louis Napoleon Bonaparte felt that he should have been celebrating his twenty-second birthday in the style befitting the future Emperor of France.  The celebrations had been desultory so far, although there would be more tonight.  In the meantime, people seemed more concerned with the news that the rebel government in Paris had sent their navy to blockade Algiers, including their two fearsome new battleships Republique and Democratie [4], which no imperial vessel could match.  Or the oft-repeated rumour through the streets of Algiers, that soon there would be republican soldiers landing.

“Your Highness, your father commands your presence,” a servant murmured in Italian-accented French.

Charles nodded reluctantly, but followed quickly behind the servant.  His father often showed humour, but when he gave a command, he expected it to be obeyed on the instant.

Sure enough, he found his father sitting alone on a chair, looking east over the bay.  The servant mumbled a greeting, then left at the Emperor’s curt wave.

“If only this didn’t need to happen on your birthday,” the Emperor said.

“Father?”

“The Republic chose well, naming this day for their blockade,” the Emperor said, still looking out the window rather than at Charles.  “And they will not stop while I am on the throne.”

His father’s tone let Charles understand.  “You cannot abdicate, father.  You are the true Emperor of France [5].”

“By tonight, I will not be,” the Emperor said.  Now he turned to look at Charles.  “You must go on, my son.  I will never be allowed to seize power again... but you might.”

“We can still fight!” Charles said.

“To what point?  We cannot win, for now.  But someday you will have a chance, I am sure.”

“I don’t understand.  If you give up now, why will I have a future opportunity?”

“Because I have two pieces of advice for you,” the Emperor said.  “Democracy will always be weak, both the current republic and democracies everywhere.  Democracies are short-sighted, divided, unable to focus, and change direction according to the ephemeral will of the people.  They need a strong leader to guide them, and even then a strong leader can often be abandoned.  When dealing with the Republic, you must chart a course for yourself to greatness, and adhere to it, wait only for a moment of democratic weakness, and you will have power.”

“And your other advice?” Charles said, having learned years ago when to cease arguing with his father.

“Beware the danger of your allies.  France’s strength I knew, and Germany’s strength I knew, but Russia’s weakness I knew not.  It is this which you must guard against.  Know your enemy, and know yourself, but most of all know those who would be your ally.  It is them you must guard against.”

Slowly, Charles nodded.  “I will remember that, father.”

“Good.”  The Emperor removed one of his rings, which he had worn since his feigned abdication in Paris.  Charles had seen him fiddling with that ring several times before.  “Now leave me.  Enjoy the rest of your birthday as best you can.”

--

Taken from: “Words From The Ages: A Collection of Historically Significant French Documents”
(c) 1946 by Field Marshal Henri Pierre Gascoyne (ret.)
Revival Press:  Adelaide, Australia

Introduction

Napoleon IV’s “Dernière lettre au Français” (Final Letter to the French) was found beside his body after he took poison on 14 May 1887.  This document, and the relative safety in praising him after his death, led to the tale of Napoleon IV as a martyr.

To all citizens of France,

France is indivisible, her glory paramount, her citizens legendary.  That this union of France should have been briefly separated wounded me grievously.  A separation forced by foreign powers in momentary weakness for France, but which should have been peaceably reconciled.  Willing was I to discuss this with the representatives of Paris, yet no discussions would they undertake.  With battleship and cannon would they have sought to reunite France.  Their goal I admire; their methods I deplore.

Yet for that I could have defeated them, I believe that never should Frenchmen fight Frenchmen.  To have remained in this world would only have brought about that abomination.  If I retired from Algiers, the Republic would have pursued me to the ends of the earth.  Only my death could have prevented this tragedy of France fighting herself.

So this world I depart, there to greet, I hope, our risen Lord.  Some have claimed this departure a mortal sin, but is it not also written that God is all-merciful?  If a man should be damned for taking his own life, in what is claimed a violation of God’s will, would a doctor not also be damned for extending the days of a man’s life?  It is, I believe, the heart of a man that God will judge, not his last action, and so I ask that He look into my heart and judge me as He will.  Even if I am damned, still this price I would pay to spare uncounted thousands of my countrymen who would otherwise have perished.

Fare you well in your lives, citizens of France.

(Signed) Napoleon IV Bonaparte

--

“He found more triumph in death than he ever did in life.”
From: “The Life and Times of Napoleon IV”.  By Prof. N. Leahy, Trinity College, University of Dublin (Liberty Press, Dublin, 1952)

--

[1] A thrall is essentially a rat which can shift to human form.

[2] i.e. from the Spanish front during the Second Napoleonic Wars.

[3] The Upper House of the German Diet receives representatives per state, and most of these representatives are noble.  This means that reducing the number of states within Germany will weaken the merged state’s influence in the Upper House.

[4] These vessels are roughly equivalent to the OTL French Charles Martel class, although a little inferior in gunnery and armour.  They were laid down before the outbreak of the Second Napoleonic Wars, but not launched and their construction was delayed until after the war, when they were redesigned.

[5] In fact, Napoleon IV has abdicated that title, calling himself only Emperor of Algeria, but his son isn’t that keen to accept that.

--

Decades of Darkness #95: “On, Wisconsin”

Credit for this post on the history of Wisconsin in the DoD timeline goes to Daniel McCollum, who wrote all of it apart from some very minor editorial alterations.

--

“The people of Wisconsin are a proud folk indeed; tempered in the fires of adversity and conflict.  We march, ever forward, towards a bright future; and may God have mercy upon that man which tries to stop us”
-- Joseph P. O’Sullivan: founding member of Wisconsin Republican Party, 1881

--

Excerpts from: “Old World, New Land”: A Social History of the Province of Wisconsin”
(c) 1950 by Dr. Daniel D. McCollum
Boston University Press
Boston, New England

Introduction

Of all of the regions of the Kingdom of Canada, none has attracted quite so much scholarly attention as that of the Province of Wisconsin; only Quebec comes close.  Recent years have seen the publication of several scholarly tomes detailing everything from the geology of the province, the region’s incredibly diverse and rich folk music heritage, to a short study of the linguistics inherent in Wisconsin’s unique dialect.

The cause of this becomes evident when one begins to look into the Province’s past; no other part of North America has seen a dynamic influx of such widely diverse people, since the conquest of the Aztec Empire and the rise of Spanish influence on the continent [1].  The result of this coming together was an incredibly interesting provincial culture which was partially Canadian, but also something else entirely; both a hybrid of the many peoples which came to seek their fortunes, as well as a collection of communities which maintained their unique ethnic identity for generations.  The Wisconsin people were both Canadian and entirely separate of Canada; a people whose feet were planted firmly within the soil of the American continent, and yet whose heart still longingly pined for Europe...

Of the many ethnicities which initially came to Wisconsin, none has dominated the province as much as the Irish.  Coming in two strong waves over the course of the 19th century, the Irish struggled to make a home for themselves in the initially Anglo-Protestant dominated province.  This struggle of a largely Catholic lower class against a diminishing Anglo-Saxon upper class would brew throughout the first several decades of existence of the Kingdom, reaching its conclusion with the Wisconsin Revolt of 1866.

The first wave of Irish immigration came with the collapse of the Rising of 1833; the second Republican revolt of the century.  Fleeing the oppressive poverty and political conditions of their homeland, the Irish came to Wisconsin to begin a new life.  These immigrants came largely from the South and West of the country; most notably the region of Cork, Kerry and Galway.  They were a farming people, drawn by promise of cheap if uncultivated land in Wisconsin as well as the relatively weak government of the province.

The second wave began during the 1840s and became a flood due to the horrors of the Irish Potato Famine which began to ravage the island during these years.  The new Irish settled primarily within the city of Dearborn, by this time a growing metropolis, becoming an urban people despite their rural beginnings.  Chased from their homeland by poverty as well as by the willing neglect of their own ruling class, these new immigrants were unruly subjects; bringing with them an ingrown dislike of aristocracy, they were one of the motivating forces behind the Wisconsin Revolt of 1866.

--

Taken from: “Historical Maps of Canada and British North America”
(c) 1916 by Randall Flannigan
Tammany Publishing House
New York, New England

As of the census of 1900, Wisconsin is a province which is dominated by immigrants and the children of immigrants.  Englishmen, although a sizable part of the population; roughly 25 percent, are not even the largest ethnicity present.  This prize falls to the Irish which are centered in the Southern Tier of the province, most notably in Dearborn; Wisconsin’s provincial capital and largest city.

The center of the Province; which contains much of Wisconsin’s renowned agricultural land is largely settled by German immigrants, although large Scandinavian settlements also exist.  The first German immigrants came to the province following the 1849 revolts; fleeing the economic and political chaos which was endemic during the time.  As the strength of the Imperium over Germany became stronger, many sympathetic republicans also fled to the province.

Wisconsin’s Superior Highland and Upper Peninsula, once the site of intense economic activity during the lumber and copper boom, is the home to large numbers of Finnish, Cornish and Scandinavian immigrants as well as French-Canadians from Quebec.

The industrial zones of the province; most notably Dearborn [Chicago], Belfast [Milwaukee], Howard [Green Bay] and to a lesser extent, Nicholet [Duluth] are also home to a native Yankee population, many of which have been present in Wisconsin since the earliest days of settlement.

--

Taken from: “Letters Home: Letters from Settlers”
(c) 1953 compiled by Nancy King
Weimer, Kristofferson, and Rand Publishing
New York, New England

Introduction:  The following letter was sent by Robert Zeitland to his brother Karl in Dearborn, Canada.  Robert had moved north to the community of Big Bull Falls [Wausau, Wisconsin] several years prior with his wife and three children.  In this letter he describes the bustle of new town while attempting to entice his brother to leave Dearborn and come to the city.  Karl would eventually move to join his brother, both becoming leading citizens in the city.

May 16th, 1876

Dearest Brother,

You will have to excuse me the long while since I last sat down to write you.  It has been my intention to sit down and write to you for some time, but I find that the farm work never stops and every time that I find a second to sit down, Sile finds more chores for me to do.  She is a good woman, as fiery as the first day I met her, but I sometimes find myself wishing that I had settled for a nice German girl.  At least I could then get a moments rest around my own home!

I went in to Big Bull Falls the other day to get supplies for the farm, and was surprised by the change of the place since I had moved here.  The sheer bustle of the city is amazing; although the saw mills have been seeing less work due to the season, the factories have been able to easily pick up the slack.  Now, I don’t have to remind you of the problems we saw while growing up in Dearborn, especially the homeless.  I can not remember the last time I saw a homeless man in Big Bull Falls!  There is more than enough work here for everyone; in fact there’s a shortage.

There have been a great many Poles moving in to the county over the past few years although, no doubt, you’ve been seeing more of them in Dearborn than we have.  Most of them seem intent upon becoming farmers or lumberjacks, however, and have been staying away from the jobs in the city.  They are an odd people; they sound like Russians to me, but they seem to hate those people even more passionately than the Irish who used to rail against the British.   Still, those who I have spoken to have been friendly enough, and wish them the best of luck, as long as they do not start to take jobs from those of us who have been here longer.

Brother, you really should move up here away from Dearborn, I can’t understand why you insist on staying in that place.  Bill Bull Falls is where the future lies; the railroad has come and business has exploded around here, there are paper mills, furniture makers and even three good breweries now.   You will find it a much more pleasant place than that horrid city of yours.

With Love,
Robert

P.S. How is the old neighborhood Hurling team doing these days?  The only problem with this town that I have been able to find is that our league is not nearly as well developed as the one back home.  The lumberjacks seem more interested in La Crosse, I fear.

Introduction: The following letter was sent by Thomas Dombeck, a miner in the city of Calumet, describing the strikes which had racked the town for several months as of writing.  He is writing to his sister in the city of Escanaba.  Dombeck would eventually become a leader of the labor movement in the Province of Wisconsin, and then a representative to Dearborn as a member of the Labor Party.

December 19th, 1886

Dear Lisa,

Please do not be concerned or worried when I tell you that I am currently writing this letter from a prison cell.  It’s not a bad cell; it’s relatively dry and warm for this time of year, and I’m guaranteed three meals a day, which is better than I can say of life on the outside.  Besides, I think they will let us out of here pretty soon; they don’t have any evidence that we did anything wrong.  After all, what is so wrong about standing up for your rights?  For standing tall and acting like men?

I suppose that it would be redundant to tell you that things have gotten worse in town since you left.  The mine owners, those damn jackals [2], tried to cut wages again.  There have been so many people coming back from the war and looking for jobs [3], they think they can pay us what ever they want, and we’ll just have to take it!  They try to treat us like we’re slaves down in the United States.  Well, the Blacks may not stand up for themselves, but we will here; the Owners best remember what happened last time someone tried to push Wisconsinites around [4]!

Well, some men from the mines and some of the veterans got together and decided to form themselves a Union like the ones they have down in Dearborn, and over in New England.  We called ourselves the United Canadian Mine Workers.  We told those Jackals that they would either give us a fair pay for an honest day’s work, or we’d shut the mine down.  They didn’t and so we did; or at least have tried to.

It’s gotten pretty nasty though; the company owns most of the houses in town and has threatened to kick out anyone who refuses to work.  Some of the miners are talking about burning out anyone who still goes to work at the mine, and the owners have called in strike breakers from New York.  Just the other night I heard that there was a huge fight down at one of the pubs and some men were killed [5].  Don’t worry though, I’ve been keeping myself away from the fighting like that; that’s some nasty business and I want no part in it.  Besides, I’m no Finn; they seem to be the ones doing most of that.

Take care of yourself Lisa.  I love you and miss you, and will be out of here soon.  I just hope that there is much of a town left when I do!  We have to stay strong though, or those people in charge are always going to think that they can push us around, and they can not!  We won’t allow them!

With Love and Best Wishes,
Tommy

--

From the Wisconsin Historical Archives

Declaration of the Ideals of the Wisconsin Republican Party.

Because, the Wisconsin people have been so cruelly betrayed by both the Whig and Torie Parties.  And because the industrialists and nobility have joined hands to hold down the good people of this land, to put us all into the cold shackles of wage slavery.  

We, the under signed, do declare that there is a need for a new party in the province of Wisconsin.  A party based the ideals of the proud men who cultivated this land, tamed it, and made it sound.  A party which will fight for the common man against the powers of aristocracy; who shall battle the greedy railroads which bleed the farmer, the industrialist who treats his worker like so much chattel and the banks who try to crush us all under the pressure of debtage.  A Party which will return democracy to this land, which will battle for the rights of all men to vote free of interference, and to rid the political structure of the reeking corruption which seeks to strangle.

The Republican Party of Wisconsin shall strive to be the party of the people, the defenders of liberty, the proponents of justice.  The friend of the weak against the danger of tyranny.

Signed,

Joseph P. O’Sullivan      Philip Wein          Seamus Gilpatrick McCollum

Donald Callahan           Doniel Ostrowski   Ladislaus Ostrowski

John Winthrop              Skule Thoreson       Dietrich Leinenkugel

Charles Maki 

--

From “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr. [6]
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

...The most successful of all of the radical parties which began to appear during the course of the late nineteenth century in Canada was the Wisconsin Republican Party.  Although many of its proposed reforms were not new, they had appeared in one form or another for well over a decade, the Party saw greater success than any of its predecessors, particularly once it changed its name to the Labor Party.  The question is, of course, why?

Perhaps most important in the success of the party was the place of its birth.  Wisconsin, by 1890 the most populous province in the Kingdom, had a longstanding tradition of political radicalism and willingness to revolt.  The Wisconsin Revolt of 1866 had proved to many that the people could defeat a corrupt political system if they were resolute and willing to sacrifice for the good of all.  Furthermore, the two most populous ethnicities in the province, excluding Anglo-Canadians of course, were the Irish and the Germans.  Both of these groups had a long standing republican tradition which was carried over with them from the Old World, and which in the New World readily adapted itself to the new demands for adequate parliamentary representation and justice for the working man.

The formation of the Wisconsin Republican Party sent shockwaves through the province.  Although its first appearance upon the ballot in 1874 was less than amazing, the party began to grow with each subsequent election, feeding off resentment for the corrupt Whig and Torie party as well as popular outrage at the wide spread corruption which had infested nearly every facet of daily life.  Their main source of opposition was competition from other organised labour movements, some of whom were reluctant to join a party bearing the name of opposition to the monarchy.  In 1887, after some protracted negotiations, a new Labor Party was formed from the merger of the Republicans and some of the leading labor unions.  This radical and worker’s alliance led to the election of the first Labor premier of Wisconsin in 1892...

--

[1] The good doctor is a Wisconsinite himself and is, therefore, willing to embellish a little bit to make his case sound more dramatic.

[2] The term Jackals has come to be used not just Americans, but anyone who is willing to oppress others in order to meet their ends.

[3] Much of Canada had an industrial depression in the aftermath of the Second Napoleonic Wars, which was particularly felt in mining, although some other economic sectors were largely unaffected.

[4] See Wisconsin, 1866, Revolt of (Post #67).

[5] The term ‘pub’ has become dominant in both New England and Canada, rather than ‘bar’ or ‘saloon’.

[6] Thomas Dombeck’s grandson.

--

Decades of Darkness #96: By Their Fruits Ye Shall Know Them

“Is this a banana I see before me,
The stem toward my hand?  Come, let me clutch thee
I have thee not, and yet I want thee still.”
-- From an unpublished parody of Macbeth, by Thomas J. Swanson while he was still in high school c. 1942

--

21 January 1868
Sand Ford Plantation,
Near Savannah, Georgia, USA

“Nicaragua?  Why do you want to visit a territory full of greasers and mosquitos?”

“Because I think there is beauty there, and I want to see it,” Julia Gordon said.  “It’s safe, and has been for years.”  She didn’t give a full reason, of course.  She knew when some things should not be said directly.

“Another excuse to put off finding a decent husband?” Richard Gordon, Julia’s father asked.  “You’re already twenty-one; you’re nearly too old to get married.”

“I’ll only be gone a few months, pa.”  She still thought of herself as young, no matter what her father believed.

Richard glared at her for a moment, then shrugged.  “All right.  I’ll have to get one of your brothers to accompany you.”

“Why bother?  Harry Walker can do that.  He knows his way around the Caribbean better than anyone else around here.”

“That... man is hardly a fit travelling companion,” Richard said.  “People will talk.”

Julia said, “People always talk.  But I know he won’t try to take liberties, and what better man than an ex-soldier to keep a woman safe in case there is any trouble?”  Seeing her father’s expression start to darken, she quickly added, “Everyone says Nicaragua has been safe for years, anyway.”

“He’s no proper gentleman,” Richard persisted.  “Rough-hewn corporals are good in an army, yes, but you deserve better than that.”

“Pa...  You know me better than that.  I want him as a guide to Nicaragua, not a husband.”  She reached over and squeezed her father’s cheek, and gave him an impish smile.  “Trust me.”

Richard relented.  “Fine.  Take him.  But make sure you stay safe.”

“I will,” Julia said.  She also planned to stay down there, if she could manage it.

--

February 1868
Caribbean Sea & Nicaragua

Nearly-clear waves lapped against the bow of the Velocity, and the smell of salt wafted toward Julia on the hot breeze.  Three porpoises rode the ship’s bow-wave.  Some sort of black-backed seabird floated on the breeze above the ship [1].

But despite the heat of the breeze, Julia felt comfortably cool.  It had taken her only a couple of days into the Caribbean to decide that corsets were far too hot to wear, dictates of fashion or not.  Without them, everything felt much cooler.  Especially with Abby holding a parasol to shield Julia’s delicate complexion from the sun.

Abby – Abigail according to Julia’s father, who still technically owned the maid – had been Julia’s personal maid for the last six years or so, and Julia never let her go far from her sight.  She had other maids – three of them on this trip – but none of them were quite as efficient as Abby was.  The others were here more to help Abby and because no true gentlewoman would travel with only one maid.

“I thought you said you were travelling light,” Harry Walker murmured.

“I am,” Julia said, momentarily puzzled.  She reminded herself that Harry’s family were nobodies from West Florida.  He had left his hometown because he wanted to move up in the world, but evidently he had not moved far enough yet.  “Back at Sand Ford, I’d have enough clothes to outfit every woman on this ship, and all the men too, if they didn’t mind wearing the latest styles from London, Paris and Amsterdam.”

Harry winced slightly when she mentioned men, and Julia mentally berated herself.  He had survived more than two years in the Jaguars with no-one in authority discovering his preferences, which was a remarkable feat in itself, and he had been twice promoted too.  He was almost an army by himself, skilled both with all manner of weapons and without.  Having him around would be valuable in case Nicaragua proved more lawless than she had heard, and she was perfectly safe from his attentions too.

A smudge of green on the horizon offered her a fortunate chance to change the subject.  “Is that Nicaragua already?”

“Probably Honduras, I’d think,” Harry said.  “Not much difference between the two of them here, though.”

“How so?”

“This is the Mosquito Coast.  Both Honduras and Nicaragua claimed it, but the British had the most influence here until a few years ago.  They’d have colonised it if it hadn’t meant war with us... and if the whole coast hadn’t been worthless jungle.”

“Not a place I want to visit, then,” Julia said.

Harry coughed.  “Most of the Indians there are not pleasant people.  You’d probably be safe – they don’t want us to send an army in after them – but best not to take the chance.  Most of the worthwhile parts of Nicaragua are around the lakes or on the Pacific Coast.”

“And how long before we find a way to sail straight through to the Pacific here?” Julia said.

Harry gave her a long look, one she recognised from having seen it on many men over her lifetime.  Surprise that she had shown she had a mind.  “A canal here’s always being talked about.  No-one’s found the money yet, and it’d be damned- excuse me, very hard to build anyway.  Not enough skilled locals, and most engineers drop dead from the local diseases.”

“Until recently, you mean,” Julia said.  “Yellow fever vaccine works.  So does quinine.”  Come to that, anyone raised in Georgia knew the importance of keeping mosquitoes away, and what was needed to do so.  Draining swamps and mosquito netting were about equally important, to her way of thinking.  “Maybe something will be done about that now.”

“Only if the Patriots win the next election,” Harry said.  “Which will make your father howl.”

“Let him,” Julia said.  “Staying here, I’ll be too far away to hear him.”

Harry raised an eyebrow.  “You think you can live in Nicaragua?”

She nodded.  “If I can find suitable land, I will.  I’ve heard that planting a rock in the soil of Nicaragua will make it grow.”

“But why such a bold move?”

Julia said, “Because in Georgia, that am I a woman counts for more than I am white.  In Nicaragua, I hope that being white counts for more than being a woman.”

“It may, at that,” Harry said.

The Velocity sailed on to Greytown [San Juan del Norte, Nicaragua], where it took Julia only moments to decide that this was not the part of Nicaragua she wanted to be in.  Disease and poverty filled the place.  There had to be more useful land elsewhere.  Disease could be taken care of, but there were limits to how much effort she wanted to put into improving any new land.

So she was glad when they changed to a riverboat, the Acheron, for the voyage up the San Juan River.  The boat’s name made Julia smile; whoever named the ship possessed a wry sense of humour.  Julia had never attended any public education – public schools were far too inferior, and she would never be permitted to attend a college in any meaningful capacity – but her tutors had taught her and her sisters much, including an education in the classics [2].

The trip up the San Juan River was more awkward than Julia had expected.  They had to disembark twice and walk while the Acheron made its way over dangerous rapids.  She wondered how readily commerce could be carried out along such a treacherous river [3], and suddenly became even more hopeful that a canal was built through Nicaragua, or at least that the river could be improved enough to allow more decent shipping [4].

Soon, although not as soon as Julia would have wished, the relative narrowness of the San Juan River opened into an immense vista of deep blue water, sparkling in the sunlight.  The Acheron sailed nearly the length of the great lake, passing two jungle-cloaked volcanoes rising from the centre of the lake and towering into the sky, as the boat brought them to the Nicaraguan city of Granada.

--

26 February 1868
Granada, Nicaragua Territory
United States of America

Granada.  The capital of Nicaragua Territory.  Fifty thousand inhabitants, or so Harry claimed.  Quite the metropolis by Nicaraguan standards.  Julia walked the streets quite unworriedly, with only Abby keeping pace with her parasol.  Harry Walker sometimes accompanied her, but most times she didn’t bother.  Granada was quite safe during the day, and patrols of the National Guard kept order even at night.  She hadn’t needed to be here long to find out that before the arrival of Mark Lansdowne and his filibusters, only fools with deathwishes ventured the streets after nightfall.

The people of Granada were a mixture.  Most common were those of mixed white and Indian blood, mestizos as they called them here, or even some pureblood Indians.  A few of the local white men, the blancos, were around as well, easily distinguishable by their features and their finer dress.  Quite a surprising number of slaves accompanied them; Julia had been astonished at how many other white men had moved here to take advantage of the relatively cheap land.  Cotton and some tobacco and rum were flowing out of Nicaragua these days, and mostly worked by slaves.  The languages she heard were equally mixed; most commonly the Spanish which she had insisted that her tutors teach her after the acquisition of Cuba made knowledge of that tongue an advantage; a fair amount of English; and fleeting snatches of other languages which she presumed to be Indian languages.

“Missy Julia, that’s a strange fruit,” Abby said, gesturing to a fruit stall.

Julia followed the gesture and saw bunches of a long yellow fruit encased in some strange skin.  Abby was right – they were strange-looking.  “What are these fruit?” Abby asked the fruit seller.  He looked blankly at her, so Julia repeated the question in Spanish.  He must have only recently come to Granada; most of those who had been here long understood at least a little English.  “Guineo,” he said.  He thought a moment longer and added, “Banana, in English.”

“Banana,” Julia repeated.  She bought two off the seller, then looked at oddly, trying to work out how to break the fruit out of the skin.  The seller held one of the bananas for a moment, bending back the stem until the peel broke.  Julia took the banana back and pulled down the rest of the skin before taking a bit of the fruit.  “Sweet,” she murmured, and passed the other one to Abby, who deftly peeled it one-handed and took a bite.

“Very nice,” Abby said, and hurriedly finished hers.

Julia momentarily wished she had brought along one of the other maids to carry some more of the fruit back to her lodgings, then shrugged.  Easy enough to send them out later.  This fruit was delectable.  “Why don’t they have this back in the States?” she murmured.

Abby heard that; she had had years to learn to pick out Julia’s words and tone and respond appropriately.  “Don’t know, Missy, but people’d like them.  I think they’d like them lots.”

Julia froze, her body motionless while her mind raced over an idea so big that she had to take time to focus her thoughts.  A fruit which was evidently available cheaply, and presumably easy to grow anywhere in Nicaragua – or why else would it be sold so casually by a poor fruit seller whose features proclaimed his mestizo heritage?  A fruit which could become very popular back in the States.  A fruit which, so far, no-one was selling anywhere there that she had heard of.  That left only two important questions.

“Do these ... bananas keep well?” Julia demanded of the fruit seller.  “Are they easy to transport?”

“Si, si.  Pick them green, and they ripen on the way.”

“Do they indeed?” Julia murmured.  She mumbled a quick thanks to the fruit seller, then started back to her lodgings.  One question answered.  The other question was, could she persuade her father to lend her the money to set up a plantation to grow these bananas somewhere in Nicaragua?  She had been planning to ask for help financing a plantation for cotton or tobacco.  For all his frustration over some of her actions, her father doted on her and she was sure she could have talked him into it.  But this new fruit would probably be even better.  If she couldn’t find enough local debt-slaves to buy their services for half the price of slaves, she would be astonished.  And enough of them would know how to grow these bananas, something slaves would not [5].

Maybe she couldn’t send them through to the Caribbean and the East Coast at first, depending on the state of shipping down the San Juan.  But she could start elsewhere.  North California had a lot of people, and she knew there were good railroads to the Pacific ports, especially Masachapa.  That would be one good place to start, if she could find nothing else.  “And if I can, why then, where will it stop?”

--

14 April 1869
Sharkview Plantation
Nicaragua Territory, USA

Back home in Georgia, a woman owning or running a plantation was nearly unheard of.  Down in Nicaragua, while quite a few of the men were less than happy about it, they hid their distaste better.  As she had expected, she was able to obtain much greater acceptance here.

Nothing argued for that acceptance like success, of course.  With the support of her father, Julia now owned one thousand acres of land next to the railway that connected Granada to Juigalpa, with a conveniently placed spur connecting to nearer docks on the lake.  The land had required clearing, but had come at a bargain price, with no nearby swamps.  And the soil was fine indeed for bananas, if not quite rich enough for the cotton and tobacco most of the planters here preferred to grow.

Harry Walker had gladly undertaken the role of agent marketing bananas in Mobile, sending the first shipments which Julia had bought from local growers, who only did things on a small scale.  He had reported an enthusiastic response.  And now, with Julia’s much larger first plantation-grown crop shipped for sale, she hoped to see some considerable profits.  The land had been cheap; buying the debt-slaves had not, although far more affordable than slaves would have been.  But with a decent house built and many acres under cultivation, she should see returns soon enough.  And then she could repay her father, and have some capital of her own.

“Life is good,” Julia murmured.

“That it is, Missy,” Yolanda Fuentes said, pausing to look up from the records she was updating.  Yolanda was the daughter of one of the more influential local blancos, who had been living and working at Sharkview since soon after Julia bought the land.  Yolanda had a good education, spoke and wrote English, and was entertaining company.

Julia gave Yolanda a warm smile, but before she could say anything else, Abby knocked and walked in.  Julia took the proffered letter from Abby’s hand, then nodded for her to go.  “From Harry,” she said, for Yolanda’s benefit, then opened the letter and started reading Harry’s awkward but legible handwriting.  “Dear Julia and Yolanda.  I hope you are both well.  Received the shipments of bananas on schedule.  Sold entire crop to fruit merchants at $2.00 per bunch.”

Yolanda gasped.  “That’s a lot.”

Julia grinned.  “Yes, it is.”  Not enough to pay off all of her father’s loan, but most of it.  All in one year.  How much would she be able to earn the next year, with more acres under cultivation?  Debt-slaves worked hard, and harder still if she gave them occasional cash bonuses which they would almost always spend rather than save toward their debt.  Not as hard as slaves could be worked, but still enough to turn a sound profit.  They preferred to be called peons rather than debt-slaves, which Julia did, no matter what their legal status was [6].  So, whatever they were called, they were helping her make handsome profits, and that was all that mattered.

--

14 April 1873
New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

When she had arrived in Nicaragua, Julia had promised herself that she would not leave again until that leaving would not be proof of failure.  She had manifestly not failed, and an invitation from President Griffin to attend the New White House was hardly one she had ever expected.

“Now that you’ve seen Columbia, why do you think he wanted me here?” Julia asked.

Yolanda shrugged.  “He has an eye for pretty women, it’s said.”

Julia met her gaze, and they both burst out laughing.  The thought that the President would send all the way to Nicaragua to bring one resolutely unmarried woman to visit him was so absurd.  “It has to be about the Nicaragua Canal.”

“I suppose so, mi cielo.  He wants you here because it will help him to meet you, or to be able to say he has met you.  Past that, you know more of norteamericano politics than I do.”

Those politics were Yolanda’s too, these days, with Nicaragua newly admitted as a state, but she had a point.  Yolanda’s mental horizons rarely extended beyond Nicaragua.  Julia thought more broadly, and always had.  That the President had even known who she was could only have something to do with her success growing bananas.  What else could she be known for in Columbia?  But that still explained very little.

Her thoughts were interrupted when the secretary ushered her in to see President Griffin.  He rose to greet her, a tall dark-haired man with a broad smile who looked far too pleased with himself.  But then he had reason to be; he had recently been re-elected to the presidency.  He bent over to kiss her hand, and Julia felt herself smiling back at him.  She would certainly never respond to his unspoken invitation, but he oozed charm much as any newcomer to Nicaragua oozed sweat, and in about the same proportions.

“I hope you had a pleasant trip from Sharkview,” Griffin said.

“Very nice, yes.  And thank you for ensuring that work on the Canal started; the San Juan River is much easier to travel these days.”

“The Canal is for America’s benefit,” Griffin said.  “But I’m glad that you’ve already recognised its benefits, better than most.  That is why I wanted you to come to Columbia.”

“To tell you of its advantages?”

“To tell America.”  Griffin paused.  “A few Senators grumble about the cost of the Canal, not realising the long-term benefits for the government’s own finances, quite apart from everything else.  Not all that serious grumbling yet, but letting the newspapers tell your story would help ease their troubled minds.”

“My story?  Why would anyone in Columbia care?”

“Because we know about you.  Madame Banana, some call you.  A woman who has almost single-handedly created a new delight.  One which is, admittedly, not well-known in most of the United States, but which soon will be.”

“Once word spreads, it will be, but that could take many years,” Julia said.

“Perhaps I can help there.”  Griffin turned his thousand-degree smile at her again.  “I have an idea which would benefit both of us.  You and I meet some reporters.  You tell them how the Canal has already helped your business immensely, and how being able to ship through to the Pacific will do even more to bring the banana to the world.  And then, I can bring a knife and fork and eat one [7], and let the reporters see.  Benefits for both of us.  What do you think?”

“I think I can see why you became President,” Julia said, and Griffin laughed.  “The answer is yes, of course, Mr President.  I would be honoured.”

“Then this has been a very fruitful meeting.  I’ll send for the reporters,” Griffin said.

--

[1] Probably a black-capped petrel, but Julia is not exactly an expert ornithologist.

[2] In Greek mythology, the Acheron was the river across which the souls of the dead were ferried into Hades.

[3] A lot of it wasn’t, being shipped out via railroad to Nicaragua’s Pacific Coast ports.

[4] There has actually been a little of this, but the major improvements to the San Juan River happened in 1871-1874 when U.S. engineers modified its flow as the first stage in building the Nicaragua Canal.

[5] Debt-slaves aren’t used in cotton or tobacco because they are reluctant to work in gang labour or for the punishing long hours of the slaves, and unlike slaves have some (albeit limited) choices about when and where they work.

[6] In U.S. legal parlance, peons are bound to particular land (usually a local hacienda) and owe a portion of their produce, but can sell any surplus.  (The landlord, however, can set the quota).  The preference for the term peon over debt-slave is a Nicaraguan reaction, due to dislike of being called slaves.  They are also sometimes referred to as indentured labourers or subcontractors.

[7] As in OTL, bananas were originally considered an exotic delicacy and eaten on a plate with a knife and fork.

--

Decades of Darkness #97: For Whom The Belle Tolls

“Agriculture, manufactures, commerce and navigation, the four pillars of our prosperity, are the most thriving when left most free to individual enterprise.”
-- Thomas Jefferson, 3rd President of the United States

“Where wealth and freedom reign contentment fails,
And honour sinks where commerce long prevails.”
-- Oliver Goldsmith (1730-1774), Irish writer

“Money, not morality, is the principle of commerce and commercial nations."
-- Thomas Jefferson, 3rd President of the United States

--

14 April 1873
New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

Julia Gordon had lived for several years in an isolated plantation in Nicaragua, which politically meant that she lived in a distant island in what was already the most cut-off American territory, no matter that it had recently been granted statehood.  Since she was denied the chance to vote anyway – a very few American women had started to call for female suffrage, which would be wonderful if it were granted, but Julia expected it to happen the week after Judgement Day – she had taken only passing notice of federal politics.  That meant that until now she had little appreciation of how persuasive President Hugh Griffin could be.  Hand the man a bucket of potatoes and a one-way ticket to Ireland, and she was sure that he could sell them for enough money to buy a return fare, and Dublin besides.

Griffin had ushered four reporters into his office for one of what he called his “deskside chats”.  In a quietly whispered aside before they came in, he told Julia, “Jesse Grant, who’ll be the youngest one, is a man to watch.  His father [1] started from nothing and ended up founding the Columbia Messenger.  His son will go even further, I think.”

Griffin greeted each of the reporters in turn.  Jesse Grant proved to be a man with a young-looking face and a scraggly blond beard.  Julia thought he would look better clean-shaven, but then she thought that of most men.

Griffin said, “Miss Gordon, I’m pleased to introduce to you these four worthy gentlemen of the Fourth Estate.  Mr Gerald Ewing, of the Register, Mr Jesse Grant, of the Messenger, Mr Henry Sherman, of the Courier and syndicated correspondent for newspapers from San Francisco to Philadelphia, and Mr Nathaniel Mifflin, of the Charleston Republic.  Gentlemen, this is Miss Julia Gordon, owner of Sharkview Plantation, in one of our newest and finest states, Nicaragua.”

“Pleased to meet you, gentlemen,” Julia said, extending her hand for each of them to kiss in turn.  None of these men had any meaningful social status in themselves, and thus did not truly deserve that gesture, but as reporters they had influence above any questions of wealth or breeding.  She noticed that both Ewing and Sherman flicked their gaze to her left hand, where she wore no ring, although they should already know that from Griffin’s introduction.

Griffin said, “My friends, I understood that you wanted to meet the woman who has won the notice of the capital with her marvellous new fruit.  Gentlemen, I give you... Madame Banana.”

Ewing said, “Ma’am, how did you discover these strange fruit?”

Julia said, “After a tiring journey up the San Juan River – you gentlemen would be astonished how difficult that voyage was before the recent improvements to the river – and reached that sparkling jewel of Central America, Lake Nicaragua.  Then I found Granada, and there I found that there are many delectable tropical fruits which are unknown here in the old states, including the banana which I have the privilege of tasting a few days after I arrived.”

“With so many fruit, why did you choose the banana?” Grant said.

“Because of its superior taste and ease of shipping, coming in bunches and wrapped in its own preserving skin,” Julia said.  “Why, I could have them shipped to the colder reaches of Canada, and they would still be fresh.”  As she said that, she made a mental note.  Why not sell bananas to Canada?  Or probably New England would be best to start with.

The reporters asked her a few questions about the cultivation and properties of the banana, which she answered at length, and kept repeating how easily it was preserved and would keep a long time for Americans to eat.

Sherman said, “I understand that you use debt-slaves to grow these bananas.  Why not use slaves instead, who are more reliable, less prone to flee, and can be made to work harder?”

Julia said, “I have found that, with suitable incentives, my peons will work commendably quickly.  And they do not try to flee much anymore; the border to Costa Rica is too well-guarded, and Guatemala too far away.”  In fact, a couple had fled to the Mosquito Coast, which was a nuisance, but most of them stayed if well-treated, and identification papers took care of the rest.

Eventually Grant asked the question she had been waiting for one of the reporters to deliver.  “How much difficulty did you have shipping them from Nicaragua, along that narrow river you mentioned, the... San Juan River?”

Julia said, “It was a little troublesome for the first couple of years, but I managed.  It has become easier now.  The San Juan River has been transformed by American engineers [2] as the first part of completing the Canal.  I can bring far more bananas to the United States more reliably and cheaply since that.  I hope they complete the Canal soon; when they have finished the improvements to the river, seagoing ships will sail straight into the lake, and when they finish the western passage, I can ship things to the West Coast as well.”

Griffin said, “This is why I wanted to build the Canal.  I hope to bring the country closer together.  Men may more freely move as they wish.  We now stretch from sea to shining sea.  Is it not only fair and reasonable that we should be able to sail from sea to shining sea as well?  By this our commerce may increase.  The harvests of America’s verdant soils, our God-endowed mineral riches, and the products of our tireless manufactures may more easily be brought to those who wish to buy them.”

Julia stared at the President for a long moment.  When Griffin spoke, he sounded as if he believed it with all his heart.  He made everyone who heard him want to believe it, too.  Julia had already wanted the Canal, but now she felt as if it had to happen right now.

Mifflin said, “And it sounds like here we have someone who’s happy to earn her wealth from it.”

Griffin said, “The strength of the United States has always been that any man may earn his path to capital.  If a man is astute, if a man is industrious, he may by dint of good management and hard work improve his station in life.”

Grant said, “Mr President, if Miss Gordon has her way in selling so many fruit to the American people, will not America become a Banana Republic?”

Griffin smiled.  “It could be.  And now, my friends, I think it is time for me to take advantage of Miss Gordon’s generous offer.  She has agreed to let me try one of her famous bananas... and you gentleman as well, if you wish.”

The reporters all agreed to do so, and five bananas were brought in, already peeled and served one to a plate with knife and fork provided.  Julia tried to hide a smile; she was used to simply peeling and eating them.  But if it gave the fruit more appeal, she was happy to go along with it.

“Delicious,” Griffin declared, after finishing his.  The reporters made similar comments.  Griffin added, “I hope that you can ship plenty more of these throughout the country.”

“I will certainly try,” Julia said.  With the President’s endorsement about to be carried across the nation, and Harry Walker’s other efforts to promote the banana, she hoped it would be so.

--

19 April 1873
Sand Ford Plantation
Near Savannah, Georgia, USA

Sand Ford Plantation.  While Julia had lived the majority of her life there, coming back here did not feel like coming home.  She was used to Nicaragua now, and this place of rice did not suit her tastes at all.  More and more of the swamps had been cleared, even more than when she had last lived here, but it would still be an unpleasant disease-hole.  Her father had been unlike most of the rice planters in choosing to live here rather than leaving matters to overseers, trusting that his family’s long history of immunity to most of the familiar diseases would keep them safe.  He had been right, but Julia still did not want to visit here.  Still, her father’s invitation had been just short of a demand.

So Julia had come, but she had taken precautions.  Yolanda and Harry waited for her in Savannah; keeping them there would reduce awkward questions from her father and also give her the excuse to leave soon and claim the press of business.  But for now, she was here, and after the initial round of greetings and insincere exclamations that it had been too long since they last set eyes on each other, Richard Gordon said, “I’d never imagined you would build so much up from nothing.  I’m impressed.”

“The opportunity was there, so I took it,” Julia said.  “The United States is about those who work hard improving their lot, isn’t it?”  Something about President Griffin had rubbed off on her, sure enough.

“Of course.  But it’ll be good that someone in our family will keep up the planting tradition.”

Julia stared.  “What do you mean?”

“Sand Ford is no longer profitable for me to run, sadly.  Rice doesn’t command the prices it used to even five years ago, let alone ten or twenty years past.  And even with the improvements to the land around here, disease amongst the slaves erodes too much of my capital.”

“You’re going to sell Sand Ford?”

Richard nodded.  “I’ve been talking to Michael Grimes, from over west near Blakely.  He wants to buy some land hereabouts, and grow rice until he can turn it into a tea plantation.”

Julia said, “You own the land now.  Why don’t you start planting tea?”

Richard said, “Because I’m too old and set in my ways to learn about that accursedly difficult crop.  Let Grimes manage it, if he wants.  With the sale of Sand Ford, I can buy a decent house in Savannah and rent out the slaves.”

“How have the boys taken the news?” Julia said.

“Dennis doesn’t know yet.  I sent him a letter, but it won’t have reached Jefferson yet, and he’s probably still too busy swearing about boll weevils to notice.  That farm of his won’t turn into a plantation now.  Joseph only cares about the army and hoping that President Griffin starts a war somewhere.  But Edward and Albert, well...”  Richard gave her a long look.  “To be frank, they’re hoping to inherit a share of your Nicaragua plantation.  They’re convinced that you won’t have any heirs to leave it to.  Will you ever marry?”

“I...”  Julia could find no way to go on.  Some things she couldn’t say openly, not to her father.

Her father nodded again, sadly, then raised his voice.  “Lucy, show Julia to her room.”  More normally: “Your homecoming party tonight.  People coming from miles around.  Maybe you’ll find someone who catches your eye.”

If I do, it’ll be someone who you wouldn’t approve of anyway.  The slave Lucy appeared, and Julia followed her.  As they walked away, Lucy said, “Mass Richard, he going to sell the place?”

The slaves would hear any news, of course.  Julia had known that for years.  She also heard the alarm in Lucy’s tone, and knew what it meant.  “He’s selling the plantation, not the slaves.  You’ll be going with him to Savannah.”  She hoped they would be, anyway.  And even if her father did sell off a few slaves while moving, he would keep the house slaves like Lucy.

--

25 April 1873
Savannah, Georgia
United States of America

When he was young, Captain Anderson Mitchell’s father and grandfather had been at pains to remind him that New England and the United States had once been one country.  His grandfather had fought with New Hampshire’s Freedom Brigade during the Second American Revolution, trying and failing to hold New England under the rule of Washington, D.C.  He had discreetly fled New Hampshire after the war, fearing the noose [3], but even then he had gone to Boston.  One of the few signs of wisdom that his grandfather had ever shown, as far as Mitchell was concerned, since he still stayed within New England.  After the Revolution, his grandfather had married and raised his father with the belief that New England should be looking to Washington, not to London.

Both had tried to teach him the same thing, but Mitchell would have no part of it.  Washington, D.C. had been abandoned as a city around the time he was born, and who wanted to look toward a city named for a slaveholding American anyway?  Jefferson, Madison, Franklin – all the American founding fathers had been slaveowners at some time in their lives, even if Franklin had repented after the Revolution.  Only with the Second American Revolution had the new founding fathers – men like Pickering, Lowell, Quincy, Griswold and Cabot – abolished slavery.

Good riddance to the Americans, as far as Mitchell was concerned.  He would do business with them, but he was glad he no longer needed to share a country with them.  He was quite happy to sail his schooner into American or other ports of the Caribbean in search of goods to transport, but he would never want to live here.

“Who can understand the gringos?” Mitchell murmured to himself, as he walked through the streets of Savannah toward the Pulaski Hotel, the city’s finest, and his appointment.

He saw not a single horstcar; the new contraptions had started to fill the streets of New York, but the Americans seemed resolutely fixed on horses and buggies instead [4].  But he did see several blacks, walking around the city freely.  They weren’t free in law, but the slavemasters here in Savannah let many of them live in their own houses, selling goods or other commerce, and simply paying a weekly fee to their owners.  Yet these same Americans insisted that slaves could never be freed.  They watched him closely, and if he uttered an abolitionist word to a slave a lynching would follow.  The Jackals had a very few home-grown abolitionists, who would get laughed at if they tried something.  But let a foreign visitor to a town even appear to be abolitionist, and the locals reached for the nearest rope.

When Mitchell stepped into the lobby of the Pulaski Hotel, a tall man dressed all in white walked up to him.  “Captain Mitchell?”

“The same,” Mitchell said, extending his hand.

“Harry Walker, agent for the Gordon family and their fellow producers.”

As they shook hands, Walker’s eyes gave him a quick once-over.  He was ex-military; Mitchell was convinced of that.  Not because he carried a pistol – most white men in Savannah did – but from the way he sized up everyone and everything.

Mitchell said, “If you don’t mind me asking, why did you ask to see me?  Especially here, instead of at my ship.”

“It wasn’t me who asked to see you.  My principal did, and she waits for you in the dining room.  If you’ll follow me...”

She? Mitchell wondered.  As well expect a woman to have principles as be the principal here.  Except for a few widows who maintained plantations from their husbands, and a very occasional daughter who was an only child, American women weren’t involved in commerce, any more than New England women were.  And he knew that the Gordon family still had men to conduct its commerce; he had had dealings with Edward Gordon the last time he was in Savannah.

Still, a woman waited at one of the tables in the Pulaski’s grand dining hall.  She rose as Walker performed the introductions.  “Ma’am, this is Captain Anderson Mitchell, of the Yankee schooner Lady Grey.  Captain, this is Miss Julia Gordon, owner of Sharkview Plantation, Nicaragua, whom I am privileged to represent in the mainland states.”

Owner in her own right?  Mitchell offered her a bow, and she returned a dignified curtsey.  Sure enough, she dressed and acted like an American aristocrat.  Long black hair hanging loose, which would have been frowned on as risqué in New York or Boston.  She wore white, just like Walker – American fashion seemed to be colourless, these days – but in the form of an elaborately worked lace-edged silk dress which would probably cost him a year’s profits.  He would have guessed her age at twenty-five, but she was clearly unmarried.  Quite odd, given her wealth and beauty.

“Join me for lunch, captain?” Julia asked.

“I’d be honoured, ma’am,” he said, and sat down.  “Will Mr Walker be-”  He looked around, and could see no sign of the agent.  “Where did he go?”

“Mr Walker has a pressing prior engagement, I’m afraid,” she said, sounding amused, but she did not bother to explain.

“How’d he get away so quietly?” Mitchell asked.

“He spent some years in the Jaguars,” she said.  He must have looked blank, because she added, “A specialist unit of soldiers who fight in jungles and such.  Harry moves silently without even thinking about it, most of the time.”

“That might cause a few surprises now and then.”  He signalled for a waiter.

“Oh, you have no idea how much,” she said, with the same half-amused smile.

Although Mitchell had called for the waiter, when the man arrived he stood in front of Julia.  Well, that was the advantage of being an aristocrat, he supposed.

“You like seafood, captain?” she said.  She barely waited for his nod before ordering some toasted angels and crab.

He wanted to ask why she had asked to meet him, but knew better than to bring it up.  Besides, how often did he get to have lunch with a genuine American belle?  He knew better than to think she might be attracted to him, but that did not stop him daydreaming.  In any case, she was pleasant company, coaxing him into telling sea tales throughout the lunch, and laughing at all the appropriate moments.  But she spoke very little about herself, and gave no hint about her intentions throughout the toasted angels – grilled oysters wrapped in bacon, spiced with peppers and doused in lime juice – and crab and two glasses of white wine of a vintage which he could only imagine tasting normally.

She only revealed her intentions when he was feeling contentedly full and relaxed.  “Care for some dessert?” she said.  Again, she did not wait for his nod, but signalled for the waiter.  From the way the waiter hurried to bring out two strange yellow fruit on a tray, he knew she had been planning this moment for some time.

“These are bananas.  Grown in Nicaragua, in my own plantation.  Try one.  They peel easily, and while some Americans like to eat them with knife and fork, they were designed for fingers.”

He tried one, and smiled.  “Very good.”  He paused, and noticed how she was watching him.  “How many of these do you grow on your plantation?”

“Enough,” she said.  “Do you think people in New York, say, or Boston would enjoy these?”

“I suppose so, but-”

“Then you can surely find buyers.  Here, we have been selling them for two dollars a bunch.  I expect that if I gave you a hundred and fifty or so bunches, you would make $300 easily, perhaps more.  Does half of whatever you earn from their sale seem a fair bargain, Captain?”

“Quite fair,” he said, struggling to keep up.  “But why bother selling them in New England when you surely have buyers for them here?”

“This is just the beginning,” she said.  “Sell them carefully.  Find merchants who will want to buy more later.  If you can do that, then we can expand things fast enough.”

“We?”

“I hope to sell bananas everywhere in North America, Captain Mitchell.  In a few months I will be seeking investment to create a distribution company.  I’m sure that will keep your shipping very busy.”

She seemed so full of enthusiasm when talking about the company and the fruit.  More than when she had been talking to him, which he found vaguely insulting in a way which was hard to pin down, since she had been friendly enough during the meal.  But no wonder she did not bother with a husband.  Her bananas were obviously good enough for her.

--

18 November 1873
Sharkview Plantation
Nicaragua Territory, USA

Yolanda knew the news would be bad from the moment Julia walked into her room.  They had maintained separate bedrooms for years, to minimise the rumours amongst the field staff (the house staff knew better, but could be trusted not to talk) and to save the inconvenience of moving in and out whenever one of the frequent would-be suitors or other guests came to Sharkview.  But Julia had never been quite the same since she visited her father’s plantation half a year before.  Quieter, brooding sometimes, and more distant, although she evaded Yolanda’s delicate questioning why.

“Querida,” Yolanda said, forcing a smile.

They kissed, but it was rather perfunctory, and when Julia sat down on the bed, she kept space between them.  “There’s something I must tell you,” she said.

“Yes?”

“I’ve decided... I’ve decided to marry Harry Walker.”

Despite expecting something bad, the words felt like a blow to the stomach.  Not sure if she wanted to laugh or cry or both, Yolanda managed, “You’re abandoning me for that maricón?”

“Abandon you?  Never!”  Now Julia did reach over to squeeze her hand.  “You are and always will be my only true love.  But this I must do for reasons of need.”

“You need to marry a man who has no more interest in you than you claimed you had in any man?”

Julia said, “It stops people asking questions about him as much as they do about me.  Marrying him won’t stop his own pursuits, anymore than it will interfere with you and I.  But it must be him.  Any other man would think that, on marrying me, he would own all this.”  She spread her hands as if to encompass all of the plantation and the new company she had so recently formed.  “Harry knows better.”

“A marriage in name only, then?” Yolanda asked, her thumping heart subsiding a little.  “You won’t...?”

“I have to, until I have a child,” Julia said, and Yolanda felt the tears well up in her eyes again.  “Neither he nor I will find any pleasure in it, but I need a child.  Without that, no-one will believe it a true marriage, and everything I have built here will vanish when I die.  I cannot will it to you.  But then Harry goes back to living his own life, and we will continue as we always have been, mi amor.”

“No, we won’t.  It wouldn’t be the same.”  Yolanda looked across at Julia, and saw that face which was normally so full of love and life had gone blank.  She wondered if she had ever truly known what went on behind those eyes.  “What will your father think of you marrying such a man?” she asked, trying what she thought was her strongest card.

“By now, my father will be grateful that I’m married at all,” Julia said.

“Enjoy his gratitude then, since you care nothing for what I feel!” Yolanda said.  Julia tried to lean closer and put a hand on her shoulder, but she shook it off.  “Leave me alone.”

Wordlessly, Julia rose, nodded and walked, leaving Yolanda staring at the closed door for a long, long time, trying to decide what to do.

--

From The Granada Mural
23 April 1875

Announcements:

Mr. Harry Walker and Mrs. Julia Gordon Walker, of Sharkview Plantation, Chontales County, are pleased to report the arrival of their first child, William James, born on 16 April.  The boy and his mother are both reported to be in fine health and good spirits.

--

[1] Grant’s father is Ulysses H. Grant, an ATL brother of General Ulysses Grant.  See posts #40 and #47.  Jesse Grant himself was born in 1851, and has already made something of a name for himself as a reporter.

[2] Actually, a lot of the engineers on the Nicaragua Canal are British and French.

[3] After the War of 1811, the New England federal government and the various state governments actually tried to reconcile their Unionist inhabitants, pardoning all but the most notorious individuals if they were willing to swear allegiance to New England.  But there was a considerable amount of private retribution.

[4] More to do with the roads being mostly poor quality and a general American unwillingness to spend money on upgrading them for the sake of a few horstcars.

--

Decades of Darkness #98: “Left Me Out In The Cold Rain And Snow”

Credit for this post on the history of Wilkinson in the DoD timeline goes to Daniel McCollum, who wrote all of it apart from some very minor editorial alterations.

--

“We’re just plain folks, your Mother and Me
Just plain folks, like your folks used to be.
As our presence seems to grieve you, we’ll roll away and leave you
For we’re sadly out of place here, ‘cause we’re just plain folks”

-- “Just Plain Folks”, traditional folk song sung of Betsy Gordon, Big Bull Falls, Wisconsin (collected by Mary Strauss, 1932)

--

Excepts from: “Alone and Forsaken: The History of America’s Northwest” [1]
(c) Dr. Daniel D. McCollum, 1953
Boston University Press
Boston, New England

Introduction

There is nothing special or unusual about the city of Jackson, in the American state of Wilkinson.  No great politicians or leaders have ever been born there, no great inventions ever constructed in the city.  No works of literature have ever been inspired by this sleepy hamlet; with its boarded up businesses, sprawling farms, and dusty prairie life.  The most notable event which ever directly touched the lives of its inhabitants was the capture and execution of Charlie Owens and the Nigger Boys in the moraines a short fifteen miles away [2]; an operation which involved several young soldiers from the town.

And yet this town has seen history, has played a part, no matter how small, in every major event in the history of the United States, beginning with its founding in 1863.  Jackson boys served with General Mahan in the Third Mexican War, they crossed the sea to fight Spain in that nation’s death throes.  Every depression, every boom, every political movement has subtly colored the lives of this city’s inhabitants and shall continue to do so as well long white men breath and struggle with nature to carve out a living for themselves in this wilderness...

The first recorded mention of the land which would one day become the town of Jackson was by a Henry James, a British explorer and trapper.  James wrote in the years directly following the War of 1811, when the fur trade was in decline, and much of the Northwest was in chaos.  In his writings, he lays out a description of the region as being immensely fertile, and situated directly up against the waters of the Minnesota River.  It would seem likely that the explorer was attempting to encourage British immigration to the region, and to exploit the weakness of the United States, but if that is the case, his plans came to nothing.

Americans were late to settle the lands of Wilkinson.  The United States did not gain effective control over the region until the completion of the War of 1833 and the solidifying of the US-Canadian boarder.  Even then settlers did not begin to flood the territory until the late 1840s and 1850s.  It was not until the admittance of Wilkinson into the Union as a state in 1858 that the population began a steady increase; due in part to the stability caused by subjugation of the last of the free Indian tribes in the state, as well as the introduction of new farming technologies which greatly increased the profitability of the land…

Although the village of Jackson did not become incorporated until 1863, the first European blooded settlers had in fact arrived several decades earlier.  These men, largely of Sylvanian [3] and Appalachian background came west searching for new lands and to escape the economic conditions of their own states.  They were largely farmers; harvesting corn and hay as well as raising small herds of dairy cattle.  Although they were not a prosperous people, they were hard working and independent, dedicating their lives to taming the harsh wilderness around them.

In 1841 a small saw mill was opened up by Harry Hyde, a young son of a wealthy Yankee businessman.  Although much of the logging and lumbering in the territory was to the north, the Hyde plant prospered due to its position upon the Minnesota River which provided both power and transportation for finished goods.  A small town began to spring up along around this plant, made up of not only the saw mill workers, but also businessmen who hoped to serve the regional farmers.  This town, known as Hydeville, began to expand as the lumber boom reached its zenith, and agriculture began to prosper.

By 1860 the unincorporated town of Hydeville had reached an estimated population of 800.  The people began the processes of becoming an official village within the state of Wilkinson.  However, the process was in no way unanimous, with several key figures in the town arguing against incorporation.  The battle dragged on until 1863 where Hydeville became an official village within what was then Minnesota County.

The story goes however, that during this time that Harry Hyde Jr, the son of the mill owner, became involved in an illicit affair with the wife of a local farmer by the name of John McGregor.  McGregor found out of the affair and challenged the young Hyde to a duel by the river.  The duel was set for sunrise the next Monday.  However, when the time came about, only McGregor appeared to fight the duel; Hyde had fled town the night before.  The people of the town were humiliated and no longer had any intention of allowing their village to be disgraced with the name of such a coward; therefore a new name had to be chosen.  Some time during the next several weeks, someone suggested naming the village Jackson, not after President Andrew Jackson, but after his adopted son Andrew Jackson Jr. who had served as the last territorial governor of Wilkinson before it became a state.  It seems that many town leaders hoped that by naming the town after Jackson, they would be able to get state funds for the town.  This was not to be, however; Jackson’s party, the Democrats, suffered a humiliating defeat in their first gubernatorial election and the Patriots swept into power in the new state...

As the state of Wilkinson began to become more prosperous in the years followings its admission into the Union, it began to become a destination from immigrants from throughout Europe.  Although the United States, historically, had not been especially friendly to immigrants since the 1850s, the Northwest region, due to its promise of free and prosperous land, long had immigration patterns which compared to those of the neighboring Canadian provinces.

Jackson was no less immune to this influx than other communities in the region.  Following its incorporation, records show that the village began to attract many Scotch, Irish and German immigrants from Prussia, Saxony and other North German regions.  Smaller groups such as Scandinavians and Swiss also began to make their presence felt in Jackson and other outlying communities.  Coupled with higher birthrates, the community began to expand to such a level that there was talk of it becoming a major city.

In 1875 Minnesota County was split into two; the western half breaking off to form Davis County, named after the slain President.  There was considerable talk of the county seat going to either Jackson or its largest rival, Lake Woebegone.  The position of country seat would bring with it not only prestige, but also government jobs and prosperity.  The two communities began to fight bitterly over the position and in December of that year open hostilities broke out.  For three months the two communities battled in a conflict which is still referred to in the region as the “County War”; in the end over twenty people would be killed, a majority from Jackson.  It was all for naught, however, as the State Assembly awarded the county seat to Lake Woebegone in May of the next year [4]...

Another result of the growing population pressure was the final destruction of the Sioux nation as a viable entity within Wilkinson.  Although the Sioux has been able to resist White expansion in the southwest of the state for many decades, the desire for more land, as well as fear of constant raiding caused the State government in Schoolcraft [Minneapolis] [5] to dispatch an expedition to the region in 1858.  The resulting war would drag on for three years and would end only with the intervention of federal troops.  As a result of the conflict, the Sioux Nation was abolished and its citizens were forced to move from the state into the territory of Nebraska.  Other Sioux, unwilling to give up their identity fled north into Canada which was to become a major refuge of the Indian people in the face of American hostility.

Jackson played no direct part in the Sioux War.  Although several members of then-Hydeville served with distinction in the state militia and would come home to become civic leaders, Jackson itself was never raided nor even threatened during the conflict.  The Hyde mill became prosperous selling goods to state troops, but other than that the town was largely unaffected...

By 1878 prosperity seemed to be everywhere, Jackson reached the population of three thousand citizens.  It sported a saw mill, a brewery, a cigar factory, a bank, three general stores and even an opera house.  The railroad had arrived several years earlier and the farmers and laborers of the community were still feeling the benefits of the new technology.  The decision of the railroad company to open its terminal in Jackson rather than in any other of the local farming villages only added to the pride of the citizens in their community.  On January 1st, 1879 Pastor Claude McKenzie of the 1st Presbyterian Church announced that “The time of Christ’s Kingdom of Earth is surely at hand.  The United States is putting order to the world, is bringing the ways of peace and civilization to the backwards and dark people of this continent.  It is only right that our fair community should look forward to greater prosperity in the future.  We are God’s chosen people, and he is showing us his blessing!”

In the decades to follow, there would be those who would question whether God had abandoned his chosen people or not...

The coming of the populist movement swept through Wilkinson like a prairie fire, effectively dismantling the political order of the state and ushering in a short-lived golden age for the American Northwest.  Before it was over, the Patriots had collapsed as a national party, the Wilkinson Progress Party had become the dominant force in the state, and the rest of the United States was forced to take the plight of the farmer and the rural man seriously.

As in the rest of the state, support for the reform movement was strong in the village of Jackson.  The village had been hit hard by the economic panic of 1889 and the subsequent depression, which caused the final closing of the Hyde Saw Mill, then the largest employer in town.  Unemployment ran high among the industrial workers of the town, and anger was beginning to grow.

The farmers of Jackson were faring no better; an increase in the demand of food caused by the wars which swept through the world in the previous decades and caused many to increase production on their farms.  As the international turmoil came down from a full boil, many farmers suddenly found that there was an overabundance of produce.  Prices began to fall in 1887 and continued to plummet for the next five years.

To make matters worse, the railroads continued to charge extremely high rates to bring these goods to market.  The result was that the farmers found themselves deeper in debt each year, despite the success of that year’s crop.  Each year, more and more farms were foreclosed on by the banks, all the while that years harvest rotted in storage bins.

In the 1870s farm associations had begun to be founded throughout the Northwest, and even as far as the New South.  The associations were created primarily as social clubs, meant to relieve the tedium and loneliness which is a constant in farm life.  However, as economic conditions in the country began to deteriorate further, many of these clubs began to be used as sounding boards for farmer’s grievances and, later, the foundations of the Populist Party.

In Jackson, the Christian Farmers Club was slightly more radical than most.  Already in 1891 many of its members had become disgruntled with the lethargy and inability of the Patriot Party to meet their needs.  In a well prepared speech to the CFC, William Shipstead the regional organiser of the Farmers League and later the Progress Party, called on the club’s members to sign a petition demanding that Julius G. Kasten, the state’s governor, provide relief for the farmers.  Jackson farmers also sent money to help the defendants and their families in the notorious Sioux Falls Massacre [6].

When the Progress Party first reached the ballots of Jackson, the people of the community responded with fervor; both the village and the town voted overwhelmingly for the party’s candidate for Governor.  Although the Progress Party lost its first gubernatorial election, William Shipstead was sent to the Legislature as a State Senator on the Party’s ticket.  Jackson would remain steadfast for the Progress Party for years to come, even as it was subsumed by the national party [7].

--

[1] Due to the more Southern leaning nature of the *USA in this TL, the state of Wilkinson and the surrounding region is often viewed as very far to the north.  As such, the area has gained the designation of “The Northwest”.  The OTL Washington and Oregon region is referred to as “The Pacific Coast” in this ATL by the inhabitants on both sides of the border and in the American North throughout the nineteenth century.  Inhabitants from further afield, particularly in the twentieth century, tend to refer instead to the “Northwest Coast”, which includes the ATL states of Oregon, North California and South California.

[2] Charlie Owens was a slave on a large ranch in the West.  As it would happen, although slavery is legal in the West, it is not generally advisable to use slaves on ranches; or, at the very least, one should not use them as cowboys; no matter how loyal they may seem.  Charlie Owens rode out one day in an errand from his master and never came back.  Instead he escaped, living off of the land for several months.  Eventually he became convinced it was his duty to free other slaves in the region.  After gaining a small following, Owens and his boys committed their first bank robbery.

Although this robbery was meant only to gain funds so they could escape to Canada, Owens decided that he enjoyed it.  “Charlie Owens and the Nigger Boys” became a successful outlaw group for many years, operating in the Northwest, as well as a slave holder’s worst nightmare come true.

Eventually the boys were trapped in the moraines of central Wilkinson and, in a stand off with state troops, they were all killed.  Owens himself was said to have shot the captain of the guard and five other soldiers, before turns his gun on himself as to avoid capture.

Opinions of Owens and his gang differ greatly, depending upon which part of North America you live in.  Their reputation internationally is usually highly favourable, especially in Australia which equates them to the bushrangers of Australian national mythology.

[3] Sylvanian; at first a name for people from either Pennsylvania or Westylvania.  It has come to mean anyone from the northern tier of states which did not secede in 1811, or state settled by such people.

[4] Don’t think this sort of thing went on?  There is a rather famous case of something similar occurring in Michigan’s UP in OTL.  These county wars could get nasty.

[5] There are a few names which keeps getting used, over and over again in the OTL Great Lakes region; Marquette, Menominee, and so forth.  Most of these come from either explorers or local Indian tribes.  It seems likely that this would continue in the ATL as well.  Schoolcraft was killed in the ATL while searching for the source of the Mississippi River.  What better name for a city upon the banks of that river?

Schoolcraft is not only the capital of Wilkinson, but also a hub of commercial and business interests.  It is often referred to, rather pretentiously, as the “American Dearborn”.  Schoolcraft is famous throughout much of North America for its brewing industry as well, due to the large amounts of wheat which flood into it from the West.  “Shultz Heffe-Weissen” will become one of the most popular beers in the USA, especially once proper bottle-capping is discovered.

[6] The Massacre in question is a rather complex episode in Wilkinson history.  Although Wilkinson admits the legality of slavery as well as the inherent degradation of lesser races, its rural areas have never been particularly open to slaveowners in general or plantations in particular.  This is due to both economic concerns as well as to the background of many of the state’s residents.

However, as cheap land in the New South began to run out, many plantation owners were beginning to look north, as well as south.  Several planters had begun to move into Wilkinson to experiment with wheat or corn plantations.  This greatly upset the locals who feared that they would be unable to compete with the planters in an open market.  They began to petition the state government to do something about the situation.

Governor Kasten, as it turns out, was either corrupt or simply unable to get this legislation through (depending upon your view of history).  The result was that several locals in the town of Sioux Falls decided to take matters into their own hands.  The organized a posse and attacked a plantation in the middle of the night.  In the process of this attack, they killed several slaves before storming the master’s house which they burned to the ground.  All of the planter’s family was able to escape except for his wife who had recently come down with influenza and was bed ridden (the flu being a relatively new disease to that part of the world).

The next day the ringleaders of the posse were rounded up and charged with murder, destruction of property, as well as attempting to start a slave rising.  Despite the support of much of the population of Wilkinson, the three ringleaders were hanged by the end of the year.  The case did make the national papers, most of whom tried to depict the case as a result of ‘foreign abolitionists’ instigating reaction in Wilkinson.  The posse had a marginal victory in that several of the already-few planters who wanted to move as far north as Wilkinson opted for territories elsewhere.  There were in fact relatively few of those; the combination of more profitable uses for slaves elsewhere, the proximity of the Canadian border for runaways, and local hostility ensured that.  Later Progressive governors would enforce rules of land tenure which made it extremely difficult to acquire the solid blocs of land necessary for plantations.  Most slaves and debt-slaves in Wilkinson would be either urban workers or household servants, except for a few pockets.

[7] The Progress Party, or Progressive Party, is initially a state only party.  Although it at first battled with the Patriots on the state level (Wilkinson was practically a one-party state, the Patriots having defeated the Democrats at every presidential election during the state’s existence until 1892), it gave them initial support them at the national level.  Eventually, however, the Patriots will split apart, and *populist movements such as the Progressives will gain greater prominence.

--

Decades of Darkness #99a: Between The Shadows

“Revenge is profitable, gratitude is expensive.”
-- Edward Gibbon (1737-1794), English historian

--

22 February 1868
The Palace Hotel
San Francisco, North California

Sometimes, Herbert Bryson felt that the circumstances of his birth had been an ill omen for the rest of his life.  Being born forty-five minutes after his twin brother Stephen had cost him any meaningful birthright.  When their father died, Herbert had inherited a meagre three slaves which he usually just rented out, while Stephen had inherited fifteen hundred acres of prime cotton land in West Florida and over one hundred slaves to work it.

With no chance to improve his lot in West Florida, Bryson had struck further west to Arkansas, hoping to acquire good land and start farming cotton.  Once again, he found that he had arrived too late.  Most of the good land had already been acquired into cotton plantations, and he could not hope to compete.  He bought a few acres and tried to farm the land, but eventually sold up and moved to North California when he heard word of the gold rush.

Here, too, he had arrived too late.  The gold rush had begun two years ago, serendipitously a month before the completion of the first transcontinental railroad.  The flood of miners had claimed most of the land with any prospects, and the surface gold had mostly been worked out by now.  Besides, he had quickly discovered that he had an abiding dislike of any work which required digging in the earth.  That was what slaves were for.

So Bryson had come to San Francisco, the city of dreams, target of a flood of immigrants from across the United States and beyond, including far too many Chinamen for his liking [1].  This time, he hoped he could earn better fortune.  If not here, then he could look elsewhere in the United States, although there weren’t many places left where a man of his breeding could find proper opportunities.  And the current speaker made him wonder if maybe he had been looking in the wrong place altogether.

“You tell ’em, Colonel,” a man shouted.

‘Colonel’ Quigley said, “My friends, I have seen the Sandwich Islands with my own eyes.  A veritable Paradise on earth, I swear to you.  Rich soil, warmth of the sun all year round, but close enough to the ocean for a man to cool himself whenever he needs.  Friendly women, backwards natives who know next to nothing of civilization but who will work for naught.  And not a sign of those diseases which make our other tropical possessions so dangerous to live in.  The only thing that the islands lack is a strong government to rule them.”

And a government which we can supply, Bryson thought.  If these islands were half as good as Quigley promised, then white men could go there and acquire prime land and become very rich.  Mark Lansdowne had accomplished the same thing in Nicaragua, as had some of the filibusters in Cuba.  Now Bryson himself had the chance to emulate them.  Hopefully, this would end his tide of poor fortune.

--

6 June 1868
‘Iolani Palace, Honolulu
Kingdom of Hawai’i (self-proclaimed)
Sandwich Islands (internationally recognised)

“Am I doomed to commit every action too late?” Bryson murmured.  Mark Lansdowne and Henry Tucker [2] had been filibusters and become rich.  Bryson had become a filibuster and was lucky to escape with his life.

Nearly half of Quigley’s expedition had died during the fighting, and the savages living here had murdered most of the rest after they had surrendered, trying to justify it with a staged trial, a practice they must have learned off the British.  Bryson could understand why the British wanted to rule these islands instead of letting the United States do it.  The limeys might be bastards most of the time, but they were white men and had the rightful desire of the white race to rule all the world.  What he couldn’t understand was why the British had failed to annex the islands entirely, and allowed the savages here to rule themselves, providing only some military backing.

Oh, the savages did a fair job of aping white customs, and they had found some Yankee merchants or other to build a fair palace, all things considered.  But savages they remained, in heart and in deeds.  Their so-called king now proved that as he addressed the two dozen surviving filibusters from the front door of his palace, through a lower-class Sandwich Islander who acted both as interpreter and intermediary – apparently the jumped-up savage considered himself too superior to address white men directly.

“American Jackals, your lives have only been spared because no witnesses could be found to testify to your murder of Hawai’ian, mm, civilians.  Our laws have long been clear: ‘Let every elderly person, woman and child lie by the roadside in safety.’  Your fellow murderers killed those who could not fight back, and met their deaths for it.  Perhaps some of you did the same, but without surviving witnesses, it cannot be attested.  But this charge King Kamehameha V lies on you: depart these islands of Hawai’i and never return.  If you come back, your lives will be forfeit.”

“Arrogant savage,” Bryson muttered, although he made sure he didn’t speak loud enough for any of the native guards to hear.  Savages they might be, but they were savages with British-made guns, when Bryson’s own rifle probably still lay somewhere out in the fields.  But savages like this could not be allowed to insult the American race, or get away with the murder of people who had surrendered.

I swear to God, you savages will pay for this arrogance and this murder, Bryson thought.  I will return here, no matter how many years it takes me.  I will live to see the Stars and Stripes fly above Honolulu.

--

27 April 1869
Sharkview Plantation
Nicaragua Territory, USA

“They know nothing about bananas in the Sandwich Islands?” Julia Gordon asked.

Herbert Bryson shook his head, but then smiled.  He had acquired a scar on his left cheek, presumably during his filibuster raid, which made that smile reminiscent of a pirate.  No doubt he thought it made him look charming, but then Julia was immune to any charm he possessed.  “Not these yellow ones.  They have a related fruit that they call plantains, but they are always green.  They need to be cooked before eating, too.”

Julia said, “We have them here too.”  She looked down for a moment, to avoid his gaze.  Sometimes the requirements of hospitality could be a nuisance.  She had invited Bryson for dinner after discovering he had been in the Sandwich Islands.  That might mean that he had useful knowledge about any bananas or other fruit that were cultivated there.  But having invited him for a meal, she was obliged to invite him to stay the night, given that he had nowhere nearby to sleep.  And that probably meant he would come tapping on her door during the night, unless she missed her guess.  “What fruit do they have there, Mr Bryson?” she asked.

Bryson said, “Call me Herbert, please.”

“What fruit do they have there... Herbert?” Julia asked, though she did not much feel like being on first-name terms with him.  It should make it easier to gather any useful information, though.

“Truth be told, I was too busy fighting to have much chance to sample their fruits,” Bryson said.  “Except for one thing.  We ate a... blessed lot of pineapples there.  Lovely taste, but as Colonel Quigley said, man shall not live by pineapples alone.”

Julia nodded.  “We have pineapples here too, but I’m not interested in growing them.  Too awkward to ship to the mainland [3].”

“I’ve thought a bit about growing them,” Bryson said, in a tone which made it sound like he was confiding a great secret.  Probably try to sound interested in the same things which interested her, unless Julia missed her guess.

“Is that why you came to Nicaragua?” Harry Walker asked, which startled Julia a little.  Harry had been quiet throughout the dinner, his only real role here to act as chaperone.  His silence showed how little he thought of Bryson; when the news of the Sandwich Islands came through last year Harry had talked about filibusters as incompetent buffoons who squandered an opportunity and whose military skills wouldn’t compare to the Jaguars.

“I’m here for several reasons, but most of all because...”  He paused and shrugged.  “To fight or not to fight, that is the question: whether ‘tis nobler in the mind to suffer the slings and arrows of outraged savages or to take ship over a sea of troubles, and by planting end them.”

Julia released a startled laugh; she would not have picked Bryson as a man who knew Shakespeare at all, let alone a man who could so creatively misquote him.  Harry wore only a blank look; for all of his other qualities, he could only shake rifles, not spears.  “What to plant in this undiscovered country then, from whose bourn no traveller returns?”  She leaned forward, awaiting his answer.

--

27 April 1869
Sharkview Plantation
Nicaragua Territory, USA

When Julia leaned forward, Bryson knew he had made an impression.  It had been agonisingly slow progress so far; she had seemed more interested in talk of business than in him.  “It puzzles me still, would I rather bear those ills I have than flee to others that I know not of?”

Julia said, “Thus, in conscience, not cowardice at all, o’er the native hue against revolution?”

Bryson smiled; she raised a dangerous accusation, but did it in a way which did not truly touch on his honour.  “Truly am I sicklied o’er the pale cast of your thought.”

Julia raised an eyebrow in what he was sure was mock surprise.  “Thus, enterprises of great wish and moment went unregarded, the ocean’s currents turning awry, and lost you in the name of action?”

Bryson said, “Soft you now, fair Julia!  Nymph, in all thy orations be my sins remembered.”

Julia said, “Good Bryson, stay still your honour fair for many a day.”

Bryson chuckled.  “I humbly thank you; well, well, well.  I have remembrances of course, once uttered, that I would not long re-deliver.  I pray you now need not receive them.”

Julia said, “No, not I [4]!”  She leaned back and smiled.  “Very clever, Mr Bryson.  You know the Bard’s words very well; better than I looked for from a man who has devoted his life to the gun rather than the pen.”

Bryson smiled, while inwardly he tried to judge Julia.  He thought he understood her, but this made little sense.  Clearly, she was in one sense impressed, yet she held back from the familiarity of his first name.  It did not seem to be coyness, more as if she were interested in what he might say but not interested in the man who said them.  Quite odd.  “You could say I’m a man of many parts.”

“Parts from fair Verona, no doubt,” Julia said.

Was it his imagination, or was there a hint of invitation in her voice?  Bryson had come to Nicaragua to win his fortune, and he hoped that he might win it through marriage rather than build a plantation from nothing here.  Simply organising another raid on the Sandwich Islands would not do; President Leland had repudiated the filibuster as bandit activity, and the new President Griffin showed no sign of changing that policy.  To organise a new raid, he would need both money and status.  Marriage to Julia Gordon would do both, if he could arrange it.  “Or others alike in dignity, where e’er we lay the scene.”

“What is scene is oft not what is found,” said Julia.

Bryson gave a slow nod, to disguise his lack of understanding of what she meant.  That was a warning that not everything was as it seemed; that much was plain, and it was wordplay also, but was it encouragement or not?  “If we do not act, then nothing is scene,” he ventured, continuing the wordplay for want of something better to offer.

“Indeed, but to return to a question I asked you earlier: what seed would you plant in Nicaragua?”

Bryson gave her his broadest grin.  “That depends what flowers I want to see in bloom.”

Julia said, “Herbert, come forth; come forth, thou fearful man.  Affliction is enamour’d of thy parts, and thou art wedded to calamity.”

Is she calling herself dangerous, or just warning me off completely? Bryson wondered.  He could not fathom her; for all her friendly air and laughter, it was devilishly difficult to read anything more about her than she wanted to reveal, and she appeared to be deliberately ambiguous here.  “Rather, what news?  What is the principal doom?  What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand, that I yet know not?”

“In time, you will know,” Julia said, and rose.  “Thank you for the pleasant conversation, Mr Bryson” – she was back to formality, Bryson noted sadly – “but I fear I am tired now.  You are welcome to stay the night; I’ll have the maid show you to a room.”  She barely waited for his murmur of farewell before she swept out.

Only after Julia had left did Bryson remember Walker, who had sat quietly throughout all of the Shakespearean conversation.  The man had an odd ability to blend into the background.  Walker said, “I also wish you good night, Mr Bryson.”  The man’s distaste was clear; the stigma of a failed raid on the Sandwich Islands, surely.  This was another reminder of the status he would need to win before he could organise another raid.

Walker paused at the door.  “Miss Gordon knows you want to marry her for wealth, not for her.  If you want to find wealth in Nicaragua, I suggest you look to the soil, not to her heart, for you will not win it.”

Bryson stared at the closed door in brooding silence until the maid came to show him to his room.  It took him long to find sleep, since one thought kept running through his head.  Walker had obviously won Julia’s heart, having met her first.  “Am I doomed to come second in everything I do in my life?” he asked the darkness, and received no answer.

--

[1] Parts of North California saw some Chinese immigration during the days before the gold rush, when Chinese labourers built the western portions of the transcontinental railroad, and more immigrants during the gold rush.  Marginalised in Californian society, and effectively denied citizenship with a couple of very rare exceptions, their numbers peaked around 1869 and started to decline fairly steadily thereafter.

[2] One of the leading American filibusters in Cuba.

[3] Strictly speaking, Nicaragua is part of the mainland, of course.

[4] Julia and Bryson are here mangling, to varying degrees, Hamlet, Act 3, Scene 1.

[5] The author would like to thank Mr W. Shakespere of Stratford-upon-Avon for his assistance with the dialogue.

--

Decades of Darkness #99b: Man Shall Not Live By Bread Alone

“If you kill one person, get yourself a lawyer.  If you kill a thousand people, get yourself a Cabinet.”
-- Mark Lansdowne, American lawyer, orator, journalist, soldier of fortune, adventurer, surgeon, diplomat, entrepreneur, planter, President of Nicaragua (1858-1859), and Governor of Nicaragua (1859-1861).

--

15 May 1870
Near Corinto, Nicaragua Territory
United States of America

Trying to find sleep after another long day working the fields, Herbert Bryson asked the air if everything he did in his life was destined for failure.  In West Florida and Arkansas and North California and the Sandwich Islands and now twice in Nicaragua, he had arrived too late to take advantage of opportunities.  First for the hand of Julia Gordon, and now in trying to develop a cotton plantation.  He had tried to farm cotton once before, but been unable to find good land.

Here in Nicaragua, there was land for the asking, if not quite as cheap as it might once have been, and with time and good management he could have converted his farm into a plantation.  But what he had not counted on was the collapse in cotton prices.  1866 had been a very bad year, but he had expected prices would recover after a couple of years.  Instead, they continued to decline.

True, Bryson had had some minor good fortune.  His holding of three slaves had been joined by a fourth, a baby girl whose first screaming breath was the sound of pure profit to Bryson as her owner.  But it wasn’t enough.  If he remained farming cotton here in Nicaragua, he would be an old, old man before he could acquire anything resembling a plantation.  He had purchased a debt-slave, using his existing slaves as security, in the hope of adding to his crop, but he had discovered very quickly that debt-slaves did not take well to gang labour.

He was minded to sell the debt-slave as soon as he could find an agreeable buyer, and take his slaves elsewhere, but he could not think where.  There was some tobacco planting in the highlands further east, but he knew little about that crop.  “No, if I’m to start with a different crop, I want one which I know will become more profitable, not less like cotton.”  As he slowly drifted off to sleep, he could not think of what crop might be suitable.

--

18 March 1872
Bryson Plantation, Near San Juan
Puerto Rico Territory
United States of America

“Moving here may have been the smartest thing I’ve ever done,” Bryson murmured.  Aside from the problem that many of the people still spoke no English, Puerto Rico had much to recommend it.  Close to the main shipping lanes, much easier to ship things to the mainland than Nicaragua, and without a land border for slaves or peons to run to.

Better still, the island had plenty of extremely impoverished ladinos and mestizos, some of whom were being driven into debt-slavery, but many who remained trying to eke out a living for wages or on tiny farms.  They had very little in the way of decent roads or even agricultural equipment, although decent roads were slowly being constructed since the USA took over.  But they would work for almost nothing, and that had enabled Bryson to clear some land and start his first crops.  Once he had some capital up, he planned to buy some more secure labour, but for the meantime the cheap labour let him get started [1].

And best of all, he had finally realised what would do for a suitable crop.  The late Colonel Quigley had shown him the way with pineapples.  A wonderful fruit, and Puerto Rico already grew some of them.  They needed to be shipped quickly to the mainland to be eaten, but unlike Nicaragua this was a place where that could be done.  He would have preferred to find a way to ship pineapples more easily, but even within these limits he had the makings of a prosperous plantation.

--

6 January 1876
San Juan, Puerto Rico Territory
United States of America

Herbert Bryson liked being called away from his plantation less and less every time it happened.  On the date of his wedding, almost two years gone now, it had been welcome.  Since then... the plantation had grown considerably, with ten slaves and three debt-slaves who had accepted working for him [2], plus a varying number of labourers he still had to hire despite his misgivings.  Managing the plantation’s affairs kept him very busy.  Now that the railroad finally reached his plantation, that made travel faster, but still not as much as he would have liked.

Still, Segundo Betances, his agent in San Juan, knew better than to trouble him with trifles.  If he had requested its presence, it would be important.  Sure enough, when Bryson entered Betances’ office, he found the man with a strange sort of pineapple waiting for him, and slices from what he presumed was from another pineapple of the same variety.

“What do you think of this, jefe?” Betances asked.

“Strange-looking pineapple,” Bryson said.  It was larger and more cylindrical than the usual pineapples he was used to.

“Called the Cayenne, mostly grown in our new lands in Guiana [3],” Betances said.  “The plant also has almost no spines, which makes harvesting much easier.  As for the taste, well, see for yourself.” [4]

Bryson took one of the pineapple slices, and grinned.  “This is very good.  Easy to acquire cultivars, I hope.”

Betances said, “Yes, it is... now.”

“How easy is it to ship?” Bryson asked.  With pineapples, this was always the crucial question.

“Not so good,” Betances said.  “But I’ve been thinking.  We have cans for so many things now.  Why not start canning pineapples?  I’m sure we could find capital to build a canning factory somewhere.”

Bryson stopped with a second pineapple slice halfway to his mouth.  “Canning pineapples?”  He had never tried canning that fruit, or even thought about it, but he suspected they would lose a little of the flavour.  Would ease of shipping make up for it?  “It’s certainly something to try.”

--

13 October 1881
Bryson Plantation, Near San Juan
Puerto Rico Territory
United States of America

“Herb, how can you still want to go on with that ridiculous notion?” Annette Bryson demanded.

Bryson said, “This is what I’ve been working toward for years!  The time has never been better; we can now sail to the Pacific straight through Nicaragua.  And the Sandwich Islands, why, they are ripe for the plucking.”

“For the plucking of young men who have nothing in life, and so hope to lever themselves higher with a rifle barrel!” his wife said.  “Men who have nothing can try their hand in war in the Sandwich Islands or Mexico or wherever takes their fancy.”

“The Sandwich Islands offer wealth unparalleled,” Bryson said.

“And so what?” Annette said.  “You already have wealth; you are one of the greatest men in Puerto Rico.  All the Sandwich Islands offer you is death.  What does that mean for me?  What does it mean for your sons?”

“I promise you I won’t die,” Bryson said.  “I’ll enter the Sandwich Islands with enough men to seize the entire place, and then I’ll be the governor there.  That means more for you and my sons than they could imagine otherwise.”

“And what if some limey hasn’t heard your promise and shoots you during your raid?” Annette said.  “What will happen then?”

“I won’t die,” Bryson insisted.

Annette’s silence was his only answer.

--

14 July 1882
The Palace Hotel
San Francisco, North California
United States of America

A dozen years before, Bryson had visited the Palace Hotel as a casual guest to hear Colonel Quigley speak.  Now, he was the invited speaker, with the leading men here to join his new filibuster to the Sandwich Islands.  In truth, more had been gathered than would fit into the hotel; proof enough to Bryson’s eye that the raid would succeed.  His speech was mere formality, to secure the filibusters’ confidence.  “Our last raid didn’t go as planned, but that was in another era.  Last time, I came here on the railroad.  This time, I sailed through the Nicaragua Canal, proof of America’s greatness.  The Sandwich Islands are fruit ripe for the plucking, and ours shall be the hands that gather them!”

A mass of men came up to congratulate him and talk more.  He gradually worked his way through them, smile and giving words of encouragement on the one hand, and receiving their good wishes on the other.  He noted one man who hung back, a tall fellow with a very imposing grey beard, and dressed in a pinstripe suit much unlike the clothes of the poorer men here.  He was not at all what Bryson would have looked for in a filibuster.

Eventually, Bryson worked his way across to the man, and extended his hand.  “Pleased to meet you, Mister...”

“Carr B. White, Assistant Secretary of State.”  The man had a grip stronger than any other man here, although he was probably thirty years the senior of any of them except for Bryson himself.  “Is there somewhere we could talk privately?”

Bryson nodded, and led White to a quiet corner of the room.  “This is a surprising honour, Mr White.”

“Honour is not precisely the right word, Mr Bryson,” White said.  “I take it you haven’t read any newspapers this morning.”

“I seldom trouble myself with newspapers, except when they are reporting matters of commerce,” Bryson said.

“You should have, this time,” White said.  “Britain has finally announced publicly what they informed our government of two weeks ago.  Britain has declared a formal protectorate over the Sandwich Islands.”

Bryson shrugged.  “Let them.  It’ll be empty words and soon forgotten, once we take those islands off them.”

“No, it will not be.  I have this on direct advice from President Corbin: the Sandwich Islands are to be left alone.  He will not provoke a war with Britain.  Good God, man, we are already at war with Mexico!  You want to fight another war at the same time?”

“The Sandwich Islands must be American,” Bryson said coldly.

“They will not be, at least not for now.  Make your peace with that, sir, or you will find the Sandwich Islands forewarned and you and your men declared bandits if ever you return to the United States from such a futile raid.”

White spun on his heel and stalked away, leaving Bryson staring after him.  “Too late, always too late,” he murmured; as always, his life had become a story of opportunities just missed.  Despite his outward bravado, he doubted he would have made a raid on the Sandwich Islands once he heard of the British annexation.  Now, with the government warning, it would be suicide.  “But what will I tell the filibusters now?”

--

[1] Like most planters, what Bryson mistrusts is labourers who can leave whenever they feel like it, or who can strike.  But he will tolerate it for a short time to build up useable land.

[2] In other words, they had been in debt for other reasons and didn’t really have much choice this side of debtor’s prison.

[3] i.e. in the former French Guiana, now part of the United States since the Caribbean Purchase.

[4] These two versions are those known in OTL as the “Red Spanish” and “Smooth Cayenne”.  The latter variety is most preferred commercially for its taste, although it is quite difficult to ship.

--

Decades of Darkness #99c: Strangers In A Famed Land

“The loveliest fleet of islands that lies anchored in any ocean.”
-- Thomas Corbin, as he then was (later U.S. President) describing the Sandwich Islands during a visit there in 1871

“That peaceful land, that beautiful land, that far-off home of solitude and soft idleness, and repose, and dreams, where life is one long slumberous Sabbath, the climate one long summer day, and the good that die experience no change, for they but fall asleep in one heaven and wake up in another.”
-- “Cleo D. Waters”, the pseudonym of a best-selling but controversial American author, as he described the Sandwich Islands

--

16 June 1891
Bryson Plantation, Near San Juan
Puerto Rico, United States of America

Visiting the Bryson plantation, though it was half a world away from his own home on the Sandwich Islands, left Joseph Dole feeling right at home, in many ways.  The weather was suitably clement, the sunshine glorious, and the long rows of spiked leaves of pineapples nearly in flower, all reminded him of the Sandwich Islands, where he had lived for nearly all of his life.

But the plantation was also a reminder of how much more could be done with those islands, if they were under the rule of a more able race.  The British had claimed the Sandwich Islands as a protectorate, but while they had military fortifications in place, had done nothing to develop the economy.  They left the natives to rule, a people whom Dole thought were fit for nothing but the sun and the surf.  The plantations in the Sandwich Islands struggled.  Here, Bryson had a railroad which ran right to his plantation, and a factory on its grounds where the pineapples were canned in preparation for shipment.  This was a man who knew how to organise a business.

Sure enough, when he was invited inside the plantation house to meet Herbert Bryson, Dole liked what he saw.  Bryson was not a young man – silver hair edged his temples, and his face had the lines of a man who had been long in the sun – but he carried himself with dignity.  The scar on his left cheek only added to the image of a distinguished veteran.  “Welcome to my plantation, Mr Dole,” Bryson said.

“I’m honoured to meet you, sir,” Dole said, shaking hands.  “Your name is legend amongst the Americans living on the Sandwich Islands.”

Bryson grimaced.  “An old wound, that.  I’ll thank you not to be so insulting.”

“I mean it sincerely,” Dole said, nodding for emphasis.  “We know what you could have accomplished in our islands if Corbin hadn’t cowardly stopped you.”

Bryson said, “It was many years ago.  I was younger and more impetuous then.”

“Whereas now you are more experienced and have more resources at your disposal,” Dole said.

“More resources?”  Bryson chuckled.  “Perhaps I should already guess, but what do you want me to help you with?”

“To seize control of the Sandwich Islands and bring them under the Stars and Stripes,” Dole said.

Bryson gave him a long, long stare before answering.  “If you had asked me eight years ago, I would’ve jumped at that chance.  Maybe even four years ago.  But then I realised I was too busy bemoaning what I could not have to realise what I already had.  Puerto Rico is my life now.  Selling pineapples is my life now.”

And making an obscene amount of money from selling pineapples, Dole thought, but knew better than to make such a comment.  “You’re content with your life here?”

“I’m comfortable.  I have enough money to support myself.  I have my good wife’s company.  Why should I leave it now?”

Dole said, “I’ve heard that you made a vow, many years ago, to return to Honolulu in triumph.  It seems you’ve decided that’s something you can’t have, but in truth, you can.”

Bryson’s smile looked forced.  “Take on the whole British Empire, and then have our own country foreswear us even if the Sandwich Islands fall?”

Dole said, “The British have other concerns, right now.  They are at war in South Africa, they are at war in China, they face insurrection in the Philippines, and they are trying to support their vassals in Persia.  They will be far too busy to sail as far as the Sandwich Islands, if we can seize them.”

“And have our government foreswear us again?” Bryson said, with bitterness he could not quite conceal.  No matter how he tried to hide it with talk of current happiness, there was indeed a wound there.

“Mahan knows more about war and the advantage of the United States than Corbin ever did.  Even if he holds off recognition for a time, you think that Congress would turn down the opportunity to add another star to the flag?”

Bryson said, “Perhaps.  In any case, let’s discuss this in more comfort.”  He led Dole through the plantation house to a courtyard out the back, where a fountain with a marble statue of some ancient-looking man with arrows had water splashing into it.  Two slaves who had been hovering in the background came up at Bryson’s signal.  “Bring us a bottle of bourbon and glasses.”  After the servants were gone, Bryson said, “Kentucky’s finest.  If you don’t mind...”

“Bourbon will be good,” Dole said.  He preferred rum, but this was the host’s choice.

The slaves were quite prompt, although Bryson insisted on pouring and mixing the bourbon himself.  Only after the first drink did Bryson return to the subject at hand.  “If you think you can seize the Sandwich Islands, what do you need me for?”

“Because while we have men ready to move, the British are not fools.  They watch us.  Especially their Commissioner, a man by the name of William Blythe who is my greatest opponent.  We need someone who can come in from outside.  Smuggle in a lot of guns, and ideally bring in more men as well.  Good, disciplined men who can be relied on.  There are enough Americans ready to move who can guide you and use the rest of your guns.  If we can catch the British and their native cats-paws by surprise, we will have all the islands inside of a month.”

“So, then R. Joseph Dole will defeat William Blythe and become President of the Sandwich Islands?” Bryson said.

The way he said it made Dole pause.  “No, I don’t want to become President, or governor after we are admitted to the US, either.”  There were enough disputes within the Americans in the islands that an outsider would probably be more palatable to them, especially one instrumental in liberating them from British rule.  “You could be, though.”

“Hmm.”  Bryson smiled.  “President Bryson has a certain attraction, I admit.  But if this is to be done... how do we keep the British away?”

“There isn’t that big a garrison there anymore, it’s been withdrawn elsewhere; that’s the reason I think we should try now.”  Dole returned the smile.  “As for sending reinforcements... they will have to bring them through the Canal.”  He talked on for a couple of minutes.  “If you can find the men and the guns, it can be done.”

“Finding men would be simple.  There’s plenty of men who fought in Mexico and didn’t get the land they wanted.  My shipping contacts can bring in enough men and guns.  Even a few artillery pieces, although we’ll have to be careful moving those around before the key moment.  But yes, I think it will work.”

--

28 January 1892
‘Iolani Palace, Honolulu
Sandwich Islands Protectorate (internationally recognised)
Republic of the Sandwich Islands (proclaimed)

This moment, Herbert Bryson was sure, was a moment he would treasure for the rest of his life.  Half a lifetime ago, he had stood in front of this palace surrounded by armed natives, who had dared to murder Americans in cold blood and then declare his life forfeit if he returned here.  The gall of these savages still astonished him, even after so long.

But now he had some fitting revenge.  This time, the men standing under guard were natives, and a few British officials, although unfortunately not their Commissioner.  He was still being pursued, somewhere to the outlying islands.  That mattered little, though.  The last British soldiers had already surrendered, and their home country would already know that the islands had fallen.  And now the former King of the Sandwich Islands, Jonah Liholiho, awaited American justice.

Bryson said, “Your former Majesty, one of your predecessors declared that I would be killed if I ever set foot in the Sandwich Islands again.  Here I am, and I still live.  What’s more, I’m President of this country now.”

“Ballot boxes with bullet holes are for bandits, not Presidents,” Liholiho said.

“All power in politics ultimately comes from the barrel of a gun,” Bryson replied.

“Your leader Mahan was a soldier, but he didn’t march his army on Columbia to proclaim him President.  He won his office fairly, and thus he keeps it.  You have seized your office in blood, and through blood you will lose it,” Liholiho said.  A couple of the captured British officers sniggered.

“Take them away!” Bryson snapped.  He regretted not being able to kill them, but that would be foolhardy.  Executing Liholiho would provoke too much uprising from the natives, and if Bryson ordered the execution of the captured British officers, he would be no better than the savages who had murdered prisoners.

After the captives were ushered away, Bryson returned to the palace to find Joseph Dole waiting for him.  “Congratulations, Mr President,” Dole said.

“Thank you,” Bryson said.  He murmured instructions in Spanish to the servant, who scurried away to bring him some fresh pineapple juice.

Dole gave him a curious look.  “Ah yes, of course you speak Spanish.  Most of the Americans here are from North California or the Northeast Coast, and they usually don’t.  But the Filipino workers here understand English.”

Bryson shrugged.  “You have a lot of them here, but they seem docile enough, despite the grief their compatriots are giving the British in their homeland.”

Dole laughed.  “The British will sort that out, in time.”

Bryson said, “If they knew how to stop a guerrilla war, it’d already be over.  Well, America’s had more practice, I suppose.  Now, I have to figure out how to rule this place.”

--

2 February 1892
The New White House
Columbia, Federal District
United States of America

“Please sit down, Your Excellency,” President Mahan said.

“Thank you, Mr President,” said James Henry Fox, the British ambassador.

“Why such an urgent visit?” Mahan asked.

“To seek your personal assurance, Mr President, regarding a matter of some delicacy.”

“Speak more plainly,” Mahan said.  He understood the need for diplomatic language at times, but he had little patience for evasion when this meeting had already been called at such short notice.

“Britain may very soon need to send warships through the Nicaragua Canal.  We seek your assurance that they will be permitted the transit unhindered.”

“Do what you wish; the Canal is open to all during peacetime,” Mahan said.  “The United States government had no part in the banditry in the Sandwich Islands.  But if I may suggest, deal with them quickly.”  Matters could become more awkward if the filibusters captured the public imagination.  They could find all sorts of support in Congress.  They already had the support of Vice-President Mitchell, who wanted to close the Canal entirely, saying that to allow British warships to go through would mean that the blood of Americans would be on Mahan’s hands.

“Thank you, Mr President,” Fox said.

If he had noticed that Mahan had given no personal assurance, he hid it well.  He would know that he would get nothing further.  But Mahan expected the British to succeed.  Let Mitchell rage.  He had had three years to find out how meaningless the vice-presidential office was.  Mahan was ready to choose a different vice-presidential candidate for the year-end elections, if need be.

--

16 March 1892
Bryson Palace (former summer house in Nu'uanu Ridge)
Honolulu, Oahu Island
Sandwich Islands Protectorate (internationally recognised)
Republic of the Sandwich Islands (proclaimed)

“Where is the Royal Navy?” Bryson muttered.  He had been waiting for weeks to hear word through the still-functioning telegraph.  His agents in Nicaragua were ready; the first British warship which tried to pass through the Canal would be sabotaged, and the trail would lead back to the Costa Ricans.  The British would not believe them behind it, of course, but the confusion should last long enough for American rule of the Sandwich Islands to be recognised.  But that only worked if the Royal Navy showed.  “Surely they haven’t sailed around Cape Horn,” Bryson said.

“Sir!  Sir!” one of the Filipino servants cried out, rushing into his office.  “Sir, there’s foreign ships entering Pearl Harbour.”

“What the devil...  British?”

“No, not them.  Flying a strange flag.”

Bryson strode out onto the grounds, to get a good view of the harbour.  Sure enough, there were some foreign warships steaming into Pearl Harbour.  One had already started to fire cannon shots at the gun emplacements on the shoreline.  Bryson let loose a string of curses.  They had set some of their artillery in place to protect the harbour from small-time raiders.  But they had no guns which could stand up to a modern warship’s armour.

“Who are they?”  The ships weren’t flying the Union Jack, but a strange flag with a red circle and red rays radiating out from it, on a white background.  It looked like a sunrise.

“Mother of God, those are Nipponese flags!” someone exclaimed beside him.  A moment later, he recognised the voice as Joseph Dole’s.

“The Nipponese?”  He felt stunned, unable to move.  He couldn’t believe that the Nipponese, of all people, would ever mount a surprise attack on Pearl Harbour.  “This is a day that will live in treachery,” he murmured, but he had no idea at all how to respond to this new attack.

“The British must have refuelled their ships, or sent supply ships with them.  They couldn’t do this on their own,” Dole insisted.  “This had to be done with British backing.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Bryson said, feeling and sounding hollow.  “They’re here.  That’s all that counts, in the end.”

--

19 March 1892
‘Iolani Palace, Honolulu
Sandwich Islands Protectorate

The crowds had gathered as close as the Nipponese guards would let them, with people filling most of the lawns of the palace.  Behind Bryson was only a wall, not that of the palace itself but one the Nipponese had built specially for the occasion.  He did not feel particularly honoured by the effort that they’d put into it.

He still couldn’t fathom the Nipponese.  A pack of weedy, slant-eyed yellow bastards, one and all, but they’d made short work of the Americans in Honolulu.  He hoped that some of the other forces still held out, but they wouldn’t last much longer.  All done by a force of men where none of them came up to Bryson’s shoulder, and who he couldn’t even talk to in any meaningful way.  A couple of them allegedly spoke English, but he could understand next to nothing of their accent.  More of them had tried to speak to him in German – as if he had any use for that language!  There were a few British liaison officers with the Nipponese, but none of them had offered to translate for him.  Well, the British were arrogant bastards too, which he had already known.

Six Nipponese soldiers formed a line in front of Bryson, with rifles by their sides.  Another came up and offered him a blindfold, along with a string of words he couldn’t understand.  But Bryson shook his head.  He preferred to look them in the eye.

A Nipponese officer shouted something, and the six men raised their rifles as one.  After a further shouted command, the six rifles barked in unison.

--

Decades of Darkness #100: Born In The USA

“The essence of all slavery lies in taking the product of another’s labour by force.  It is immaterial whether this force be founded on ownership of the slave or ownership of the money that he must get to live.”

-- Sergey Nikolayevich Tolstoy (Russian author, philanthropist, and philosopher)

--

Taken from: “Without Conscience Or Colour: The Rise and Rise of American Slavery”
(c) 1952 by Prof. Clarence Clemens
Prifysgol Caerdydd [Cardiff University]
Cardiff, Republic of Cymru
F.W. Norton & Co: Cardiff Edinburgh Dublin Truro

Foreword: Discussions and Dilemmas

The controversies of historians of slavery have been so intense and protracted during the past two decades that they have caught the attention of the entire history profession and regularly featured on mainstream news media.  This is inevitable given the obvious implications of an institution which continues to the present day, albeit in modified form.  Debates over the origin, conditions, economics and social history of slavery carry an unavoidable nationalistic bias.  In the majority of the world, slavery is viewed as a morally abhorrent institution, or at best as an outmoded relic of a feudal past.  In a small minority of countries, principally the United States, slavery and related institutions persist to the present day.

Throughout this volume I have attempted to approach the topic of slavery objectively.  However, given the applicability of any commentary on historical slavery to the present day, it is appropriate that any potential sources of bias for authors on the subject be disclosed, so that readers can form their own judgement about the validity of the opinions expressed.  I was born in 1901 in the American state of Veracruz, to an American father and a Welsh mother.  My parents left America in 1903, along with my paternal grandfather, whose vigorously expressed opinions on American slavery and racial attitudes had aroused enough ire that he found it prudent to move to another country.  My parents migrated to Cardiff, and I completed my schooling here, receiving both a B.A. and Ph. D. in History (on the development and decline of the Atlantic slave trade) from Prifysgol Caerdydd, completing the latter in 1927.  My postdoctoral studies were interrupted by the outbreak of war in Europe, and I relocated to Australia after the war, lecturing and researching at the University of Sydney (later New Cambridge University) until 1945, when I returned to Cymru.  My research interests have been about the many forms of indenture which have existed throughout history, from those under the Pharaohs to those under the Presidents.  And while I have not attempted to make any value judgements in my analysis of the causes and features of slavery, I do not attempt to disguise the fact that I personally believe it to be a great moral injustice.

This volume has been divided into four parts.  Part One, “Sugar and Slavery”, describes the historical origins of New World slavery, from the pre-Columbus Portuguese slave ships, to the initial enslavement of the native American inhabitants, to the Atlantic slave trade and the development of Caribbean sugar plantations.  Part Two, “From Jamestown to Jefferson”, describes the development of slavery in North America from early colonial days until the War of 1811.  Part Three, “Abolition and Advancement”, describes the contrary trends of abolitionism in all of the Americas except for the United States and Brazil, and the corresponding advancement of the institution of chattel slavery within those nations until the 1880s, a decade which includes the final end of the Atlantic slave trade and the Third Mexican War, and which brought considerable changes to the institution.  Part Four, “Peons and Persistence”, describes the modern forms of American slavery as a social and economic system...

Chapter 12: The Changing Face of American Slavery: 1850-1890

In 1850, only one significant form of slavery existed in the United States: race-based chattel slavery of Negroes.  This was part of a system which had been developing in the New World for 350 years, and continued in the USA despite being increasingly anachronistic in most of the New World.  The United States had the implicit and sometimes explicit aim of forming a strictly organised racial hierarchy, with whites on top and only enslaved Negroes beneath, no intermediate grades, and all other races excluded.

Indeed, in that year it was conceivable that this would be the eventual historical result.  The United States had only a few of what most considered minor exceptions to this racial classification.  There were still some free Negroes who had long been encouraged to migrate back to Liberia, but who were already being considered for expulsion or re-enslavement, an outcome which would follow in only a handful of years.  Closer examination of historical records found that the expulsion was for many years less than complete, with many de facto free Negroes remaining in Maryland and Delaware, in particular, but it remained the American ideal.  Aside from the free Negroes, there were only a handful of marginalised Spanish-speakers in the former Texas, and the surviving Amerindians who were being pushed back with the ever-moving frontier of white settlement.  At this stage, no Amerindians had been enslaved for centuries, and while they had been killed, dispossessed and driven out, those in the further reaches still retained some independence.  Some of the tribes with longer contact with whites had become considered honorary whites, particularly the protected tribes in the Indian Territory, some of whom had even become slaveholders.

Yet this developing pattern of stability would soon be fragmented.  The immense territorial gains of the First Mexican War brought into the United States a substantial population of Spanish-speaking Catholics, too numerous to be readily assimilated but for whom the existing racial theories did not permit enslavement, and in some cases required acceptance as white citizens.  The American involvement in the Yucatan peninsula brought them into contact with another form of servitude, with a kind of serfdom reimposed on the Maya, although with strict legal protections for the enserfed inhabitants.  The further acquisition of territory in Nicaragua and Cuba soon meant that the United States would develop further forms of servitude, as the nature of American slavery was broadened and redefined.  This would have considerable consequences not only for the Spanish-speaking inhabitants of Central America and the Caribbean, but also the remaining Amerindian tribes, and even some white inhabitants who were classed as convicts...

Recent scholarship, in accounting for the changing face of American slavery, has done much to revise and re-examine the old view that the establishment of new forms of indenture were a continuation and extension of existing social systems in pre-annexation Central America.  This view was championed by the majority of historians in the early twentieth century, drawing on mostly American sources that described nineteenth-century Mexico as still involving considerable indentured labour in the form of debt-peonage and sometimes de facto slavery.  Given the difficulty of accessing pre-annexation hacienda records, this view was long defensible (see e.g. Brown, 1912, American Property Rights).  However, once more detailed hacienda records became available, it became clear that nineteenth-century Mexican debt-peonage had simply involved a system of advance payment, and that any restrictions on free workers were relatively minor.  There were occasional exceptions to this rule, particularly in Chiapas and the Yucatan, but the large bulk of the population was free in fact and in law during the Mexican era.

A revised view of the origins of American indentured labour has been developed in considerable detail by Michelle Davies in Slaves, Serfs and Peons (1947).  Davies’ thesis is that the American system of indenture is indeed linked to pre-annexation institutions, but only in a specific area, that of the Yucatan.  Davies advances the view that the Yucatan served as a microcosm as the United States acquired new inhabitants who did not fit into their old neat biracial view of the world, and that in the struggle to assimilate these inhabitants, a new social system developed which would be the exemplar that Americans elsewhere sought to follow.  According to this view, the old Yucatan institution of serfdom was adopted and remoulded by the United States into the first instance of a new social system [1].  This Yucatan thesis includes two critical assumptions, firstly that there was considerable social continuity in the Yucatan or indeed anywhere within old Mexico after annexation, and secondly that events within the Yucatan had much impact beyond the borders of that peninsula.  Both of these assumptions are flawed.

The first assumption, that of social continuity, is contradicted by a closer examination of the social history of Mexico.  The American conquest shattered the entire social system of Mexico, both in the Yucatan and elsewhere.  A portion of the wealthier pre-annexation population of Mexico survived as free and even influential citizens, but they had to adapt to a new racial, legal and social system imposed from outside.  This social transformation altered their society from a free populace to one where large portions of the population were either indentured or otherwise disenfranchised and marginalised.  While the annexation allowed an uninterrupted tradition of property ownership, the legal and economic system of old Mexico was overthrown as it was integrated into the United States.  The continuation of the label ‘peon’ and the continuous land ownership of many of the richer hacendados should not obscure the fundamental social revolution which took place in the country.

Even within the Yucatan, it is difficult to build a case for social continuity.  While the label serf was re-imposed on the Mayan population of the Yucatan, the new institution had very little in common with the former serfdom.  The American conquerors, while allowing the ladino inhabitants considerable latitude, took care to create a new regulated system of indenture with more rights for the serfs, especially in the right to marry and limitations on hours of work, which addressed the most serious of their grievances.  More importantly, the institution of serfdom is itself something of a special case within American indentured labour, one created for the Yucatan and which was only rarely imposed outside of that state.  It is therefore difficult to see the Yucatan as the basis for the development of the new American indentured system.  It may be responsible for the reinstitution of serfdom, but not the broader system of debt-peonage which became the hallmark of the United States’ expansion into Central America.

If there was a single microcosm for American indenture, it was Nicaragua, not the Yucatan or elsewhere in Mexico.  Here, in a place where not even the fiction of continuity with the old institution of peon could be claimed, the new system of indentured labour was shaped.  By the time the USA annexed Nicaragua, the prerequisites for the system had been created elsewhere, particularly with the Citizenship Act of 1859.  This was the American response to their self-perceived racial crisis after acquiring so many inhabitants in northern Mexico and Cuba who did not fit into their old biracial view of the world.  With Nicaragua being the first Central American territory acquired after the passage of this Act, it became the testing-ground for the successful implementation of the new system.  In some respects the Americans claimed they were resurrecting an old social system, but that of indentured labour as used in colonial North America, not the peonage of Central America.  However, it soon became clear that where the old colonial indenture had been for a fixed number of years, the new debt-peonage system would be for life...

Chapter 13: The Nicaraguan Experiment

The United States had originally acquired Nicaragua through the actions of filibusters, who had entered to support the conservative faction within that country.  From the very beginning they were trying to support the wealthy landowners against liberal forces (and also create their own powerbase), and this pattern was to be repeated in later U.S. acquisitions.  Many of these freebooters had seen service in the Yucatan or in the First Mexican War.  While they did not try to create the system of serfdom which was being bloodily reinstituted in the Yucatan, they did seek to create effective second-class citizenship for the poorer inhabitants of Nicaragua.

The filibuster period in Nicaraguan history saw first the military defeat of the liberal forces, then an attempt to create a rigid political hierarchy.  This would divide ‘citizens’, which included the wealthy landowners and some acquiescent factions within the local Catholic clergy, and the more militant supporters of the landowners, and ‘non-citizens’, which largely included the rest of the population.  The filibusters’ intention, as expressed in the private declaration of President Lansdowne, was to exclude the non-citizens from the mainstream political and civil life, gradually eroding their civil rights until they were in a state of de facto serfdom.  This model did not appear to include any legal forms of serfdom, and it is suggestive that the development of the American indentured system would have been considerably different if the filibusters had remained in control of Nicaragua.

Yet this cannot be tested, for the social models of the filibuster era were never fully implemented.  They had successfully marginalised the lower classes of Nicaraguan society from political power, at least in the short term, but any further erosion of civil rights was cut short with a Honduran invasion of Nicaragua and the reluctance of many of the regime’s Nicaraguan supporters to go as far in disenfranchising their own countrymen as the filibusters intended.  Despite defeating this invasion, the shock and potential for further war saw President Lansdowne seek American annexation, which followed shortly thereafter.

With the annexation of Nicaragua, the United States now had a new territory in which to apply the vague provisions of the Citizenship Act.  This Act variously classes peons and serfs as racially-based distinct forms of bound labour (to a particular location, in such cases), debt-slaves as a non-raced based category of those owing labour in payment of a debt, convicts as those who had been stripped of citizenship as punishment for crimes or for armed resistance to American forces, and the catch-all class of non-citizens for those inhabitants who were to be excluded from political power but who could not be classed in any other category.

These new categories of indenture (not slavery, but not true political freedom either) could now be applied to anyone in Nicaragua who did not fit the category of citizen.  How vigorously they were applied varied enormously, however.  Essentially there were rich local Nicaraguans classed as citizens, American immigrants, a few slaves being brought in by optimistic landowners, and a large mass of 'non-citizens' who were being marginalised but as yet only rarely enslaved.  A very few Nicaraguans were willing to accept a form of indenture, under the category of peon, in exchange for protection and food.

The far more common reaction was resistance to the loss of freedom.  Some of this involved passive resistance, sometimes military resistance, and sometimes fleeing the country.  The American reaction to the military resistance involved a combination of direct action and improvements to infrastructure and communications in the key populated areas.  To fund this campaign and improvement, the United States levelled an occupation tax on the population of Nicaragua (although this required a constitutional amendment before it could be imposed).  The application of the tax, however, was imposed according to chosen needs.  Taxes were not imposed on the wealthy landowners unless they were active opponents of the American occupation, and their militia supporters were similarly exempted.  The occupation tax was imposed on the rest of the population, who then had fight, try to pay the tax (which they could not afford), accept some form of indenture either to a private citizen (and thus be exempted), accept indenture to the U.S. government to pay the tax, or flee to an outlying part of Nicaragua where the American writ did not run, or otherwise out of the country.

The effect of this tax was to produce a large class of indentured Nicaraguans, a few peons who had accepted bound service to one landowner or another, and a much larger class of debt-slaves who theoretically owed service to the federal government in payment of their debt.  In practice, the local landowners were permitted to buy out the debt of these debt-slaves and then use their labour, initially with the agreement of the debt-slaves, albeit with strict limits on how readily a debt-slave could withhold agreement.  The debt-slaves had assumed that their debts could indeed be worked off, and a fraction of them did earn freedom, but the large majority did not.  This was partly due to further taxes being imposed in the early years until the last military resistance was broken [2], and partly due to the inherent injustices of the system.  Landowners kept account of how debt-slaves’ labour could be recorded against their debts, but were free to imposed assorted charges and exorbitant interest rates.

Nonetheless, there were restrictions on the treatment of debt-slaves that were more lenient than those imposed on chattel slaves.  There were limitations on hours of work, and physical punishment required a court order from a magistrate, rather than being an unrestricted right as with slaveholders [3].  This was in large part because debt-slaves were legally considered people, unlike slaves, and also to limit the dangers of future rebellion.

The system of debt-slavery and peonage was converted into a generational indenture system by the provision that the debts could be inherited, and which further classed the family unit rather than an individual as the legal entity responsible for the debt.  The purpose for the family classification was twofold: partly to minimise discontent amongst debt-slaves who would otherwise have their families ripped apart, but also for legal and administrative convenience.  Since the debts were hereditary, legally registered marriage and descendants were necessary to complete the process.  The hereditary nature of the debt also made working it off much more difficult.  Dependent children all had to be fed, boarded, schooled and clothed, all of which became a debt which acquired interest, and thus each person began their life born into bondage.

The Nicaraguan social system soon produced other requirements to make it a fully-fledged indenture system, including compulsory identification papers and the first suggestions that tattoos should be required as identification.  It also produced some unexpected events, such as the reluctance of the Nicaraguan inhabitants to be called debt-slaves or in any way associated with slaves.  This led to the convention of referring to debt-slaves as peons, and later the legally mandated term of peon being applied to all forms of indentured labour within Nicaragua, except for chattel slaves.  The same indentured system adapted to an urban setting relatively quickly, with most of the poorer city dwellers owing labour to either a resident citizen or rural landowner.  The most common practice was for urban artisans and merchants to continue their own labour or commerce in exchange for payment of a weekly fee to their master, in lieu of labour to work off the debt-payment.  The more successful debt-slaves earned freedom, which was more readily obtained in an urban setting, while the others were gradually integrated into a system of urban citizens or owing labour to corporations.  It was this system which would be applied, with local modifications, as the United States acquired other territory in Central America and the Caribbean...

--

The Twentieth Amendment to the Constitution of the United States was ratified by the North California Legislature on 12 December 1860, the 20th state to do so, and went into force on 1 January 1861.

The Congress of the United States shall have power, in Territories in rebellion or threatened with rebellion, to lay and collect capitations to support the operations of armed forces in such Territories, and to support the construction of such internal improvements as may be necessary to prevent or suppress such rebellion, without apportionment among the several States, and without regard to any census or enumeration.

--

Taken from: “Without Conscience Or Colour: The Rise and Rise of American Slavery”
(c) 1952 by Prof. Clarence Clemens
Prifysgol Caerdydd [Cardiff University]
Cardiff, Republic of Cymru
F.W. Norton & Co: Cardiff Edinburgh Dublin Truro

Chapter 14: Peonage In Expansion

The implementation of peonage in Mexico depended on the time of conquest.  With the exception of the special case of the Yucatan, where serfdom rather than peonage became the dominant form of indenture, former Mexico can be divided into four tiers of states according to the time of annexation and the initial numbers of Spanish-speakers.  The first two tiers were those acquired in the First Mexican War: one tier including the territory which had few Spanish-speakers or where those Spanish-speakers would quickly be outnumbered by anglo immigrants, and which would become the states of New Mexico, Deseret, Nevada, and the Californias; and the other tier consisting of the eventual states of Sonora, Chihuahua, North Durango, New Leon and Tamaulipas.  The other tiers were the territory acquired in the Second and Third Mexican Wars, respectively.

Within these tiers, the first-tier states would have virtually no native peons, with their local inhabitants being assimilated relatively early.  The second-tier states had far more free inhabitants, as many of the locals were granted freedom once the Citizenship Act went through, particularly in Sonora and Chihuahua [4].  With the third and fourth tiers, however, far more of the inhabitants became classed as peons.  The acquisition of the fourth-tier of Mexican states would have the most long-term impact on the indentured system within the United States.  Since the 1860s, there had been a migration of peons to the older American states, which increased with each decade, but which in the 1890s became a much greater flood of immigrants as much of the population of former Mexico began to migrate within the United States.  The incorporation of these labourers brought about the formalisation of two prices for peons, with both a legal ‘debt-price’ and a ‘market value’, with the price of the latter moving according to market signals and being the price where peons would be traded within the United States.  This market value was often quite high.  Indeed, the booming industrial economy of the USA in the 1890s meant that some Americans began to call for further labour to be brought in from even further afield, despite the resistance of some planters who found that while slave prices were relatively stable, they were not increasing substantially as they had during the first six decades of the nineteenth century [5]...

Chapter 15: The Struggles of the Amerindians

The fate of the Amerindian peoples in the New World appeared ominous long before the United States appeared as a nation; European diseases had decimated their populations, and even in colonial North America attempts were made to enslave them.  When the Amerindians obtained some measure of support from whites, it was usually an alliance of convenience against a common foe, such as the Indian Confederation supported by the English against the United States.

As the United States expanded, the prospects for the Amerindians continued to be poor.  None of the tribes succeeded in holding on to most of their ancestral lands; those who were not killed were dispossessed.  A fortunate few Amerindian peoples became the “Five Civilized Tribes” who were protected in the Indian Territory, but otherwise none of the Amerindian peoples north of the Rio Grande survived as cultural entities within U.S. territory.  Some of those further south had already been largely conquered by the Spanish, and thus shared the same fate as other Mexicans, although some of the more independent tribes who had held out against Mexican rule now found that a worse fate awaited them.

During the expansion in the first half of the nineteenth century, most of the Amerindians were simply driven out of territory that American settlers wanted.  This began to change in the second half of the century, after the provisions of the Citizenship Act.  The far northern United States saw wars of extermination with the survivors being driven over the border into Canada.  In the rest of the United States, the still independent Amerindian tribes were treated instead as rebels against American authority, and they were thus ‘convicted’ and sentenced to what was in practice slave labour in distant parts of the United States, in what became the first instances of labour camps within the United States.  Thus many of the Amerindians ended up in the Yucatan or New Leon, working cotton and sisal plantations.  This fate awaited the Comanches, the Kiowas, the Cheyenne, the Yaquis, the Tarahumara, and the Kumeyaay.  A few peoples, most notably the Apaches, were never enslaved; their military resistance was fierce enough that the Americans eventually needed to resort to using some Apaches as allies against their still-independent compatriots, and while the latter were exterminated the former were granted citizenship.  But the general trend throughout most of the USA in the second half of the nineteenth century was to effectively enslave most of the Amerindians...

--

[1] See DoD #56 for a fuller description of the Yucatan system and the writings of Michelle Davies, which Clemens disputes.

[2] Most Nicaraguan resistance was broken by 1864, except for the intermittently enforced U.S. writ on the Mosquito Coast.

[3] Usually, the threat of visiting a magistrate was enough to bring reluctant debt-slaves into line, and the landowners figured out very quickly that positive incentives or the threat of removal of privileges was a more effective motivator than punishment in any case.

[4] Many of the Sonoran ranchers, in particular, were favoured for their support against the Apaches.

[5] Slave prices are not actually declining, because slaves still have some advantages over peons.  They can be made to work for longer hours, do not have even limited options as to where they can be bought and sold, and most significantly because peons almost always refuse to work in gang labour conditions.

--

Decades of Darkness #101: Fields of Gold

“A master in America lacks freedom, much as a slave does.  Where some men are slaves, no man is truly free.”
-- Romulus Courtenay in “My Life And Times: From Lash to Law”

--

16 May 1882
Cedar Creek Plantation, near Poplar Head [Raymond, Mississippi]
Mississippi, United States of America

Fade into the background.  For all that he was dressed in a finest black satin suit and a white silk shirt which few white men could have paid for, Jerome had long experience in making himself discreetly invisible.  Marse Steve expected him to always be there, but never to be noticed except when needed.  Then, he was expected to be there immediately.

The rest of the time, such as now, Marse Steve may as well have forgotten that Jerome existed.  He was not a bad master, as far as Jerome’s limited experience went, having never been more than three miles from Cedar Creek in his entire life.  Certainly, Jerome thanked God every morning in his prayers that he did not work for Master Glastonbury, two plantations over, who reportedly did the flogging himself whenever a slave misbehaved, and whose niggers called him “Marse Heavyhand”.  But he still sometimes wished that the master would acknowledge his existence now and then.

That didn’t happen now, of course, and Jerome simply waited silently against the wall while Marse Steve talked with his son Jefferson.

“The weevils are still here, pa.  They ain’t going away,” Jefferson said.

Marse Steve sighed.  “Nothing gets rid of the little devils.  Two years of infestation, and we’ve raised scarce a bale of cotton since.  Another year of this and I’ll be ruined.”

“I know that gleam in your eye, pa.  You’ve been thinking about this, and you reckon you’ve got the answer.”

“I do,” Marse Steve said.  “And it’s not plant more cotton, or plant anything else either.  I’m selling up here and moving to Kansas.”

“Moving... Kansas?” Jefferson spluttered.  “We can plant other crops here.  Or do something.  The weevils’ll move on.”

“Plant what?  Soybeans?  Peanuts?”  Marse Steve laughed.  “I wouldn’t make half of the profit off them as I get off’f cotton.  Maybe not a quarter, even the way cotton prices are these days.  And I wouldn’t know the first thing about growing them.  If I have to learn how to farm a new crop, I’ll find one which can still make a decent dollar.”

“You already know how to grow corn.  Why not build yourself a brewery right here and make whiskey?”

“It’d be better than nothing, but I’d have to learn a whole new craft still, and the profit’s not there that I can see.”

“If you have to leave, pa, you don’t need to go to the ends of the earth, and you don’t need to learn how to farm something new either.  Pulaski’s [Birmingham, Alabama] not that far.  Cedar Creek’d fetch a good price” – Jerome, long accustomed to reading the expressions of the masters, saw how Jefferson’s face twitched at that prospect – “and you could buy a big city house and rent out the slaves.  Steel barons’ll pay you near as much in rent for your big strong bucks as you earn off’f cotton.”

“Live in a city, breathing coal dust and so many men packed together?”  Marse Steve shook his head.  “No, give me the open countryside any day.  I just needed to choose where.  No place that grows cotton; who knows where those damned weevils will show up next?  I don’t want to go anywhere that they still speak more Spanish than God’s English, so that doesn’t leave so many places.”

“You could grow sugar in Louisiana or West Florida or maybe Jackson,” Jefferson said.  “That’s still much closer than Kansas.”

“Not worth it; Cuba and Puerto Rico are where the money is in sugar, these days, and land is too pricey in Louisiana and West Florida anyways.  Cheaper in Jackson, but I’d have to spend far too much money draining the swamps.  It’d take too long to turn a profit there.”

Jefferson pursed his lips.  “You’ve thought this through, pa.  But why not tea in South Carolina or Georgia?  You’d make even more money off’f tea than from cotton, and that’s the way it’s been for twenty years or more.”

“Too hard to start earning money,” Marse Steve said.  “Tea bushes don’t grow overnight.  The planters who go into tea start by growing rice in their marshy fringes, growing the tea upcountry, and they rely on the rice for the first few years.  But there’s too little money in rice these days too, and I don’t have enough years left in my life to want to wait until the tea bushes grow.”

Jefferson said, “But there’s still more civilized places around than Kansas.  North Carolina, or Kentucky, or even Virginia.”

“And grow what there?” Marse Steve said.  “If I want to live like a gentleman, there’s only tobacco or hemp there.  Hemp is yesterday’s news; the sisal out of Yucatan has killed most of the market for rope, and these days ships want coal dust, not hemp sailcloth.  Men still grow it in Kentucky and Missouri, but they don’t make near enough money off it for my liking, and I hear that in parts of Kansas they’re replacing hemp with wheat.  Tobacco is booming nowadays, but there’s not too much land spare, and what there is is worked out and expensive.  I’d have to pay more for the land, and sell twice as many slaves to boot, to keep paying for the guano I’d need to make the land worth using.  No, there’s still good land to be had at reasonable prices in Kansas, and I’d have to sell only a few slaves to pay for the binders, and I can start making money off wheat at once.  Which is why I need you to go to Kansas.”

“What good could I do in Kansas?”

“Find me some good land, for a good price, and buy it,” Marse Steve said.  “Make sure it’s near a railroad and a grain mill.  I’ll settle affairs at this end and read what else I can about growing wheat.  Jerome!”

“Yes, sir?”  Jerome stepped a pace forward from the wall.

“Choose two niggers to accompany Jefferson to Kansas, then pick two others to help in the house while he’s away.  Then make sure we have a suitable parting dinner for him tonight.”

Jerome nodded.  To Jefferson, he asked, “Are there any servants you would prefer to bring with you?”

Jefferson said, “Adam, and, what is that wench’s name, the new one who served table last night?”

“Gloria,” Jerome said, effortlessly maintaining the composure which had been ingrained into him for years.  Gloria was his daughter, sixteen years old, and the tone in Jefferson’s voice did not sound promising.  “I’ll see to it, sir.”

Jerome went downstairs to the kitchen, and the sound of whistling got louder as he drew near [1].  He relayed the news to Gloria and Adam, and arranged to draw two new slaves to perform house tasks while they were away, then oversaw the preparation of dinner.  That task, he had been doing for so long he barely needed to think about it any more.

What he thought about was Kansas, wherever that was.  Jerome had only the vaguest notion of the world.  He could read a little, despite the law against it in Mississippi, but he had never been encouraged to read anything beyond what was necessary for helping to run Cedar Creek.  But now he would be moving there, somewhere near the ends of the earth.

Much later that night, when he finally had a chance to talk to his wife Ruth, she said, “He be selling off some’ve us?”

“Not you and me,” Jerome said, with as much assurance in his voice as he could find.  Some slaves would be sold; Marse Steve had said as much.  He doubted that he or his family would be among them, but who could know for sure?  The choice would not be theirs.

--

June-July 1882
Mississippi, Washington, Missouri and Kansas
United States of America

Jerome had known about the railroad, since a rail spur ran to Cedar Creek.  But he had never imagined how long a journey it could be, riding the iron horse to their new home somewhere in the back of beyond.  The slaves were housed in two railroad carriages, with the doors locked but no other restraints, as they watched the endless miles roll by.  They passed cotton fields and corn fields, more worked by black men but some smaller farms still being worked by white farmers.  After they crossed over an immense river which he later learned was called the Mississippi, they saw more variety in the fields, with some filled with cattle and hogs as well as corn.

The further the train travelled, the flatter the land became.  The cotton and corn fields vanished, to be replaced by vast swathes of golden grass, which stretched from horizon to flat horizon.  Many of the golden fields were being harvested, not by slaves or by white farmers but with some strange horse-drawn machines which cut the grass and bound it [2].

When the train eventually pulled into a town and stopped, Jerome was alarmed to see a number of white men had formed up opposite the station, and were shouting loudly.  A few of them held up signs, which said things like “POWER TO THE PEOPLE”, “IRRIGATE NOT IRRITATE” and “MAKE SILVER THE STANDARD”.  Then he noticed one which read “NO MORE NIGGERS”.

“What’s wrong?” Ruth said; she knew his moods well.

“Those white folks want to be rid of us,” Jerome said.  He had just found another, far more pressing reason to be afraid of Kansas.

“Don’t worry ‘bout that,” Ruth said.  “We be worth lots to Marse Steve.”  Less comfort than Jerome would have liked, but he could find nothing else to say.

When the slaves were let out of the railway carriages, the white protestors started yelling out.  But not at the slaves.  Their anger was directed at Marse Steve, who had also disembarked, and Jefferson, who had come to greet him.

“Buying profits off other men’s ruin!” one called.

“Keep those niggers out of here!” a second yelled.

Marse Steve turned and walked toward the heckler, which also brought him nearer to Jerome.  “Are you an abolitionist?”

“Niggers should be slaves, if they’re here at all,” the man said.  “But not when bought on the ruin of white men.  Keeping the gold standard makes rich men richer in the east and makes beggars of white men out here.”

“If Congress brings back the silver standard, I’m sure you’d love to buy a slave for thirty pieces of silver,” Marse Steve said, and turned his back on the heckler.

Jerome took a moment to figure out the jibe, even when the white man started cursing.  He had been allowed to read the Bible a few times, especially the story of the Crucifixion, and recognised what Marse Steve had meant.  But it still made him wonder.  The white man had claimed that he was being reduced to something near a slave too.  And what could that mean...?

--

7 July 1882
Jenkins Plantation
Kansas, United States of America

Outside, slaves laboured to build the cabins they would live in on the new plantation, under the direction of Jefferson, and to clear the ground which would in time receive the first seeds of a new crop.  Inside, Jerome wondered if God had ever heard a word he had sent up in prayer over the last two months.

Gloria had gone with Jefferson to Kansas a long time ahead of the rest of them... and had indeed caught his eye, just as Jerome had feared.  He had only needed to lay eyes on her, and note how she could not meet his eyes, to know the answer.  After a long, painful talk, he had discovered that Jefferson had asked first, but Gloria had hardly been in a position to refuse.  He and Ruth had told her that she had done nothing wrong... but what did that achieve if she did not believe them?

Nothing.  Nothing at all.  But Jerome could not see what he could do about it.

--

Autumn 1882
Jenkins Plantation
Kansas, United States of America

Life adjusted to a new rhythm far more quickly than Jerome had expected.  The core of the new plantation house had been built quickly, but work on its expansion all but stopped after a couple of months.  Most of the slaves worked in the fields instead, clearing and preparing the ground for the first planting of wheat.  Even Jerome was drafted to spend occasional time in the fields.  He couldn’t see why they were planting a crop now which would apparently grow now and then stop for winter, but that was up to Marse Steve [3].

But the far worse part of that rhythm was Jefferson’s regular night-time visits to Jerome’s family cabin, where he would take Gloria back to the plantation house for much of the night.  Jerome wanted to stop him, but what could he do?  Jefferson was a larger man than him, one whom Jerome would not to challenge even if he had been black.  Since he was white, that was only the most fleeting of thoughts.  They tried to keep Gloria hidden at night, and it even worked occasionally, but most nights, there was nothing they could do.

Jerome took to spending much of the night in the slave’s chapel, praying for a way out of the burden.  Night after night he sought guidance, but he could find nothing except to endure.  Sometimes, he wondered if God was really listening at all.  Until one night, tired of wondering, he ended his prayer with the request, “God, maker of the world, if you have heard me, give me a sign that I may know what you will.”

He waited for a long moment, then stood, beginning to despair that he would ever hear an answer.  He started to walk toward the chapel door, but a gust of wind blew it shut in front of him.  The slamming door shook the chapel walls... and the Bible fell from the pulpit to lie open on the floor.

Jerome hurried back, and picked up the open Bible.  He held it up to the light, and read the first words his eyes laid eyes on:

“Thus saith God the LORD, he that created the heavens, and stretched them out; he that spread forth the earth, and that which cometh out of it; he that giveth breath unto the people upon it, and spirit to them that walk therein: I the LORD have called thee in righteousness, and will hold thine hand, and will keep thee, and give thee for a covenant of the people, for a light of the Gentiles; To open the blind eyes, to bring out the prisoners from the prison, and them that sit in darkness out of the prison house.” [4]

Jerome bowed his head, astonished.  God had indeed given him a sign, one he would never have expected.  God was going to bring Jerome and his family out of the prison house.  That was what it could mean.  That was what it had to mean.

By the time Jerome reached the slave cabin, he knew what he had to do.  Inside, he told Ruth what had happened, and her eyes were wide before he finished.  “Is you sure you want to run to Canada?  You know what white folks do to runaways.”

“I’m sure,” Jerome said.  “And we’ve got to do it soon.  The longer we leave it, the worse things get with Gloria, and then there’s winter here too.”  He didn’t know how much worse the winter would be here than back in Mississippi, but he was sure it would be colder.

He prepared as best he could over the next week.  He stockpiled stolen food from the kitchen, and ‘lost’ his field clothes for which he received a stern telling off but no further punishment.  Most importantly, he liberated some paper from Marse Steve’s study and prepared passes giving him and his family permission to travel from their plantation, although he wrote that they came from the Anderson plantation next door, not Marse Steve’s plantation.

Eventually, the day of release came.  As usual, the slaves had to work only a half-day on Saturday, and Marse Steve allowed Jerome to leave to work on his own small plot of land for the afternoon.  That had let him earn a small amount of money over the years, most of which he had spent on house goods he would have to leave behind, but he brought a few dollars with him.  Thankfully, Jefferson never came to collect Gloria on a Saturday night, so the three of them slipped into the moonlight on what Jerome was sure was God’s grant of a journey to freedom.

They travelled for two nights, hiding during most of the day and moving in the evening and night.  By then, it had begun to sink in to Jerome just how bad Kansas was for travelling by stealth.  The land was flat and the wheat fields were empty, with the harvest complete and the newly-planted crops too small to offer anywhere to hide.  Most of the occasional trees they saw had lost their leaves, which made hiding even more difficult.  The third night was colder, and they sheltered in the barn of a small farm.

On the fourth evening, they were travelling along the edge of a road when a group of four men appeared on horseback over a small rise.  Jerome kept on walking as if he had a reason for being here.  To do anything else would invite the white men to stop them, although the odds were that they would do so anyway.

Sure enough, the white men pulled up their horses.  One of them called out, “Boy!  What’re you doing walking around here with those two wenches?”

“Travelling to Marse Anderson’s cousin, to help with some building and housework, suh,” Jerome said, laying on a thick dialect.  He could speak the same refined dialect that white folks used, but sounding stupid would help him here.

“You’ll have a pass then,” the white man said.  His tone was quite clear: you’d better have one, or else.

“Yes, suh.  Passes for each of we.”  He handed over the forged passes.

The first white man handed the passes to another.  That must mean that the white man couldn’t read either.  How could a slave learn that while a free man could not?

“This pass doesn’t say where you’ve got to go to,” the second white man said.

“To de plantation just east of, uh, Richardson, suh,” Jerome said, naming the only Kansas town which he had heard of as being a long way east.  He knew he was in trouble then – the hesitation should have given him away.  But God wouldn’t let him fail here, surely?

“Richardson.  Yes, that sounds right,” the second white man said.  The first man shrugged, and said, “Keep going, then.”  The white men rode on.

They kept walking, rather more uneasily in Jerome’s case, until he heard a horse catching up to them.  He gave it no particular heed – if they tried to hide now, things would be worse – until the horse rider caught them.  It was the second white man, and Jerome realised there was something naggingly familiar about him even from before that.

“You niggers stop there!” the white man said.

“Yes, suh?” Jerome said, fearing he knew the answer.

“You niggers’ve done well to run so far.  You’re what, three, four days from Steven Jenkins’ plantation?”

“Suh, we’s not runaways, we’s...”

“Shut up,” the white man said.  “I knew who you were as soon as I saw you.  You were watching from the train back in Four Mile when that bastard called me a Judas.  Hah!  Looks down on me, a white man, as if I was no better than a nigger.  Serve him right to have his slaves run away, I reckon.  Where are you really running to?”

Cautiously, Jerome said, “Canada, suh.”

“Heh.  Where else?  But you’ll never make it on your own.  Too far away, and too many slave patrols.  That forged pass of yours was good – I’ll bet you can write – but it only takes one person to get suspicious.  No, I have a better idea.”

“Suh?”

“Niggers travelling on their own will always get questions.  But if you’re travelling as a white man’s slaves, who will care?”

Jerome sucked in a deep breath.  God had provided, indeed.

The white man said, “If I say I’m travelling to scout out some good farmland in Iowa, somewhere near the Mississippi, who’ll care how many of my ‘slaves’ I’m bringing with me?  Hell, I’ve been thinking of moving there anyway; I’m scratching a living here as it is, thanks to men like Jenkins.”

“Thank you, suh,” Jerome said, and Ruth and Gloria said the same thing.

The white man grunted.  Clearly he cared little for what they thought of him.  But Jerome didn’t care.  Here was proof that God was preparing the way for him.

Sure enough, with the white man – who refused to give his name; apparently he didn’t want them telling stories once they were in Canada – riding on his horse and them walking, they travelled over the next few weeks without any difficulty, until they reached a town which the white man said was called Ingersoll [Clinton, Iowa].  They looked out over the waters of a Mississippi which was still wide, but nothing like as large as it was further south.  “How do we get across, suh?” Jerome asked, when he was sure no-one was near enough to overhear.

“You’ll have to steal a boat and go over at night; otherwise you won’t make it.  I can help you find one, but after that you’re on your own.”

“After how far we’ve come so far, suh, we can do the rest.”

That night, they found a small unguarded boat, and the white man briefly showed Jerome how to use the paddles.  The current pushed the boat far downstream as he tried to go across, but eventually he managed to beach the boat on the other side.  Jerome sent Gloria and Ruth onto Canadian soil first, then climbed out himself and pushing the boat back into the river.  He never wanted to need another boat again, and certainly not one to cross the Mississippi.

“God be praised, we made it,” Jerome said.

--

Taken from: “My Life And Times: From Lash to Law”
(c) 1893 by Romulus Courtenay
HJ Nicholas and Sons: Dearborn, Canada

My master never gave me a surname at all, and my Christian name was one he chose for himself, not the devising of my parents.  A small thing, perhaps, when compared to the myriad other injustices of slavery, but still a heritage I want no part of.  The surname of Courtenay I chose for myself and my family in honour of the first man who helped us when we set foot on Canadian soil.  For a Christian name, I chose that of the man who founded a great city.  I have not done the same, but I hope to create a new nation here within Canada, from my brothers and sisters who like Moses who have escaped bondage.  This name is one I will keep, and to this day I will refuse to answer anyone who addresses me as Jerome.

--

[1] Cedar Creek, like a few plantations both in OTL and ATL, has a rule that slaves working in the kitchen or serving tables have to whistle as they work.  This is intended to show that they aren’t stealing food.

[2] These are reaper-binders, the successor to the *McCormick reaper.

[3] The slaves are planting Hard Red Winter Wheat, a variety of wheat imported from Russia which is indeed planted in autumn, sprouts but then goes dormant over winter, and is harvested in early summer.

[4] Jerome has opened the Bible to Isaiah 42:5-7.  The translation is, naturally, the King James Version, which was by far the most common English-language version of the Bible at the time.

--

Decades of Darkness #102a: A Special Case?

Credit for this post on the history of Switzerland in the DoD timeline goes to Good Habit, who wrote all of it apart from some very minor editorial alterations.

--

Taken from: “Southwesternmost-Germany: From “Special Case” to Normalcy; A short review of its Nineteenth-Century History”
(c) Prof. Habit (Hans-Pieter) Good, University of Zurich [1]
Published by Verlag Neue Zürcher Zeitung, May 1953 [2]
Translated into English by Victor Emmanuel Lopez

Author’s Preface:

People who have no deep knowledge of history may by now have difficulty understanding the term special case.  The area in question was part of the Empire of Charlemagne, and later of the Holy Roman Empire, and now is part of the German Reich.  But with the disintegration of the Emperor’s powers following the fall of the House of Hohenstaufen in the mid-thirteenth, many parts of the Empire fragmented into tiny bits.  Cities, bishops, abbeys and small lords controlled parts of the country, and cities especially tended to form leagues to defend their interests against the more powerful princes.  In the south (especially in Lombardy), the cities prevailed, but in many of the larger city-republics strongmen seized power, took noble titles (like Duke, Prince and so on) and started to fight each other, triggering intervention by foreign powers. In western Germany, especially in Swabia and the Rhineland, the city leagues were too weak, and lost against the large princely states.  While many kept nominal independence within the Empire until the ”Reichsdeputationshauptschluss” of 1803, they had no real power. But the area in between was a special case – here, a league of cities and autonomous alpine valleys prevailed (dividing up the land of the princes) and avoided a total fall out among each other. This league was known as the Swiss Confederacy [Schweizerische Eigenossenschaft] [3]. What kept them together was mainly common economic interests (providing mercenaries to different European kings) and the fear that stronger neighbours might swallow them. With some French assistance, they finally achieved recognition of their independence from the Holy Roman Empire in the Westphalian Peace of 1648.  These Swiss states (called cantons) were republican in form, but mostly aristocratic in practice.  They were split along confessional lines, and seldom could agree on anything, except not to agree with each other.

So the Swiss Confederacy was doomed at the onset of the French Revolutionary and First Napoleonic Wars. After the fall of Napoleon I, however, some of the leaders of the cantons tried to restore the old order.  But as infighting resumed, and the different cantons could barely agree on anything, it became evident that this sorry lot would create perpetual instability and were therefore an unacceptable threat to the intended European order.  So the powers of Europe agreed to establish the former King of Saxony as King of the Swiss (Roy des Suisses, in French), intended as an arbiter among the cantons.  They endowed him with a small royal domain bordering France, made up out of the former Prussian Neuchatel (the Prussians took his entire Kingdom of Saxony in exchange) and the former holdings of the Prince-Bishop of Basel (the Jura districts, as they are known by now). Both areas had been annexed to France during Napoleon I’s rule.

However, the first king and his three successors all failed to gain broad popular support, and could keep their throne only with the help of French troops.  The failure of the monarchy caused a majority of the population to remember their German roots, and so the Kingdom was dissolved at the second Congress of Vienna, and several (more or less consolidated) states were established within the German Reich, but with due respect to the wishes of the populace. This opened the path to an unprecedented period of growth and stability for the area, and so the “special case” is long gone by now.  The most western areas, with a majority of French-speakers, held out for some time as the Helvetian Republic (Helvetia), but this was not a viable state, and after the Second Napoleonic Wars they returned to fold of mother Germany.

Chapter 4.  Difficult Times: The Reign of Frederick August II, King of the Swiss 1836 – 1849

As a nephew of the first Swiss King, Frederick August I, FA II had no direct claim to succeed his uncle Antony Clement I, who had fled the country after the popular republican movement had triumphed in one canton after another. But the neighboring powers did not want a republican hothouse at their borders, and France wished to preserve Switzerland as a sphere of influence, so Louis Philippe I supported the claims of Frederick August II on grounds of ”constitutionality”.  Until the end of 1836, French troops occupied all major Swiss cities.

Frederick August II was crowned at Neuchatel.  He reinstated the royal constitution of 1816, with minor amendments.  The election laws in all cantons were harmonized, leaving a small aristocratic minority in control.  The royal Diet was still only an assembly of representatives of the different cantons and didn’t include a representation of the Swiss people as a whole.  One obvious improvement, however, was the abolishment of tariffs on internal trade, and the establishment of a royal tariff on foreign trade to fill the royal treasury. This allowed the establishment of a small professional army, who would replace the traditional militia system. The King and his French protector found it necessary to limit the right to bear firearms, as they did not trust the populace. This restriction was difficult to enforce, however, and as the Royal Swiss Guard was not considered entirely reliable, 15,000 French troops remained as garrisons in several major cities.

One of the major points of conflict was the question of education.  The liberal movement of the 1830s had demanded new universities as centers of learning and development.  The King, however, feared that they would primarily become centers of unrest and hothouses of revolution.  So the only new university in the Swiss Kingdom (besides the University of Basle, going back to medieval times) was the King Frederick Augustus Royal University at Neuchatel, founded in 1838, where lectures were held in French and German.  The University remained under close royal supervision.  In the later part of his rule, several projects for large infrastructure improvements, especially the first railroads, were brought forward by innovative locals. The King, however, was reluctant to grant licenses to entrepreneurs, and their ability to raise foreign investment was limited. So there were no railroads in the Swiss Kingdom prior the revolutionary year 1849.

Chapter 5: Revolution, Disorder, and Restoration

After the Parisian Revolution overthrew Louis Phillipe, the situation in the Swiss Kingdom went out of control as well.  Without French troops to support him, Frederick Augustus was in a weak position.  Demands went forth for universal suffrage and autonomy of the cantons, with large demonstration in many parts of the country. After the first attempt of the King to suppress the movement with the Royal Guard, the situation escalated.  Many men had hidden their arms, and so revolutionary militias quickly formed.  Part of the Royal Guard chose to switch sides to the popular uprising, and so the republican forces gained the upper hand.

The formation of a new republican government failed however, as the revolutionary movement quickly fragmented.  While they agreed on the introduction of universal male suffrage in all cantons, divisions about other objectives led to the emergence of two major factions. The Liberal-Radicals advocated a consolidation of several cantons and the establishment of a strong, united, secular republic. The more conservative faction, headed by Josef Leu from Lucerne, favored a de facto independence of each canton, with only a very weak, nominal confederacy as a common bond.  The second group gained considerable support among Catholics in central Switzerland, Wallis, and also in Freiburg, as they feared to be dominated by Protestants and the bigger cities in a unified republic.  There was also a royalist faction, in control of the royal domains that had prospered under the royal regime, and with noticeable support among the privileged classes of the former regime.

The situation stayed on the brink of civil war for some time.  Occasional filibusters by radical forces against Lucerne and the monarchist strongholds failed, and no universally accepted regime emerged.  So the French government, although republican in name, but quite conservative in practice, decided that stability had to be restored. A new French intervention force defeated the liberal-radical troops and brought King Johann I, younger brother of Frederick Augustus II, to the Swiss throne.  The more conservative elements quickly accepted this outcome, especially after the new King guaranteed the old constitution with considerable autonomy of the cantons and an enlarged franchise that gave most landowners the vote.  The liberal-radical fraction, however, was severely defeated.  Many leaders of the movement and their supporters choose emigration, and New England and Australia were favoured destinations.

In many respects, King Johann continued the regime of this brother.  No new universities were founded, and railroad building started slowly, radiating out of the royal capital of Neuchatel.  The first lines built were Neuchatel-Bern and Neuchatel-Biel (both finished in 1854). Additional lines were opened to the French border and across to Pontarlier (1856), and to Lausanne in 1857. The line to Biel was extended to Solothurn in 1858 and to Zurich in 1859, and Geneva was reached via Lausanne in the same year.  Lucerne, Basle, St. Gallen and other major places still had no railroads when the end of the Kingdom approached.

The regime faced growing opposition, however, as several groups, especially German speakers in the eastern parts of the country, felt neglected by royal priorities.  The demands for universal suffrage and consolidation of the cantons continued.  And King Johann still relied in part on French troops, and retained an image as a French puppet.  When Napoleon III took control of France, this initially raised some hope, as the name Bonaparte was more popular than that of the royal house. But these hopes were soon disappointed, as Napoleon III continued to back the unpopular regime, and thus “betrayed the memory of his uncle”. This made it clear that the solution to the Swiss problems wasn’t to be found in Paris.  So it was only natural that many of the younger, educated people, who had to go to German universities for their studies, where attracted by the rising force of German nationalism.  The desire to liberate their homeland from the unpopular and Francophile king and become part of a great force of change became very attractive to many of the Swiss students on German universities, and so Pan-Germanism gained ground.

Chapter 6.  The End of the Swiss Kingdom

The internal situation had escalated during the year 1859, and at the same time the situation in Italy was boiling over as well.  So an international war had become unavoidable. To pre-empt a French invasion of Alsace, a strong Deutschleger contingent (mainly from the south-German minor states, particularly Bavaria) occupied Basle and the Northern-Part of the Royal Domain in the Jura Region. The French and royalist positions in the eastern two thirds of the country north of the Alps collapsed until mid-1860, and different groups tried to take control of the cantons under the protection of Deutschleger forces.  Austria occupied the adjacent region of Graubünden.  The royal and French forces held out for some time in the west of the country, however, but the major battles of the war happened in the Italian theatre. When it became clear that the Kingdom wouldn’t regain its territory, the population in the as yet unoccupied western part of the country rose and proclaimed the ”Helvetian Republic”.

In large parts of the country, the old ruptures between conservatives and liberals, between cantonalists and centralists – and – at least partly – between Catholics and Protestants broke out again. But the more moderate forces were well aware that the German Kaisers wouldn’t allow a new round of the Swiss disaster to take place, and that an independent republic, independent republican cantons, or consolidated republican cantons as part of Germany were all unrealistic options.  As pro-German feelings in large parts of the country ran high, and several princely families, closely related to the Austrian Kaiser and Holy Roman Emperor Franz-Josef, had lost their holdings in Italy and were looking for new realms, the realistic questions for the leaders of the different cantons were clearly:  How much autonomy can we get?  How much consolidation of the cantons is desired or required?  Can we get constitutions with broad democratic guarantees?  Who will be our monarch – can we influence this?

The deposed Italian rulers, of course, were all Catholics.  The people of Bern, strictly Protestant, with a large territory with no urgent need of consolidation, did not want to end up merged with some Catholics under a Catholic Duke.  So they took the initiative and sent a delegation to Amsterdam, to encourage the younger brother of the Dutch Kaiser Willem III, Prince Hendrik, to put forward his candidacy as Duke of Bern.  In the north-west, with its fragmented territory, consolidation seemed more popular.  And then there were the special interest groups from Laufenburg.  This old Habsburg town still deplored its decline into irrelevance during the First Napoleonic Wars and favored the candidacy of Francesco of Modena, who, as grandson of the last Count of Breisgau had at least a somewhat legitimate claim to Laufenburg and surroundings. For the other representatives of the region, he appeared as probably good as any other...

The strongest opposition to consolidation still came from the smaller cantons in the center. Lucerne, however, saw a chance of coming to terms with Carlos, the deposed Duke of Parma. The most difficult part was the North/Northeast Region.  While consolidation had many supporters in the younger cantons like Thurgau and St. Gallen, and also in Glarus and the rebellious northern lands of Schwyz, who were orientated to Zurich, it was less acceptable in Appenzell.  In Zurich, the situation was in conflict. On one hand, the prospect to become the center of a consolidated region seemed promising. On the other hand, Zurich felt strong enough to go it alone, and as the home of Zwingli it certainly didn’t like the prospect of falling under an elderly Catholic like the deposed Tuscan Grand Duke. And Wallis and Ticino were special cases, as no meaningful consolidation seemed possible for obvious geographic reasons (except to make Ticino part of Lombardy, but that seemed not improvement to the ”Ticinesi”).

--

Private Notes:  Extracts of the Diary of Principessa [Princess] Maria Isabella of Tuscany. [4]

Vienna, October 21, 1863
Father is still inconsolable, he lost his land and his firstborn son in short order (Oh, all those men with their fancy for hunting, why did Ferdinando need to break his neck...). Here at the peace conference he is seeking a new home.  A new country to rule, but at his advanced age of 66, he isn’t everyone’s first choice.  With Ferdinando dead, he hasn’t an attractive heir (Louis might be 15, but he’s still a boy).  I certainly would make a good ruling duchess, but that all these men will pick a woman..., hopeless.
Vienna is a fascinating City, but I already miss Florence. Remembering our trip to Switzerland six years ago, I could well imagine living in Zurich or Lucerne, though, with their nice lakes.  But to become Duchess of either – just a dream...

Vienna, October 27, 1863
It’s good to be an unmarried woman at these times, with all those handsome men attending the congress.

Daddy of course is still a bit uncomfortable with his eldest daughter not married at age 25. But it’s much better as when I first stubbornly refused to marry that dullard of a cousin from Naples, seven years ago. A year latter, Theresia ended up saddled with him, and she seems quite happy with it, but of course she’s a bit simpleminded herself. And when even Anna was married last year – in the midst of the war, daddy was really concerned:” You will end up as an old virgin, Isabella”.  If daddy knew....

Today, I met a nice young men, who seems to be quite handsome and intelligent. Leopold (that’s his name), who is just a few years older than I, was decorated for his services during the war as commander of a regiment of artillery – a regiment of Deutschleger from the minor German states. Certainly should meet him again.

Vienna, November 2, 1863
More problems for daddy.  It seems that some picks for the new Dukes are in the making, and the Swiss cantons want their say in it.  Rumor has it that Bern invited Prince Hendrik of the Netherlands, brother of Kaiser Willem III, to become Duke of Bern, and that Lucerne might accept Carlos of Parma. And the ex-Dukes of Modena revived their claims on areas in the north-west, where some places had been in the family just six decades ago.  That leaves what for daddy? Zurich, of course, but the delegates seem to be opposed to an aging Tuscan catholic or an adolescent youth.

Spent a lot of Time with Leopold, again. He understands a lot of technology and engineering. His family is actually a minor branch of the Ducal House of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, but well connected. [His father was first married to a Princess Royal of Britain; had she lived, he would now be Prince Consort of the Queen of England].

Vienna, November 3, 1863
Had just a flash:
Why not marry Leopold and make a joint bid for a Duchy in Switzerland – might not be Daddy’s first choice, but need to give it some thought.

Vienna, November 4, 1863
I proposed to Leopold today. Of course he was stunned – it’s still very unusual that a woman proposes to a man – but I think I started a fire – he really likes the idea of getting a major duchy with us as joint rulers, he just thinks that the chances are – zilch – and that I’m a bit nuts. Have to talk cousin Franz-Josef into it....

Vienna, November 18, 1863
The second audience with the emperor went not too bad.  Franz-Josef is still a charming man, ten years my senior, but I think I can handle him.  First, he was stunned as well, but after a second meeting, together with Leopold, he started to consider it in earnest. The delegates from the major cantons still oppose Daddy as Grand Duke, (too old / we prefer a Protestant / too conservative – what else...) While the Emperor would prefer to keep most of the lands in the wider Habsburg family, he fears that someone would call in Berlin, and that Kaiser Wilhelm might offer a younger son or nephew. So time matters, the affair should be settled soon, and that’s why he seems to give the option with me – and my future Protestant husband – real consideration. Of course, the cantons still have to buy it – and Daddy would be furious.  (Oh, and Bismarck has to be convinced as well, but here the connections of Leopold’s family might actually help.)

Vienna, November 27, 1863
Hurrah, we made it.  The delegates of the various Swiss cantons finally agreed to our coronation. Franz Josef had to do some bargaining as well, but here we are! Leopold and I will soon marry in Zurich and than be crowned as joint Grand Duchess and Grand Duke of Zurich and... (The cantons insisted that all of them are included in the official title, and even some more, and so we will officially be: Grand Duke of Zurich, Count of Schaffhausen, of Thurgau, Toggenburg, St.Gallen. Prince of Appenzell, of Glarus, of Schwyz, of Zug and of Einsiedeln. (Yes, the Abbot of Einsiedeln got even his pilgrimage town separately mentioned.)  Daddy is stunned, but not really sorry, as the Cantons of Wallis, Ticino and Uri have agreed to accept brother Louis as Duke or Prince respectively. (They probably hope that with a mere boy as ruler, they still can do what they like – not sure if they are right or wrong.)

--

Taken from: “Southwesternmost-Germany: From “Special Case” to Normalcy; A short review of its Nineteenth-Century History”
(c) Prof. Habit (Hans-Pieter) Good, University of Zurich [1]
Published by Verlag Neue Zürcher Zeitung, May 1953 [2]
Translated into English by Victor Emmanuel Lopez

Chapter 7. The Results of the Second Congress of Vienna

The area of the former Swiss Kingdom was organized as follows:

The former Canton of Graubünden was annexed by Austria. It was merged with Vorarlberg to the new Crown-Province of “Rheinquellen” (Sources of the Rhine). The Principality of Liechtenstein, that lay across the best transit links of the two parts of the new Province, was de facto incorporated, although it remained a separate Principality of the Reich in name. (The Prince of Liechtenstein preferred to live in Vienna [5], and he kept his seat in the Upper House of the German Diet, of course.)

The former Canton of Bern was organized as the Duchy of Bern, with Prince Hendrik of Orange as Duke Heinrich I of Bern. The eastern part of Freiburg was incorporated. [When the German speaking Catholics of that area had to choose to become part of a minor Protestant French speaking state (Helvetia) or of a Protestant German state within the German Reich, they preferred the later, as they could hope that all the Catholics in the Reich would somewhat counterbalance the local protestant domination.]. To make the title a bit fancier, it was officially Duke of Bern, Prince of Freiburg, and Prince of Erlach.

The former cantons of Basel [6], Solothurn, Aargau – including the former Habsburg territories in the Fricktal and the town of Laufenburg, and the northern part of the former royal domain in the Jura region - were consolidated into the Duchy of Aargau. The full title of the former Duke of Modena, Franceso, was Duke Franz I of Aargau, Count of Basel, Solothurn, Laufenburg, Prince of Porrentruy and Moutier.

The former canton of Lucerne was organized as the Duchy of Lucerne, with the former Duke of Parma, Carlos, as Duke Karl I. He became also Prince of Obwalden, of Nidwalden and of Engelberg. These territories were, however, consolidated with Lucerne into a united Duchy.

The former canton of Wallis was organized as the Duchy of Wallis, as was the former canton of Ticino as the Duchy of Ticino.  Louis, the youngest and only surviving son of the former Grand Duke of Tuscany, was designated as Duke of both territories.  He was also awarded the title of Prince of Uri.  As the three territories were physically separate due to the mountainous barriers, they were not consolidated, but administered separately.

Out of the former cantons of Zurich, Schaffhausen, Thurgau, St. Gallen, Appenzell-Exterior, Appenzell-Interior, Glarus, Schwyz and Zug the Grand Duchy of Zurich was formed. The solution to marry the eldest daughter of the Grand Duke of Tuscany, Maria Isabella, with the Protestant Prince Leopold of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, came quit as a surprise, but the young couple was really charming and could win hearts and minds of the people, Catholics and Protestants alike, and so their joint rule soon found broad support. The official title was Grand Duke of Zurich, Count of Schaffhausen, Thurgau, St. Gallen, Toggenburg, Prince of Appenzell, Glarus, Schwyz, Zug and Einsiedeln. The Grand-Duchy was well consolidiated, and only the southern part of Schwyz tried armed resistance against consolidation, but was soon overpowered by a strong Deutschleger intervention force.

All these states were admitted to the German Reich, with proper representation in both houses of the Diet.

Outside Germany remained the Helvetian Republic, or Helvetia as it was usually called.  It was composed of the former cantons of Vaud, Geneva, the western two thirds of Freiburg and of Neuchatel, the southern part of the former royal domain. The republic was quite centralized with its capital at Lausanne, ruled by a Directoire of five men.

--

[1] Good (pronounced G_o_o_d) is a not so uncommon surname in parts of Switzerland.  Habit is a regularly used nickname for a person called Hans-Pieter (the spelling of Pieter is a result of a popular tendency for Dutch-name-forms among German parents ITTL.)

[2] In OTL, this paper just celebrated its 225 anniversary in January 2005, and is one of the most influential papers in Switzerland, but it is likely to get banned more often ITTL.

[3] The German expression “Eidgenossenschaft” is difficult to translate in other languages. It is usually rendered as “Confederacy”, and in practice the word is used in a sense that it means the Swiss state or federal authorities.  But the word is NEVER used in any other context, besides referring to Switzerland as a whole, nor for any other federal structure, so the translations lose some of the meaning.  A literal translation would be oath-cooperative.

[4] This is an allohistorical character.  The date of birth and gender of the children of the Tuscan Dukes has been affected by butterflies, but the sequence of first-names by gender has been preserved, as this was likely to be influenced by tradition.

[5] This was true even in OTL, until the onset of WWII.

[6] Never divided ITTL.

--

Decades of Darkness #102b: Normalcy

Credit for this post on the history of Switzerland in the DoD timeline goes to Good Habit, who wrote all of it apart from some very minor editorial alterations.

--

Taken from: "Southwesternmost-Germany: From "Special Case" to Normalcy; A short review of its Nineteenth-Century History"
(c) Prof. Habit (Hans-Pieter) Good, University of Zurich
Published by Verlag Neue Zürcher Zeitung, May 1953
Translated into English by Victor Emmanuel Lopez

Chapter 11
The constitution of the Grand-Duchy of Zurich and its early political development

The first Constitution of the newly founded Grand-Duchy of Zurich was approved by the majority of delegates of the former cantons that were incorporated in to the new state on February 10, 1864, and signed in to law by Grand-Duchess Maria Isabella and Grand-Duke Leopold after their coronation in the Grossmünster-Church in Zürich on February 19, 1864.

According to the Constitution, the state is defined as a unitary hereditary monarchy and part of the indivisible German Reich.  The succession law states that the first born son of the ruling monarch, and in absence of such, the first born daughter, should follow their parents. Succession is limited to descendents of the First Couple of Grand-Dukes. The post of monarch is usually held by one person only, but the constitution allows for a joint regency, on demand of ruler and parliament.

The Grand-Duchy is administratively subdivided in to 18 districts, which are again subdivided into self-administered communities.

The Lower House of the Diet, called the Peoples Council, consists of 120 members, elected by universal male suffrage for a three-year term.  Every district is a constituency with usually multiple seats, and the candidates which receive the highest numbers of votes are elected (multi-seat first past-the post system).

An Upper House, called the Senate, is composed from 6 members from the city of Zurich and of 2 members each of all the other districts, makes 40 members total. Senators are elected for a 6 year term, and half of the senators stand for re-election every third year. The right to vote for Senators is restricted to citizens of at least 25 years of age and subject to property qualifications.  The minimum age of a senator is 40 years.

Initiative for legislation lies jointly with the Grand Dukes and the Prime Minister.  The Prime Minister is nominated by the Grand Dukes and required a vote of confidence from the Peoples Council. If no PM wins the confidence of the Council, the monarch(s) can call an earlier election.

The representatives from Zurich in the Lower House of the German Diet (Bundestag) are elected in the same way as the Peoples Council, while the members in the upper House (Bundesrat) are appointed by the monarch and confirmed by the Senate. With that solution, Zurich was one of the first states to switch to individual representatives in the upper house.

One of the basic rights of the residents is the right to education. The ministry of education not only offers free primary and secondary schooling, but also free studies at the University of Zurich (founded in 1864) and at the Grand Ducal Institute of Technology (in Winterthur – founded in 1871).

Internal security was resolved by the formation of state intervention police.  External security was provided through integration into the joint Deutschleger forces, for which residents can be drafted. The Grand Duchy forms part of the South-Western military region, which is headquartered in Strasbourg.

The constitution proclaims that no tariffs and restrictions on trade between Zurich and the other member states of the German Reich exist, and that a currency union should be established.

The first election to the Peoples Council in March 1864 brought the following results:

Liberal-Democratic Party 64 seats, Peoples Party 41 seats, Radical Republicans 9 seats, Independent 6. Voter turnout varied immensely within the state, in the district of Schwyz (southern part of the former canton), the election was almost totally boycotted (turnout <5%).

The leader of the Liberal-Democratic Party, Gottfried Keller, was confirmed as first Prime Minister on May 11th, 1864. He won reelection as head of various coalitions until 1876.

Chapter 15
Urban Development of the City of Zurich in the first decades of the new regime.

During the royal period, Zurich’s development had somewhat stagnated.  The City was still surrounded by the 17th century fortifications that had been built according to the designs of the French fortress builder Vauban, chief engineer of Louis XIV of France.  An additional fortress had been built in the ”Schmelzberg” vineyard as a home to the French garrison. Railroads did not reach Zurich from the west before 1859. The line run just north of the old road from Baden and turned north in to the station west of the Sihl River [1].  An extension northward over the hills towards Winterthur, Schaffhausen and St. Gallen was under construction when the war started, but wasn’t finished until after the cessation of hostilities.

As the new capital of a German state, Zurich did not offer well-developed infrastructure. So one of the first measures of the new regime was to consolidate the city and its surroundings into a larger community, to facilitate central planning of improvements [2].

The city walls were torn down, and the area gained in the north-east, overlooking the city, was designated as site of the new parliament and especially the new Grand Ducal Palace [3]. The site where the Hornbach flows in to the lake was chosen for a marina for the yachts of the Grand Dukes and other wealthy citizen, and for the construction of the Lake-Side Palace.  The two palaces were linked by the Grand Ducal Avenue, a straight road two kilometres long and fifty metres wide.  Work on the Palace finished in 1869. The area above the Avenue became the favorite residential quarter of the upper class, and the new business center developed between the avenue and the lake.

An additional important building as the Chapel of Our Lady (dedicated in 1874), the major new Catholic church in Protestant Zurich, located just behind the Palace across the avenue.  This allowed the Grossmünster, the place where Zwingli preached, to be given exclusively back to his followers.  Although named a ”chapel” as a sign of apparent modesty, this name was misleading.  When the Bishop of St. Gallen was elevated to Archbishop of St.Gallen and Zurich in 1882, the building readily served as a cathedral [4].

Other major projects were: the campus of the University on the Sihlberg [5], west of the center; the new Grand Duchess Isabella Hospital [6] south of the railway station; the Grand-Ducal Art Gallery between the Avenue and the old city (mocked by some as the ”Uffizini”, as they couldn’t really reach the prominence of the Uffizi in Florence); and the Sihlfeld development project, building a new planned city for workers and industry in the area west and north of the main-railroad line and south of the Limmat-River, with a regular checkerboard road-grid [7].

Railroad construction boomed.  The lines to the north, already under construction, were finished in 1865, and a new line following the left bank of the lake was opened in 1867. A tourist railroad up to Mount Uetliberg, where visitors have a marvelous view over city and lake, was completed in 1871, going out of the main railroad station [8]. More difficult was the connection to the right shore of the lake, as no open ground was available.  Finally, a tunnel was constructed, and an underground station deep below the parliament building allowed direct access from Palace, Cathedral, and Parliament to the station over high-speed elevators, which was completed in 1885.  Broad quays and public parks were completed around the lake [9].

The first post-integration decades saw both a rapid development of major public buildings and a boom in trade and industry.  The population of the city increased from 39,000 in 1864 to 55,000 in 1870, 87,000 in 1880 and 123,000 in 1890.

--

Private Notes: Extracts of the Diary of Grand Duchess Maria Isabella of Zurich

Zurich, July 17 1875

Today we celebrate the ninth anniversary of little Ferdinand.  My big boy is quite a bright fellow, and will one day certainly make a good Grand Duke, after the times of my beloved Leopold and myself. Even Vicky and little Albert, who turned 4 last month, have made some presents for their big brother.  Maybe one more child... but then it should be enough. With the demands for a ”Salic Law” succession averted, our line is here to stay.

The festivities will be held at our Lakeside Palace, and the main event will be the cruise on the lake on the new steamboat (it wasn’t really necessary to call it the GD Isabella, but it’s nice to know I’m loved by my people), all the way to Rapperswil.

Zurich, August 10, 1875

It’s now five years, since, at my initiative, the University of Zurich allowed female students to take courses in all subjects [10]. We still are among the pioneers in that field within the Reich, but our example will probably find followers. Unfortunately, female students are still not allowed at our Technical Institute in Winterthur.  I got a petition from women that want to start studying engineering to support this.  They might be a small minority, but someone has to be the first.  I’ll get to have an earnest word with Leopold on that matter, that he might influence the board.  He IS its chair, and he should care to be it more then in name.

Braunwald, August 18, 1875

Today, we arrived in the new air-resort in the remote parts of the Glarus District of our Duchy.  Travel has become a lot easier with the new railroad leading all the way to Linthal since last year.  The reason for our visit is the inauguration of the new cable railway up to the plateau, overlooking the valley.  Some major hotels are under construction as well.  I hope to come more often to this place, with the fresh mountain air.

Zurich, October 11, 1875.

Today I had the honor – or duty, but it was a pleasure – to open the new consumer market hall in the middle of the Avenue.  Now Zurich has access to all the best consumer products and fashion from all over the Reich (Vienna, Berlin, Amsterdam, Prague, Frankfurt, Milan) and other major cities as well, like London and Paris, in just one big building. This will certainly become a center where many of the people of the burgeoning society of Zurich will meet regularly.

Zurich, January 10, 1876

There are still a few things I miss here in Zurich, when I remember my youth in Florence. One is the temperate Tuscan winters; here we have either snow or fog, and very little sunshine around the city. Of course I can travel with our rail-saloon-coach up to the top of the Uetliberg, that often peaks above the fog. Indeed, I did this just yesterday, and enjoyed once again the marvelous view over almost half of our realm (so much for ”Grand” Duchy...).
The other is the wonderful collection of art that we used to have at the Uffizi.  I started a minor collection in the last few years, but it’s no match to what we left behind.  But at least the construction of our new Art Gallery has made some progress, and it should be ready in Easter.

Zurich, March 14, 1876

As the results of the election to the Peoples Council are finally counted, it turns out that the majority faction of our long-time Prime Minister, Gottfried Keller, lost its majority.  They only have 54 seats out of 120.  As neither the Peoples Party nor the Radical Democrats are likely to accept a coalition under his leadership, we will almost certainly get a new Prime Minister. If I look at the mediocre, always plotting men that lead those parties, and the not so convincing personalities in the second row of the Liberal Democrats, this is really a shame. How I would prefer if we could do as the Three Kaisers, who can keep Bismarck in power as long as they like. (But may be only him, after him, the Bundestag will certainly want a stronger say in such matters.)  And of course, it would be very ironic if we could keep Keller thanks to monarchial powers, when his party always campaigns for more rights for the parliament, and some of them even demand popular referendums. So we have to see who will follow.

--

Taken from: "Southwesternmost-Germany: From "Special Case" to Normalcy; A short review of its Nineteenth-Century History"
(c) Prof. Habit (Hans-Pieter) Good, University of Zurich
Published by Verlag Neue Zürcher Zeitung, May 1953
Translated into English by Victor Emmanuel Lopez

Chapter 20: Development of Railroads in the region of the Western Alps.

As mentioned earlier, railroad construction in the former Swiss Kingdom had started relatively late compared to other regions of Europe, including many parts of the German Reich. At the time of the dissolution of the Kingdom, only one major line ran from Geneva over Lausanne, Neuchatel, Solothurn, Baden to Zurich, and several shorter lines, especially from Neuchatel to Bern and to Pontarlier, linked up with the French net.  After the Second Congress of Vienna, a boom in railroad construction started. Basel was connected to Strassbourg and Freiburg within two years. A line across and along the Aare and Rhine linked Aarau (capital of Aargau), Laufenburg and Basel, and then along the Birs River with the Jura region.  Tunnels across the Jura mountains were built in the following years, making travel much shorter after 1875.  Additional lines linked the capitals of the major Duchies Bern, Aarau, Lucerne and Zurich after 1871.  Zurich-Schaffhausen-Stuttgart, Zurich-Winterthur-St.Gallen-Munich were major lines that connected the new German states with the centers of the Reich.  Beside these main lines, many regional lines were built as part of local development initiatives.

Somewhat cut off from these developments, however, were the lands of the Triple-Duke (or Duke two and a half, as he was sometimes mocked) Louis I of Wallis, Ticino and Uri.  Grand designs were published to link the three territories with each other with a Gotthard-Furka-Nufenen triangle-tunnel system.  Economic viability was rather doubtful, and so the Mountain-Triangle railroad corporation ended as one of the biggest stock market scandals in German history, with almost no mile of track built.

Ticino got finally connections from Milan and other places in Lombardy, but not with the other holdings of Louis I.  The biggest interest in a rail link to Wallis came from the Deutschleger command, as the army preferred a secure link from Bern (and not Uri), but this project was not realized either before the Third Congress of Vienna.

Railroads crossing the Alps were somewhat more successfully built further to the east.  The Austrian Brenner line (Innsbruck – Bozen – Verona) was opened in 1865 ([11].  A direct line from Innsbruck to Milan through the Engadin in southeast Graubünden was built in the late 1860s, and finished in 1871.   The biggest project was the Splügen Tunnel, linking southern Germany through the Upper Rhine Valley with Lake Como and Milan.  This line , which included a tunnel more than ten miles long, was opened in 1882, just in time to serve for major troop transports in the Second Napoleonic Wars [12].

Other proposed projects were dumped.  A planned Arlberg tunnel, linking Tyrol with north-western Austria, made little sense, as with the growing integration among the German states no reasonable objection could still be made against linking parts of Austria through the flatter terrain of southern Bavaria. The same thing was said further to the east, for a projected line linking Innsbruck to Salzburg – the shortest way goes through Bavaria [13].  Only one east-west connection was built, the Vereina-Tunnel [14], linking Tyrol and the lower Engadin with the Upper Rhine Valley and Zurich, thus linking the Engadin and the Splügen line from 1891.
Projects further to the west, such as linking Wallis with Italy, had few supporters before the Third Congress of Vienna and the subsequent integration of Helvetia in to the Reich. Shortly thereafter, however, the Bern-Freiburg-Vevey-Martigny-Sion line finally linked Wallis with the world (in 1890), and projects for an international transit line towards Italy were considered in earnest, but were still ahead of their time.

--

Letter to a friend:
Observations of a Venetian mine-worker-organizer about the Labour movement north-west of the Alps.
Letter from Pietro Scarlatti to Giorgio Domeniconi, Verona.
Thusis, November 15, 1880.

Dear Giorgio
It’s now several months since I got the last news from you and the comrades down in Venetia. I’ve had a difficult job to keep contact with  all – or at least most – of our fellow countrymen that are working in the railroad building and especially tunnel mining industry in the northwest of the Alps, or what earlier used to be called ”Svizzera.”

The big Spluegen Tunnel now nears completion, and so many of our comrades will be out of work soon.  It was – and still is – work under very awful conditions.  Temperature in the tunnel is well above 30° Celsius, and air circulation is so low that breathing becomes difficult with all that dust in the air.  Many men are sick, and when they aren’t fit enough for work in the tunnel anymore, they just get fired.  Almost all the hard work is done by our fellow countrymen, who have little contact with the local population, and are usually forced to live in work camps near the building site. While many men already died from horrible diseases, and almost two hundred were killed in mining accidents, there are still more than three thousand working on the site.  More than 15,000 of our comrades have suffered under these awful conditions in the last eight years, and often the bosses of the tunnel consortium denied them even their rightful pay, and only offered coupons valid at the company store (where goods are sold far above value) instead of cash [15].

When our men complain about this, the company bosses just call the riot police.  If the bosses are in a ugly mood they mock us that we are all still too well off, and that we should be glad not to live in the USA, where we all would be debt-slaves.  It’s difficult to see the difference between debt slavery and the conditions our men are forced to live in...

Another difficult question is the political debate how to mend this.  While our Venetian comrades well understand that the real enemy are the greedy businessmen and company owners, who don’t care for the working man, this is much less clear with the workers native to these lands.  From the series of uprisings before the integration in to the German Reich, republicanism still is rather strong among local Swiss workers, and so the local labor movement is fragmented in many sectarian groups.  This developed somewhat out of the radical republican party, that split in several groups.  The most idiotic of them is certainly the radical-anarchic or – as they sometimes are called – ”Libertarian” group, naive theoreticians that praise the abolition of the state and self-responsibility of the individual without demanding a change in the control of the means of production.  Another still rather naive group are the so called Radical-Socialists, who hope to abolish the state and replace it with an association of free workers collectives. How these free associations will accomplish all the great works of improvement that we have certainly seen, although at an awful price, remains unanswered. The third and most influential group are the Republican Workers.  This group actually blames all the sufferings on the institution of monarchy, and proclaims that if a republic is established, all will turn out fine.  If we show them the shocking example of the USA, where republican institutions preserve slavery, and still enslave more and more people, they can’t give you a straight answer.  But this divisive behavior of course just helps the bosses, as a strong union is impossible with so much infighting.

The platform of the newly-founded German Labour Party finds little following under these conditions.  ”You are just a bunch of monarchist puppets” is one of the more moderate accusations I and my comrades hear from the side of the republicans.  It is rather difficult to tell them, that of course we are no great friends of monarchism, as all these royal and ducal houses hold privileges without real merit, BUT that this is not the real question at hand.  So I have to tell them once and again, what the real question is: Industrial Democracy, giving the workers of the factories and mines the right and duty to elect and control the management, and, through the force of a strong Labour Party, to control the government of the country, thus enabling coordination of the economic forces of the country and the individual industries through democratically elected and responsible management on all levels of society, to the common wealth of all people.  And then, the question who nominally heads the state as a symbol, or who nominally owns the factory, will have become irrelevant.

But, dear Giorgio, with all these divisiveness going on here, it’s still a very long road to go. But we aren’t allowed to despair.

I wish you all the best, and look forward to any news you could send me from our comrades back home.

Workingmen solidarity for ever!
Pietro

--

Taken from: "Southwesternmost-Germany: From "Special Case" to Normalcy; A short review of its Nineteenth-Century History"
(c) Prof. Habit (Hans-Pieter) Good, University of Zurich
Published by Verlag Neue Zürcher Zeitung, May 1953
Translated into English by Victor Emmanuel Lopez

Chapter 32: The fall of Helvetia and ways to integration.

The small nation of Helvetia, formed out of the predominantly Protestant French-speaking parts of the former Swiss Kingdom, did not do all that badly in the two decades of its existence, although it had its share of minor problems.  The republic was clearly dominated by the former canton of Vaud, and most institutions were centered in Lausanne, where the second university in the republic was founded.  The former royal domain of Neuchatel had lost much of its importance, the Catholics in Fribourg felt a too-strong domination of Protestantism in Helvetia, and Geneva was unhappy to be only the second place in the state.

At the onset of the Second Napoleonic wars, the Helvetian Directoire clearly saw that taking sides in this conflict would be too risky, and so they stayed more or less successfully neutral. This did not help them in the long run, however.

After the fall of Napoleon IV and the establishment of a new republican regime in Paris, sympathies for the great French brother republic rose high in Helvetia. This did its part to reinforce worries in Frankfurt.  If Helvetia were permitted to fall into a future French sphere of influence, it would become a risk to Germany.  Not only as a staging point for a future invasion of the land between the Aare and the Rhine, but building economic strangulation of the Duchy of Wallis, which still had no secure access routes over German territory.  So demands grew for a stronger integration of Helvetia in to the bloc of countries lead by Germany.  The Helvetian delegates at the peace conference in October 1885 were presented with an effective ultimatum:

Helvetia could remain a nominally independent country, but in economic and military union with the German Reich.  Deutschleger forces would be deployed along Helvetia’s border with France, and the small Helvetian army would be trained and equipped according to German standards and operate under orders from the South-West command of the German General Staff.

When the news of these demands reached Helvetia, this caused quite an uproar.  Demonstrations in Lausanne and other towns seemed to destabilize the country.  Under the pretext of “restoring order”, Deutschleger forces from Bern and Wallis marched on Lausanne. The local authorities in Geneva declared the independence of the “Republic and Free City of Geneva”. On November 27, the Helvetian government surrendered.  The German occupation forces declared the Helvetic state a German protectorate, but for the time being they did not attempt to occupy Geneva.

Presented with this fait accompli, the Third Congress of Vienna recognized both the City Republic of Geneva as an independent nation and the German protectorate over the rest of Helvetia.

In the next few years, the long-term fate of the protectorate was the subject of considerable discussion.  Eventually, the German Kaisers and the Reichs Chancellor agreed that the best solution would probably be outright integration into an already existing state.  As the House of Orange had quite successfully integrated the French speaking minority in the southern Netherlands, it was felt that they would be capable of performing the same here.

So, on June 1, 1888, the Duchy of Bern and the Helvetian Protectorate were officially merged in to the Grand-Duchy of Bern, bringing Vaud under Bernese rule again (as between 1536 and 1798). The full official title was: Grand-Duke of Bern, Count of Lausanne, Gruyere and Yverdon, Prince of Freiburg, Erlach and Neuchatel.  Grand-Duke Friedrich I took possession of his enlarged lands with a promise to integration.

The revised constitution of the Grand-Duchy of Bern guaranteed the equality of both languages (German and French) in internal affairs.  Besides the Universities of Bern, Lausanne and Neuchatel, a bilingual technical university was founded in Freiburg, thus giving respect to the Catholic minority in the united Grand Duchy. The former Helvetians held unrestricted rights as German citizens.  As a special privilege, they were allowed to volunteer to the Deutschleger forces, but exempt from the draft.

Chapter 34: Short review of the situation in the early 1890s.

Duchy of Aargau.

Duke Franz I was succeeded at his death in 1875 by his niece, Maria Theresia I. She was married to Leopold, a Bavarian prince.  Party politics in the Duchy showed frequent changes of the ruling party, as the Liberal Democrats and the (conservative) Peoples Party were of about equal strength. Radical Republicans and Republican Workers party were the most important minority party, before the Aargau section of the German Labour Party emerged as the third force in the 1892 elections, but still far behind the two big blocs. Economically, Aargau became much orientated towards Alsace and the Grand Duchy of Baden, and chemical industries around Basel and in the Rhine-valley and machine-industry near the city of Baden became major economic sectors.  As a special historic attraction, Habsburg Castle was rebuilt as a museum and convention center to commemorate the glory of the ruling family.  Unsurprisingly, the sons of Maria Theresia ended up with the classic Habsburg names Albrecht and Rudolf.

Duchy / Grand Duchy of Bern.

After the death of Duke Heinrich I, he was succeeded by his son, Friedrich I.  Friedrich’s reign saw the incorporation of most of the former state of Helvetia and the elevation of the state of Bern to the rank of Grand-Duchy.  Party politics where dominated by the Liberal Democratic party, but local parties kept influence in some of the French speaking areas. The most important of those was the ”partie populaire vaudoise”, which gained 20% of the total vote in the Grand Duchy, and was admitted into a Grand-Coalition government.  The Catholic minority in Fribourg supported Conservative candidates that later joint the large conservative bloc of the German Peoples Party.  In the 1890s the German Labour party became the third force in Bernese politics.  The economy was still largely dominated by agriculture (dairy, wine, tobacco, wheat and potatoes), and food processing industries, including the processing of cacao beans imported from the German colonies.  Watch-making began to play a significant role in the Jura hills of Neuchatel and around Biel.  And very recently, in the early 1890s, mountain tourism started to become an economic factor as well.

Duchy of Lucerne

Duke Karl I remained in office until his death in 1893, when he was succeeded by his son Robert I.  A university had been established in Lucerne in 1877 [16].  The Duchy remained dominated by the (conservative) Peoples Party. The Liberal Democrats never got more than 25% of the vote, and the new Labour Party was very small until the mid-1890s.  The economy of the Duchy was still largely dominated by agriculture, with some tourism around Lake Lucerne [Pilatus / Bürgenstock] as additional sources of income.

The three states of Louis I (Ticino, Wallis, Uri)

Louis had survived the political fallout of his failed plan for a major alpine railroad linking his three realms. But his position did not gain much strength again after the collapse of the Mountain-Triangle Railroad Corporation in 1876.  He spent most his time on his Lake Palace in Ascona, Ticino.

The Duchy of Ticino, still rather agrarian, had become much integrated with Lombardy in its economy and infrastructure.  Tourism near the lakes developed as a significant economic factor, but not to the same degree as the areas around Lake Como or Lake Garda, which offered better connections to the major cities of the Reich north of the Alps.  Politically, Liberal Democrats and the Peoples Party had alternating rules.

The Duchy of Wallis, a conservative stronghold, had seen little improvement.  Agriculture (dairy, vineyards, and some orchards) dominated the economy.  The first railroad to the outer world wasn’t opened before 1890; construction hadn’t started before the integration of Helvetia into the Reich. 

Uri, another conservative stronghold, did even worse. The collapse of the Triangle-Railroad Corporation had left the state in deep debt, but no railroad was ever opened.  The state saw considerable emigration both to other parts of Germany and to overseas.

Grand Duchy of Zurich

In 1894, Zurich celebrated the thirtieth anniversary of the joint rule of Maria Isabella I and Leopold I.  The Grand Ducal couple was still popular. Politically, the state was usually dominated by the Liberal Democrats, but after the fall of the first PM, Gottfried Keller, in 1876, Zurich had seen several short lived coalition governments. The (conservative) Peoples Party was usually second, but Republican groups kept some influence, especially in the workers movement.  So this movement was quite divided and did not become a major force in Zurich’s politics until 1895, as the Radical Socialists, the Republican Workers and the German Labour Party all were of about equal strength.  Industrialization had developed rapidly and textiles, machinery and tooling industries boomed.  Agriculture also remained strong, with dairy, sugar beets and fruit (apples and pears) as major products. The boom in railroad building had led to very good connections with Aargau, the southern parts of Baden, Würtemberg, Bavaria and the Austrian province of Rheinquellen, and the economy of all these regions was closely integrated.

Republic of the Free City of Geneva.

Established in 1885 as a sovereign state, the small city republic soon developed as a commercial and financial center, where German, French, Italian and other nation’s business and various other interest groups could meet on neutral ground.

--

[1] IOTL, the first railroad was already opened in 1847, ending in a terminal station. Here, with a later start, the project is altered to a diameter line, planned to go on to the north. So the line from the west is further to the south, and turns in a wide bow to the north, with a station orientated north-south.  The site would be that of OTL’s Old Barracks.

[2] In OTL, the regeneration movement of the 1830s had separated the city from its hinterland, to weaken the city’s position in the canton. The surrounding areas were organized in small rural communities. When the rapid growth started mid-nineteenth century, no central urban planning was possible.  The first consolidation took place in 1891, after the suburbs were bankrupted.

[3] The site for the Palace and Parliament, overlooking the city and the lake, would be quite logical if the area isn’t already built up.  IOTL this is the site of the University of Zurich and the Swiss Federal Institute of Technology (now only their city campuses – extension were built further out of the city center later on).

[4] The site of the Cathedral, behind the Palace, is in OTL the site of the University Hospital.

[5] This is an alternative site for the University, close to the city center, but not so close to the palace.  IOTL, the area served as a brewery until recently.

[6] The site for the Central Hospital would be near the former St. Jakob asylum, an area reserved for the sick (especially lepers) since medieval times.  And close to the ATL site of the University, and the central railroad station.

[7] The area in question became a residential quarter for workers and an industrial area even IOTL. But due to the different layout of the rail lines (reaching out west from the terminal station before turning south or north), the OTL area is much more divided than in ATL.

[8] This tourist railway (the steepest normal gauge railroad in Europe) was built as well IOTL, about the same time. The biggest difference is that because of the changed rail network, it now goes out from main railroad station from the beginning, while IOTL an Underground connection wasn’t built before the 1990s.

[9] As IOTL, parts of the lake basin are filled up to gain additional land for Quays and Parks. Differently to OTL, none of the reclaimed land is sold as building sites, so the parks are larger.

[10] The University of Zurich was among the first universities in Europe to allow female students, both OTL and ATL, although with different reasons in the ATL.

[11] Due to the stronger position of Austria ITTL, the Brenner line is finished two years ahead of OTL.

[12] These lines (Engadin / Spluegen), which don’t exist in OTL, would make much sense in a TL where Graubünden and Lombardy are parts of Austria.  So they are preferred for political reasons.  A Spluegen line was actually proposed several times, but IOTL, the Gotthard line was preferred (both ends in Switzerland, establishing an all year connection between Ticino and the rest of Switzerland, over all Swiss territory – so the reasons for the preference were political IOTL as well).

[13] All these lines exist in OTL, allowing travel from Vienna to the westernmost parts of Austria on all Austrian territory. But in a TL where Austria is much more integrated with Germany, much faster connections over Bavarian territory make more sense.

[14] An OTL narrow gauge railroad wasn’t opened until 1999 at the Vereina.  But ITTL, a much earlier connection would make sense.

[15] The description of working conditions are an analogy to OTL’s Gotthard tunnel, built at about the same time, just a bit to the west. For political reasons, ITTL the similar Spluegen project is realised.

[16] The University of Lucerne didn’t exist IOTL until very recently, and the only University in a Catholic area of Switzerland was for very long time the (bilingual) University of Freiburg.

--

Decades of Darkness #103: The Wild Hunt

“Democracy and socialism have nothing in common but one word, equality. But notice the difference: while democracy seeks equality in liberty, socialism seeks equality in restraint and servitude.”
- Alexis de Tocqueville

--

Popular and Electoral Votes for President in 1890
From “1810-1910: A Century of New England Political History”
(c) 1912 by William H. Baldwin
Sandler Publishing Company, Long Island

The 1890 presidential elections came at a time when New England politics had been extremely polarised.  The presence of the Republicans as a third party had for a time moderated the political debate; now attitudes hardened, and in some cases shifted as former Republicans began to alter the viewpoints of their new parties.  The outgoing President Gould’s intervention in the Second Napoleonic Wars had been viewed by many of the Federalists as a betrayal in the way it was carried out, and the failure to achieve any tangible benefits at the peace table afterwards only increased this suspicion.  The inclusion of many former Republicans led to new voices calling for cordial relations with the United States, particularly increasing trading links.  The booming industrial economy and immigration led ever-increasing nativist reaction and resentment, and this strengthened the anti-immigration elements within the Federalists.

With the Radicals, the loudening cry of the new generation of political leaders was for government to provide a moral example to the people of New England.  The most activist members of the Radicals came to the fore.  They demanded the ending of exploitation of child labour and other industrial reform, government welfare to help those in need, including old-age pensions, temperance, female suffrage, open immigration and racial equality.  This also meant that the Radicals’ long-held opposition to slavery, which had often been muted for political considerations, was now again brought into the realm of public debate.

The Federalist convention was quite placid by the standards of the time, with Vice-President Cornelius Montgomery chosen virtually unopposed in his bid to become the third New England President from New Hampshire and the first Federalist Vice-President since Daniel Webster to win the presidency.  The real argument at the convention was who would win the vice-presidential nomination, as that was believed to be both the opportunity to deliver a closely-fought state but also to give a younger candidate some valuable political experience and credibility.  After several close ballots, Mark Anthony of Connecticut won the vice-presidential nomination.

By comparison, the Radical convention was highly acrimonious.  Governor John Brawley, Jr [1] of Michigan, a staunch advocate of temperance and female suffrage, was a leading contender.  So was Senator Jacob Kyle of Rhode Island, firmly pro-temperance, also a supporter of government welfare and vocally anti-slavery, who had been the vice-presidential candidate in 1884.  The third leading candidate was Governor J. Baird Weaver of Niagara, a strong populist in favour of rights for workers, protection from big business, and other industrial reform.  The convention was deadlocked for three days and twenty-six ballots without any candidate obtaining the two-thirds majority required.  Weaver withdrew after ten ballots with a promise of support for the vice-presidential nomination from Brawley.  However, while Brawley obtained a simple majority of the ballots, Kyle stubbornly refused to withdraw his candidacy.  With no clear way to resolve the deadlock, delegates turned to a compromise candidate.  Attention centred on John Hunter, Speaker of the House.  Hunter had a reputation as a political moderate but articulate orator, a former Republican turned Radical who had obtained his position as Speaker because of his broad appeal amongst all parties.  Hunter had previously been a vice-presidential candidate for the Republicans, where had won a reputation as a sound campaigner, and in this convention he had also sought the vice-presidential nomination.  Hunter was eventually persuaded to put his name forward for the presidential nomination on the twenty-fifth ballot, which was indecisive.  On the twenty-sixth ballot, Kyle eventually withdrew, finally recognising that he would not win the nomination, and Brawley retained a simple majority but not the two-thirds majority retired.  After further back-room manoeuvring, Weaver agreed to seek the vice-presidency under Hunter, and instructed his supporters to transfer their ballots to Hunter.  On the twenty-seventh ballot, Hunter won the necessary two-thirds majority, and Weaver was nominated as the vice-presidential candidate.

              Popular Votes       Electoral Votes
State         Mon.      Hun.      Mon. Hun.
Connecticut   75,201    72,244    9    0
Hudson        234,196   243,506   0    26
Long Island   151,740   227,232   0    21
Maine         68,058    60,324    8    0
Massachusetts 303,851   106,759   22   0
Michigan      155,709   265,126   0    23
New Brunswick 37,452    21,996    5    0
New Hampshire 41,043    37,879    6    0
New Jersey    105,410   139,729   0    14
Niagara       166,111   195,013   0    20
Nova Scotia   62,380    33,589    7    0
Rhode Island  21,088    26,839    0    4
Vermont       44,445    42,726    6    0
Total         1,466,684 1,472,961 63   108

While the popular vote was close, the electoral returns clearly handed John Hunter the presidency.  The expectation amongst the leading figures in the Radical Party was that Hunter would be largely a figurehead President, with most power remaining in the hands of the Radicals in Congress, and that Hunter would make little mark on New England.  Their expectations would not last longer than the day of Hunter’s inauguration, but even before that date the outgoing President Gould would deliver an astonishing surprise from what should have been his lame-duck period in office...

--

2 January 1891
Federal House
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

“Six years of the Radicals,” President Gould muttered.  He had a large glass of rum in one hand, something which was still legal for now in Connecticut.  How much longer would that last, with the Radicals about to assume control of Congress as well as the Presidency?

“We may not even recognise New England by the time they are finished with it,” Gould said.  He had no audience, but sometimes things needed to be said aloud.  The Radicals would let any riff-raff into New England, even Catholics.  They would strain relations with the United States which he had spent years carefully cultivating.  He did not love the Americans, but they were there across the border, and wishing them away or preaching about slavery would not make them disappear.  The trade with them was a large part of what made New England prosperous, but the Radicals would threaten that in the name of moral fervour.  And they would change the face of New England society almost beyond knowing.

A knock interrupted his maudlin drinking.  “Sir, President Mahan has sent a telegram, requesting you to host him at a state visit as soon as possible.”

Gould tried to focus through the alcoholic haze.  “What?  Why would Mahan bother to talk a lame duck?”

--

12 January 1891
Federal House
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

“This is an unexpected honour,” Gould said.  “Rare is the American President who will set foot in New England.”

“Rarer still is the New England President who has dared to visit our den of jackals in Columbia,” Mahan said.  “I hope you’ll excuse me for abandoning formality, but there are things I would like to enact, and they need to be done soon.”

“If you want to arrange any diplomacy with New England, it will need to be very soon,” Gould said.  “These modern Radicals are unbearably tiresome.  They have changed from what they once were.  John Adams IV was a man I often disagreed with, but he was nonetheless honourable and courteous.  These new Radicals know neither honour nor courtesy.  Their foremost creed is that they know what is best for everyone.  Mark my words, they will make life difficult for us, but also for you.  They will refuse to deal with you as a nation which endorses slavery.  If you make a state visit to one of them, they wouldn’t even be legally able to offer you a drink like I have just done.  They will finish off the proposal to grant women the vote; that was imposed on us by a Congress which has considerable dissenters within my own party, as well as most all of the Radicals.  And that will open the door to anarchy.”

“That may be, but for now you are still the President of New England, and it is you I can deal with,” Mahan said.

“Not for very long,” Gould answered.

“You can sign executive orders.  Your Congress is still required to gather for one more session, and your party still retains a majority.  They can legislate on other matters, if you need.”

“What would they need to legislate?”

“Recognition,” Mahan said.  “Ever since Lincoln, New England has never recognised our annexation of Cuba and Puerto Rico... and we have never recognised your annexation of Dominica or your not-quite protectorate over Haiti.  Strictly speaking, we could declare war over Dominica if one person there invited us to contest your annexation.”

Gould raised a questioning eyebrow.

Mahan said, “Mitchell, my vice-president, wants that, for one.  I’d rather get all such untidy diplomatic arrangements formalised before they can be turned into conflicts.”

“What about Liberia?” Gould asked.

“That can also be arranged, since their recent constitution has an exile clause which allows freed slaves from America to settle there at any time.  That is the only point about Liberia which the United States cares about that.  There is also the issue of Liberia’s border with Britain’s colonies, but that is something you can resolve yourself.”

“You can arrange recognition with your Congress?” Gould asked.

“Easily enough,” Mahan said.  “Your ownership of Dominica is a fait accompli.  Enough people recognise that, and they will not grumble over such a trade providing you also recognise Cuba and Puerto Rico.  The Patriots are a spent force anyway, so I need not fear there.”

“Is that the only reason you visited here?” Gould said.

Mahan laughed.  “Not at all.  Another more pressing matter awaits us.  I don’t know how much Britain has bothered to keep you informed, but I gather from our friends in Portugal that the tensions between those two nations over the Boers and other disputed territory are intense.  Portugal fears it may come to war... and neither of us would want to have our alliances activated.”

“Surely it won’t come to that,” Gould said.

“Britain pushes hard, or rather its colonial subjects push hard and Britain does not stop them.  I think we should propose joint mediation between them to resolve the dispute.”

“Joint mediation by a President who will lose office in less than two months?  Any negotiations would surely take longer than that.”

“Yes, but why should that matter?” Mahan asked.  “You are mediating as a respected statesman, and that is a rank you will hold even after your presidential term ends.  Indeed, in some ways it may make your task easier.  We need to find something which will allow Portugal and Britain to compromise.”

“I suppose we could try, at that,” Gould said.

--

Excerpts from “The 100 Most Influential Men In World History”
By Alexandra Samotsova [2]
Translated by Alyssa Sherman
St Petersburg, Russian Federation
(c) 1973 Ulyanov & Trotsky Publishing Co., St Petersburg.
Used with permission.

27. John Hunter (19th President of New England).

John Hunter is the only New England President I have chosen to include in this work.  Historically speaking, New England Presidents had much less impact than many other heads of state; their short terms in office and ineligibility to seek re-election combined to limit their influence.  Only a few could rise above these limitations to wield considerable power, and of these John Hunter was the foremost.  The social policies he pioneered in New England – along with the similar examples being developed on the opposite side of the world – would become an example which, in time, much of the world would follow...

--

Taken from: “Phrases for the Ages: Memorable Political Speeches”
(c) 1951 by Harold Larsen
Crocodile Publications: Palmerston [Darwin], Northern Australia

Excerpts from New England President John Hunter’s inauguration address, 4 March 1891

This world is an uncertain realm, filled with danger.  From wind and wave, from sword and sickness, from hatred and happenstance, many perils assail those who fill this earth.  In ancient times, the Greeks made a Lighthouse at Alexandria, to provide a guiding light to those who came near, and in a small way make this world safer for those who breathe its air.  So, in this modern day, we will make New England a beacon to the world.  A moral light amongst the world’s darkness, to guide to safety and progress those who would venture through this life, and a shelter from the storms and troubles that wrack it.  We will make of New England a bastion of learning, that all who dwell on her shores may gain an education and advance their knowledge, so that through invention and industry they may discover medicines to cure the world’s diseases, understanding to live better as men, and manufactures to increase their comforts as they dwell under the sun.  We will make New England a protected land, where her inhabitants are sheltered from the iniquity of alcohol and other poisons which would bring violence to her homes and streets, and folly, cowardice and slothfulness to men who would otherwise be strong.  We will make the government of New England a friend to the people, that those who give to the nation through labours may receive in return the protection of her sheltering arms when they are frail or injured or sick or unable to secure gainful employment.  We will make of New England a haven to the world, that those who flee persecution or famine or war or hatred across the seas may find in these shores a place of welcome and refuge.  May those who sail into New York Harbour find a Colossus waiting to protect them, a place where the torch of liberty is ever held aloft, that there they may live and work in peace and prosperity.  We will make of New England a nation where all men and women may live thus throughout their lives: from each according to his abilities, to each according to his needs.

--

The Seventh Amendment to the Constitution of New England was ratified by the New Brunswick Legislature on 10 March 1892, the tenth state to do so, and went into force on 1 May 1892.

1. The right of citizens of the Republic of New England to vote shall not be denied or abridged by the Republic or any State on account of sex.

2. The Congress shall have power to enforce, by appropriate legislation, the provisions of this article.

--

Extract from: The Encyclopaedia Recidivus (3rd edition)
Editor-in-chief Lord Percy Kelvin III
(c) 1949 New Cambridge University Press
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Prohibition Movement (New England):

In New England, Prohibition was enacted as a gradual process throughout the seventh, eighth and ninth decades of the nineteenth century.  It began with the passage of statutory limitations on the sale of alcoholic beverages with individual states, starting with New Brunswick (1871) and Maine (1873), and spreading to other states throughout the next two decades.  By 1891, seven states were ‘dry’ and six were ‘wet’ (Long Island, Hudson, Rhode Island, Connecticut, Massachusetts and Nova Scotia).  In that year, the New England Congress approved a law forbidding the transportation of alcoholic beverages across state lines, using their authority to regulate interstate commerce.  One further state went dry in 1892 (Hudson), largely under federal pressure, but the remaining states refused to do so, and threatened a constitutional challenge to any federal law requiring them to do so.  The passage of equal rights legislation (see Suffrage, female) in that year increased political support for prohibition, and Connecticut and Rhode Island also went dry.  The remaining states continued to oppose prohibition, but the passage of the Eighth Amendment to the New England Constitution brought universal Prohibition to New England.

--

The Eighth Amendment to the Constitution of New England was ratified by the Michigan Legislature on 16 August 1894, the tenth state to do so, and went into force on 16 February 1895.

1. After six months from the ratification of this article the manufacture, sale, or transportation of intoxicating liquors within, the importation thereof into, or the exportation thereof from New England and all territory subject to the jurisdiction thereof for beverage purposes is hereby prohibited.

2. The Congress and the several States shall have concurrent power to enforce, by appropriate legislation, the provisions of this article.

--

The Ninth Amendment to the Constitution of New England was ratified by the New Jersey Legislature on 6 November 1895, and went into force on 1 January 1896.

1. The right of citizens of the Republic of New England to vote shall not be denied or abridged by the Republic or any State on account of race, color, or illiteracy.

2. The Congress shall have power to enforce, by appropriate legislation, the provisions of this article.

--

[1] This is an ATL brother of Josephine Brawley Hughes, who was an influential advocate of temperance and women’s rights.  ITTL, her father John Brawley moved from Pennsylvania to Michigan after the failed Pennsylvania Rebellion of 1834.

[2] Alexandra Samotsova, and her companion and English translator Alyssa Sherman, writing about the history of influential men came as about as much of a shock as, say, OTL’s Germaine Greer would.  Their choice of which historical figures have been most influential is unorthodox, to say the least.

--

Decades of Darkness #104a: Diamonds Are Forever

“We stand on the cusp of history: to our left lies infamy, to our right beckons success.
With our courage in war and our industry we will create our remembrance.
We stand midway to eternity.”
- From the State of the Union Address by Lewis Mitchell, 19th President of the United States, 1905

--

“South Africa is where the rot began.  A few over-eager imperialists in the Cape ended up dictating policy for Britain.  Of course the government of the day thought that they had to intervene.  They had the best interests of the Empire at heart, or so they thought.  Instead, they had just laid the first paving stone on the road to hell.”
- Neville Wood, last Prime Minister of the United Kingdom, in his memoirs “Good Intentions”, written during the final days of his imprisonment

--

Taken from: “Gold and Khaki: The History of the Kingdom War [1]”
(c) 1948 by Marthinus Kruger
Orbit Publishing Company: Bulawayo, South Africa

The war had several causes, but at its most fundamental it represented the continuing struggle of the Boers to avoid British rule.  To do so, they had fled out of the Cape and begun the Great Trek.  After defeating the Zulus, and with numbers boosted by Flemish and other German immigrants (particularly after 1849), the Boers established four republics: Natalia, Orange Free State, Transvaal and Maritzia [2].  Natalia was quickly swallowed by the British, but the others remained, standing across the path for British expansion from the Cape.

Other powers also had an interest in southern Africa.  Portugal had long claimed all the interior along the Zambezi between her existing colonies of Angola and Mozambique, and formed a tacit alliance with the neighbouring Boers.  Liberia, a developing power and backed by New England, claimed an ill-defined area of the interior as protection for the local inhabitants, a claim which became more vigorously defended after the discovery of diamonds in the Kimberley and the belief that the diamond fields extended into the Liberian hinterland.  Germany had no direct colonial interests in the region, but affirmed a strong desire for the German-speaking (as defined by Germany) Boers to retain their independence.  The potential presence of diamonds, and in many areas their agricultural fertility, made them prized targets.

All of these claims became secondary when the richest gold field on earth was discovered in the Witwatersrand in 1881.  Transvaal President Koos Cronje is reported to have said, “I fear for my people, for any gold pulled from the ground will be stained red with our blood.”  This was a prophetic insight.  British citizens from South Africa, and a rush of foreign immigrants, poured across the border in the grip of gold fever.  The outlanders soon outnumbered the Boers around the gold-fields, to the fear and dismay of the Transvaal government.  The Transvaal denied the immigrants voting rights and placed heavy taxes on gold; in response the newcomers demanded annexation from the British government.  The British government ignored these calls for a time, as good relations with Germany were considered more pressing against the background of looming war with France and Russia.

Once the war in Europe was won, the tension around the Cape continued to increase.  The tangle of competing interests with Britain, Portugal, Liberia, New England and Germany had not been resolved by the Third Congress of Vienna.  Some colonial leaders, especially Frederick Morton [3], exacerbated matters even further by pushing for mining rights amongst the still-free native peoples north of Maritzia.  Emboldened by the backing of New England, Liberia sought to take advantage of the disputes and pushed for the creation of a ‘Greater Liberia’ in its hinterland to secure the rights of the native inhabitants.  Portugal continued to provide unofficial backing to the Boers, and vehemently insisted on the protection of its claims to the provinces of Masvingo and Manicaland and the lands along the River Zambezi [4].

And the root cause of the tension proved unsolvable: the Transvaal government continued to impose severe restrictions on the voting rights of the outlanders, and the calls for revolution continued.  Influential leaders in South Africa, including Governor of the Cape Sir Cecil Manchester, and mining magnates Frederick Morton and Reginald Pitt, demanded that Britain annex the Boer Republics.  At first this was resisted in London, but with the election of a Tory government in 1887 and the appointment of Sir Anthony Chapman as British Colonial Secretary [5], these calls found a receptive ear.

Chapman became determined to provoke war with the Boer Republics, although he wanted the Boers to declare war first so that it would be easier to defend British actions to her allies in Europe [i.e. Germany and Portugal].  Chapman authorised Manchester to be extremely obstructive in negotiations with the Boers, and in particular to keep demanding full legal equality for British settlers living in the Transvaal.  As this would give the outlanders a powerful voice in the government, President Cronje refused, leading to deployment of British troops along the border with Transvaal.  When negotiations eventually broke down in 1890, the three Boer Republics issued a joint ultimatum to stand down troops from the Transvaal border.  When this was refused, the Boers declared war, and their troops crossed the border into the Cape Colony and Natal...

--

Taken from: “Blood and Iron: The Concise Encyclopaedia of Military History”
(c) 1949 General D. Hanson (retd)
Vanderbilt Press
New York City, Long Island, New England

Anglo-Boer War (21 September 1890 – 29 October 1893)
A war in southern Africa between British and Empire forces and the Boer Republics.  The immediate cause of the war was disputes over mining and political rights for British subjects in Transvaal.  The war was fought in two distinct phases.  The first, ‘regular’ phase of the war saw an initial Boer advance into British territory at the Cape and Natal, followed by the arrival of British reinforcements from across the Empire and capture of capitals of the Boer Republics between April and September 1891.

--

17 August 1891
New England Embassy
Columbia, Federal District

“So, gentleman, may I suggest that we shake hands, now that everything is agreed?” said Stephen Gould, former President of New England and current mediator between the representatives of Britain, Portugal and Liberia.  Or Greater Liberia, which Mr. B. Talifero Pickering claimed to be the ambassador of.  Gould thought of him as the Liberian minister to New England, but it would be less than diplomatic to point it out.

Pickering, Sir Derek Haynes, the British ambassador, José Manuel Lopes, the Portuguese emissary, and Gould all shook hands with each other.  President Mahan kept in the background, as if to allow Gould to appear the sole mediator.  Everyone present knew it was to avoid shaking hands with Pickering, but by delicate unspoken agreement no-one commented on it.  For the same reason, these talks had been held in the New England embassy, since legally Pickering could not set foot on American soil except when he was in transit between New England itself and the embassy here, and that only because he had diplomatic protection as a New England representative, not a Liberian.

The three representatives in turn signed the three copies of the Columbia Accord, recognising the new borders between the three nations [6].  The Boers had yet to agree to these borders, but their final agreement would be secured at British gunpoint within a few weeks, Gould was sure.  As would the finalising of Liberian claims to their own territory.

“Shame I couldn’t get London to agree to a corridor of to East Africa,” Haynes murmured, and Gould nodded.  That had been an ambitious proposal; a twenty-mile wide corridor between British territory to connect South Africa to British Africa and hence to Cairo, in exchange for other territory near Goa and elsewhere in India.  But the government in London had baulked at the cost of a Cape to Cairo Railroad, and thus the proposal had died.  Still, the treaty they had signed as a worthy accomplishment, and had headed off a war which would have benefited no-one except vultures.

“Now there’ll be peace in southern Africa,” Gould said, and he received a round of nods.  This wasn’t quite true yet.  Bulawayo, the capital of Maritzia, still had to fall, but he was sure it would go the way of Bloemfontein, capital of the Orange Free State, and Retief [Pretoria], capital of the Transvaal, and then the war would be over.

He would soon find out how wrong he was.

--

[1] Kingdom War is one name for the Anglo-Boer War, generally used by the more pro-establishment writers in South Africa.

[2] Roughly the south-western third of OTL Zimbabwe initially, later expanding northward and also westward into parts of OTL Botswana.

[3] Frederick Morton is an “enlightened” colonial leader of the same general ilk as Cecil Rhodes.

[4] In OTL, Portugal was also quite determined about its own claims to link Angola and Mozambique by ruling the connecting territory, and only stopped after Britain came close to war.  Expecting American and Brazilian backing in case of war here, Portugal is more determined to press its case.

[5] Since the British claim a (theoretical) suzerainty over the Boer Republics, negotiations with them were part of the Colonial Secretary’s role, not the Foreign Secretary.

[6] The borders between the three nations have been set as follows: between Liberia and British South Africa, the Orange River and the 20th meridian east of Greenwich.  Between Liberia and Portugal, the existing border has been extended to the River Cubango (north and east of which is Portuguese territory).  Between Portugal and British South Africa, the border runs along the Cubango, then the main border is the Zambezi.  Portugal also has some territory south of the Zambezi, namely the provinces of Masvingo, Manicaland and Mashonaland.  The first two of these are more or less identical to the identically-named provinces of OTL Zimbabwe.  Mashonaland is more complicated, it includes most of the OTL Mashonaland Central and Mashonaland East provinces of Zimbabwe (and parts of OTL Mozambique which are also included in these provinces).  However, the parts of OTL Mashonaland Central and Mozambique which lie south of the Zambezi and west of the Huyani are here included in British territory.  The treaty also includes provisions for a joint surveying commission to confirm the borders of the various provinces, where necessary, with appeal to New England to mediate the borders if necessary.

--

Decades of Darkness #104b: A Picture Is Worth A Thousand Words

“The Prime Minister calls this the best of times for the Empire, but it is the worst of times.  We entered this war for philanthropic reasons, but it has become a war of extermination.  General Milne will make a desert, and he will call that peace.”
- George Evans, British opposition (Liberal) MP, addressing the House of Commons during the Anglo-Boer War

--

Taken from: “Gold and Khaki: The History of the Kingdom War”
(c) 1948 by Marthinus Kruger
Orbit Publishing Company: Bulawayo, South Africa

At the outbreak of war, both sides expected a swift and victorious conclusion.  The Boer leaders, particularly Koos Cronje and Piet De Wet, were convinced that their superior knowledge of the terrain and proficient marksmanship would enable them to inflict a few swift defeats on the colonial forces, before reinforcements could be sent from Britain.  They then expected to return to the negotiating table, where they believed that the British would be more willing to compromise.

For their part, the British leadership, especially at the Cape, believed that they could quickly march through the Boer Republics, seize the key cities of Retief, Bulawayo and Bloemfontein, and then the war would be over.  They had sound reasons for confidence.  This was the same British Army which had vanquished Napoleon IV, and had triumphed in innumerable colonial struggles.  How could three insignificant republics, whose total Boer population was less than half a million inhabitants, defy the forces of the largest empire in the world?

Sadly, as it turned out, both sides were wrong.  The conflict would eventually see more than 350,000 British and colonial troops deployed against the Boers, in a bitter war which defied all expectations...

--

7 October 1891
Near Rustenburg, Transvaal

Retief has fallen, but the war is not over.  So Petrus Reitz told himself.  It had to be true.  So Commandant Rhoodie had assured Reitz and the rest of the men when he returned from the kriegsraad [commandants’ meeting] to plan the ambush.  They could continue the struggle.  They had to continue it.

“Morton thinks he has beaten us,” Rhoodie had said, the night before.  “But we will teach him better.  It is one thing to invade our country; it is another to hold it.  We know this veldt of ours better than these Uitlanders can ever manage.  We shall strike hard, then escape, and strike them again another day, until the British can stand to bleed no more.”

This morning, the commando had deployed in a couple of hills, the men concealing themselves amongst the rocks.  The British would not see them coming.  Indeed, the British would not know until it was too late.  Reitz had done this several times before, and he was ready to keep on doing it until the British gave up.

A trail of dust marked the passage of the British column, as they patrolled along the rail line.  They would be expecting sabotage along the tracks.  That might happen, but not today.  Reitz and the rest of the Boers knew the ranges from the hills to where the column would march.  He picked out a target, a man dressed a little more cleanly than most of the British around him.  He might be an officer, although the British officers had taken to dressing in infantrymen’s clothes once they realised how well the Boers could shoot.  Reitz only waited for the signal shot from the commandant before he opened fire.

When the head of the patrol came almost too close for Reitz’s liking, Rhoodie loosed a single shot.  Reitz fired one shot, watching through the sights and saw his target collapse to the ground.  Dead or wounded, there was no way to tell.  But he wasn’t the only one; more men dropped around him.  It was hard to say how many had been hit, since the rest of the British ducked anyway.  The British didn’t recognise at first where the rifle fire was coming from, thanks to the smokeless powder.

Reitz took his time choosing another shot; there was no reason to waste ammunition.  Many things were in short supply amongst the Boers, but bullets most of all.  He picked out another man, a British soldier crouching not quite well enough behind a bush, and fired again.  The soldier didn’t move again after Reitz’s shot.

Reitz fired only three more shots before the call went out to fall back.  It was a sensible choice; the British were firing back in numbers by now.  No point to this ambush if it cost too many casualties.  He crawled down the reverse slope of the hill, with the other Boers doing the same, and toward his waiting pony.  “A successful raid,” Reitz said, to the sound of cheers.  They just needed to keep at this until the British give up.

--

11 May 1892
Brisbane [1]
British Colony of Natal

The first thing Captain Bryce Hamilton noticed when the Liberty brought him and his fellow Canadian volunteers into Brisbane was the sparkling expanse of blue harbour.  The lagoon was immense, and would surely offer shelter from the worst storms.  The second thing he noticed, as the ship docked, was a couple of horsts chugging along the streets.  One blew a cloud of smoke behind it, and the breeze brought the pungent aroma of burnt petroleum.  He couldn’t smell anything from the other one, so no way to know if it was another petroleum-burner or a steamer.

The third thing he noticed, as he and Sergeant Tatum and the rest of the soldiers disembarked, was a man in a broad-brimmed hat waiting to greet them.  “Welcome to South Africa, gentlemen,” the man said.  “I’m Captain Simpson, and may I extend the thanks of the British Army that you’ve volunteered to help us with this little unpleasantness.”

Hamilton stepped forward and offered his hand.  “Glad to help.  I’m Captain Bryce Hamilton.  Where do you want us to go?”

“For now, assemble your men here.  We’re waiting on a boatload of Australians as well.  That’s their ship docking over there.”

Hamilton gave Tatum brief instructions, and the sergeant left to organise the men behind him.  Hamilton stepped closer to Simpson.  “What’s really happening here?  The newspapers scream about all sorts of things I’m not sure I want to believe.”

“Expect lots of hot marching,” Simpson said.  “Too much ground to cover, and not enough train lines.”

“Don’t horsts help there?” Hamilton said.

Simpson laughed.  “Too dry.  Not enough water for steam engines, and good luck finding petroleum for the newer horsts, come to that.  No, we march and we fight.  If we can come to grips with the Boers.”

“Difficult?”

“They know their country.  We don’t, or not well enough.”

Hamilton thought about asking if that meant he was in for a bad time, but some things were best left unasked.  “Ah, our Australian friends have arrived.”

The same breeze brought the sounds of their voices; broad drawling accents which he could scarcely credit as English.  The whole lot of them had come equipped with broad-brimmed hats like the one which Simpson wore, though.

If the Australian soldiers had an officer, Hamilton couldn’t see him.  They milled about between their boat and the Canadian soldiers, with no hint of military discipline that he could see.  Then he picked out a few words of what the Australians were saying, and who they were saying it about.  “Tommy ponce’d chunder his guts if he smelled a horse, I reckon,” one said.  The others were even less complimentary about Captain Simpson and used the worst obscenities as punctuation.

Has Simpson understood?  If the British officer had only a little more trouble than Hamilton with the accent, he probably wouldn’t have recognised it.

But no, Simpson turned to the Australians and barked, “You there!  Form into line and be quiet!”

The Australians didn’t move, and kept talking amongst themselves.  If they made further comments about the British officer, Hamilton couldn’t understand them.

“I gave you soldiers an order,” Simpson said, speaking louder and more slowly.

“We don’t need to take it,” one of the Australians said.  “We’ve got our own homers [officers].”

Simpson frowned.  Hamilton wondered if he should intervene, but a voice rang out from the back of the crowd of Australians.  “Form up, men!”  That voice sounded almost British in its tones, although the speaker, as he came forward, was dressed like the Australians.

“Sorry about that, mate,” the newcomer said.  “Aussies soldiers usually obey only their own officers [2].”

“I know; I’ve dealt with them before,” Hamilton said.  “Best get them into battle; you Australians do wonders there, if not elsewhere.”

“Sounds a bloody good idea,” the Australian officer said.

Hamilton shook his head.  He’d served several years service along the American border, and dealt with plenty of Canadian and Yankee and American soldiers.  He’d also fought in the last days of the Second Napoleonic Wars, and met British, Portuguese, Aragonese, Brazilian and German soldiers.  Even a few captured French and Spaniards.  But he’d never seen any soldiers who would treat an officer like that.  And yet Simpson didn’t even seem to care very much about it.

Turning to his sergeant, Hamilton murmured, “Tatum, I don’t think we’re in Kingston any more.”

--

Taken from: “Gold and Khaki: The History of the Kingdom War”
(c) 1948 by Marthinus Kruger
Orbit Publishing Company: Bulawayo, South Africa

The tactics of the Boers baffled and angered the British generals.  Milne and Howard and Rogers were all accomplished generals, having won victories in the Second Napoleonic Wars and myriad colonial struggles, but their tactics were useless here.  The British troops were used to fighting in formation, and relied on lavish supplies.  On the vast emptiness of the veldt, they had immense trouble maintaining their supplies or coming to grips with the fast-moving and dispersed Boer commandos.  Milne gradually began to change their tactics to combat the sabotage and guerrilla raids.  Part of this involved equipping tens of thousands of men as mounted infantry, to better enable them to pursue the Boers.  Another part involved the development of static defences, the famous blockhouses, to restrict the Boer movements.  But neither of these were enough.  So Milne arranged the intensification of steps to cut the Boers off from their civilian sources of supply...

--

14 May 1892
Columbia, Federal District
United States of America

If he wanted to, Jesse Grant could have stayed in his luxurious office at the Columbia Messenger and never set a foot outside it to work.  He had editors, and he had reporters and photographers working for him – more than he needed, sometimes.  The Columbia Messenger was the federal capital’s best-selling paper, and only one of the six newspapers he owned nationwide.

But Grant still went out onto the streets sometimes.  He wanted to find things out, and some things could not be worked out if he sheltered behind a desk.  Such as what was really going on at the Cape.

“Tell me, Mr Jones, how does it feel to be back on American soil?”

“Glad to be here, but sad that the limeys are still killing those brave Boers,” Jones said.

“The Boers are killing British soldiers too, and rather more of the British than they lose their own, I believe,” Grant said.

“Course they do.  The Boers are braver than anyone else in Africa.  Not hard, though, when it’s full of limeys and niggers.”

“So you think the Boers will win?”

Jones spat on the ground.  “The limeys are bringing in men by the tens of thousands from their Empire.  Canadians and Irish and Australians and Indians and God only knows who else.  The Boers and men like me who helped them are very few, by comparison.”

“But they’ve received volunteers from all over the world,” Grant said.

“A few, aye, but not enough.  Everyone the world over has reason to hate the limeys.  There were Brits and Irish and Americans like me who were working the gold mines on the Rand and joined the Boers.  Plenty more came to join in; French and Germans and Russians and Irish republicans and even some Yankees, although there’s Yankee volunteers on the limeys’ side too.  But most of the volunteers left after Retief fell.”

“You stayed on,” Grant said.  “Why?”

“You shouldn’t give up a war just because one city’s fallen.  Old Washington got burned twice, and we stayed in our wars with the limeys then.  The Russians didn’t give up when Moscow fell to Boney.”

“Then why are you here now?” Grant asked.

“Because our commando got captured, eventually,” Jones said, a sour twist on his face.  “Blake, the vecht-general, is dead somewhere on the veldt, and the limeys captured the rest of us.  They paroled us to return home eventually, and so here I am.”

“Here you are, but where will you go now?” Grant said.

“Anywhere, so long as there’s no God-damned limeys,” Jones replied.

“Thank you for answering my questions,” Grant said.

“Thank you for asking them,” Jones said.  “You just make sure that you tell the whole world what’s happening in South Africa.  The world needs to know.”

“I will, Mr Jones,” Grant said.

--

24 July 1892
Near Kroonstad
Orange Free State (Boer-claimed)
Orange River Colony (British-claimed)

“Commandant Badenhorst, thank you for letting me see this,” Jesse Grant murmured.  The Commandant himself had left already, along with his men, leaving Grant and his photographer alone except for the scattered British dead.  The British would be along soon to bury them, but for now Grant got to see the carnage of war first-hand.

“See what photos you can take of the dead,” Grant murmured to the photographer.

“Certainly, sir.  Would you help me rearrange the bodies to conceal their wounds?”

“No, show them as they fell.  Let the world see the face of war,” Grant said.

“You would deny the dead their dignity?” the photographer asked, sounding astonished.

“No, I am honouring them.  It’s a lie to show them in some carefully arranged position.  This lets the world know how they died, so that they may be discouraged from doing the same thing again [3].”

--

16 August 1892
Aarndst Assembly Camp
Orange Free State (Boer-claimed)
Orange River Colony (British-claimed)

“The reason for these camps, as far as I can see it, is to kill the inhabitants slowly,” Jesse Grant said.

The Reverend Michael Godwin sighed.  “The purpose is to feed and protect them.  Would you rather we leave them as homeless refugees abandoned on the trackless veldt?”

“Homeless because your British soldiers have blown up their houses and burned their farms,” Grant said.  “If your General Milne has his way, there will not be a Boer farm left anywhere on the veldt.  What other civilized government has ordered the mass destruction of an entire nation?”

“These Boers are supplying those who conduct the war,” Godwin said.

“Those Boers, as you call them, are women and children and men too old to fight.  Hardly grave dangers to your hundreds of thousands of British soldiers.”

Godwin said, “You Americans have turned people out of their homes in Mexico for supporting guerrillas, just as Britain has done here.”

Grant raised an eyebrow.  “I dare say if we adopted your tactics here, the last Mexican war would have been over in a couple of years, but we’d have been rightly condemned by the whole world for it.  We did nothing like this.  We have arrested those we caught supplying guerrillas, and duly tried and convicted them.  We have not emptied every farm in sight and imprisoned the inhabitants for the terrible crime of being born Boers.”

“That’s rich, coming from a nation who condemns every man of African heritage to a lifetime of bondage,” Godwin muttered.

“No American would leave a slave to starve like you’ve done with the white men here [4].”

Godwin said, “That is a blatant lie, Mr. Grant.  We have provided the camp’s inhabitants with sufficient food [5].”

“If that’s true, why does my photographer have images of starved, emaciated children?  Why are so many of the Boers dying of whooping cough and measles and diarrhoea and scarlet fever and a host of other diseases?”

“We are doing our best!” Godwin said.  “I find these deaths as shocking as you do.  Our doctors treat all they can, we provide them with food!  What else can we do?”

“You British concentrated them here.  Every death here is your responsibility, and your damnation,” Grant said.

--

Taken from The Columbia Messenger (2 October 1892)
Simultaneously published in six other American newspapers, and widely copied by other newspapers throughout North America, Europe, Russia and Nippon

The photographs which this newspaper has published over the last few days have indeed been shocking, and not in accord with what is usually published.  But these images were necessary, to show what has been done, and to bring an end to the tragic suffering being imposed on the people of the Boer Republics.

No-one would deny that the British soldiers are entitled to defend themselves from guerrilla attacks, regardless of one’s opinion of the justness of their cause.  If a nation’s armed forces are attacked, they are entitled to defend themselves.  What can and should be questioned is the manner of that defence.

Guerrilla warfare can be difficult to defeat, as the people of the United States have long known, and as Britain is now discovering in southern Africa and the Philippines.  Yet some tactics should not be used by any civilized nation.  Civilians should be protected during warfare, not its targets.  The indiscriminate destruction of civilian property violates the most basic tenets of a civilized society.

By its own claims, the British government has acknowledged that the Boers are its subjects.  Citizens should be protected by their government, not killed by it.  These are women and children, non-combatants whom no-one claims are or ever were in arms against the British.  They are certainly prisoners now, and capable of no harm to the British Army.  Each of the thousands of deaths in these assembly camps each month can be blamed on the British government.  A government which is killing its own women and children in the name of a misguided war which should never have been fought.

--

Taken from: “Blood and Iron: The Concise Encyclopaedia of Military History”
(c) 1949 General D. Hanson (retd)
Vanderbilt Press
New York City, Long Island, New England

Anglo-Boer War (21 September 1890 – 29 October 1893)
The second, ‘guerrilla’ phase of the war saw the wide-ranging, dispersed Boer commandos raid British supply lines and communications and isolated units.  The British response involved changing tactics and the internment of the rural civilian population to deny support to the guerrillas.  The guerrillas remained largely undefeated in the field, but demoralised by the effects on their civilian population, agreed to mediation by the Dutch Kaiser Willem IV, and accepted terms which involved unconditional pardons for all guerrillas who laid down their arms and the immediate release of their civilians from the assembly camps.

--

Taken from: “Gold and Khaki: The History of the Kingdom War”
(c) 1948 by Marthinus Kruger
Orbit Publishing Company: Bulawayo, South Africa

While the Boers were unable to keep the British from overrunning their homelands, what they accomplished would not soon be forgotten.  Nor would the world forget what had been done to them.  It would be another seven years before the establishment of the Kingdom of South Africa, but much, much longer before the events of the war would be forgotten around the world.

--

[1] OTL Durban, South Africa.  Named for Sir Thomas Brisbane, who ITTL became Governor of the Cape rather than Governor of New South Wales.

[2] Similar incidents happened in the OTL Second Boer War.

[3] Up to this point, photographs from war fronts had tried to show the dead in reasonably dignified positions, and to conceal any obvious wounds or blood.  (This was true in the OTL Boer War as well).  Grant is introducing photo-realism.

[4] There were large numbers of “blacks” imprisoned in the concentration camps of the ATL Anglo-Boer War, just as there were in OTL’s Second Boer War.  But Grant is not at all interested in them.

[5] In terms of overall level of nutrition, this is in fact true.  But one of the tragedies of this war is that knowledge of nutrition is not advanced enough to realise that the inmates’ diet is deficient in key vitamins and other trace elements, which causes some to die directly and weakens others’ resistance to infectious diseases.

--

Decades of Darkness #105: You’re The Voice

“In this great democracy of ours, it’s not the men who cast the votes who have the power, it’s the men who count the votes.”
- “Cleo D. Waters” (1835-1910) American author, satirist and political commentator

--

The Presidential Elections of 1892
From “The Atlas of American Political History”
(c) 1946 By Karl Wundt
Lone Pine Publishing Company
Hammersford [Salem, Oregon], Oregon State
United States of America

The presidential elections of 1892 were conducted against the backdrop of the largest political shake-up which the nation had seen since the creation of the two-party system in the 1830s.  For a time, it appeared as if the two-party system would collapse permanently, and it did fail during the election itself.

The lead-up to the 1892 elections saw the disintegration of the Patriots.  Although the break-up surprised some political observers at the time, the causes of its collapse had been building for some time.  The Patriots had always represented a diverse support base, but their greatest strength was standing for the ‘common man who wants to improve his lot in the world’, to borrow the phrase of the most eloquent of Patriot Presidents, Hugh Griffin [1].  The demise of the Patriots came about in large part because the voters no longer believed the Patriots were delivering on this promise.

The first weakening of the Patriots’ support base had been evident during the late 1870s, with the first rumblings of discontent over the displacement of farmers in parts of the New South and Northwest, particularly in Kansas.  This situation was exacerbated during the 1880s, with cyclical droughts and continuing expansion of large farmers [i.e. slaveowning farmers] at the expense of their smaller counterparts.  The result was the People’s Party, an alliance of farmers aimed chiefly at preventing the displacement of their fellows, and to a lesser degree to foster the development of irrigation and other improvements to provide new land for them to settle both within Kansas and further west.  Some of these irrigation improvements were constructed, but this did not alleviate the pressure on the farmers, as agricultural prices began to decline.  The People’s Party extended their call to the abolition of the gold standard, which they saw as the biggest cross which poor farmers had to bear, and also for the elimination of national banks.  This led to a series of riots in some Kansas towns during the mid-1880s, when the droughts were at their height.  The riots were suppressed, but low-level violence continued, leading the national press to dub the situation ‘bleeding’ Kansas.

The People’s Party initially co-operated with the Patriots at the national level, believing that to split their votes would only strengthen the Democrat planters, but this cooperation was breaking down by the late 1880s, since Presidents Corbin and Richards did little to support the farmers, and in particular ruled out any abandonment of the gold standard.  In the 1890 congressional elections, the Populists ran their own tickets, abandoning the Patriots entirely, and it was clear that they would do the same for the 1892 presidential election.  In an ominous sign of things to come, the Populists gained control of the Kansas legislature in 1890 and sent the first Populist Senator to Congress, Matthew Flinders.  The actions of the People’s Party led members of the Farmers Party (Iowa) and the Progress Party (Wilkinson), two state-level parties who had previously cooperated with the Patriots at the national level, to begin discussions as to whether they should follow the lead of the People’s Party, or even form an alliance with them.

The second cause of the Patriots’ break-up stemmed from the situation in the ‘Free Trio’ of Pennsylvania, Westylvania and Ohio – although only Pennsylvania was still a free-soil state by 1892.  These three states had consistently voted Patriot at the federal level since that party’s inception, until Westylvania went for the Democrats in 1888, but their votes had been steadily dwindling.  By 1892, the old policy of free-soil was clearly lacking majority support, but the Patriots could not come to terms with this shift, as a solid bloc of their supporters (mostly small businessmen) wanted to either continue free-soil status or place sufficient tax barriers to make indentured labour uncompetitive.  The Patriots could not agree on this issue at state level, as many of their industrialist supporters wanted open access to indentured labour, and by 1892 it was clear that the party would fragment on the issue within the Free Trio.  To make matters worse, some Patriot supporters were calling for the extension of antitrust activities beyond the railroads to other large industrial monopolies, particularly steel and petroleum, which led to further divisions within the party [2].

A third cause of the fragmentation of the Patriots, although one which also had a separate impact on the Democrats, stemmed from separate developments in the then-Southern and Caribbean states, which all had been – and many of which still were – majority Spanish-speaking.  At the time, elections in rural areas of those states largely followed the dictates of the blanco and anglo planters, where the long-established traditions of loyalty meant that the free workers were careful to vote according to the wishes of their local patron [3].  As these states developed significant urban centres, however, the rural traditions did not hold in the same way, and new political movements developed within the growing cities.  The result of this was the Reform Party, an alliance formed by delegates of the disparate political movements at a conference in Puerto Veracruz in 1890, and which could draw on support from parts of old Mexico, Central America and the Caribbean, particularly East Cuba and Puerto Rico (West Cuba remained more dominated by rural interests, outside of Habana itself).  The Reform Party had a number of complex and sometimes contradictory goals – a function of the separate political movements at its formation –but had agreed on a national platform by the 1892 elections.  The Reform Party advocated the regulation of industrial labour (chiefly hours of work and recognition of labour unions, and old age pensions), the acceptance of English and Spanish as official languages of the United States [4], and the broadening of opportunities for men of free birth to obtain their own status in society.  The Reform Party claimed that men of Spanish speech in the United States, although they had white ancestry and full citizenship, were held back from full participation in the wider society of the United States.  Their aims were in fact broadly compatible to those of the Patriots, but the northern Patriots refused to accept a national ticket for the recognition of Spanish as an official language of the United States, and thus the Reform Party determined to run an independent ticket at the 1892 federal elections.

The situation came to a head at the Patriots’ national convention.  At the beginning of the convention, the leading Patriot candidates for the presidential nomination were Senator Charles Ramsey of North Carolina, the unsuccessful vice-presidential candidate of 1888; Colonel John. H. Watson of North California, a hero of the Third Mexican War who still carried a Mexican bullet in his shoulder; and Governor Emil Burke of Pennsylvania.  The differences between these three candidates were only minor in policy, as all three of them had agreed to back a party platform which included retention of the gold standard and continued government action for selected internal improvements.  Governor Burke had the largest national following, but he was unacceptable to many people in his home state since he advocated removing Pennsylvania’s free-soil status and the expansion of the use of indentured labour within all states of the Union.  This led some rebellious delegates to name William Shipstead of Wilkinson as their national candidate.  Shipstead was in fact a member of the Progress Party in Wilkinson – although he cooperated on the national ticket – and he advocated increased support for farmers and protection from displacement by indentured labour.  He added to his platform that he wanted to support the workers in Pennsylvania from competition from indentured labour.  While this policy was popular in Pennsylvania and parts of Ohio and Westylvania, it was unacceptable at a national level [5].

Shipstead was condemned by some delegates at the convention, but his fiery speeches aroused interest from others, and he brought matters to a head by insisting on a platform for the abolition of the gold standard, to thus win the support of the People’s Party.  He could not win acceptance of this policy, but he retained the support of a solid core of delegates from Wilkinson, Iowa and the Great Plains states, and anti-indenture delegates from the Free Trio.  The majority of delegates at the Patriot convention eventually settled on Ramsey as the presidential candidate and Watson as the vice-presidential candidate.  The omission of Burke had been intended to pacify the rebellious delegates, but it did not appease Shipstead, who vowed that he would abandon the Patriots entirely to preserve the interests of small farmers and working men, whom he claimed had been abandoned by the Patriots: “Industry barons and planters rule that party now, and they can scarce be distinguished from Democrats.  The only standards they accept now are those made of gold, and in their selfishness they would hold the United States forever in a gilded cage.”  Shipstead’s speech received solid applause from a bloc of delegates who walked out of the convention with him and abandoned the Patriots.

Shipstead lost no time in forming a new political alliance.  He brought the Progress Party and the Farmers Party with him as state organisations, and he had solid backing from former Patriots in the Sylvanias and Ohio.  He called a new national conference, to be attended by both the People’s Party and the Reform Party, hoping to form a new national party.  He readily found common ground with the People’s Party, and they declared their alliance as the Populist Party, dedicated to the proposition that all citizens should have an uninhibited voice in government, not the dictates of a few wealthy citizens.  The core of their platform was the abolition of the gold standard as a burden on farmers and small businessmen, and they added a call for a graduated tax on income and direct election of Senators.  But they refused to accept the language proposals of the Reform Party, and they were thus unable to secure a truly national alliance, although the Populists hoped to win the support of many former Patriots within the then-Southern states.  The Populists selected William Shipstead by acclamation as their presidential candidate, and chose Senator Matthew Flinders of Kansas for their vice-presidential candidate.  The Reform Party, while disappointed not to have won a national alliance, selected Emilio Canalizo of Veracruz for their presidential candidate and Adolfo de Vega of East Cuba as their vice-presidential candidate.

With the Democrats having watched their opposition implode before they held their own convention, it appeared that there would be no controversy when they met.  Mahan was re-nominated unopposed; the criticism he had received over not supporting a failed filibuster on the Sandwich Islands [6] had faded when the U.S. flag was raised over the Washington Islands [7].  But Mahan caused a shock of his own when he refused to name current Vice-President Lewis Mitchell as his running mate, for reasons which he refused to reveal, but which historians believe lies in a view that Mitchell was too likely to aggravate relations with foreign powers.  Instead, Mahan chose Governor Luis Terrazas of Chihuahua, who was said to own most of that state, and who became the first blanco to be chosen for a vice-presidential nomination.  Mahan apparently chose Terrazas to blunt some of the appeal of the Reform Party, as Terrazas was a native Spanish-speaker but was said to use more English.  Indeed, Terrazas proved quite capable of making memorable speeches in English.

The campaigning showed the difference between the prospects of the parties.  Mahan was regarded as being virtually assured of election before he began, and thus chose to conduct his campaign on the simple theme of keeping America strong at home and abroad.  Other than committing to the maintenance of the gold standard, he expressed few policies throughout his campaign.  He did announce a moderate expansion in naval construction, but otherwise he seemed content to let his opponents condemn each other.  Given the vigorous campaigns between the Populists and the Patriots, which led to riots in some towns in the Great Plains and Pennsylvania, this was understandable.  Both Shipstead and Ramsey asserted that they still had a chance to win the national election, each candidate stating that if they won the plurality of votes in the core Patriot territories, that should win them office.  Both of these candidates, while being listed on the ballots in every state, campaigned little in old Mexico [8], evidently hoping that the Reform Party would win some of those states from the Democrats.  For their part, the Reform Party did not even bother to include itself on the ballot of many of the northern states, as they lacked any political organisation in those states and in any case their only likely supporters would be amongst the freed peons.  Overall, Shipstead campaigned for the most radical policies, particularly demanding that the Industrial Commission be told to investigate monopolistic practices in all industries, not just the railroads...

              Popular Votes                      Electoral Votes
State         Mah.      Ram.      Shi.    Can.   Mah. Ram. Shi. Can.
Alabama       77,310    49,793    3,931   0      12   0    0    0
Arkansas      44,945    16,408    9,988   0      7    0    0    0
Chihuahua     14,494    12,918    3,151   945    4    0    0    0
Coahuila      26,274    17,135    12,566  1,142  6    0    0    0
Colorado      25,334    8,217     34,920  0      0    0    6    0
Delaware      9,467     15,512    1,313   0      0    3    0    0
East Cuba     29,472    19,034    1,842   11,052 6    0    0    0
East Florida  17,437    9,584     2,022   0      4    0    0    0
East Texas    52,489    47,021    9,842   0      9    0    0    0
Georgia       129,609   50,717    7,514   0      16   0    0    0
Honduras      13,447    10,702    823     2,470  5    0    0    0
Idaho         5,144     4,646     6,803   0      0    0    3    0
Illinois      88,939    114,970   13,015  0      0    15   0    0
Indiana       97,263    93,124    16,555  0      14   0    0    0
Iowa          67,300    13,805    91,459  0      0    0    12   0
Jackson       13,688    6,129     613     0      3    0    0    0
Jefferson     63,130    53,601    2,382   0      9    0    0    0
Kansas        63,045    18,452    72,271  0      0    0    12   0
Kentucky      132,683   109,719   12,758  0      18   0    0    0
Louisiana     46,317    40,729    5,556   0      9    0    0    0
Maryland      67,828    75,201    4,424   0      0    11   0    0
Mississippi   52,355    24,108    6,640   0      9    0    0    0
Missouri      97,119    54,893    59,116  0      15   0    0    0
Nebraska      71,334    14,267    92,734  0      0    0    12   0
Nevada        18,328    33,880    3,332   0      0    7    0    0
New Leon      18,605    10,681    1,034   4,134  4    0    0    0
New Mexico    6,616     7,745     323     1,452  0    3    0    0
Nicaragua     18,982    13,968    716     2,149  7    0    0    0
N. California 64,312    122,778   7,659   136    0    13   0    0
N. Carolina   91,752    99,560    3,904   0      0    16   0    0
North Durango 13,891    10,895    272     2,179  4    0    0    0
Ohio          292,358   178,995   125,296 0      36   0    0    0
Oregon        21,354    30,662    2,738   0      0    5    0    0
Pennsylvania  256,782   115,804   130,908 0      31   0    0    0
Potosi        13,436    11,516    548     1,919  6    0    0    0
Puerto Rico   19,619    12,216    740     4,442  7    0    0    0
Sinaloa       15,146    14,064    1,803   5,049  5    0    0    0
Sonora        9,881     13,013    241     964    0    3    0    0
S. Carolina   64,682    26,634    3,805   0      10   0    0    0
South Durango 10,881    10,375    759     3,290  5    0    0    0
Tamaulipas    32,869    20,759    577     3,460  7    0    0    0
Tennessee     152,061   113,355   11,059  0      20   0    0    0
Veracruz      18,111    14,598    834     4,957  7    0    0    0
Virginia      185,648   132,606   13,261  0      25   0    0    0
Washington    71,358    43,540    6,047   0      10   0    0    0
West Cuba     57,543    32,607    959     4,795  12   0    0    0
West Florida  77,682    29,702    6,854   0      11   0    0    0
West Texas    9,035     9,466     3,012   0      0    3    0    0
Westylvania   118,192   59,096    50,004  0      15   0    0    0
Wilkinson     40,296    11,193    60,444  0      0    0    8    0
Wyoming       5,249     4,631     5,557   0      0    0    3    0
Yucatan       14,158    8,168     1,089   3,812  8    0    0    0
Zacatecas     10,120    8,675     826     1,033  5    0    0    0
Total         3,035,369 2,081,868 916,842 59,380 381  79   56   0

The returns delivered an unsurprising re-election to President Mahan.  The weak position of the Patriots was expected, but the solid backing for the Populists in the Great Plains suggested that it would be difficult to reunite the party.  And the Reform Party, disappointed at receiving less than 60,000 votes, claimed that it had received considerably more votes than the electoral returns listed, an assertion which they were unable to prove...

--

Taken from: “Breaking the Gilded Cage: The USA From 1888-1910”
(c) 1949 by Professor Giuseppe von Ovido
University of Venice
Venice, German Reich

“The Gilded Cage” is a post facto name for the political and economic structure of American history from roughly 1870 to 1890.  The name derives from a political speech by a long-time U.S. political agitator, William Shipstead, who referred to the (free) working classes of the United States as being imprisoned in a gilded cage.  The term became a popular reference to this period of American history, which saw an expansion of U.S. commerce and industry, and the rise of a class of fantastically wealthy businessmen who dominated economic and, to a large degree, political life in the nation.  Most remembered are the rail barons who prospered as the United States built the transcontinental railroads, but the steel, oil, copper and timber barons were also incredibly influential.  The Gilded Cage was also notable for the growing feeling in the lower American free classes that they were unfairly excluded from the booming wealth of the nation, and the shift in immigration patterns.  While the USA did not yet close off external migration entirely during this period – and indeed, has not entirely done so to the present day – the Gilded Cage marked the time when internal migration of slave and debt-slave [9] labour began to replace external migration as the primary source of additional labour for developing industries [10]...

The Gilded Cage began to break during the first term of U.S. President Edward Mahan, who sought to limit the influence of the railroad barons through the establishment of the Industrial Commission, which had broad powers to review monopolistic practices and recommend anti-trust legislation.  During this first term, Mahan used the Commission’s powers only against the railroad barons, but the potential power of the institution was obvious.  The changing political structure saw the rise of the anti-elitist Populists and other political movements, and fragmented the Democrats’ political opposition, given that party an unassailable strength in government.  This fortunate circumstance, and the fact that Mahan could no longer seek re-election [11], meant that he authorised the Commission to investigate monopolistic practices in industries elsewhere, especially steel and oil.

During Mahan’s second term, he also sought to consolidate his party’s power by appealing to the Populists.  He did not concede abolition of the gold standard – a wise move, for given the world economic policies of the time, this would have ruined much of American trade – but he conceded some of their other anti-elite demands.  In particular, he instituted civil service reform, and pushed for direct election of Senators, which would be realised before he left office.  Mahan also instituted a regime of progressive taxation, which was designed to appeal broadly across society.  To the Populists, it was represented as a means of weakening the barriers against working men rising in society.  To the wealthy classes, it was represented as necessary for military expansion – always a popular theme in the USA – and duly supported by a moderate increase in military spending, although less than the additional taxes raised.

These policies proved effective at winning some support from former Populist voters, and the disorganisation of the opposition parties continued.  This allowed the Democrats to win both the presidency and unassailable [i.e. filibuster-proof] majorities in the American Diet in 1896.  The new President, Lyndon Hughes, proved even more determined to break the Gilded Cage.  He persecuted any monopolistic practices and sought to break the dominance of the wealthiest industrialists on political and economic life [12].  Men would still become rich in this era – indeed, more men would become rich after the breaking of the Gilded Cage – but not in the same monopolistic way, and the influence on politics by a few plutocrats was reduced, although not quite eliminated.

For a time, it appeared that the Gilded Cage had not been entirely broken, when Hughes faced some legal opposition to his policies, backed by the industry barons.  This occurred when the increasing demands of taxation eventually provoked a challenge to the constitutionality of the income tax which the United States had been using for years.  The details of this are complex [13], but the case was due to appear before the U.S. Supreme Court, and it appeared that the Court would narrowly rule against the constitutionality of income tax.  This would be both a political blow in depriving the Democrats of an important part of their support base, but also weaken a significant source of government revenue.  Hughes announced an expansion of the U.S. Supreme Court from seven to nine members (a proposal which had been circulating for years, but which he accepted for reasons of political convenience) and appointed two sympathetic judges to the Court, thus obtaining a narrow but favourable ruling on the constitutionality of federal income tax.  Although this action won Hughes short-term approval in some sectors (particularly the Populists) for preserving the highly-regarded policy of progressive taxation, it caused some uneasiness amongst his own party, and was one reason that Hughes was not re-nominated in 1900.  Hughes sought to blunt the criticism by supporting a constitutional amendment which made the Supreme Court’s decision unnecessary – and which was also passed – but this only further weakened his personal credibility.  Thus, although the dominance of the Democrats in the USA continued, as did the Breaking, Hughes himself was abandoned...

Another feature of the post-Gilded Cage era was the increasing availability of slave labour within the United States.  This came from two sources, debt-slaves from the former Mexico, who were increasingly available in the 1890s, and increasing purchase of slaves from Brazil, which at the time was the only other major slave-holding power in the world.  There had always been some slave trading between these two nations, but increasing discontent with the institution in Brazil, the weakening of the Brazilian sugar industry under American [mostly Cuban] competition, and the seemingly insatiable demand for more labourers in the United States, saw this trade increase considerably after the Breaking.  The decade from 1890-1900 saw considerably more than half of Brazil’s slaves drawn into the United States – along with a few of their fazendeiro masters – and the concentration of Brazil’s remaining slave labour within the coffee industry, although that industry also had competition from American interests...

--

The Twenty-First Amendment to the Constitution of the United States was ratified by the North Carolina Legislature on 18 April 1895, the 41st state to do so.

The Senate of the United States shall be composed of two Senators from each State, elected by the people thereof, for six years; and each Senator shall have one vote.  The electors in each State shall have the qualifications requisite for electors of the most numerous branch of the State legislatures.

When vacancies happen in the representation of any State in the Senate, the executive authority of such State shall issue writs of election to fill such vacancies: Provided that the legislature of any State may empower the executive thereof to make temporary appointments until the people fill the vacancies by election as the legislature may direct.

This amendment shall not be so construed as to affect the election or term of any Senator chosen before it becomes valid as part of the Constitution.

--

The Twenty-Second Amendment to the Constitution of the United States was ratified by the Idaho Legislature on 15 October 1899, the 41st state to do so.

The Congress of the United States shall have power to lay and collect taxes on incomes, from whatever source derived, without apportionment among the several States, and without regard to any census or enumeration.

--

Taken from: “Breaking the Gilded Cage: The USA From 1888-1910”
(c) 1949 by Professor Giuseppe von Ovido
University of Venice
Venice, German Reich

The era of the Breaking was also represented by growing military expenditure in the United States.  This had begun in Mahan’s second term of office, but was consolidated by Hughes, who particularly advocated expansion of the U.S. Navy, stating that it was unacceptable for the USA to be outmatched by the New England Navy [14].  During this period, the United States became in effect a one-party strength, such was the strength of the Democrats.  Their political dominance would be strengthened in the second decades of the Breaking, as the United States sought to become not just an industrial great power, but a military great power as well.

This transition was symbolised by the construction of the Vanguard [15].  This ship was commissioned in the last days of President Hughes’ term.  He had apparently intended to commission it on 5 March 1901, the day after his second term in office began, but fate intervened.  Hughes was passed over for re-nomination, with Mark Darrow chosen as the Democrat presidential candidate.  But Mark Darrow died of a heart attack on 18 December, two days after the electoral college had met to confirm him as president.  This meant that Lewis Mitchell, the Vice-President-elect, would be become the 19th President, and Hughes decided to seize some final glory for himself.  The commissioning of the Vanguard was set for 1 January 1901, and thus on the first day of a new century, U.S. President Lyndon Hughes commissioned the first all big-gun battleship [16], a vessel which instantly made every other battleship on the globe obsolete [17]...

--

[1] By which they mean common _white_ man, of course.

[2] The USA ITTL has had a Gilded Age not entirely akin to OTL, and many of the richer Patriot industrialists don’t want to see trust-busting.

[3] In other words, according to the dictates of the local landowner.

[4] The United States does not have any official language at this point, but the de facto official language is of course English.

[5] Nationally, the problem of competition between indentured and free labour has been solved by the creation of racial hierarchies, but this has not been the case in the Free Trio, which have not had that much indentured labour around until the industrial boom of the 1880s (absent a small recession at the end of the Second Napoleonic Wars) and continuing demand of the industrialists for more labour led to the relaxing of free-soil laws in Ohio and Westylvania.

[6] See DoD #99c.

[7] The Marquesas Islands, a name which the U.S. gave to them pre-POD.  The U.S. actually semi-claimed these islands in 1813 in OTL (a naval officer wanted them, but it went unratified by Congress).  I’d expect something similar to happen ATL – the claim wouldn’t be ratified because the USA hadn’t gotten used to the idea of insular territories yet – and to be used as a basis for a ‘renewed’ claim later.

[8] Old Mexico, in this sense, generally refers to Mexico with its post-1852 borders.  In 1892, this also included much of Mexico which still had Territorial status, and was thus not involved in the presidential election.

[9] Americans by 1900 and afterwards by and large refer to peons rather than debt-slaves, but outside the United States the older term debt-slave is often retained.

[10] Slave labour had of course been migrating internally long before then, but the USA still continued to receive numbers of immigrants who were in absolute terms larger than the internal slave migration (although still overall lower immigration levels than OTL).  Post-1881, immigration to the USA reduced significantly further, which gave the internal migration greater prominence, and not coincidentally saw comparative labour shortages in the USA.

[11] This is not strictly true; the USA of the period has no restriction on the number of terms a president can seek.  But strong tradition holds against seeking a third term except in the case of an active war (the only three-term president to date has been Andrew Jackson, who won a third term in 1836 when the War of 1833 was still being fought).

[12] Von Ovido ignores some important aspects of U.S. political life here, i.e. the rural planters, who retained considerable influence in government, and were not pursued noticeably by the Democrat administrations of Mahan and Hughes.  It is no coincidence that more industrialists tended to support the Patriots, rather than the Democrats, and they were thus pursued more vigorously.

[13] i.e. Von Ovido doesn’t entirely understand the U.S. political system.  The USA had been using an income tax for years – it was one of the developing sources of government income – under the assumption that this was an indirect tax, and could thus be levied on individuals without apportionment.  ITTL, a steel trust called the People’s Trust, but in practice controlled by a Pulaski [Birmingham, Alabama] steel baron named Alfred Thorpe, decided to break the graduated income tax system.  (He didn’t object to the idea of paying tax – in the ATL USA, somewhat higher taxation is more or less accepted due to the need to pay for a larger military – but the progressive nature of the income tax).  He decided not to pay the government income tax through the People’s Trust, but to provide Inland Revenue with a list of his shareholders (which included himself but also a large number of small shareholders) and say that they needed to collect the tax from them.  On Thorpe’s request, one of the small shareholders, a Mr. Larry Flynt, sued Thorpe’s company on the basis that he was now being expected to pay a direct tax [similarly to the OTL Pollock v. Farmers' Loan & Trust Co. case, which found that income taxes were direct taxes and thus unconstitutional without apportionment, a practical impossibility].  The case, Larry Flynt vs. The People’s Trust, would in time appear before the U.S. Supreme Court.

[14] In fact, the U.S. Navy was slightly larger than the New England Navy by then, but considerably smaller than the combined Royal Navy and NE Navy, which was the reason for Hughes’ attitude.

[15] The name was chosen because the USA had run out of state names for capital ships.  They could have restarted the list of ship names (as indeed they would do for future ships) but they decided to have a separate name for such a novel design of ship.

[16] i.e. the first *Dreadnought.

[17] Although several other navies in the world have all big-gun ships building, some of them laid down before Vanguard.  The USA just got there first.

--

Decades of Darkness #106: Live To Tell

“The only thing necessary for the triumph of evil is for good men to do nothing.”
- Attributed to Edmund Burke, British statesman (1729-1797)

--

18 July 1892
Sharkview Plantation
Nicaragua, United States of America

“A letter from someone in West Florida?” Harry Walker asked, as he took the envelope from the house slave.

The handwriting on the envelope was crudely formed, in the character of a man who had only a grudging acquaintance with literacy, if Walker was any judge, but it was clearly addressed to him.  The return address listed a James Fisher at an estate in West Florida.  The name sounded vaguely familiar – someone from his childhood or long-ago military service, probably – but Walker could not place it.

The letter itself proved much more neatly written, as if it had been dictated to a more literate peon or other servant.  It probably had been; the handwriting on the envelope had been that of someone more used to tools or weapons than a pen.  Walker scanned the letter quickly, then muttered, “My God.”

“Bad news?” Julia asked, a note of concern in her voice.  Their relationship was hardly the conventional one of man and wife, despite their legally registered marriage, but they had been good friends for many years now.

“No, just... strange,” Walker said.  “A man who knew me from my time in the Jaguars.  He says that he’s trying to find all the old people he knew from his military service.”  He shook his head.  James Fisher.  Now that he had the letter, he was able to place Fisher – a fresh-faced young man who had joined up with the Jaguars at the same time as him, but who had stayed on in Cuba after Walker thought it necessary to leave the Jaguars.  “A real voice from the past.  I haven’t heard or thought of him in twenty-five years or so – apparently he’s been in the Army until a few months ago.”

“If he stayed there so long, he must have become quite important,” Julia said.

“If so, he didn’t mention it,” Walker said.  “He did say he’s been with the Jaguars for all of his army service, though.  They – we – never were fond of men who made themselves out to be great, even if they were.”  For that matter, since leaving the Army, Walker had tried to avoid much contact with them or any news of them.  Fisher could have become a powerful military figure, for all he knew.

“You going to reply to him?” Julia said carefully.  She knew about his distaste for renewed contact with the military.

“He invited me to visit him in his estate in West Florida,” Walker said.  “Perhaps I will; he seems to be doing it out of old friendship, not searching for glory or reopening old wounds.  But I’ll think about it for a few days first.”

That evening, with Geoffrey and Julia and Yolanda and William – Julia and Harry Walker’s only child – gathered around the dinner table, Walker received another surprise.  William turned out to know all about James Fisher.  “He’s a hero,” William declared, in the starry-eyed kind of way which made Walker reluctantly certain what career his son was likely to adopt.  “He caught General Juarez in Mexico, and the Brazilian Emperor made him a knight, and lots of other things.”

William talked incessantly throughout dinner about Fisher’s exploits.  If half of what William said was true, Fisher was one of the Jaguar’s greatest ever heroes, and yet he had given no hint of that in his letter.  An odd way for a soldier to act, to Walker’s way of thinking.

“Pa, are you going to visit Fisher?” William asked.

“I may,” Walker said.

“Can I come with you?” William asked, translating “may” to “will” with a fifteen year old boy’s endless capacity to hear only what he wanted.

Julia sucked in a quick breath, probably not even aware that she was doing it.  Walker gave her a sideways glance; she had always been reluctant to let William out of her sight.  She had only one child, after all, and would surely never have another.  William always found a way to escape to spend time outdoors, of course, but that didn’t change her caution.

“If I go, yes,” Walker said.  This meant he couldn’t visit Fisher at all if Julia decided against letting William go, but that was something he could live with.

--

Taken from “A Jaguar’s Life: An Autobiography”
(c) 1894 By Captain James Fisher (ret.)
Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.

The British talk about having four estates in government: the king, two houses of parliament, and the press, which they think is the most important of them all.  They’re wrong, of course.  The most important estate is the Fifth Estate, the army which protects the government and carries out its will.  Without that estate, the other four are just noises in the wind.

--

19 August 1892
The Fifth Estate (James Fisher’s estate)
West Florida, United States of America

Some things were just unfair, William James Walker decided.  He had finally convinced his parents to let him accompany his father to Captain Fisher’s estate... and when he got here, his father had allowed him only a few minutes with the great war hero before bundling him out into the fields.

Normally William loved the chance to venture into the outdoors, even the unfamiliar land of West Florida, but not now.  The joys of exploring the jungle or ambushes amongst the banana fields paled in comparison to the chance to talk to America’s greatest living soldier.  Not even General – now President – Mahan could match Fisher’s achievements, as written in the newspaper articles William had gladly read.  Most times, words on a printed page were just boring, but not these kinds of stories.  The only thing better would be hearing them from the jaguar’s mouth – something which his father now denied him.

With nothing else to do, William explored the estate grounds.  They weren’t very large by his standards; only a few fields of peanuts clustered around a large plantation house.  William didn’t know much about peanuts, but what his mother had said about them made him think that they didn’t turn much profit as a crop; Fisher either didn’t care or was using them in rotation with another crop.  Fisher had only a few peons working for him that William had seen; with not a single black anywhere.  That made him feel more like he was back in Nicaragua, although even there slaves were common.  On his journey to the Fifth Estate, he had seen many plantations worked by slaves, with peons almost non-existent.

William ambled through the peanut fields toward a small copse of trees on the far side.  He found something strange there; a rectangular block of stone standing on the ground, with a bronze cross set above it.  The trees gave it nearly complete shelter from the elements, and it felt much cooler in their shade.  He bent down to read the inscription:

“Here lies the last true son of Mexico,
Hunter and hunted, his fate legend,
Ashes grow cold, statues fall, mem’ry fades,
Mexico shall be fatherless henceforth.”

Beneath the inscription, the memorial named the inhabitant as José Ramon Juarez.  The same Mexican general which Fisher had caught at last, bringing the Third Mexican War to a close.  Why did he have a tomb here?

The faint sound of footsteps alerted William, and he looked up to see James Fisher about to push through the trees around the tomb.

“You’ve got good hearing,” Fisher said.  “Not many men have ever heard me coming.”

William took a deep breath – a compliment from the greatest hero the United States had seen for many years, perhaps since Andrew Jackson!  “I like to be outdoors,” he said.

“Something I understand very well,” Fisher said.  He waved a hand vaguely around.  “This place doesn’t make much money, but it saves me living in a city.”

“I’ve never lived in a city,” William said.  Except for occasional visits when travelling with his parents, he had little experience of them; they seemed too crowded and far too artificial for his liking.  “They’re dangerous places.”

“The jungles around your home are dangerous too,” Fisher said.  “Maybe even full of jaguars.”

“I’ve never seen a jaguar,” William said.

“Sure you have.  Your father was one.”

William looked at his feet.  “Pa doesn’t talk much about his life as a soldier.”

“He was a Jaguar, and a good one,” Fisher said.  “I’m not sure why he left – the warrior’s life isn’t one for everyone – but while he was in, he was good.”

“What did he do?”

“A lot,” Fisher said.  “More than I could tell in an afternoon, that’s for sure.”

“Then why don’t you write down your stories – all of your stories – and tell the world?” William said.  He had read only reporters’ accounts of Fisher’s war heroism; undoubtedly the great man himself could do it better.

“I’ve never been one for writing things down,” Fisher said.  “The pen may be mightier than the sword, but the gun is mightier than the pen.”

“If you can’t write it yourself, tell it to someone else and get them to write it down for you,” William said.  “If it’s you telling the story, that’s more important than if you use big words or fancy pens to tell it.”

Fisher rubbed his chin.  “You may be right.  More invigorating than watching peanuts grow, certainly.  I think I will tell the world, somehow.”

--

Selected Important Dates in North American History: 1891-1900
Taken from “The Compleat Textbook Series: Early American History”
By J. Edward Fowler (Principal Author)
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1948 Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission

1891

Westylvania amends its constitution to permit slavery, leaving Pennsylvania as the only free-soil state in the Union.

John Hunter (Long Island), Radical, inaugurated as the 19th President of New England.  J. Baird Weaver (Niagara), Radical, inaugurated as Vice-President.

“Julius”, the first of a new class of New England battleships, commissioned in Halifax.  Larger than any battleships built to that date, the Caesar-class battleships would set the standard for all battleships built for the next decade [1].

1892

Washington Islands [Marquesas Islands] annexed by the United States.

New England introduces old-age pensions for workers who have reached 65 years of age.

Passage of the Seventh Amendment to the New England Constitution grants voting rights for women.

“Goliath”, the first of a British class of battleships to match the Caesar-class, is commissioned in Portsmouth, UK [2]

“Sinaloa”, the first of a new class of American main battleships, commissioned in Puerto Veracruz.  The Sinaloa-class ships have three main guns mounted independently, unlike two pairs of main guns in both British and New England designs.  The Sinaloa’s guns are larger than its British rivals, but at the price of a decreased rate of fire.

1893

Edward Mahan (Virginia), Democrat, reinaugurated as the 17th President of the United States.  Luis Terrazas (Chihuahua) Democrat, inaugurated as Vice-President.

1894

Dominica [Dominican Republic] admitted to New England as the Dominican Territory.

Progressive income taxation adopted in both New England and the United States [3].

Passage of the Eighth Amendment to the New England Constitution begins the era of Prohibition.

1895

Deseret admitted as the 54th state in the Union.

Ratification of the Twenty-First Amendment to the U.S. Constitution, providing for the direct election of Senators.

Universal conscription introduced into New England.

1896

Pennsylvania amends its constitution to permit slavery within its borders.

New England Congress passes legislation requiring compulsory universal public education to a secondary level (for four years).

Ninth Amendment to the New England Constitution abolishes racial restrictions on the franchise.

B. Scott Harrison, American businessman, begins construction of the first North American commercial cloud-ship [rigid airship/zeppelin] in Cincinnati, Ohio.

1897

Lyndon Hughes (Georgia), Democrat, inaugurated as the 18th President of the United States.  James Hilliard (Kansas), Democrat, inaugurated as Vice-President.

J. Baird Weaver (Niagara), Radical, inaugurated as the 20th President of New England.  Timothy Vanderbilt (Connecticut), Radical, inaugurated as Vice-President.

1898

El Salvador admitted as the 55th state in the Union.

Formation of the Unionist Party in the United States from an alliance of the old Patriot Party and the Radical Party.  The former Populist Party is largely absorbed into the Democrat Party.

Risto Torvalds, Canadian inventor, makes the first successful North American heavier-than-air flight outside Belfast, Wisconsin [Milwaukee, Wisconsin].

1899

Guatemala admitted as the 56th state in the Union.

Passage of the Twenty-Second Amendment to the U.S. Constitution allows for the collection of federal income taxes without apportionment.

Guiana district [the former French Guiana] is detached from the Caribbean Territory and added to Suriname Territory, in preparation for statehood.

1900

Sitting President Lyndon Hughes fails renomination by the Democrats, who choose Mark Darrow (Jefferson) as their presidential candidate.  Darrow is elected but dies of a heart attack on 18 December, leaving the Vice-President-elect, Lewis Mitchell (Westylvania) to replace Hughes as the 19th President.

--

Population Data for the United States: 1900
Taken From “The United States In Expansion, 1850-1950: A Century of Triumph”
(c) 1952 By Harold Wittgenstein
Columbia Press: Columbia [Knoxville, Tennessee]

State            Slave      Non.[4]    White      Total
Alabama          611,812    89,845     1,141,482  1,843,139
Arkansas         320,410    28,416     589,058    937,884
Chihuahua        47,807     170,533    276,369    494,708
Coahuila         185,038    67,372     480,363    732,773
Colorado         15,778     51,263     641,463    708,505
Delaware         4,232      40,272     200,960    245,465
Deseret          6,271      12,513     351,779    370,563
East Cuba        289,317    13,489     497,066    799,872
East Florida     118,470    16,113     239,703    374,286
East Texas       289,099    39,821     863,150    1,192,071
El Salvador      2,689      627,432    223,059    853,179
Georgia          946,004    44,481     1,560,681  2,551,166
Guatemala        35,419     1,264,442  355,964    1,655,825
Honduras         75,390     406,619    250,024    732,033
Idaho            4,453      16,027     170,063    190,543
Illinois         104,249    185,578    1,854,780  2,144,606
Indiana          98,967     173,821    1,769,927  2,042,714
Iowa             66,956     31,726     1,471,027  1,569,709
Jackson          139,115    45,523     203,520    388,157
Jefferson        258,960    40,179     990,724    1,289,862
Kansas           326,139    178,096    1,370,900  1,875,136
Kentucky         473,542    176,400    2,075,189  2,725,131
Louisiana        412,227    8,069      800,140    1,220,436
Maryland         202,332    133,924    1,191,505  1,527,760
Mississippi      578,163    15,451     673,709    1,267,323
Missouri         326,889    15,261     1,723,872  2,066,021
Nebraska         43,256     87,981     1,467,351  1,598,588
New Leon         253,974    292,935    485,435    1,032,345
New Mexico       29,957     44,907     432,517    507,381
Nevada           19,626     20,557     112,047    152,231
Nicaragua        264,413    448,081    303,189    1,015,683
North California 249,341    170,047    1,893,062  2,312,449
North Carolina   717,445    52,354     1,588,840  2,358,639
North Durango    198,390    14,359     228,340    441,089
Ohio             92,672     238,726    4,774,549  5,105,948
Oregon           28,051     33,997     573,986    636,033
Pennsylvania     52,880     224,720    3,897,042  4,174,642
Potosi           68,940     566,899    247,846    883,685
Puerto Rico      375,820    449,502    297,866    1,123,189
Sinaloa          90,118     157,845    375,706    623,669
Sonora           34,595     112,178    202,612    349,386
South Carolina   842,594    25,413     771,406    1,639,413
South Durango    178,335    186,379    232,497    597,211
Tamaulipas       393,558    155,930    502,850    1,052,338
Tennessee        567,019    213,449    2,184,179  2,964,648
Veracruz         106,244    604,494    371,701    1,082,439
Virginia         922,060    77,761     2,712,586  3,712,406
Washington       281,186    10,545     983,204    1,274,935
West Cuba        870,223    248,388    772,711    1,891,322
West Florida     672,592    23,259     927,242    1,623,093
West Texas       101,143    25,650     187,406    314,199
Westylvania      74,597     86,497     1,819,099  1,980,193
Wilkinson        41,360     68,588     1,092,849  1,202,796
Wyoming          3,063      3,295      203,583    209,941
Yucatan          236,530    891,374    244,258    1,372,163
Zacatecas        60,485     491,916    200,363    752,764
Total            13,810,196 9,920,692  52,052,794 75,783,682

Territory        Slave      Non.[4]    White      Total
Acapulco         5,174      296,747    96,460     398,381
Chiapas          18,972     224,902    63,078     306,952
Guanajuato       2,377      1,027,769  268,211    1,298,357
Jalisco          16,024     1,159,586  338,335    1,513,945
Indian           39,326     110,784    305,428    455,537
Mexico           11,873     1,633,828  491,929    2,137,630
Michoacán        7,998      710,565    255,674    974,237
Oaxaca           24,002     672,033    220,098    916,133
Puebla           16,451     804,659    230,955    1,052,066
South California 33,729     42,761     50,691     127,182
Suriname         101,378    18,920     119,492    239,790
Tobasco          36,393     104,639    81,007     222,038
Total            313,696    6,807,191  2,521,359  9,642,246

Caribbean Territory
District         Slave      Non.[4]    White      Total
Aruba            1,496      3,349      6,297      11,142
Bonaire          5,669      116        1,179      6,963
Curacao          29,555     454        6,587      36,596
Guadeloupe       134,031    3,129      86,215     223,374
Martinique       71,402     1,641      44,589     117,631
Saba             2,960      12         795        3,767
Sint Eustatius   2,681      21         948        3,650
Sint Maarten     3,957      16         1,239      5,212
Tobago           39,985     884        6,080      46,949
Trinidad         171,883    12,727     48,348     232,958
Virgin Islands   72,388     1,202      43,301     116,891
Total            536,005    23,551     245,577    805,133

Federal District 73,166     22,618     158,190    253,974

Total USA        14,733,063 16,774,053 54,977,920 86,485,036

--

Population Data for New England: 1900
Source: New England Bureau of Statistics

State           Population [5]
Connecticut     1,211,123
Hudson          3,714,541
Long Island     3,344,639
Maine           891,399
Massachusetts   3,623,996
Michigan        3,312,838
New Brunswick   412,683
New Hampshire   575,880
New Jersey      2,040,004
Niagara         2,856,433
Nova Scotia     687,181
Rhode Island    422,801
Vermont         599,715

Dominican Terr. 615,928

Total           24,309,159

--

Population Data for Canada: 1900
Source: New England Historical Archives, Hartford, Connecticut

Province         Population
Alaska           82,919
British Columbia 554,291
Caroline         381,890
Manitoba         489,256
Northwest Terr.  15,309
Ontario          3,048,919
Quebec           1,882,294
Saskatchewan     102,583
Wisconsin        3,638,661
Total            10,196,122

--

Population Data for British North America: 1900
Source: New England Historical Archives, Hartford, Connecticut

Province             Population
Newfoundland         226,153
Prince Edward Island 98,312
Total                324,465

--

[1] “Julius” is roughly equivalent to the OTL Majestic-class battleships built in the UK, with slightly higher top speed and range but with marginally inferior gunnery.

[2] The Goliath-class has better armour and gunnery than the New England equivalent, but inferior range.

[3] Although both New England and the USA introduced progressive income taxation in the same year, they did it for very different reasons.  New England adopted it for proclaimed reasons of social justice, while the United States justified it in terms of paying for national defence.

[4] With the standardisation of the category of peon, and the finalisation of the military operations amongst the surviving Indians in the more sparsely-populated regions of the United States (many of whom had not been included in the census anyway), the separate classification of Indians in the census was abandoned for the 1900 census.  They were thereafter listed as non-citizens, a category which included mostly peons, but also some serfs, convicts and immigrants denied citizenship.  This also included the Indians of the Indian Territory, although many of these were increasingly awarded citizenship during the early twentieth century.

[5] With the passage of the Ninth Amendment and the abolition of racial qualifications for voting, the New England census no longer recorded ‘black’ and ‘white’ as separate classifications.

--

Decades of Darkness #107: Everybody Wants To Rule The World

“Again, the devil taketh him [Jesus] up to an exceeding high mountain, and sheweth him all the kingdoms of the world, and the glory of them; and saith unto him, All these things will I give thee, if thou wilt fall down and worship me.”
- Matthew 4:8-9, King James Version.

--

This is a brief tour of the wider world through to 1900.  It summarises some of the main developments in the timeline, and expands on some of the other history which has not been previously mentioned.  This timeline continues to deal mainly with events in North America and Europe, but this post fills in some of the details of what is happening elsewhere.

--

The KINGDOM OF AUSTRALIA [Australia, New Zealand and New Guinea], is one of the most rapidly-developing parts of the British Empire.  Formed in 1882 out of the former self-governing British colonies of New South Wales, Macquarie [Victoria], Kingsland [Queensland], New Zealand, Tasmania, South Australia and West Australia, the Kingdom has recently added New Guinea (1896) and Northern Australia (1899) as additional provinces.  Australia’s population is booming; what was founded as an outpost for surplus convicts was transformed by the gold rushes of the 1830s and widespread immigration from Europe and parts of Asia into a nation of 11.5 million people in 1900.  Internally, Australia’s largest industrial sectors continue to be the same agriculture and mining which was the source of its early prosperity, but there is also a small but growing manufacturing sector.  Australia has been a source of troops for a variety of British wars for the last fifty years, including the Maori Wars, the Second Napoleonic Wars and the Anglo-Boer War.

--

Many islands in the PACIFIC had until recently avoided the colonisation spree which had befallen much of the world.  This changed as Britain and its allies partitioned most of the previously free islands between them, except for the U.S. ruled Washington Islands [Marquesas Islands].  Nippon, which had long ruled Okinawa and the Ryukyus, conquered the Ladrones [Marianas] during the Second Napoleonic Wars, and has since claimed the Caroline Islands [including Palau], the Marshall Islands, and the Gilbert Islands.  Britain has claimed most of the rest of the Pacific, with the Solomon Islands, the New Hebrides [Vanuatu], New Caledonia, Fiji, Samoa [including Tokelau] and Tonga administered directly from Australia.  The Ellice Islands [Tuvalu], Pleasant Island [Nauru], the Cook Islands, Society Islands, the Tuamotos and Pitcairn Island are administered from Britain.  Britain also claims the uninhabited Phoenix Islands [including Howland and Baker Islands] and the Southern Line Islands, which are mined for guano but otherwise have no human presence.  Portugal has claimed Christmas Island [Kiritimati] and the neighbouring Northern Line Islands [Tabuaeran, Teraina, Palmyra Atoll and Kingman Reef].

--

The SANDWICH ISLANDS [Hawai’i] were for a long time an informal protectorate of Britain, until formal declaration of protectorate status in 1882.  There have been two attempts by American filibusters to seize control of the islands (in 1868 and 1891-2), the second of which was defeated by Nipponese intervention.  The islands have seen some small-scale migration, initially from Europe and New England but increasingly from Nippon.  All American citizens resident in the islands were expelled in 1892, and to the present day it is illegal for American citizens to set foot on the islands.

--

In NIPPON [Japan], two centuries of isolation came to an end with Admiral Fokker’s expedition in 1856, forcing the Nipponese to grant more or less open trading access.  This was followed by a series of trading treaties forced on the Nipponese by Britain, France, the United States, New England and Russia (after the end of the Turkish War).  The Nipponese resentment over this foreign encroachment and national weakness led to the overthrow of the Tokugawa Shogunate in the “Renewal”, a movement which culminated in the establishment of a new government in 1868, theoretically under the rule of the Emperor.  Nippon has since modernised extremely rapidly, using carefully-chosen foreign advisors to reform its military and economy.  The success of their modernisation was demonstrated to the world in 1884, when Nipponese forces defeated the (admittedly rather weak) Spanish garrisons in the Ladrones [Marianas] and retained these as the newest Home Islands during the peace settlement, and subsequently gained further Pacific colonies.  In 1892, Nippon signed a formal alliance with Britain, and intervened in the Sandwich Islands to defeat American filibusters.  Since 1892, Nippon has been increasingly involved in China.  But the largest foreign relations question for the Nipponese has been CHOSON [Korea], the “dagger hanging over the Home Islands”.  Choson had long sought to keep itself isolated in the same way as Nippon, and had successfully rebuffed emissaries of Germany, New England, Britain, Nippon, Russia and the United States who tried to secure trade treaties.  But after several years of diplomatic pressure and nonviolent naval demonstrations of power, Choson agreed to a Nipponese protectorate in 1900, despite protests from Russia.

--

CHINA, for so long the most advanced nation on earth, received a harsh awakening with its defeat in the Opium War (also called Anglo-Chinese War of 1839-1842) and subsequent demands from France and Germany.  The humiliations inflicted by the foreign powers led to the development of new ideologies, particularly that of Hong Xiuquan, who inspired the Taiping Revolution and ultimately became Emperor in 1864.  The defeat of the previous Qing Dynasty was incomplete, as they fled to Manchuria under Russian protection, and subsequently recaptured much of northern China, including Beijing.  China was for a time divided into Taiping White China and Qing Black China, but the Taipings eventually collapsed into internal civil war in 1889, and the central government dissolved into chaos as regional warlords emerged, and Chinese citizens resentful of foreign influence began to kill or drive out foreigners.  This led to the ‘Scramble for China’, as Russia, Nippon, Britain, Germany and Portugal sought to expand their influence in China and provide military protection for their citizens.  For a time it appeared that war could break out between the would-be colonial powers, but after several diplomatic conferences, the Great Powers struck an agreement to partition coastal China into five sections under direct foreign rule, with precise spheres of influence to be delineated in the interior once they asserted control.  The five foreign zones are: Portuguese China, consisting of Macau and a strip of coastal territory on the west bank of the Pearl River; separate British territories of British South China (Hainan and the coastal mainland up to the border with German Indochina) and British East China stretching from Canton to Xiamen; German China from Fuzhou to Huangzhou; Nipponese-ruled China from just north of Shanghai to Qingdao; and Russian China consisting of Manchuria, Beijing and a coastal strip to the Yellow River.  Shanghai itself has been designated a free port under the joint administration of Germany, Britain and Nippon, but open to traders from across the world.  Inland China is still riven with factionalism and war.  The remnant of the Taipings established a new government at Nanking in 1895 and sought to regain control of as much of China from the warlords as possible, but Nanking fell to a British-Nipponese expedition in 1898.  Russian-backed Qing forces are slowly consolidating their control over much of the interior of northern China.  The interior of central and southern China is still ruled by various warlords and two prominent would-be successors to the Taipings.  Considerable numbers of European and American advisers and mercenaries are engaged in the interior of China, with some conflicts between British- and Russian-backed forces, but China is gradually falling under encroaching colonial rule.  The invading powers are interested in the size of the potential Chinese market, but it is gradually becoming apparent just how vast and populated and thus how hard to control China will be.  In 1898, an Indian expedition under British command occupied TIBET, proclaiming it as a protectorate of Britain and independent of China.

--

In SOUTH-EAST ASIA, the Netherlands rules the DUTCH EAST INDIES as a separate colony, outside the direct rule of the German Reich.  The entirety of TIMOR remains a Portuguese colony.  INDOCHINA, formerly under French rule, was annexed to Germany during the Second Napoleonic Wars.  BURMA, which had long fought to preserve its independence and modernise its economy, finally fell to British rule in 1884, and is now ruled as a province of India.  The kingdom of SIAM has similarly sought to modernise, and was more successful than Burma because it functioned as a buffer state between British Burma and French and then German Indochina.  With the tensions between Germany and Britain during the 1890s, Siam has continued to fill a buffer role, and sought military advisers from Portugal and the United States to reform its army.  The PHILLIPPINES, a Spanish possession for more then 300 years, were annexed by Britain in 1886.  In 1890, uprisings occurred throughout the islands, with Filipino groups variously demanding either full legal equality or independence.  Both claims were rejected by Britain, and a major insurrection followed.  The Anglo-Philippine War has continued until 1900; British forces have effective control of urban and coastal areas but rebels remain active throughout much of the countryside.  Captured rebels are sometimes found to have weapons of New England or French manufacture.  Suspicion for the smuggling of these weapons falls primarily on Russia, with the United States and Germany being seen as possible but less likely candidates.  Germany has ruled FORMOSA since 1854, using it as a staging area during the Second Napoleonic Wars and the invasions of China.  The island is one of the most prosperous regions in the Pacific, with a developing class of German-speaking magnates (some European immigrants, some native Formosan and ethnic Chinese).  Some of these have advocated the incorporation of Formosa into the Reich as a sovereign principality.  The British maintained rule over MALAYA after the First Napoleonic Wars, establishing SINGAPORE as a major port and fortress, and have subsequently added BRUNEI, SAWARAK and SABAH to their empire.

--

INDIA has become the jewel of the British Empire, built by conquering both the Indians themselves and by driving out the other European powers, except for the Portuguese enclaves of Goa, Diu and Dadra.  The Indian Mutiny of 1858-1861 came close to driving Britain out of India altogether, but was eventually suppressed.  After 1861, India was officially declared part of the British Empire under the rule of Edward VII, Emperor of India, although governed through Viceroys.  India has remained largely loyal to Britain since that time, with Indian troops deployed throughout much of the Empire and Indians emigrating within the Empire, particularly to Australia, southern Africa, and the British Caribbean.  What resistance there is within India to British rule is mostly peaceful.  The Bharati National Congress has emerged as a pan-Indian political movement (although notably under-represented amongst Indian Muslims) dedicated to legal equality between British and Indians and the granting of Kingdom status equal to that received by Canada, Ireland, Australia and South Africa.

--

PERSIA [Iran] saw a decade-long (1883-1893) between the Russian-supported Qajar Dynasty and the British-backed rebel forces under Mirza Reza Shah Jamaluddin.  Shah Jamaluddin finally won the civil war, and announced a plan to modernise Persia and earn the same recognition which Nippon has achieved; while friendly to Britain he has also sought to avoid entanglement inside the British Empire.

--

In the MIDDLE EAST, the OTTOMAN EMPIRE collapsed during war with Russia (the Turkish War of 1858-1862).  The bulk of the Ottoman Empire, including Mesopotamia, has survived as the Sultanate of Turkey.  SYRIA [including Lebanon] is a French colony, one of the few which remained in French hands after the Second Napoleonic Wars.  The British rule PALESTINE as a separate colony, where there is some talk of establishing it as a Kingdom, and the British have a formal protectorate over EGYPT.  The Arabian Peninsula has seen French influence largely replaced by British influence on both the Red Sea coast and around the Persian Gulf; QATAR, BAHRAIN and the TRUCIAL SHIEKDOMS [United Arab Emirates] are British protectorates, while ADEN, YEMEN and OMAN are all under British colonial rule.  TRIPOLI is a fast-developing German colony, while ALGERIA and TUNIS are French colonies which have seen considerable European immigration and displacement of the existing inhabitants.

--

AFRICA became a major target of European colonial attention during the later half of the nineteenth century, culminating in the Second Napoleonic Wars where the Spanish were driven entirely out of Africa and the French confined to Algeria and West Africa.  The Third Congress of Vienna saw the European powers divide the continent according to their own priorities and interests, with Britain claiming the largest share and Portugal and Germany claiming most of the rest.  The United States has a small, moribund outpost in Whydah, Aragon was granted much of the Congo, and much of the interior of the Sahara was left unclaimed.  The divisions established in Europe often did not correspond to the facts on the ground; Aragon did not develop influence over much of the Congo until the late 1890s, but the European powers have largely turned their claims into fact by 1900, and are extending their influence across the previously unclaimed interior of the Sahara.  The only nation which remains recognised as under native rule is ABYSSINIA [Ethiopia].  The last stretch of unclaimed coastal Africa, in Somaliland, has recently been acquired by Greece.  Southern Africa was long a source of dispute between Britain and other powers, but it has now been divided into Portuguese, British and Liberian regions.  The nation of LIBERIA [southern Angola and northern Namibia] proclaimed itself ‘Greater Liberia’ after the successful pressing of claims to their hinterland.  It was built on the large migration of former slaves and free blacks from the United States, including Spanish and French speakers from the Caribbean, and some migrants from New England, and has developed into a democratic republic under New England protection.  Britain conquered the former Boer Republics of Orange Free State, Transvaal and Maritzia in the Anglo-Boer War (1890-1893).  Union with their other south African colonies (Cape Colony, Natal and Bechuanaland [most of OTL Botswana plus part of Namibia]) has been negotiated, and Jonathan, a cousin of the King of Britain, is scheduled to be crowned as King of South Africa on 1 January 1901, to usher in the new century.

--

In northern SOUTH AMERICA, the United States purchased the former colonies of French Guiana and Suriname, selling the interior territories of both to Brazil, and also acquiring an unsettled but dormant claim to parts of BRITISH GUIANA [Guyana], which is a stable British colony but also has a dormant border dispute with Venezuela.  In VENEZUELA, the eventual independence from Colombia in 1848 produced a long period of ongoing civil disturbance, military takeovers and two brief civil wars.  The domestic political situation stabilised somewhat during the 1870s, although Venezuela had a border war with Brazil during the middle of the decade.  The establishment of the Bogotá Pact, a defensive alliance between Britain, Venezuela, Colombia and Costa Rica ended this war, and stabilised Venezuela’s foreign relations, although the border dispute with Brazil remains unsettled.

--

COLOMBIA [Colombia, Ecuador and Panama] has seen intermittent military and civilian rule, with several coups when the civilian government becomes unpopular with the military leadership.  After the seizure of Nicaragua and President Davis’s ‘manifest destiny’ speech, Colombia opened negotiations with Costa Rica for a defensive pact, which took several years to bear fruit.  These were initially treated as of little importance in Costa Rica, but the discussions became more urgent after the United States annexed Cuba and Puerto Rico, and established influence in Honduras.  In 1864, Colombia invited military advisers from the German Reich (Prussian army officers and Dutch naval officers) to modernise their army and navy.  In 1877, Colombia joined the Bogotá Pact, and has developed the most modern and well-equipped army in South America, and with a navy which is variously considered to be either the second or third (after Brazil and Chile, respectively).  This has produced some tension with Venezuela, many of whose citizens fear Colombian desires for reunification.  There have been several border incidents, but both nations’ wariness of their massive northern neighbour has so far kept such incidents from degenerating into all-out war.

--

In southern SOUTH AMERICA, PERU has seen alternating periods of military and civilian government since it achieved practical independence from Spain in 1825 (not recognised by Spain until 1871).  CHARCAS [Bolivia] had a long dispute with CHILE regarding the Pacific coast in the Atacama Desert, which was resolved by force when Chile invaded as part of the War of the Quadruple Alliance (Brazil and Chile versus Argentina, Uruguay, Paraguay and Charcas), which also saw Charcas forced to concede some border territory to Brazil.  PARAGUAY and ARGENTINA were also defeated in the same war.  Continued fear of Brazil and Chile led to the formation of the Amistad [friendship] in 1889, a mutual defensive pact between Argentina, Paraguay and Charcas, while all three nations also sought advisers to reform their armies (and Argentina’s navy).  Peru, concerned over tensions with Chile, joined the Amistad in 1895.  Britain is not a formal signatory to the Amistad but maintains close diplomatic and military links with all members.

--

The EMPIRE OF BRAZIL is, as of 1900, the only major slave-holding power left in the world besides the United States.  Brazil has developed increasingly close links to the USA since the 1820s, and was a major trans-shipment point for slave traders until the USA stopped all imports of slaves from Africa in 1881.  American- and British-financed railroad expansion since the 1840s has greatly improved transport links within Brazil and strengthened its economy.  Brazil has unresolved territorial disputes with Venezuela which lead to a brief undeclared war during the 1870s, and still maintains claims over parts of Peru and Colombia.  Since 1884, Brazil has been ruled by the Americophile Empress Maria.  The War of the Quadruple Alliance saw Brazil annex Uruguay and parts of Paraguay and Charcas (which Brazil asserted was merely re-asserting its historical claims to these areas).  Since that war, Brazil has seen a remarkable exodus of much of its slave population and a few of its slaveowners to the United States, with the concentration of the remaining slave population with the coffee industry.  While the Empress herself remains pro-slavery, there are increasing abolitionist and republican sentiments within Brazil.  Brazil has also been gradually increasing its military expenditure since 1889, citing concern over possible Amistad aggression, although the Amistad powers claim that their increasing military spending is in response to concerns over Brazilian aggression.

--

In the CARIBBEAN, New England’s long-time protectorate over DOMINICA (still frequently called Santo Domingo by both New Englanders and Americans) culminated in annexation as a Territory in 1894.  HAITI is also recognised by the USA as within New England’s sphere of influence, but the Haitians own desire for independence has seen them avoid protectorate status up to 1900.  The rest of the Caribbean is divided between Britain and the USA, with Britain ruling Jamaica, Bermuda, the Bahamas, and a string of islands in the Lesser Antilles, while the United States controls Cuba, Puerto Rico, and the rest of the Antilles.

--

CENTRAL AMERICA has largely fallen under American rule; Guatemala, El Salvador, Honduras, and Nicaragua are all American states by 1900.  COSTA RICA is a small but stable country and a signatory to the Bogotá Pact.  Panama is part of Colombia but has some muted nationalistic sentiment.  BRITISH HONDURAS [Belize] is a British colony and a minor but niggling source of irritation to the United States.

--

The continent of NORTH AMERICA is currently divided between three nations: the UNITED STATES OF AMERICA, the REPUBLIC OF NEW ENGLAND, and the KINGDOM OF CANADA.  There are also some remaining British enclaves of Prince Edward Island and Newfoundland (including the former French outposts of Saint-Pierre and Miquelon), and there is ongoing discussion about union of those colonies with either Canada or New England, but thus far the inhabitants have preferred to remain under British rule.  The United States is dominated by slaveholding interests but is an undisputed Great Power, controlling territory from Pennsylvania to Nicaragua, with a massive resource and industrial base (although with lower industrialisation per capita than some other nations).  New England is an emerging social democracy which is heavily industrialised and quite wealthy, with trading links across the globe.  Canada is a stable constitutional monarchy under the venerable King James I, with a rapidly expanding population as its western territories are developed, although there is some discontent amongst the large Nephite [Mormon] population who have settled on Vancouver Island.

--

The UNITED KINGDOM emerged from the Second Napoleonic Wars as the centre of the largest empire in the world, and one of the largest the world has ever seen.  Internally, the UK has seen a gradual extension of the franchise, Catholic Emancipation, and a long period of accumulating wealth.  Its colonial empire is immense: Canada, parts of the Caribbean, much of Africa and the Middle East, India, Tibet, Malaya, parts of China, Australia and much of the Pacific.  Many of the settler colonies are developing into Kingdoms within the Empire: Canada, Ireland and Australia have Kingdom status in 1900, South Africa will become one in 1901, and there are discussions of doing the same for Palestine and Newfoundland.

--

FRANCE has seen many changes of government since the French Revolution, from republic to empire to monarchy to other monarchy to republic to empire to republic.  The Third Republic has maintained a precarious existence since the fall of Napoleon IV, with acrimonious parliamentary debate interrupted by frequent general elections.  None of this has stop France prospering economically as part of the general European economic growth of the 1890s.  France, especially Paris, has a burgeoning cultural reputation during Le Fleuraison, the Flowering, which has produced modernist thought, radical literature, art and music, and ferocious consumption of absinthe.  France’s colonial empire has been much-reduced, consisting only of Algeria, Syria and French West Africa, and it has also lost Nice, Savoy and Corsica to Italy.  After the suicide of his father in 1888, Prince Charles Jean Louis Napoleon Bonaparte has become the target of Bonapartist sympathies to proclaim him Napoleon V, although his residence in France has been declared contingent on him avoiding any political action.  He does nothing on his own, but lets his supporters call for his restoration to the throne.  France also has a Bourbonist faction calling for restoration of the monarchy [the Orleanist line has failed and thus there is no division of monarchical sentiment].

--

The Iberian Peninsula saw considerable war during the nineteenth century, particularly in the former nation of Spain.  A series of Spanish civil wars eventually led to the creation of the kingdom of ARAGON.  This was annexed by Spain again in the prelude to the Second Napoleonic Wars, only to be liberated at the end.  Since then, Aragon and CASTILE have begun to recover from the ravages of war and rebuild their infrastructure and economies.  The former Spanish colonial empire was dismantled throughout the nineteenth century, although Aragon has gained control of the Congo.  PORTUGAL avoided most of the Iberian wars during that century, although it was invaded during the Second Napoleonic Wars.  While it has lost Brazil, it has maintained much of the rest of its colonial empire and in some cases (Africa, China, and the Pacific) it has expanded it.  Portugal also acquired the Galiza and Olivença regions from the former Spain.

--

ITALY emerged as a unified nation during the Swiss and Italian War (1858-1863), and has since acquired Rome, Nice, Savoy and Corsica.  Lombardy and Venetia are parts of Austria, and SAN MARINO is an independent republic.  Being on the losing side in the Second Napoleonic Wars cost Italy the colonies of Tunis, Tripoli and Albania.  Since the acquisition of Nice, Italy now surrounds MONACO, but under the terms of the Second Congress of Vienna, Monaco will revert to France if the monarch dies without male heirs, rather than Italy.

--

GREECE won its independence in 1829, aided in part by their supply of frigates from New England.  New England was also the first nation to recognise Greek independence, and there has been ongoing commercial and military contact, especially between the Greek Navy and the NEN.  Greece has gradually acquired territory since that time: the Ionian Islands from Britain in 1834 in exchange for its neutrality during the Russo-Ottoman War of 1834-6; Grevena from the Ottomans at the end of the war; Epirus and Macedonia during the collapse of the Ottoman Empire and the Second Congress of Vienna; part of Albania from the Third Congress of Vienna; and Greek Somaliland acquired as a colony after two military expeditions in 1892 and 1895-6.

--

The Balkan Peninsula, long a contest of interests between Russia and Austria, has been increasingly drawn into the German orbit since the Second Napoleonic Wars.  SERBIA is ruled by a monarch from a cadet branch of the Habsburgs, who does maintain the interests of his Serb subjects, but the nation is increasingly linked economically to Germany.  Similarly, ALBANIA had Italian colonial rule replaced by a Habsburg monarch.  MONTENEGRO has a Wittelsbach [Bavarian royal family] monarch and is similarly close to Germany.  BULGARIA, once part of Russia, [smaller than OTL Bulgaria, with the southern regions still Turkish-ruled] is now ruled by a Swedish prince who has established a constitutional monarchy and maintains a careful neutrality between German, Russian and Anglo-Turkish interests.

--

By 1900, GERMANY has emerged as the colossus of Central Europe, incorporating nearly every German-speaker in Europe (including the Dutch-speakers of the Netherlands [and OTL Belgium and northern France]), except for the ethnic Volga Germans in Russia, some of whom have chosen to return to Germany.  Initially developed after the First Napoleonic Wars as a German Confederation of the three Great Powers of Prussia, Austria and the Netherlands, and lesser German states, the century saw political, cultural and economic integration into a single entity.  Fighting together in several wars both greatly increased the sense of national unity, and united further German-speaking territories from Schleswig-Holstein (acquired without war), Switzerland, and from France.  Germany also includes some non-German-speaking areas, such as Venetia, Lombardy, Bohemia and Moravia in Austria, the French-speaking parts of the Netherlands, and some Polish-speaking areas in Prussia.  HUNGARY, CROATIA, and POLAND are separate states in personal union within the Holy Roman Emperor, effectively economically unified with Germany, and with German-trained but separate military forces.  COURLAND [most of OTL Lithuania and parts of Latvia] is a separate nation under a Hohenzollern prince, but similarly economically and militarily linked.  German princes are also monarchs of several Balkan states (Serbia, Montenegro and Albania), although these tend to look out for the interests of their own subjects first.

--

The power of the RUSSIAN EMPIRE has waxed and waned throughout the nineteenth century.  It pushed into much of Central Asia and the Far East, although Alaska was lost to Britain.  The centuries-old struggle with the Ottoman Empire saw Russia reach as far as Bulgaria and Kars, but recent military defeats saw Kars restored to Turkey and Bulgaria win independence.  Russian Poland and Lithuania were also stripped from it during the recent wars.  Russia’s historical influence in Persia has for now been curtailed by the accession of a new Shah who looks more to Britain than Russia.  Russia’s greatest territorial gains in recent times have been in China, where it has acquired much of Manchuria and props up Black China (the Qings), who rule much of northern China and are encroaching into the interior of north and central China.  An attempted revolution in 1885-6 saw Tsar Peter IV create a Duma and hold elections from across Russia.  The Duma is gradually expanding its authority in Russia.

--

In SCANDINAVIA, the two kingdoms of SWEDEN and DENMARK have become increasingly close since Germany acquired Schleswig-Holstein from Denmark.  Both powers have proclaimed neutrality from most world affairs, and were the only major powers in Europe to remain neutral during the Second Napoleonic Wars.  There have been calls in both kingdoms for the formation of a united nation of Scandinavia, but this has not yet come about despite close links including a royal marriage between the Danish Crown Prince and a Swedish princess.

--

Decades of Darkness #108: How Few Abstain

“Europe’s two great narcotics: alcohol and Christianity, both heartily exported to the world.”
- Konrad Dahl (Danish writer, philosopher, and psychologist) in “One Thousand Queries”, 1870

--

2 January 1901
Cork, Munster Province
Kingdom of Ireland

George Yeats hoisted a cup of stout as the Allegro slowly pulled out of Cork Harbour.  “Goodbye, land of the unlucky,” he murmured.  A new day in a new century, this was, and he hoped that the new century might bring him better times than the old.  With no chance to inherit his own land, he had left the family farm moved to Cork, only to discover it was even harder to find work there.  In Cork, he was only one of hundreds seeking a job.

That left him with a regretful choice, but one he had to make.  Many Irishmen had fled the land between Malin Head and Mizen Head in search of new opportunities, and mostly they had found them.  He had a few distant relatives who had settled in Canada, a country reputedly more welcoming of Catholics than some other places within the Empire [1], and after scraping together the money for the passage, he hoped that this would be what he needed to build a decent life.  “Here’s to Kingston Town,” Yeats murmured.

--

16 June 1901
Kingston, Ontario
Kingdom of Canada

Kingston, capital of Canada.

Kingston, a well-ordered limestone city between two rivers.

Kingston, a city where everyone else already seemed to be in work, but no-one had any work to spare, at least not for one increasingly desperate Irishman with no references.

Yeats had spent months tramping through the wide streets and boulevards of Kingston.  He had discovered that the trolley cars made it easy for him to travel around the city.  He had discovered myriad architectural wonders, from Frontenac Palace which had seen only one royal occupant since Canada federated, to the towering shapes of the Canadian House of Lords and House of Commons, to the expansive grounds of King’s University, to the much smaller off-limits grounds of the Royal Military College, to the shipyards and locomotive-building factories.  He had discovered the large military base at Kingston which was full of young soldiers now that Canada had followed New England in introducing conscription, no matter how much it took away a man’s freedom.  As an immigrant Yeats would not be conscripted, though he could volunteer.  But if Yeats had wanted to join the Army, he could have done so back in Ireland.  He had discovered how to speak a few words of French, which was used in a couple of districts of Kingston.  What he had not discovered, sadly, was a job, beyond mindless and back-breaking construction labour which lasted only a few days at a time.

“There has to be somewhere better,” Yeats murmured.  He didn’t have to think of any far-off places for that; New England lay just across the lake.  Before leaving Ireland he had decided not to visit that land, thinking that no civilized country would outlaw alcohol.  But in Kingston he had heard that every second man seemed to have links to bootleggers bringing whiskey, beer and the other nectars of civilisation to the benighted Yankees.  Drinking might be illegal there, but it still carried on.

“Maybe I should move there,” Yeats said.  He would have to find out first if there was more work available there, but it would surely be better than Kingston.

--

28 July 1903
The Pineapple Merengue
New York City, Long Island
Republic of New England

Music filled the Pineapple Merengue, a blend of accordion rhythms and guira tones overlying the steady 1-2-3-4 drum beat.  Couples danced across the floor, stepping and turning according to the measured pace of the drum beats, while the more vigorous tempo of the music washed over them.  Holding his new wife Herminie close, Yeats led her in the limp-step style of the merengue, stepping from side to side and turning.  A few of the couples on the floor separated to make individual turns in the new style, but Yeats kept Herminie close as he performed the older style.  That was how he had first learned the merengue on his arrival in New York, and he preferred it that way.

People crowded into the dance club, some on the dance floor but more of them around the edges or sitting in the lounge area.  Many of them were Yankees [2], but he saw some blacks, Jews, Russians, and even a few Nipponese.  He didn’t see many Irish, apart from himself and his wife, and only a few Dominicans at what was supposedly a Dominican dance club.  Of course, while many people did dance while they were here, few of them came only for the dancing.

“Want a drink?” Yeats said, speaking into his wife’s ear.  She nodded, and he led her off the dance floor.

He ordered an Uncle Henry [3] for himself and a Rum Orange [4] for Herminie.  Most of the drinks offered here were made with rum, as in most Dominican dance clubs.  They had more exotic choices too, especially other American liquors like mescal, tequila, brandy, grape wine and pineapple wine, but those were more expensive and not to his tastes anyway.  In the Irish dance clubs he occasionally visited, they had more gin and whiskey and beer, but he had grown to prefer the taste of rum and its blends.  Besides, in the Irish dance clubs people sometimes mistook him for being one of the family men who ran the establishments.  Here, he could enjoy the dances more, and no-one mistook him or his wife for Dominicans.

“Salud!” Herminie said, raising her glass.

“Cheers,” Yeats replied, and then drank.  Prohibition made alcohol more expensive in New England, but it hardly stopped it, and what point to earning money if a man couldn’t spend it on something worthwhile?  And he hadn’t expected, before coming here, that he would have found some benefits to the system.  He would never have thought to visit a dance club back in Canada, for instance.  Drinks usually cost more to get tip-offs before the coppers came raiding, but the increased prices also paid for the visiting bands and the dance floor.

“George!”

Yeats turned to find Timothy Anderson, a half-Irish man who worked at the same Worthington arms factory where he worked himself.  Maggie Anderson arrived a moment later.

“Thought you’d be working now,” Anderson said, while Maggie and Herminie shuffled slightly to one side to talk to each other.

“A man needs time to refuel,” Yeats said.  He held up his glass.  “To always having work to earn money and somewhere decent to spend it.”

“I’ll drink to that, by God!’ Anderson said, and did.  “Aaah, we’ll always have work, as long as Mitchell heads things up down south.”

Yeats nodded, reluctantly.  Mitchell’s name was on the lips of every second New Englander, it seemed.  Loathe him or ignore him, none of them liked him.  “He makes a lot of noise, but so do most gringos.”

“If I thought he were just talking, I wouldn’t mind so much,” Anderson said.  “But Mitchell is worrying, in a way Hughes or Mahan or any of the old gringo presidents weren’t.”

Yeats shrugged.  “My uncle met a few gringo soldiers in Spain.  He said they were like any jackals – always yapping, but if you stood up to them, they ran away.”

“I hope so,” Anderson said.  “It sounds this one’s a rabid Jackal.  What was that thing the paper claimed he said last week...?  ‘I shall go down in history as the greatest statesman of all time, or the greatest criminal’.”

Yeats said, “As long as Britain and New England stand up to him, he won’t do anything but talk and talk.  Let him go down in history as the greatest windbag of all time.”

Anderson erupted into laughter.  “I’ll drink to that one, too,” he said, and emptied his glass.

Although Anderson kept talking, apparently relaxed, Yeats himself started to worry.  The Worthington factory had been making a lot of bullets.  That meant there were buyers, and that mostly meant the New England government.  Maybe they were taking Mitchell seriously.

And if so, did that mean he’d made the right choice in coming to New England?  Yeats shrugged mentally.  This was his home now, so it was too late to worry about that.  “Time for another dance,” he said, and led his wife back to the dance floor while Anderson did the same with Maggie.  With a night of drinking and dancing, he could easily forget about the wider world.  Only the night mattered.

--

[1] A belief which is generally inaccurate by 1900, but which lingers in parts of Ireland.

[2] Within New York of this period, “Yankee” is often used to be synonymous with “white”, or more precisely mostly Protestants of north-west European ethnic heritage who have been living in the country long enough to have no recognisable connection to other ethnicities.  For example, the early German immigrants during the 1850s were originally described as “German” rather than as “Yankee”, but by 1900 most of them would simply be considered “Yankees”.  This applies in lesser degree to Scandinavians.  Irish immigrants, especially Catholic Irish, are usually not considered Yankees, in this sense.  (Not looked down so much as viewed as different, although there is a little lingering anti-Irish prejudice in some social circles).

[3] A cocktail made with rum and lime juice, similar to an OTL daiquiri.

[4] Naturally, a cocktail including rum and orange juice.  And a splash of bitters.

--

Decades of Darkness #109: The Use Of Forbes

“The lie is cast.”
- “Cleo D. Waters”, American political commentator, describing the U.S. ultimatum to the United Kingdom in 1905, while Waters lived in voluntary exile in Cardiff, UK.

--

Popular and Electoral Votes for President in 1902
From “1810-1910: A Century of New England Political History”
(c) 1912 by William H. Baldwin
Sandler Publishing Company, Long Island

The first presidential election of the twentieth century came at a time of increasing national uncertainty.  Internal politics were dominated by vigorous disagreements over the morality and effectiveness of Prohibition, and over the social policies of the Radical Hunter and Weaver terms.  Externally, however, an even graver issue had arisen, that of relations with the United States.  Increasingly strident rhetoric wafted across the American border, as it seemed for the first time since 1881 that war with the United States was not only possible, but likely.  The growing strength of the U.S. armed forces, both on land and at sea, only strengthened the unease of the New England electorate.  The construction of the Vanguard [1] had been an important symbolic moment, and while New England had its own equivalent ships by 1902, the United States both had more such leviathans of the sea, and was building them faster than New England...

The Radical presidential convention was more muted than those of 1890 and 1896.  With twelve years of national political dominance, most of their political agenda had already been implemented, although the convention adopted a manifesto of continuing Prohibition of alcohol.  The two main policies were continued social reform, mostly of industry and working conditions, and expansion of the armed forces.  Since all of the leading candidates within the Radicals supported these policies, the convention became a debate largely over the personalities of the individual candidates.  Timothy Vanderbilt, the incumbent Vice-President, had done nothing to disqualify him from the presidential candidacy but nothing much to recommend him either, having managed to avoid most of the public eye for his six years of vice-presidency.  Some delegates hoped that he could deliver Connecticut, which had long been a closely-fought state for the presidential elections, but others argued that his public profile was so insignificant that he could not deliver that state, particularly as anti-prohibitionist sentiment was rising in Connecticut.  Vanderbilt could not secure the two-thirds majority required.  The convention eventually nominated Governor Eugene Hale of Maine, whose anti-American credentials were impeccable, being particularly remembered for his phrase “I hope that I shall not live many years before I shall see the American Navy where it ought to be, on the sea floor”.  Vanderbilt refused the nomination for a second term as Vice-President, and the delegates settled instead on Senator Timothy Pickering Diamond of New Hampshire, another of the key presidential swing states [2].

The Federalist convention had its own divisions.  The main question was over whether repealing Prohibition should be a main plank of the party’s manifesto, as it was still popular in many sections of the electorate.  At first the decision was not to adopt an explicit policy on Prohibition, but then Senator Nicholas Forbes of Hudson delivered a memorable speech to the convention.  “A government’s duty is to protect its citizens from those dangers from which they cannot protect themselves.  Why should we spend money uselessly trying to rid consumption of alcohol – something which our Lord Himself created in his first miracle?  Each man and woman of New England can protect himself from alcohol as they wish, but they cannot choose on their own to buy the arms and ships which our nation needs to defend itself.  The Radicals have wasted New England’s hard-earned tax dollars on futile prohibition, when they should have been buying guns and ships to defend our sacred soil.  We need soldiers and sailors to protect our borders, not liquor inspectors.”  Forbes’s tactic of blaming Prohibition for the apparent falling behind in the naval race with the United States proved popular at the convention.  He won the presidential nomination, with John Lowell Lodge of Vermont chosen as the vice-presidential candidate.

The presidential campaigning was less frenzied than in previous years.  While Forbes continued to blame Prohibition for the failure to provide for ‘adequate’ national defence, he did not make vigorous attacks on the institution itself, to avoid alienating too many prohibitionist voters.  Hale conducted a similarly gentlemanly campaign, making some favourable statements regarding Prohibition but he did not attack his opponents for lacking moral character, as Weaver had done in the previous election.  The most contentious point during the campaign proved to be something which had been delivered almost an afterthought.  Dominica had already been accepted as ready for admission as the 14th state, but in congressional representation it had been assumed that it would receive only one Representative [3].  However, the Dominican observers in Congress had successfully argued that it should be awarded congressional representation according to its effective population, since to be without adequate Congressional representation for so long would deprive them of their political rights.  Since Congress expected to expand its numbers in 1910, as it had in the previous two reapportionments, this would not deprive any other states of future representatives, and so the proposal was accepted.  However, it meant that a state which was expected to go Federalist [4] now had additional electoral votes, leading Hale to make an ill-advised protest, which changed nothing and eliminated whatever chance he had had for carrying Dominica...

              Popular Votes       Electoral Votes
State         For.      Hal.      For. Hal.
Connecticut   198,991   176,457   10   0
Dominica      116,472   74,466    6    0
Hudson        587,391   564,117   26   0
Long Island   435,623   601,215   0    23
Maine         140,946   135,388   8    0
Massachusetts 797,641   325,797   25   0
Michigan      400,522   626,458   0    23
New Brunswick 79,318    48,614    4    0
New Hampshire 90,530    87,992    6    0
New Jersey    290,905   341,497   0    15
Niagara       416,176   469,318   0    20
Nova Scotia   140,597   72,429    6    0
Rhode Island  58,981    72,088    0    5
Vermont       98,521    87,390    6    0
Total         3,852,615 3,683,224 97   86

The returns in the electoral college were close, despite Forbes’s clear lead in the popular vote, but sufficient to deliver him the presidency.  In his inauguration speech, Forbes announced a commitment to increase the military strength of New England both at land and at sea.  His other main policy was not announced, but became gradually apparent over the next few months.  Federal funding for agencies to enforce Prohibition was reduced to insignificant levels, and Forbes encouraged the states to do the same...

--

Excerpts from the State of the Union Address
Delivered by U.S. President Mitchell to Congress on 22 February 1904 [5]

Mr. President, Mr. Speaker, Members of the Senate and of the House of Representatives:

The Nation continues to enjoy noteworthy prosperity. Such prosperity is of course primarily due to the diligent labour of our citizenship, taken together with our great natural resources; but an important factor therein is the working of our long-continued governmental policies. The people have emphatically expressed their approval of the principles underlying these policies, and their desire that these principles be kept substantially unchanged, although of course applied in a forethoughtful spirit to meet changing conditions.

The enlargement of scope of the National Government required by our development as a nation involves, of course, increase of expense; and the period of prosperity through which the country is passing justifies expenditures for permanent improvements far greater than would be wise in hard times. Battleships and forts, public buildings, and improved waterways are investments in the security of the Nation; but abundant revenues and a large surplus always invite extravagance, and constant care should be taken to guard against unnecessary increase of the ordinary expenses of government...

In internal affairs, the Nation continues to enjoy the same prosperity that Almighty God has blessed us with for decades.  But ours is not a Nation that can consider only what happens within our own borders.  It is beyond them we must look, to the dangers which surround us and to the enemies who would seek to deny the Nation the rights and claims to which she is entitled both in honour and in law.

For the truth is that the Nation is, and has for long been, besieged.  To our north and to our south, across the oceans to the east and the west, dwell nations who have harmed us in the past and who would seek to do us harm again if they could.  I do not deny to any of our neighbours the right to organise their own affairs in peace and in justice.  But I do not believe that the United States should bow down on bended knee and allow her neighbours to band together to deny her the natural rights to which she is entitled.

If our neighbours should wish to form alliances, that is their right as sovereign nations.  An alliance formed for the defence of one’s own nation, or that of one’s friends, is a worthy thing.  Our own Nation has forged such alliances with Brazil and Portugal, and when those nations were attacked by their neighbours, the United States gladly and honourably came to their aid.  But when a defensive alliance is transformed to allow one group of nations to threaten another, then honour has left it.  When our neighbours act jointly to weaken the United States and to deny her legitimate claims, then their pacts are no longer alliances of honour, but an attack on the sovereignty and prosperity of the United States.

For the United States has long held a historic claim to the region which is now miscalled British Honduras.  During colonial times, that region belonged to Spain, and while the Spanish Crown granted Britain the right to establish logging camps in that area, they retained sovereignty over the region, and specifically forbade Britain from creating a colony there.  And when Guatemala won independence from Spain, then that nation also inherited the sovereignty over that region.  While that nation lacked the strength to pursue its rights, Guatemala never abandoned its just claims over that area.  In time, Guatemala fell under the rule of the former Mexican dictator Salas, and its claims had to be delayed, but when Guatemala was liberated from Mexican rule and joined the United States, then our Nation also inherited the legal sovereignty to this region.  It is a violation of American sovereignty that Britain continues to occupy this region, for no better reason than to extend their encirclement of us.

Yet even this unjust occupation of what is rightfully American soil has not been the end of Britain’s mistreatment of our Nation.  For centuries, Britain has sought to weaken the United States, even since before we won our freedom as an independent Nation.  It was long the policy of Britain to arm peoples hostile to the United States, and to stir up revolts against us.  They did this with the Indians during the Revolution, they did this again in the War of 1811, and they continued to aid and abet the Indians of the Old Northwest and the Great Plains in their futile armed revolt against the United States.  The Nation has long defeated those enemies, but Britain has not abandoned her old ways.  Not content merely to illegally hold American soil, she has used this region of ‘British Honduras’ as a base to smuggle arms to the enemies of the United States for more than half a century.  British agents continue to violate American territory in the Yucatan to bring guns to the rebels there.  Britain is giving aid and comfort to the enemies of the United States.  The deaths of American citizens in that state, and the revenues which we must spend to protect and avenge them, are the responsibility of Britain.

This state of injustice must not be allowed to continue.  Britain cannot be permitted to shelter behind her alliances with our near neighbours.  She cannot be permitted to shed the blood of American citizens, and then threaten our Nation by saying that if we seek recompense, we will face war not just with Britain but with her lick-spittle Canada, and her lackeys in New England, Colombia, Venezuela and Costa Rica.

Every day that Britain continues to occupy American soil and smuggle arms is an affront to natural justice, an affront to the sovereignty of our Nation.  Britain must concede that region back to its lawful owners.  I believe that we should be willing to pay a fair price, not to purchase territory which is lawfully ours, but to compensate Britain for the monies they have spent in internal improvements there.  I am willing to negotiate peacefully and honourably with Britain for the return of the region.  But our just claims cannot be ignored, here and elsewhere.  Britain cannot continue to hide behind a dishonourable alliance.  When Britain and her vassals confiscate the property of American citizens without cause and without even the offer of compensation, when they harbour fugitives who have fled our shores to evade meeting their obligations to their employers, when they encourage our nation’s inhabitants to break the inviolable contract between employer and labourer, then they are not acting as honourable nations attending to their own affairs, but as enemies of the United States and of its citizens [6].  I do not want war with Britain.  But I would be failing to uphold my oath to defend the United States if I do not act to preserve the sovereignty of our Nation.

--

29 March 1904
New England Embassy
Columbia, Federal District
United States of America

These days, Robert Connery was not a happy man.  The role of New England’s ambassador to the United States had always been important, but until recently it had been a relatively calm job.  Hughes and Mahan before him had reportedly been quite cooperative with New England, caring little beyond keeping commerce running.  They had their flaws as men – as all Americans did – but they were still men one could do business with.

That had changed, first when Mitchell took control of the New White House, and again when Forbes took up residence in Pickering’s Cottage [7].  Mitchell was a man who seemed to think that if he told a lie big enough and repeated it often enough, that people would eventually believe it.  Worse, he appeared to be right, at least for the American people.  They did believe him when he called Britain the grand enemy which had been out to ruin the United States since before it became a nation, and that New England was its running dog.  That made Connery’s job much more difficult.  But when Forbes took office last year, he had demanded that Connery push back hard, issuing protests to the United States over the worst speeches.  If that wasn’t enough, Forbes insisted that Connery complain privately about from America’s growing naval strength and whatever other matter had Forbes worried on a given day, from fishing disputes to bootlegging to any military exercises which the USA staged within two hundred miles of the New England border.

Connery supposed that something had to be done about the United States, but Forbes’s methods were unlikely to achieve anything besides angering Mitchell.  Connery had seen that firsthand on several occasions, when he watched the American president try to hold on to his temper.  Mitchell made a polite host most of the time – as did most upper-class Americans, despite their other myriad faults – but if he were sufficiently angered, he lost control.  That would hardly make him listen to New England’s concerns, or so Connery believed.

President Forbes saw things differently.  Connery had sent letters back to Hartford arguing against such tactics, but Forbes’s written reply had been blunt: “Americans recognise only strength.  If we do not challenge all their actions, they will think they are weak, and then nothing will stop war.”  Connery had been tempted to reply that challenging all the Americans’ actions would drive them to war, but he had refrained.  Forbes would simply replace him as ambassador with an appointee who would aggravate the United States even more.

“Is there anything I can do?” Connery asked the air, but he received no answer.  He would have to steer a middle course between Mitchell’s demands over British Honduras, and Forbes’s instructions to provoke the United States, and he didn’t know whether he could find a safe course between those twin dangers.

--

9 November 1904
Federal House
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

“Four men, gathered in one room to determine the fate of the world,” murmured Flavio Vergara, Colombian ambassador to New England.

“I wouldn’t quite go that far,” said President Forbes, although Vergara noted the man’s pleased smile, all the same.  Pablo Herrera, Venezuela’s ambassador to New England, also smiled.  Oscar Shaw, the British ambassador, was a man much harder to fathom, and he said nothing.

“I think so,” Vergara said.  “Now that we know that Mitchell has won re-election-”

“Was there ever any doubt of that?” Shaw said.

“Perhaps not,” Vergara said.  Certainly election results announced in Bogotá often had little resemblance to the ballots cast, and rather more to what the Army wanted.  Why should the United States be any different?  “But he has won it, and now he will be even more, mm, vigorous.”

“He’s going to demand British Honduras or war, I expect,” Forbes said.

“If it were only a case of British Honduras, I would say let the United States buy it,” Vergara said.

That got him a round of stares, even from the usually imperturbable Shaw.  “You would do what?” Shaw said.

“Let the USA buy it, with suitable provisions and payment for the cost of evacuating your citizens,” Vergara said.

“Concede Britain’s prestige to American threats?” Shaw said.

“Mitchell has never directly threatened war, you will note,” Vergara replied.  “And how would it cost you prestige to make a voluntary sale of territory to the United Sates?  Certainly better than the cost of a major war.  Win or lose, it would be horrendous.”  Shaw could talk more readily of prestige, when even a lost war would still leave Britain intact in her homeland.  The same would unlikely be true of Colombia.

“Some things are worth the price,” Forbes said.

“And some aren’t,” Vergara said.  “As I said, if it were only British Honduras, I would say sell it to Mitchell.  But it won’t stop there.  If you sell that colony to the Americans, Mitchell will next claim that Costa Ricans are sabotaging his precious Canal, or accuse Britain of not handing slaves back when they escape to Guyana.  Men like Mitchell just will not stop.”

Shaw and Forbes both nodded.  Herrera looked less convinced.  He had also been noticeably silent so far, Vergara noticed, and wondered why.

“I fear things could be even worse,” Forbes said.  “My ambassador in Columbia has reported that Mitchell has been having secret conversations with the Russian ambassador.  Several of them.  I don’t know what they’ve discussed, but it can hardly be good, especially if Mitchell would take time out before an election.”

“Indeed.  We may have to do something about Russia,” Shaw said, but he refused to elaborate.  Vergara doubted Russia was an important problem, anyway.  If Russia threatened Britain in Europe, surely Germany would join in.  That would keep them busy fighting each other, far away from Colombia.  It was the enemy closer to home who needed to be dealt with.

“We must do something about Mitchell,” Forbes said.  “No matter what stories that man tells about British Honduras, if we do not stand together now, then we will fall one by one.”

Vergara said, “That is undeniable.”  Shaw said the same thing, but did Herrera take too long before he agreed as well?  Vergara hoped not.

Shaw said, “As a first step, I’d suggest a new formal alliance with all of our nations – and Costa Rica too.  A formal pact to replace the Halifax and Bogotá Pacts.  Let the United States have absolutely no doubt that they will face war with all of us if he takes any military action.”

“That’ll give him even more excuses to make speeches about ‘encircling’ him,” Herrera said.

“True, but so what?” Forbes said.  “We need to convince him that we will stand up to him.  Without that, he’ll keep on pushing.”

“Best to draw up the defensive treaty at once,” Vergara said.  The sooner, the better.

--

Extracts from a letter written by U.S. President Mitchell to his cousin Victoria Mitchell Jamison, dated 16 January 1905

This latest pact between all our neighbours is proof for all Americans to see that our neighbours are conspiring against us, something I can highlight at the next State of the Union Adress.  Britain has always opposed us, but now they have a leader who will stand up to them [8].  I have long known that war with Britain will become necessary – nothing else will make them stop interfering with America’s rightful destiny.  But until now, the time has not been ripe.  I had to make sure that the American people are ready for a great struggle.  This war will be harder than previous wars, as we will be fighting white men this time.  Being Americans, of course we will triumph in the end, but there may be setbacks along the way.

I have made all the necessary preparations, though.  Our foreign relations have been settled.  I waited long enough after the construction of Vanguard and its sister ships.  They have made all old ships useless against them, cancelling our enemies’ naval lead at a stroke, and we have built enough of the new ships to defend our shores.  I am only awaiting confirmation that the British are smuggling guns to the Maya rebels, and then I will have all the proof I need.

--

4 April 1905
New White House
Columbia, Federal District
United States of America

“Mr President, we haven’t managed to capture the British agents in the Yucatan,” Samuel Palmer, Secretary of the Interior [9] said.  “I presume they’ve slipped back over the border by now.  But the Indian rebels have been captured with Yankee repeaters, and admitted that a Briton sold the weapons to them.”  Palmer knew exactly how those Indians had come by the weapons too, but some things the President would not want to know.  “I’ve allowed a few foreign reporters to see them.”

“Good.  They can carry the story to the world,” the President said.  “And now I have indisputable cause to issue demands to Britain: enter into negotiations to sell ‘British Honduras’ to us, or face war.  This violation of America’s sovereignty and historic claims has gone on for far too long.”

Palmer coughed.  “Mr President... I also read in the newspaper that the Empress of Brazil has declared that any attack we make over that place would be an offensive war, and that she would not be bound by the alliance.  She says Brazil would be neutral unless other powers attack us.”

The President smiled.  “Excellent.”

“Mr President?” Palmer asked, unsure what to make of that comment.

The President said, “The board is set.  The pieces are moving.  Thank you for your time, Samuel.”

Perplexed, but recognising the dismissal, Palmer bowed, rose and left.

--

The U.S. Secretary of State, to the Ambassador at London, Mr. Jefferson

Columbia, April 24, 1905

Your Excellency will present the following note to the British Government on the afternoon of Tuesday, April 25:

On the 31st of March, 1905, officers of the United States National Guard captured armed Indian rebels in Yucatan with imminent intent to attack American property.  Under interrogation, the rebels confessed that they had been supplied firearms by a British citizen, who had entered U.S. soil from the British-controlled colony of British Honduras.

Now the history of the past years, of which this event is merely the latest of many painful incidents, has proven that Britain is either complicit in the smuggling of such weapons into American soil, or that it has taken no action to prevent its private citizens from doing so.  These actions have found expression in acts of rebellion, in the destruction of property, and in murders of American citizens.  Further, these actions have been perpetrated from territory to which the United States has a legal claim, and to which she has never surrendered sovereignty.

Far from fulfilling the obligations borne by a temporary occupier of sovereign American soil, Britain has tolerated or supported the criminal activities of individuals who give aid and comfort to the internal enemies of the United States.  Britain has proclaimed an unhealthy propaganda in its condemnation of America’s domestic institutions, in further encouragement of insurrection within the United States.

These results impose upon the United States Government the obligation to put an end to those intrigues, which constitute a standing menace to the peace of the Union.  In order to attain this end, the United States Government finds itself compelled to demand that the British Government give official assurance that it will immediately cease any support for such individuals or any associations of individuals who seek to disturb the domestic tranquility of the Union through illegal arms smuggling or insurrectionary activities on American soil; and further that the British government will enter into negotiations in good faith for the return to the United States of the territory of British Honduras.  The United States Government pledges that it will pay fair compensation for the internal improvements which Britain has made during its use of this territory, this price to be set by negotiation between the two Governments or through international arbitration by the King of Sweden.

The United States Government awaits the reply of the British Government by Saturday, the twenty-ninth instant, at 6 p.m., at the latest.

On the occasion of handing over this note, would Your Excellency please also add orally that - in the event that no unconditionally positive answer of the British government might be received in the meantime - after the course of the 96-hour deadline referred to in this note, as measured from the day and hour of your announcing it, you are commissioned to leave the United States Embassy of London together with your personnel.

--

[1] Vanguard is the first *Dreadnought, built in the USA.

[2] The closest swing states in the last few New England elections had been Vermont, New Hampshire, Connecticut, and Hudson.  Maine had not been as close, but the delegates hoped that Hale’s personal following could deliver that state too.

[3] The precedent is that new states send only one Representative (and two Senators) until the next reapportionment, which would be in 1910 in this case.

[4] As in OTL, areas with higher Catholic populations tend to be opposed to Prohibition, and Dominica is substantially majority-Catholic.

[5] In the *USA, the traditional date for the State of the Union Address is 22 February, George Washington’s birthday.

[6] i.e. Mitchell wants Britain et al to return escaped slaves and peons.

[7] The informal name for the N.E. President’s residence; formally it is called Federal House.

[8] Historians have long debated whether Mitchell’s statements in a private letter representative of his true views of Britain, or whether he did not believe this but kept on repeating the same reason which he had provided for public consumption, perhaps because he feared that his correspondence might be publicly revealed.

[9] The ATL U.S. Department of the Interior has little relation to its OTL counterpart, being mostly concerned with internal security which is not deemed to require military mobilization.  It also regulates the peonage and slavery systems, insofar as these are monitored at a federal level.

--

Decades of Darkness #110: Opening Moves

“Can you feel the wolves snapping at your heels?”
- Said by Napoleon V [1] to the British ambassador to France, 1 May 1905.

--

Taken from “War in North America?”, a series of reports commissioned in the Frankfurter Standard during the British Honduras Crisis.  This article was written by Generalleutnant [Major General] Helmuth Hans Ludwig von Moltke [2] on 28 April 1905, the day before the expiry of the American ultimatum to the United Kingdom.  Translated by Victor Emmanuel Lopez

War comes to North America, and perhaps soon to the world.  Some commentators think that this dispute can be resolved through peaceful means.  They are sorely misled.  The prestige of both nations has been committed.  America is prepared for war, or she would never have issued such an ultimatum.  Britain will not yield.  If she meekly submits to these demands, no-one will take her seriously again on the stage of the world.

This war will be a peoples’ war, and it will be long and wearisome [3].  The last war [i.e. the Second Napoleonic Wars] showed how stubbornly a nation can be defended, if its resources are marshalled and its government determined.  The science of war, especially that of defence, has only improved since that time.  So have the resources nations have at their command.  The last war harnessed only a fraction of the armed forces of the United States and New England, but both Powers will be fully committed to the coming conflict.

In the last war, even France could have kept fighting for longer, after Paris fell, but chose not to.  Such a fate will not befall New England, for taking even their capital will likely not end the war.  And the United States, whatever else may be said about her, is not a nation to give up halfway.  This will be a war which determines the fate of empires: the British Empire which goes by that name, and the American Empire which does not.

The truth is, both sides are closely matched.  The United States is the much the largest individual power, with more than 90 million people within her borders.  Not all of these will fight [i.e. many of them are slaves or peons], but America has long drilled her population in military service, and can call on them quickly and in numbers.  On the American side may also fight Brazil, her reluctant ally, who has far fewer people – somewhere over 15 million [4] – but whose army is well-trained and well-equipped.

On the opposing side stands Britain herself, whose valour and military prowess was ably demonstrated against Napoleon IV, but who even with Ireland has less than half of America’s population.  Her allies in North America, New England and Canada, between them have only 35 million or so people [5].  Her allies in South America have all told perhaps 10 million men, but who lack the industry which proved vital to sustaining military operations during the last war [6].  Britain also has her Empire, which may in time deliver more manpower to enable her to continue a struggle.  They can be expected to stand by Britain as they did, despite the horror of the world, during the Boer War.

But numbers alone do not tell all in war.  Britain and her allies would appear to have the greater population and industry, but the question is how effectively these resources can be brought to bear.  The southern allies [i.e. Colombia, Venezuela, and Costa Rica] will defend themselves vigorously, but they cannot project power into the North American theatre.  Britain has men in arms across the globe, but many of those same men will be needed to defend Britain’s worldwide interests, in India and Afghanistan and China and the Philippines and elsewhere.  What the fates of war will determine is how readily Britain can commit her blood and iron into the furnace of North America.

In this matter, the United States is unquestionably the more orderly.  That nation has long understood the need for efficient mobilisation of its men to the theatre of war, and has developed its National Guard to commit force where and when it is needed.  Her foes have been slow to learn this lesson.  New England has adopted conscription, and Canada did so very recently, but Britain herself has not, and thus cannot so readily deploy her men for war.  This will weaken her in the coming war.

When war is declared, the Schwerpunkt will be in eastern New England and southern Canada.  If these fall, the resources of the British Empire will be unable to be committed to the struggle.  To win, America need only occupy those regions, although this will be an arduous task if they are vigorously defended.  For Britain and her allies to win, they must first defend the Atlantic ports, and also maintain control of the seas, so that the resources of the British Empire can be brought to bear.

In establishing control of those seas, Britain would appear to have the advantage, but it is far less than it was ten or even five years ago.  Advancement in naval science has been even more rapid than that of land forces.  Modern capital ships, the Vanguards [*Dreadnoughts], have rendered their predecessors all but obsolete, and in this aspect the two sides are far closer than in the past.  America has 10 of these ships, and Brazil 2, while Britain has 12 and New England 4 [7].  In battlecruisers, the next most important class of ship, America has 3 while Britain has 5 and New England 2.  Britain has more of the older class of ships [i.e. pre-Vanguards], but these are both of less use than the newer ships, and more likely to be reserved for other purposes across the world.  Britain will still need to retain defence of its home shores and its Empire, and they will surely designate more of their older ships to protect their far-flung colonies, while keeping more of the newer ships in North America [8].  Thus, while it is hard to determine in advance who will win the war at sea, it can safely be said that whoever does win the naval struggle will have done much toward winning the war...

--

29 April 1905
London, England
United Kingdom of Great Britain

Foreign Secretary Sir Edward Vickers’ office held one large longcase clock [grandfather clock], placed opposite his desk, right next to the door.  He could scarcely take his eyes from it, as it slowly ticked down the last ten minutes of the hour.  Each second dragged like an eternity; he had a large pile of papers awaiting his attention, but he knew better than to try.  He could focus on nothing else until he had met with the person who waited outside his office.

The clock started chiming six o’clock, and a heartbeat later a knock sounded at the office door.

“Come in, Your Excellency,” Vickers said.

Alexander Jefferson, the U.S. ambassador, bowed after he stepped into the room.  “I hope this evening finds you well, Foreign Secretary,” he said.

“As well as it can be, Your Excellency.  I trust you are also well?”

“I am, thank you,” Jefferson said.

Such hypocrisy we labour over, Vickers thought.  We are about to send millions of our young men to kill each other, but we don’t dare conduct ourselves impolitely.  “I presume you await the answer to your government’s note.”

“I do.” Jefferson smiled, with all the usual charm of an upper-class American.  They prided themselves on their courtesy, on their hospitality... and on their nation’s martial ability.

“His Majesty’s Government rejects your President’s ultimatum in all particulars.  British Honduras is ours, and will stay ours.”

There.  It was done.  Vickers tried to blot out the memory of the late-night Cabinet meeting – well, argument – which had preceded this.  Some had raised doubts, some had issued warnings, while some had been all for war.  But the decisive point was simple: the Commons would deliver a motion of no confidence within five minutes of their next sitting if the Cabinet caved in to Mitchell’s demands.

“Then I must inform you that, in accordance with my last meeting with you, I am closing the American embassy here and withdrawing all its personnel back to the United States.”  Jefferson’s face was his usual diplomatic mask.  If he had any uncertainty about the wisdom of his nation’s course, he concealed it well.  “Is there any final message you wish me to convey to Columbia?”

“Tell them...”  Vickers paused, trying to find words of his own to answer, and settled on borrowing another’s.  “Remind them of what Plato once said: When the tyrant has disposed of foreign enemies by conquest or treaty, and there is nothing more to fear from them, then he is always stirring up some war or other, in order that the people may require a leader.”

Jefferson said, “And remind your government of what Aristotle once said: We make war that we may live in peace.  Thank you for your time, Foreign Secretary.”  Jefferson bowed again, then left.

Vickers stared at the door for a long moment after that.  Then he collected his hat and coat, and left for Number Ten Downing Street, where Prime Minister Isaac Disraeli waited for him.

Vickers briefly related the substance of his conversation with the American ambassador.  “A declaration of war will follow shortly,” Vickers finished.

“There’re three kinds of liars: Liars, damned liars, and Americans.”  Disraeli shook his head.  “But I fear you’re right.  And I have worse news: our ambassador reports that the Americans have ordered full mobilization of their army.”

Vickers shivered.  “So we’ll be sending men over there?”

The Prime Minister nodded.  “I’ve already sent for the Secretary of State for War and the First Lord of the Admiralty.  They’ll be joining us soon.”

Someone knocked at the door, and came in without waiting for an answer.  But instead of William George Campbell, 3rd Earl Cawdor, First Lord of the Admiralty – who also had the habit of entering without waiting for an invitation – it turned out to be a messenger bearing a telegram.

“From our ambassador to Russia,” the messenger said, and hurried out as if he didn’t want to be in the room when the telegram was read.

“From Russia?” Disraeli said.  “Think you were right about them?”

“One of the few times in my life I’d rather be wrong,” Vickers said.

The Prime Minister read the telegram.  “Sadly, no.  The Tsar has announced an embargo on selling Russian grain to Britain until such time as we have ‘clarified the status of Turkey’.”

“Things could become quite... difficult,” Vickers said.  It had been years since he had set foot inside a church, and longer still since he had believed in God.  But all the same, he’d never been so tempted to pray.

--

[1] Strictly speaking, of course, Napoleon V is not his recognised title in France or any other nation.  His proper name is Prince Charles Jean Louis Napoleon Bonaparte.

[2] This is an ATL brother of Colonel General Helmuth von Moltke (Moltke the younger) who won several crushing victories in the Second Napoleonic Wars and is one of Germany’s most respected military figures.

[3] Even in OTL, there were pre-WW1 generals who predicted a long war.  This didn’t mean that they were heeded, or at least not enough.

[4] Von Moltke’s population figures are largely estimates, as all of the nations in question had had censuses in 1900-1901, and thus population figures were slightly out of date.

[5] Von Moltke is underestimating their growth in population, which is closer to 40 million than 35 million.

[6] There were some shell and other munitions shortages during the Second Napoleonic Wars, which were averted through increasing production, and this is enough to let military establishments around the world know to stockpile enough materiel to supply considerable action.

[7] The USA built more Vanguards earlier than the UK, but Britain has laid down and is building more than the USA.  There are a further 2 Vanguard-class ships in Britain due to be commissioned within the next month, and more following.  New England, which had long tried to maintain naval parity with the USA, fell behind during the late 1890s with spending focusing more on social issues (pre-1901) and land defence (post-1901), although it has further Vanguards laid down.

[8] While von Moltke compares only capital ships, both sides also obviously have considerable numbers of cruisers, destroyers and smaller ships.  Britain has a slightly higher proportion of destroyers and cruisers, although the USA also has a fair number.  Von Moltke has also completely ignored the possibility of *submarines and torpedo boats, although these were not so well-known to a man who was after all a general, not an admiral [9].

[9] Not that admirals of the time necessarily thought much about *submarines and torpedo boats, either.

--

Decades of Darkness #111a: Kings Gambit Accepted

“Only the dead have seen the end of war.”
- Plato

“And ye shall hear of wars and rumours of wars: see that ye be not troubled: for all these things must come to pass, but the end is not yet.”
- Matthew 24:6, King James Version

--

31 May 1905
South Amboy, New Jersey
Republic of New England (U.S. occupied)

Major General Jefferson Davis Cleveland no longer wore his stars these days.  South Amboy was meant to be a safe city, but the Yankees had a distracting habit of sneaking in snipers.  Best to be safe and dress like a private.

“As if anywhere is safe in this war,” Cleveland muttered.  A month of warfare had brought American troops to the Raritan River, and, further west near New Brunswick, over that river and to the slopes of the Watchung Mountains.  But it had also brought them casualties on a scale no-one had ever dreamed of before the war.  Over a third of his 95th Infantry Division had been lost in dead and wounded.  How many more days could his soldiers sustain such losses and still function?

“Not many,” Cleveland muttered.  The timetable had called for them to be approaching Newark Bay by now.  Even when they forced the crossing of the Raritan River – it shouldn’t take long, he hoped, with another push down from New Brunswick if his own division couldn’t break across directly – that still left a lot of bloody miles between them and Newark.  With swamps and tens of thousands of Yankees and God only knew what else waiting for them.  Not to mention Staten Island sitting as a secure base for the Yankees to raise all kinds of mischief on his flank.

They needed more artillery power, Cleveland decided.  The railroad cannon which had proven so valuable in smashing the Yankees’ border forts were miles behind now.  So were the railroads, and the engineers were doing a damnably slow job in extending them.  They had plenty of other artillery, though, even if it was slow to respond.  “We will bury the Yankees in their holes, and then we can march over them to New York,” Cleveland said.

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 5: The Sixty Days (6 May 1905-4 July 1905)

Remembered to the present day as one of the bloodiest campaigns in the history of warfare, the Sixty Days saw most of the New England state of New Jersey transformed into a battleground.  The USA enacted its long-planned strategy of pushing into the state with overwhelming numbers, aiming to secure New York, New England’s greatest port.  Both sides moved according to pre-planned timetables and movements, at least until the chaos of war caused all such plans to be abandoned.

The Americans divided their attacks into four distinct Armies.  First Army under General George Washington Custer [1] pushed across the Delaware River into Trenton, New Jersey, with the intention of pushing north to New Brunswick and then to the Hudson.  The U.S. Third Army broke across the Delaware between Bordentown and Burlington, New Jersey, and wheeled north in a push toward South Amboy, with the objective of reaching Newark.  Ninth Army made a smaller thrust across the Delaware at Camden, with the objective of seizing southern New Jersey and occupying it before its forces were expected to reinforce the Third’s push into New York City.  Fifth Army made a series of raids across the Delaware between Philipsburg and Frenchtown, not with the objective of securing major territorial gains but to maintain pressure on the defenders and prevent them from being diverted to other sectors on the front.  If they did not face strong opposition, they were expected to push through the valleys to Kingston, Hudson and cutting off New York from the north.

The first month of the Sixty Days saw the American forces over-run southern New Jersey, at considerable cost in casualties.  After the fall of Cedar Bridge on 22 May, the evacuation of the southern portion of the state was ordered, which was mostly successful, although ten thousand New England troops were driven back to Cape May and eventually surrendered there after naval resupply and evacuation proved impossible.  The New England defenders of Army Group South sought to establish a defensive line south of the Raritan River, but after being threatened from both south and east they withdrew across the river after the Battle of New Brunswick (24-29 May).  The U.S. forces of First and Third Armies made a fresh offensive across that river in early June, but found their attacks blocked by stubborn defence, particularly along the Watchung Mountains.  Third Army pushed along the coast toward Elizabeth, but was eventually checked at the Battle of Bricktown.  First Army’s bloody push reached as far as Westfield, before the mounting casualty rates and lack of supplies forced General Custer to order what was meant to be a temporary halt.  The New England defenders dug in, and trench lines ran across the Scotch Plains.  It would be far longer than General Custer intended before his troops would make a major advance again.  The Fifth Army’s attack is usually called the ‘forgotten front’ of the Sixty Days, as its troops made more ground than expected, capturing a strip across the Delaware between ten and fifteen miles wide.  But they lacked the manpower or supplies to attack further into the mountainous terrain, and they had settled into defensive positions even before First Army...

The Sixty Days ended with the misleadingly named Battle of Staten Island Sound, when British and New England troops crossed the Sound behind the American forces outside Bricktown, forcing them to withdraw to Woodbridge, where the U.S. forces established their own defensive lines.  Again, despite the aggressive declarations of generals of both sides, significant movement on this sector of the front had also come to an abrupt halt...

Casualties on both sides of the Sixty Days were extremely high, with considerably more troops lost per day than in the trench warfare which followed on this front.  However, the last days of this campaign became the first to mark what would become a familiar trend throughout virtually all of the war – whether in attack or defence, American troops usually inflicted favourable or at least comparable casualties [2].  This was not true for all the days of the campaign – particularly the opening week of the attack, and the entire of the Fifth Army’s push across the Delaware – but it was notable by the later battles, particularly at New Brunswick and Bricktown.

The total casualties were as follows [3]:

Nation        Killed  Wounded  Prisoners  Total
Great Britain 11000   39000    2000       52000
New England   89000   288000   36000      413000
United States 130000  355000   8000       483000

--

5 May 1905
London, England
United Kingdom of Great Britain

Foreign Secretary Edward Vickers had to stop himself from sighing.  He had expected Russia to try something once war broke out with the United States.  But what he had anticipated was military posturing, which would have brought a certain German response.  He had doubted – and still did doubt, come to that – if Russia had any interest in starting a war with both Germany and Britain.  The Second Napoleonic Wars had taught them better.

No, the Tsar had found something more threatening, in its way, because it wasn’t a declaration of war, but still weakened British interests.  Two years ago, Vickers’ predecessor had secured an informal agreement with Russia that grain supplies would remain open in the event of war with the United States.  That agreement had turned out to be worth far less than the paper it hadn’t been written on.

“This embargo violates the Russians’ agreement two years ago,” Vickers growled.

Hermann Röhm, the German ambassador, said, “And they claim that you have violated peaceful dealings between nations by smuggling arms into American soil, which justifies their response.”

“They must know that’s a lie,” Vickers said.

Röhm said, “You would deny it whether it is true or not.”  He raised a hand.  “I, personally, believe that your government did not authorise it.  But Russia only needs to claim to believe it.”

“And cause us considerable inconvenience while they do so,” Vickers said.

“Merely inconvenience?” Röhm said.

“For now, yes,” Vickers said.  In fact, he feared it would be worse than that, but showing weakness before Germany might not be the world’s best idea.  Britain would have to buy grain through neutrals, particularly Brazil and Italy, which could be done.  Embargos leaked.  But would this one leak enough?  “But it is an unwelcome distraction from North America.  We would value it if Germany were to... encourage Russia to abandon its ultimatum.”

Röhm coughed.  “May I speak unofficially for a moment?”

Vickers nodded.

Röhm said, “No-one in Germany wants to see Russia become too strong.  But while His Majesty the Holy Roman Emperor still values the alliance which has served our nations well, it is the Reichstag which controls the purse-strings.  Many of the members are... less fond of Britain than they were in former times.”

“So you won’t back us?” Vickers said.

“I did not say that,” Röhm said.  “But the Reichstag will not write a blank cheque for a war.  It would be best for a peaceful resolution to this crisis.  Allowing Russia a few symbolic concessions would perhaps be best for all concerned.”

Vickers said, “Having Russia gain in influence would be dangerous.”

Röhm said, “That is why I suggested symbolic concessions.”

“The Russians want Constantinople, which is hardly symbolic,” Vickers said.

“Then make them a more reasonable offer, and if they refuse it, then it will be grounds for greater... unity within Germany,” Röhm replied.

I suppose it might be possible, at that, Vickers thought.  It would at least free Britain to fight the Jackals, who were much the greater threat.  If combat could be confined to the Americas, then it would be far easier to marshal the resources of the Empire to defeat the United States.  “I suspect that the Russians would ask for a military base at Constantinople, at least,” Vickers said.

Röhm scratched his chin.  “That could reasonably be refused.  But I suspect it would do no harm to guarantee Russia passage of the Straits.  In time of war, it may perhaps be revoked, and they can be confined easily enough by your control of Gibraltar and Suez.”

Vickers said, “That gives us something to treat with the Russians about, at least.”

--

Extracts from “From Napoleon to Peter: International Relations in the Nineteenth Century (1789-1906)”
By Professor Andries Maritz
King Edward University
Retief [Pretoria], Kingdom of South Africa
(c) 1942 Pioneer Publishing Company: Retief.  Used with permission.

Although almost forgotten besides the events of the North American War, the brief Embargo Crisis between Russia, Britain and Germany marked an important shift in international relations, as the world passed into the twentieth century.  Before this date, Britain and Germany had been equal partners in an alliance which, while strained due to some regretful British actions, had nonetheless served the interests of both parties.  In the Embargo Crisis, however, Britain was forced to seek help from Germany, rather than acting as an alliance of equals.  The resolution was peaceful enough, with Russia lifting the embargo in exchange for extraterritorial rights of Russian citizens in Turkey, naval passage of the Straits, and an extremely ephemeral recognition of the Tsar as the ‘spiritual’ guardian of the Orthodox peoples within Turkey [4].  Russia’s pressure for a military base at Constantinople was firmly rebuffed, with German backing.  But it was now clear that Britain had become firmly the junior partner in the Anglo-German partnership...

--

[1] Not much like OTL’s Custer in personality, for which his troops should be extremely thankful.

[2] Due to the absorption of lessons from the Third Mexican War in particular, and to a lesser degree earlier wars as well, U.S. commanders at all levels are encouraged to show individual initiative.  This flexibility can sometimes cause chaos, but usually allows better exploitation of local opportunities.

[3] The number of wounded is generally proportionately higher ITTL than in OTL.  Both sides have greater experience in military medicine than in OTL, and thus are able to save a greater number of lives.

[4] A right which will be, in practical purposes, impossible to exercise unless there are outright massacres of Christians.  Which won’t happen anyway, for other reasons.

--

Decades of Darkness #111b: Four Knights Game

“Duty is ours; results are God's.”
- John Quincy Adams (1767-1848), New England statesman

--

27 April 1905
Palmar, Yucatan (near border with British Honduras)
United States of America

The motley group of men assembled in front of Lieutenant William J. Walker hardly looked like soldiers.  No proper uniforms, just a mixed collection of odd clothes coloured green, brown and grey.  The only common thing about them was their weapons, with all the soldiers carrying the silenced bolt-action rifles which had become the trademark of the Jaguars.  Except for Corporal Arthurs, who carried one of the new-fangled automatic Cumberland rifles [1], and an automatic pistol along with it.  Cumberlands were too noisy and unreliable for Walker’s taste, but there were times when it was handy to have a man around with so much quick firepower.

“Okay men, listen up,” Walker said.  Discipline was far more informal in the Jaguars than anywhere else in the Army.  Even more than regular troops, Jaguars had to think on their own.  Respect had to be earned, not as a result of rank.  It often gave visiting officers the screaming horrors, but Walker would not have joined any other military force.  “We’ve just got the go.  We cross the border tonight.”

The men erupted into cheers.  Walker waited for them to fall silent, then said, “The President knows what needs to be done – look at how he finally got our name right last year [2].  No waiting for Congress to get around to declaring war.  We cross now, and make sure we’re in place to strike when the war starts.”

“And if we catch any limeys before then, we silence them!” Arthurs called.

Walker grinned.  “Exactly right.  Everyone get ready!”

--

1 May 1905
United States Capitol
Columbia, Federal District
United States of America

Congressman Plutarco E. Bautista of Sonora heard many jeers as he concluded his speech, but he refused to heed them.  Some things needed to be said.  “This war in waiting is not to serve the interests of the United States, but to serve the wishes of the President.  Since the day he was sworn into office, he has pushed for war with Britain [3].  He wants this war to distract the people from the truth.  His government is not formed of the people, by the people, for the people, but of the President, by the President, for the President.  Long has the President known and ignored that many citizens of the United States are free in law but not in practice, and he has rejected bids to change this.  Now that his political opponents gain in strength, he seeks to make the people look outward in fear, not inward in reform.  That Britain has occasionally infringed the sovereignty of the United States is self-evident.  But if we start Mr. Mitchell’s War, we will even more gravely infringe the sovereignty of Congress.”

When Bautista returned to his seat, the Speaker recognised W. Joseph Simmons, a rock-solid, white-faced Democrat from Alabama.  Simmons said, “The President has asked Congress to declare war on Britain for just cause, but he has chosen an imprudent course.  Britain is and has always been an opponent of the United States, from the day she tried to plant her bootheel on America’s throat during the Revolution, to her recent grasp of the lands next to Yucatan.  But Mr Mitchell wants to take today, at grave risk, what he could take in just time if he would but have patience.  Every year the United States grows stronger, an inevitable product of our industry and the character of our citizens.  Forty years ago, the United States was outmatched by Britain.  Twenty years ago, the gap had grown close.  Today, we are nearly of a match.  That we could fight Britain, and perhaps even win, I do not doubt.  But what needless risk!  If we but wait a few years, our advantage will be so great that Britain, nay the world, will tremble.  Our claim to sundered Honduras will not be forfeited if we wait for a more provident time.  No, if we wait we can face a world aware of our might, of the indisputable power of the United States and the American race, and then we can acquire both sundered Honduras and whatever other lands we should wish.”

Instead of jeers, Simmons received a thoughtful silence.  Bautista didn’t agree with much of what the Alabaman said, but it would still be useful if there were more like him.  The Democrats had a solid majority amongst the Representatives, and even worse amongst the Senate.  A few of them might oppose Mitchell’s plans, but no matter how grand a speech he made, Simmons would have to be some kind of wizard to ensure that enough Democrats opposed the declaration of war.

Worse, even some of Bautista’s own Unionists, especially the former Patriots, were in favour of the war.  That had been their catch-cry for decades – beat the drum of war to gain popularity.  Now that Mitchell had borrowed that trick from them, they were still dazzled by it.  Sure enough, another Unionist, Jeffery Quinn of Illinois, delivered a fiery oration condemning British encirclement and ‘perfidious Albion’ which might have been borrowed from Mitchell’s speechbook.  Others followed, some against, but most for.  When the vote was called, the declaration of war came in at 303 for, 119 against.  “Not enough,” Bautista said.  It would be even worse when he heard the Senate vote – 87-27 in favour of war.

“You have your war, Mr Mitchell,” Bautista murmured.  “But expect me to point out every failure in your war to deny the people their rights [4].”

--

13 May 1905
Belize City, British Honduras (U.S. occupied)

“Would you like to do the honours?” Captain Goldson said, gesturing to the flagpole.

“Gladly!” Walker said, and hoisted the flag.  The fifty-seven-starred and seven-stripped banner rose above the capital of former British Honduras.  “Our first victory, and a good omen for the rest of the war.”

“And in large part thanks to you,” Goldson said.  “I’ve recommended you for the Bronze Cross for your bravery in leading your platoon behind the defenders.  Without it, the day would have been much harder.”

“I’m honoured, sir, but victory is its own reward,” Walker said.  Well, that and the eight tally marks scored into the barrel of his rifle.  “We’d have won anyway; the British have hardly bothered to defend the place.”

“They’ll defend other places, I’m sure,” Goldson said.  “And while I want you to let the men celebrate tonight, have them be ready to move soon.”

“Redeploying already?” Walker asked, slightly surprised.

“Soon.  Not much point keeping Jaguars around on garrison duty, is there?”  Goldson paused a moment, then answered the unasked question.  “Nicaragua, I expect.”

“Home sweet home,” Walker said, and smiled.  But he understood full well that he would most likely be serving in Costa Rica.

--

8 May 1905
Niagara Front
Westylvania-Niagara Border
USA/New England

“I’m the eye in the sky,” murmured Lieutenant James Ingersoll of the New England Army Sky Corps.  The steady buzz of the propeller of the Randall two-wing skyrider was comfortingly familiar, but the vista unfolding below him was not.  To his right lay the expansive blue of Lake Erie, while below him and to his left stretched New England’s defensive positions.  Ahead of him waited the gringo hordes.

As best he could, Ingersoll studied the American deployments.  They had plenty of soldiers over the border, near to but not quite in range of the concrete bulk of Fort Sanford, the closest of the big forts to the lake.  As Ingersoll overflew the gringo lines, he heard the occasional crack of rifle bullets fired from ground troops, and even more occasional shells.  He looked down to see that the gringos had set up some kind of heavy mortars, and that they were preparing to fire on Fort Sanford.

Another bullet whizzed by him, much closer.  Ingersoll’s head snapped round, to see some kind of gringo single-wing buzzing beside him.  The pilot had pulled out a revolver – an honest to God revolver! – and fired at Ingersoll’s skyrider.  Ingersoll reached inside his heavy coat and found his own revolver.  He snapped off four rounds, more out of anger than with any hope of hitting, but was astonished to see the gringo pilot slump back in his seat.  The single-wing plunged down to the ground.

“Jesus!” Ingersoll exclaimed.  Not something he had planned on; his job was to scout out the enemy’s movements, not shoot down their fighters.  But still, it was one dead gringo.  Later, perhaps, he would worry about it more.  For now, he wanted to see more of what was happening around Fort Sanford.  That was the greatest barrier awaiting the gringos.  If they couldn’t be stopped there... then it would be worse, further inside New England.

There were lots of gringos around the fort.  They had two units of those heavy mortars that he could see, both set up and starting to fire.  Maybe Fort Sanford’s concrete could withstand the barrage.  Ingersoll hoped so.

A shadow blotted out the sun for a moment.  Ingersoll glanced up, expecting to see only another cloud.  Instead, he saw something large and silvery.  “A cloud-ship?”  The gringos used them now and then to transport rich men around the country, but what was one doing above the front?

Only when he saw the large explosions on the ground did Ingersoll realise what was happening.  The cloud-ship was dropping bombs from the air onto Fort Sanford.  The first bombs fell short and made quite large craters, but the rest landed on top of the fort.  They blew large holes in the concrete fortifications – not quite through, as far as Ingersoll could see from a distance, but they had certainly weakened the fort’s concrete.  A bomb could carry a lot more explosive than a shell, and that cloud-ship must have carried a lot of bombs.

“Thing’s a God-damned silver ghost,” Ingersoll murmured.  It flew higher than his sky-rider could reach, and could surely go even higher if it chose.  How could anyone defend against those cloud-ships?

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 6: The Lake Erie Theatre

Conducted simultaneously with the more highly-publicised – and bloody – campaign of the Sixty Days, the American attacks on and around Lake Erie attracted less public notice at first, but offered their own military significance.  Lake Erie was the only one of the Great Lakes where the United States could hope to achieve naval superiority, and thus threaten large tracts of Canada and New England.

Well aware of this, both the American and Allied forces had pre-war plans to raid each others’ ports and deny the enemy the use of them.  Allied gunboats staged raids on Sandusky and Erie on the U.S. side on the 7th and 8th of May, causing some damage but failing to destroy the ports.  The U.S. forces conducted similar raids on Toledo, Buffalo and Port Stanley, with only limited effect.  A more decisive response to the naval war would have to await events on land...

The U.S. assault involved three Armies.  The Second Army had been designated the main striking force, and massed along the Westylvania-Niagara border along Lake Erie, with the objective of pushing into Niagara and occupying Buffalo.  Its later course was planned to be contingent on events elsewhere, either northeast to Lake Ontario and thence east toward the Mohawk Valley, or westward into Canada.  Fourth Army had been designated to attack on a much wider front, from the Alleghenies to the Delaware River.  Its assaults were intended to be probes and gain ground where possible, and to ensure that New England could not strip that region to defend elsewhere.  The Seventh Army had been designated to advance into Michigan, advancing across the Maumee River from Blucher, Michigan [Napoleon, Ohio], surrounding Toledo and then pushing toward Detroit.

The Second Army’s assault proved to be far more difficult than American planners had envisaged.  Although supplied with some heavy mortars and other artillery, the bulk of American fort-breaker artillery had been assigned to the New Jersey front, and it took more than two weeks and many lives for the American troops to break through a line of forts which had been expected to crack in three days.  The Second Army reached Mayville, Niagara on 27 May, and captured the town, but their advance was now divided by the waters of Lake Chautauqua – “God’s watery blessing”, as one anonymous New England captain is reported to have said – which funnelled the Americans into much narrower fronts on both sides.  This allowed New England troops of Army Group West to stop the western prong of the attack with a line of hastily-erected trenches running north-northwest from the tip of Lake Chautauqua to Lake Erie.  On the eastern side of the lake, the U.S. forces pressed further, but were eventually stopped in a bulging salient by a combination of rivers, trenches and the Allegheny Mountains.  Further east, Fourth Army gained intermittent stretches of ground up to thirty miles past the border, but mostly because the New England defenders withdrew to more defensive positions as both sides avoided costly engagements.  The one exception to this was the Battle of Elmira, Niagara (17-18 May) which saw the American forces capture the town but pause afterward.

The Seventh Army, from the point of view of territory gained, was the most successful U.S. force in the entire northern front during the first months of the war.  Toledo was encircled and besieged by 10 May, although it held out for some days while the rest of the New England defenders of the Army of Michigan fell back toward Detroit as the Seventh Army made a wide wheel, outflanking the defenders again and again in a way which was not possible in the more closely-packed east.

Toledo refused to surrender for a time, and Lieutenant General Arangeo of the XXVth Corps did not stage a full-out assault, wishing to spare both his men’s lives and the town’s facilities.  The decisive moment came when the blockading American gunboats fought off a relieving raid by Allied naval forces in the Battle of Maumee Bay (21 May).  The naval battle itself amounted to a draw, with similar losses of ships on both sides, but it prevented any relief for Toledo.  General Arangeo negotiated unprecedented surrender terms for the New England garrison – safe passage for all the uniformed soldiers back to New England lines, with the provision that they would not take up arms against the United States for one month.  Arangeo’s actions were controversial in both the United States and New England, but he justified his actions as freeing up his own soldiers to press the advantage in Michigan rather than spending time and lives in a costly reduction of Toledo.

Indeed, the American forces of Seventh Army continued their advance into Michigan, with the battles of Dana [Monroe, Michigan] on 27 May and Adrian on 29 May both resulting in U.S. victories as the outnumbered Army of Michigan continued its fighting withdrawal.  Their defence became more vigorous as they neared Detroit, but by 16 June the Seventh Army had reached the outskirts of the city...

The naval struggle on Lake Erie had swung in the USA’s favour after the Battle of Maumee Bay.  It became a matter of American supremacy by the end of the month, with the USA bringing in pre-fabricated modular gunboats and assembling them at Cleveland in large numbers.  By early June, Buffalo was blockaded, the Canadian ports had been shelled, and with the entrances to Lake Erie also in blockaded, the United States controlled the lake...

--

[1] The Cumberland is an American-designed early automatic rifle, similar to OTL’s Cei-Rigotti.  It is too cumbersome and unreliable for regular army service, but sees occasional use amongst the Jaguars and other irregular military forces.

[2] While informally known as the Jaguars since the 1850s, they did not formally receive this name until 1904.

[3] Something of an exaggeration on Bautista’s part.  Mitchell waited a year or so in office before beginning to make aggravating noises against Britain.  Of course, his private wishes were another matter.

[4] Those members of the people who were already legally free citizens, that is.

--

Decades of Darkness #111c: English Opening

“Our country!  In her intercourse with foreign nations, may she always be in the right; but our country, right or wrong.”
- U.S. Commodore Stephen Decatur (1779-1840).

--

Taken from: “Phrases for the Ages: Memorable Political Speeches”
(c) 1951 by Harold Larsen
Crocodile Publications: Palmerston [Darwin], Northern Australia

Excerpts from King George I of Canada’s coronation address, 2 May 1905

Much as I regret my father’s passing, I am relieved that he did not live to see this day.  He was a man of peace, and throughout all his reign he ensured the security of our southern border.  If it were possible for him to broker a peaceful settlement, he would have done so while he lived.  But Mr. Mitchell is a man who wants no peace, only bloodshed.  So be it.  He would do well to remember the advice of one of his own predecessors: “If you start a war, be sure you can finish it [1].”  The road that stretches before us will not be an easy one.  But we will not walk it alone.  The mother country will be with us.  So will all the nations of the Empire.  So will New England, Colombia, Venezuela and Costa Rica.  We do not stand friendless and alone, as the United States does.  We will face difficulties, to be certain.  What we fight is a great patriotic war of the Canadian people.  A war for freedom and liberty for all men and women.  Our journey will be hard, but it will be successful.  We cannot fail, and we will not fail.

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 7: The Wisconsin Front

The Wisconsin front was the only one in the opening weeks of the war where the Allied forces had a numerical advantage over the Americans.  Along the U.S.-Canadian border, the Canadian Army of the Vermillion, the three divisions of the New England Outlier Corps on both sides of the Wisconsin-Michigan border, and two rapidly deployed divisions of the British Expeditionary Force (transferred from British North America) faced the U.S. Sixth Army.  With the more open terrain and lower population density of the Northwest, both sides had more room to manoeuvre, and had not developed the same extensive series of fortifications which had been intended – and partly succeeded – to restrict movement along the main regions of the northern front.

The opening month of the war was jokingly referred to in Wisconsin as the “Sitting War”, because neither side undertook any major offensive action, only occasional shelling and aerial reconnaissance.  The inaction was more or less forced on the U.S. side, as the Sixth Army had not been provided with the resources or manpower to undertake a major assault.  Their deployment had been purely precautionary in nature: to stop any Anglo-Canadian offensives while the main American forces were intended to finish the war quickly with a push through New Jersey, with a secondary assault into Michigan to keep New England forces tied down there.  The inaction on the Canadian side had been a deliberate decision to stand on the defensive at first; the Canadian General Staff had no illusions about their capacity to make a grand drive on Columbia.

The stationary war did not last into June, however, as the political pressure grew for the Allied forces to commence an attack into Illinois.  The reasons stated were threefold: to gain a victory somewhere on American soil, thus relieving the morale burden of being always retreating; to use the manpower, particularly the British and New England troops, which were regarded as being wasted in silence; and to force the USA to divert forces from Seventh Army which was grinding inexorably toward Detroit.  Despite the misgivings of some of the military commanders on the spot, particularly General Eric Root [2] of the New England Outlier Corps, plans for an offensive were enacted.

The deployment was set according to the pre-war Plan XII, which had been developed on the assumption that the Canadians would be supported by 4-6 divisions of New England troops and a further 4 divisions of the full British Expeditionary Force.  With half of the British forces being deployed instead to Long Island at the outbreak of war, and a reduced New England contingent, the plan appeared unlikely to succeed from the outset.  Fortunately for the Army of the Vermillion, although they were unaware of it, the U.S. Sixth Army had also been stripped of three divisions who were sent to support the drive on Detroit.

Plan XII called for two distinct attacks.  The initial thrust would be a feint by New England and British troops in Rensselaer, Michigan, pushing south-east to the town of Lafayette, Indiana, a strategic river crossing and rail junction.  When American troops were committed to that sector, the main assault would be conducted by the Army of the Vermillion across the eponymous river, pushing south and east toward Bloomington, with the intention of outflanking the American defenders and gaining control of northern Illinois and Indiana.  Some of the more optimistic General Staff officers envisaged a drive on Indianapolis.  But the main intention was to panic the defenders and force them to divert resources to the sector, or failing that, to push east to relieve Michigan.  It was expected that given time there would be reinforcements from Britain to assist with this drive.

On the dawn of 2 June, a pre-dawn artillery barrage opened up across a front five divisions wide, as the first part of Plan XII swung into action.  At first light, the New England and British forces attacked in a broad push southeast.  They gained ground but did not fight the regular battles they had expected.  Rather, the imperturbable General Randolph Hearst of Sixth Army had ordered a fighting withdrawal, with regular skirmishes to harass the advancing Allies but not major battles.  Hearst’s reasoning was simple, and summed up in his oft-quoted phrase, “Don’t place your chips until you’ve seen your opponent’s cards”.  Hearst was well aware that the Army of the Vermillion had not yet attacked, and he waited to see the shape of the enemy’s plan before committing his own forces.  As the Americans withdrew, they destroyed the ditches which drained the fields, and the ground turned to a muck of swamp and low-lying water, further hampering the Allied advance.

On 6 June, the Army of the Vermillion made its own attack across the river and onto U.S. soil.  Again, they did not face the early battles they had intended.  Hearst had taken note of the reports coming from the New Jersey front, and instituted a policy he called ‘leapfrog’ defence: selected units would hold strongpoints and fortified positions, not indefinitely but to inflict casualties and then withdraw before the enemy could bring up enough artillery to reduce their positions.  Meanwhile, other units would prepare positions further back, and hold those when their first units fell back.  Hearst did not panic as the Allies had hoped – he has been described, somewhat unfairly, as a man who lacked the imagination necessary to panic, and too stubborn to take any notice of the distant screams that he was abandoning America’s sacred soil – but conducted a solid defence along the length of the front.

While the Army of the Vermillion gained ground in a band up to fifty miles wide, they did not gain a decisive advantage anywhere.  Instead, the U.S. forces became more compact as they withdrew toward Bloomington, which Hearst had correctly discerned as the Army of Vermillion’s major objective, and which he chose as the place to defend.  The withdrawing Sixth Army adopted defensive positions in Bloomington as the front drew near on 17 June.  While further east the Sixth Army continued to slowly give ground before the Outlier Corps and BEF, in the hills and forests around Bloomington it constructed a series of defensive trenches and massed batteries of artillery.  The Army of Vermillion readied its own artillery and infantry in trenches of its own, but determined to capture the town.

The First Battle of Bloomington (19 June-22 July) was a bloody affair on both sides, as it demonstrated both the visually dramatic impact of prolonged artillery barrages and the capacity of entrenched troops to withstand those barrages.  Both sides shelled each other heavily, but ultimately it was the Allies who would choose to attack, since Hearst was content to sit on the defensive indefinitely, apart from minor local counter-offensives, while the political pressure on the Allied side was much stronger [3].  The town of Bloomington itself became the first casualty of the battle, with Canadian General Erickson vowing to reduce the town to ‘sand and toothpicks’ and destroy the defenders hiding inside and around the town.  After long days of artillery barrages and occasional aerial bombardment by adventuresome fliers, not a building was left standing in the town, but the defenders did not withdraw.  The Canadian forces had to dig them out trench by trench, aided by the transfer of the British Expeditionary Force.  Bloomington eventually fell on 22 July, and General Hearst regrouped his bloodied forces to the south, and set up a new defensive line to hold the Army of Vermillion and the other Allied forces.  His position was not a particularly strong one, but neither side was in a condition to mount major offensives after Bloomington, with their artillery in particular being almost exhausted of shells.  Unfortunately for General Hearst, despite his success in inflicting more casualties on the enemy, the political cost of losing ground and particularly having Bloomington fall was deemed to be a failure.  He was relieved of command on 2 August...

The total casualties for the first two months of the war on this front were as follows:

Nation        Killed  Wounded  Prisoners  Total
Canada        52000   128000   5000       185000
Great Britain 5000    11000    500        16500
New England   7000    15000    500        22500
United States 27000   83000    9000       119000

--

From The Hartford Sentinel
26 May 1905

THE SHIP WITH WINGS

Our correspondent in Dominica is pleased to report a very successful cruise by the aptly-named British battlecruiser HMS Invincible, now berthed at Samaná Bay.  The ship left Boston on 18 May in a cruise to Dominica to intercept American shipping.  Invincible is the most modern design of ship.  Unlike any others afloat, she is able to outfight or outrun any other ship she encounters.  So she demonstrated during her victorious cruise.

In the first leg of her cruise, from Boston to Bermuda, the Invincible reports that she encountered and sank two American merchant vessels which refused to surrender to her, thus denying valuable commerce to our enemy.  Then the Invincible challenged and sank an American commerce raider, the Enterprise, a villainous warship disguised as a merchant vessel which had been trying to intercept British commerce to the Caribbean.

After docking in Bermuda, the Invincible was joined by the armoured cruisers HMS Canopus and HMS Kent for a cruise of American waters to intercept enemy naval vessels.  They encountered a squadron of four American cruisers three days ago off Puerto Rico, and in a brief battle sank two of them and badly damaged a third.  The Invincible sustained no casualties and only superficial damage in this battle, which was easily repaired on ship.  The Invincible and her fellow ships withdrew from the battle after the appearance of the Vanguard-class ship Messenger, easily outrunning the lumbering enemy ship and sailing to Samaná Bay.  Her victory is still being celebrated in port.

While neither side has tried to capture islands in the Caribbean yet [4], the control of the seas is vital to our success against the Jackals.  Britannia has long ruled the waves – with New England help, of late – and this cruise is a simple demonstration that she will continue to do so for years to come.

--

Taken from: “Phrases for the Ages: Memorable Political Speeches”
(c) 1951 by Harold Larsen
Crocodile Publications: Palmerston [Darwin], Northern Australia

Excerpts from New England President Nicholas Forbes’s address to the nation after the Battle of Staten Island Sound, 5 July 1905

The new century has brought a new kind of warfare, one never before seen in history.  The old warfare involved a few of a nation’s men.  The new way is total war.  Every man, woman and child of New England is at war with the Jackals.  Every man who makes a shell in a factory, every worker who makes boots or clothes, every farmer and fisherman who brings in food – we are all in the same war!  New England expects every citizen to do their duty.  We are all in the same war against the same foe.  The first days have been bitter, but this war of southern aggression will fail.  We are still here.  We are still standing!  We will be here long after the United States has crumbled.  We will fight them for every tree.  We will fight for every rock.  We will fight for every blade of grass.  We will drown Mr Mitchell’s arrogance in a sea of American blood.  New England will fight to the last American.

--

[1] King George I is using a quote attributed to former U.S. President Thomas Corbin.

[2] ATL brother of U.S. Nobel Peace laureate Elihu Root.

[3] The USA was also under heavy political pressure to make its own foolhardy attacks during the same period, but these happened on the New Jersey front, to be covered in post #112.

[4] i.e. because every man in uniform is being sent to the New Jersey front.

--

Decades of Darkness #111d: Modern Defence

“As scarce as truth is, the supply has always been in excess of the demand.”
- Henry Shaw (1818-1887), American satirist

“Only a wise man can make a grave mistake, for no-one trusts a fool with important decisions.”
- Clement Churchill

--

5 May 1905
New White House
Columbia, Federal District
United States of America

Satoru Fujimori, Nipponese ambassador to the United States, had found much both to marvel at and to be disgusted with during his term in Columbia.  The Americans were almost always courteous, at least on the surface, and their hospitality, while different to that of Nippon, was always generous.  Yet they looked down on anyone without white skin, as had been demonstrated by the second-class treatment given to the few people of Chinese or Nipponese descent who had settled on their western coast.  Of course, they were hardly alone among whites in looking down on Nipponese.  Yet the United States had been the first white nation to deign to send an ambassador to Nippon, instead of an official with the lesser title of minister.  And while America had granted citizenship to only a handful of the people here of Nipponese descent, they had not sought to enslave them as they had done with the Mexicans or Indians or Negroes.

The same apparent contradictions were embodied in the man who led the Americans – at least as far as the Americans could be said to have one man at the top.  President Lewis Mitchell had never troubled himself to learn even a basic word or two of Nipponese, although he was hardly alone there.  But he was as polite as any American that Fujimori had met.  And he had a fire about him, a way of speaking that made people who listened to him want to push in his direction.  It showed with every word he said.

Mitchell said, “Your nation and ours have always been at peace.  We never have had a quarrel with Nippon.”  Mitchell paused, and added, “Honto?”

Mitchell’s single word of Nipponese was badly pronounced, but it astonished Fujimori nonetheless.  How unlike him even to make the attempt!  “That is true, yes.”  Both he and Mitchell delicately avoided mentioning the intervention in the Sandwich Islands.  Since those filibusters had been denounced even by the U.S. government, that could hardly have been a quarrel, although Fujimori remembered hearing that Mitchell himself had once condemned the intervention.  Diplomacy had much convenient hypocrisy.

Mitchell said, “Your empire has a deserved sphere of influence in your islands and China and Choson.  My nation has its own rightful sphere of influence within the Americas.  We have no vital interests which force us to quarrel.  My earnest hope is that we have eternal peace between our two great nations.”

Fujimori said, “Peace is the eternal hope of mankind.”

Mitchell smiled, “That, and that we may trade freely.  Commerce between our nations may have some interference now.  We may need to make arrangements to allow our commerce to continue.”

“I’m sure that the United States is making arrangements for all of its commerce,” Fujimori said, keeping his voice as non-committal as he could.  “Of course, many things could change.  If alliances are not honoured, for example.”  There.  Let him take that message as he wished.  He could construe it as a reference to American commerce with Brazil and Portugal, its backsliding allies.  Or as a delicate hint that Nippon might not answer its alliance with Britain, in the right circumstances.

“American alliances are being honoured exactly how I want them to be honoured,” Mitchell said.  “But you have given me much to consider, Your Excellency.  I hope that we can have further discussions in a few days.”

Fujimori rose, bowed, and exchanged polite farewells with Mitchell before he left the room.  Just as he was going, Mitchell’s secretary came in behind him, and said to the President, “The Russian ambassador awaits you, sir.”

“Send him right in,” Mitchell said, his voice loud enough that Fujimori could hear it even outside the office as he departed.

This was no accident, Fujimori decided.  Mitchell was too subtle to allow him to overhear that, unless he was meant to.  The American President was sending a message.  If Nippon declared war on the USA, it might face trouble of its own from Russia.  That location of that trouble was not hard to guess: Choson and China.

Fujimori suspected that the entire point of the conversation had been so that he could ‘overhear’ the secretary’s remark as he left.  Mitchell plainly wanted Nippon to stay out of the war, and had made some arrangement with Russia to further that.  As a matter of fact, Fujimori had heard no word from Tokyo to make him think that war was planned with the United States, although he was sure it was being discussed.  The terms of Nippon’s alliance with Britain were to declare war if either nation was attacked by two enemy powers, not one.  So Nippon had an honourable way to seek neutrality, if the Emperor willed it so.  And the genro who advised him were unlikely to risk so much for so little gain.

--

18 July 1949
Muestra Studios
East Knoxville, Tennessee
United States of America

“Your nation has no need to strike at us.  No need to strike at our islands, no need to prop up the decaying corpse of the British Empire,” said Michael Ellicott, playing the title role in “Mitchell”.  He felt a certain relish with every word he uttered, portraying the most controversial American president of all time, save perhaps the present incumbent.  “We have no quarrel with Nippon.  We never have had a quarrel with Nippon.  Verda [1]?”

Dieter Lo, who had the role of the Nipponese ambassador, Satoru Fujimori, didn’t look authentically Nipponese, as far as Ellicott was concerned.  Lo was a Formosan exile of Chinese descent.  But what could one do?  There weren’t many Nipponese in the USA to fill acting roles, after all.  Lo said, “Yes, that is true.”

Ellicott said, “We have not interfered, and we will not interfere, with your right to build your empire in your islands and in China.  But if your nation thanks to make war on the United States, you will find you have roused a giant best left undisturbed.  Think not that the vastness of the sea lanes between us will save you from us.  If you make war on us, we will pursue you across the sea and bring destruction on your islands until you are utterly defeated.”

Lo said, “Your nation threatens Nippon?”

“I threaten nothing,” Ellicott said.  “What I want is peace, eternal peace between the United States and Nippon.  But if Nippon joins Britain against us, you will not be fighting only the United States.”

Lo said, “The only allies the United States has are Brazil and Portugal, and both have declared their neutrality in this war.”

Ellicott said, “For now, that it so.  But if you declare war on America, you can expect Russia to declare war on you, and to make considerable ground in Choson and China while you are busy here.”

Lo said, “Russia has said nothing of this to Nippon.”

“It is easily confirmed,” Ellicott said.  “Inquire of Tokyo and the Russian minister there, and you will have your answer.  But also mention this to them: if Nippon simply stays out of the war, you will emerge the stronger for it.  The United States can defeat Britain, of that I am sure.  But even if I am somehow mistaken, you know that Britain will be grievously wounded.  Nippon will have a much stronger position to dictate terms then, for far less risk.”

Lo said, “I will report your words to Tokyo.”  He bowed.

“Make sure you report their answer, too,” Ellicott said.

“And cut!” the director called out.  “That’s time for now, folks.”

“About damned time,” Ellicott muttered, as he wandered off set.  “Someone find me a decent cup of tea!”

--

12 May 1905
Near Anderson, Manitoba Province [Breckenridge, Minnesota]
Kingdom of Canada

“Wide open spaces, a horse under your feet, and the enemy in full flight,” Sergeant William Ames said.  “This is the way to fight, by God!”

“Verda, sarge,” Corporal Jorge Alvin [3] said.  “It beats walking into cylinder guns [machine guns] from horizon to horizon.”

Ames could only nod.  If half the reports from back East were true, the bloodshed was on a scale which no-one could have dreamed of.  The President might talk all he liked about “sacrifices on the altar of freedom”, but Ames wanted to live for his country, not die for it.

Mechanised gunfire erupted from up ahead, followed by the screams of injured men and horses.  “Fall back!” Ames shouted, but the troop was already fleeing.  Only when they gathered out of range did he stop to look ahead, where the cylinder gun and the Canucks who manned it had concealed themselves in a haystack on a low ridge.  A few men crept back on foot to retrieve their injured comrades, and while they did that, the cylinder gun stayed silent.  The Canucks often did that, and the Americans usually returned the favour.  But the gun would open up again if any men tried to advance further.

“Damn it!” Ames said.  The enemy had chosen their position well, it would be difficult to circle and anyone marching, or worse riding, into it would very quickly develop a terminal case of lead poisoning.  “Where’s Captain Johnson?”

“Right here, Sergeant,” Johnson said.  With Lieutenant Williams dead two days past from a sniper’s shot, Ames commanded the second platoon now, and he hadn’t been happy about that, either.

“How much you want to bet there’s more Canucks there with rifles on foot behind the ridge, waiting for us to come close?” Ames said.

“I won’t take that bet; you’ve a nasty habit of turning out right,” Johnson said.  “But I want you to take your platoon on foot back around to the right, out of sight if you can.  See how close you can get to them, but don’t do anything suicidal.  We’ll try to keep them busy here.”

“Yes sir,” Ames said, and barked out the orders for his soldiers to leave their horses with the other platoons while they backtracked and went around on foot.  Behind them, intermittent rifle fire rang out from their side, with answering shots from the Canucks’ side.  Sure enough, they had riflemen too.

It took them quite a few minutes before Ames led his men close.  Sure enough, there looked like a platoon of Canucks waiting on the ridge.  Ames ordered his men to get as near as they could.  The Canucks saw them, sure enough, just before Ames was about to give the order to fire.  “Hit em,” Ames said, and tried to pick out a target amongst the Canucks.  He fired four shots before he thought he saw one man go down.  He heard screams from his own side, too.

The cylinder gun erupted again, but southward, not at Ames’s platoon.  Ames vaguely wondered why it didn’t turn on his own men, but he had more pressing matters to worry about, as he kept shooting at the Canucks.  Then he heard the sound of another cylinder gun firing back.

“What in God’s name?” Ames said – he knew that their troop had brought no cylinder guns with then – but kept his eye on the Canucks.  Their cylinder gun kept shooting and shooting, until the replying mechanical fire, from somewhere out of sight on the American side of the ridge, got too close.  The haystack was torn to shreds by bullets, and the Canuck gun fell silent.  But then a moment later, the Canucks started raising their hands in surrender.

“What the hell?” Ames said, but he barked out orders for his men to take the surrender.  Only after they reached the top of the ridge did they see the reason.  An honest-to-God horst [car] had driven across the prairie and up to the Canadian nest.  It carried a cylinder gun in a turret, and the whole horst was armoured, at least the front and sides.

“No wonder the Canucks surrendered,” Ames said.  He thought the thing looked like a toy, but it was hard to fight against something you couldn’t hope to hit, even with a cylinder gun.

“I wonder what kind of ground that thing can drive on,” Alvin said.

“All sorts, I hope,” Ames said, and Alvin nodded.

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 8: The Trans-Mississippian Front

Of all the various fronts in the North American War, the Trans-Mississippian front involved the greatest miles and the relatively fewest men.  The seeming endless underpopulated prairie between the Mississippi and the Rockies created conditions which were open for manoeuvre in a way which could not be maintained even east of the Mississippi, and which seemed another war entirely to the cramped warfare on the Atlantic seaboard.  The flat expanse made a mockery of any attempts to build broad defensive lines, and apart from a few key fortified strongpoints which could always be outflanked, the war in the Trans-Mississippi remained one of manoeuvre.  Even cavalry found its uses here, as it did on no other fronts, although they generally used horses only for mobility and fought dismounted.

While both sides deployed fewer men to this front, even with their relatively light manpower the American forces outnumbered the mostly Canadian defenders of the Army of Manitoba.  The U.S. Eighth Army covered a front stretching from northern Wilkinson to the edge of the Rockies, while the misleadingly named Tenth Army comprised a number of autonomously-commanded divisions in defensive positions along the Mississippi, guarding against raids from Wisconsin but with no orders to stage across the Father of Waters.  The first months of the war saw little action across the Mississippi, with both sides using artillery and gunboats and mines, but without trying major crossings along the river...

The initial weeks of the war saw a series of raids and reconnaissances in force by both sides along the Manitoban border, but it was largely the Americans who operated north of the border, due to greater manpower.  The U.S. forces also had a number of experimental petrol-powered armoured horsts, which they used to varying effect, since the devices were largely useless on broken ground, but had considerable shock value on the rare occasions when they reached enemy positions.  The USA also had aerial superiority in the Trans-Mississippi, for while both sides employed skyriders, the Americans had more of them deployed to the west, and the only practical cloud-ships.

After several weeks of skirmishes and advances, the core advancing troops of the Eighth Army reached Surrey [OTL Kent, Minnesota] on 24 May.  The result was the Battle of Surrey, two days of attacks and attempted outflanking manoeuvres which saw the Canadian defenders withdraw after both sides had inflicted roughly equal casualties on the other.  The Eighth Army did not initially pursue the Canadians, as they had not been ordered to stage a wide-scale invasion of Manitoba.  But General Edward Montgomery [4], never one to miss a chance to harass the enemy, kept his soldiers pushing forward in a series of skirmishes, and also went without orders to recall some divisions from further west to guard his flank as he advanced further into Canada.

The next major battle in the Eighth Army’s advance came at Bealeton [Grand Forks, North Dakota] on 16 June, where again numbers told the story.  The Eighth Army advanced on both sides of the Red River, supported by a number of commandeered steamboats, and after a series of flanking assaults succeeded in capturing the town and its railhead [5].  Famously, Montgomery entered Bealeton on the 18th of June, the same day as he received a pointed telegram from the U.S. General Staff, asking why he had pushed so far into Canada and stripped the western defences without authorisation, and ordering him to withdraw to a defensive position [6].  Montgomery’s famous reply was sent back the same day: HAVE CAPTURED BEALETON. SHOULD I GIVE IT BACK?

Montgomery received authorisation to press further into Canada, and accordingly he laid plans of his own, with the Red River the main axis of advance in a drive on Selkirk [Winnipeg, Manitoba], to cut the Canadian transcontinental railroad.  Montgomery made a declaration of his own, “Eighth Army is the sword that will cut Canada in half”.  He referred to the Eighth Army from that point on as “First Sword Army”, and drew up the orders for its attack to begin north from Bealeton on 22 June.  On the same day, he gave the order for the Army Sky Corps to become what he called “the point of the sword”.  On the night of 23 June, Selkirk, Manitoba became the first city in history to be bombed by sky assault...

--

Taken from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Buenaventura, Battle of (27 May 1905).  First major Pacific naval engagement of the North American War, between an American raiding force and the Pacific squadron of the Colombian Navy.  The U.S. contingent consisted of five capital ships: one battlecruiser, Thomas Jefferson, and four pre-Vanguards, Puerto Rico, Sinaloa, Potosi, and Wyoming, with accompanying escort vessels of five armoured cruisers and six destroyers.  The Colombian squadron contained only three capital ships, all pre-Vanguards, the Simon Bolivar, the Cali and the Tuamaco, although there was also a British heavy cruiser present, the Aurora.  The battle saw the annihilation of the almost all of the Colombian ships, with the only surviving capital ship the damaged Simon Bolivar, which escaped to sea along with two cruisers.  American losses included the Puerto Rico sunk and Wyoming heavily damaged, along with several smaller vessels.  The Battle of Buenaventura provided the first demonstration of the superior armour-piercing gunnery of American capital ships [7].

--

6 June 1905
‘Iolani Palace, Honolulu
Sandwich Islands Protectorate

King Jonah Liholiho II of Hawai’i, as he preferred to think of himself as, no matter that the British called his nation the Sandwich Islands, had not had to deal with many Australians before, and what he had seen had not really impressed him.  Blunt to the point of rudeness, with chaotic discipline quite unlike the British or Nipponese soldiers he had seen in the past.  But they were here in the tens of thousands, ready to defend Hawai’i against any American incursions, and their navy with them.  It was the navy which interested him the most, since it would be the first line of defence, and the news out of Colombia had been bad.  So he had summoned – well, requested – Admiral Reid to hopefully give him some reassurance.  “Do we have enough ships to protect these islands from the Jackals?”

Admiral Reid had the same hard-to-follow twang of all the Australians, but unlike most of them he had the sense to speak slowly when dealing with someone not used to his accent.  “Yes- No.  That depends, Your Majesty.”

“You don’t know how strong your ships are, or is it your opponents?” Lihiliho said.

“With the British reinforcements, we have enough to stop the Americans’ Pacific Fleet, although I’d be happier if we could repair the Simon Bolivar properly,” Reid said.  “But with the Nicaragua Canal still open - I wish the raid there had gone better – I don’t know what the Americans have brought through from the Caribbean.”

“How much can they spare from the Atlantic?” Liholiho asked.

“Even one Vanguard would be, if you will forgive me, a royal pain.  I wish our navy had one of its own, but the ship which was to become the Liverpool has been reclaimed by the Royal Navy to take over once it’s finished.  So, we’ll have to see.”

“My kingdom could be attacked, then?” Lihiliho said.

“We have a lot of soldiers here,” Reid said.  “And more are coming.  We plan to attack from here, not defend.”

“Oh?  I hadn’t heard anything about that,” Liholiho said, filling his tone with reproof.

Reid, however, either didn’t notice or didn’t care.  “Once we have the men and the ships, we’ll attack the Americans, not wait here.  We can’t win this war if we stand on the defensive forever.”

Liholiho hoped that the British and their Empire could win this war at all.  Most of the news so far had not been good.  But Reid’s confidence went some way toward reassuring him.

--

[1] American slang expression meaning roughly ‘true’ or ‘right’ or ‘I agree’.  Derived from Spanish verdad, ‘truth’.

[2] Named after the first President, not the former capital.

[3] Who once had a surname of Alvarez, but found it politic to change it.

[4] A relative of Richard Montgomery of ARW fame, although not a direct descendant.

[5] The main Canadian transcontinental railroad runs further north, through Selkirk [Winnipeg], but there is a feeder line to *Grand Forks.

[6] At this stage in the war, the U.S. high command was still of the opinion that the war could be won quickly in the east, and viewed any adventures further west as a distraction and in which any needless American defeats could boost the morale of the Allies.

[7] Since the 1880s, American shipbuilding has gone for fewer and heavier guns with a slower rate of fire than their New England and British counterparts.

--

Decades of Darkness #112: Guns of the North

“Today, hope died.”
- Diary entry for American Captain Alvar O’Brien, 22 August 1905

--

6 July 1905
U.S. First Army Headquarters
New Brunswick, New Jersey
Republic of New England (U.S. occupied)

PROGRESS OF FIRST ARMY UNACCEPTABLY SLOW.  PLEASE RESPOND URGENTLY WITH PLANS FOR OFFENSIVE TO RESUME THE INITIATIVE IN NEW JERSEY.

General George Washington Custer re-read the telegram once, then crumpled up and threw it at the wall.  “A fattened hog ready for Christmas knows more about warfare than the whole General Staff,” Custer muttered.  He had done a tour of the General Staff – most senior officers had – and had decided long ago that their plans were far too convoluted, and too detailed to have a realistic idea of warfare.

When he started First Army’s push, Custer had quickly decided to ignore the elaborate military timetables.  The initial plans to break New England’s forts had been useful, but past that, plans designed years before the war were useless in preparing for the glorious unpredictability of warfare.  All Custer had needed to know was where the enemy was, so that he could attack them.

He had made progress, too, if not as much as he liked.  But now the front was frustratingly stationary.  This was the only type of situation where the General Staff’s detailed plans would be useful – and they expected him to send them plans!  They should be providing them to him.

“Waste of bloody time, anyway,” Custer growled.  “Some chair-warmer hundreds of miles away can’t write plans for a front they’ve never seen.”  Besides, even if they wrote elaborate plans, they would be useless.  But would the esteemed General Staff take the blame for when their plans failed?  Oh no, they would blame someone closer to the front.  Custer, in other words.

Which meant that Custer, a veteran of years of military politics, knew exactly what he needed to do.  Find someone else to blame.  He scrawled a note of his own to be sent back by telegram.

YANKEE HOLD ON WATCHUNG MOUNTAINS GIVES THEM TOO MUCH ADVANTAGE.  FRONTAL ASSAULT FROM EAST SIDE TOO COSTLY.

Such an assault would only capture the mountains if Custer piled American bodies high enough to jump from the top of them to the summit of those mountains, in fact.  He still had hopes that with good artillery and the courage of good old American boys, he could push through trenches one at a time.  It could be done.  But attacking into those forested mountains was even more difficult.

YANKEES HAVE ESTABLISHED MAIN DEFENSES ON EAST SIDE OF MOUNTAINS.  PUSH BY FIFTH ARMY SHOULD HAMMER YANKEE DEFENDERS AGAINST OUR ANVIL.  CAPTURE OF MOUNTAINS WOULD OUTFLANK YANKEE DEFENDERS ON SCOTCH PLAINS.

There.  That would see that someone else could try to hammer the Yankees.  If the Yankees had put most of their defences on the east, as Custer suspected, the attack might well succeed.  If not, well, then it would be Fifth Army’s problem, not his.

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 12: The Hammer Offensive (10 August-14 October 1905)

In the public memory of the North American War, no moment captures the difficulty of trench warfare more vividly than 22 August 1905.  On that day, the first waves of American attackers went over the top against the Allied positions between the Watchung Mountains and the aptly named Dead River (and Passaic River).  The day after, the outspoken American exile Cleo D. Waters would write from his refuge in Cardiff, “Yesterday, America lost a generation”.

Conceived in frustration, birthed in haste, and killed amongst the mud and shell craters, the entire Hammer Offensive was the bastard child of a hundred unwilling parents amongst the U.S. High Command.  Initially envisioned as an attack on the western slopes of the Watchung Mountains, to draw out the defenders who were dogging the First Army on the eastern slopes, plans for the offensive quickly became embroiled in disputes between factions in the U.S. General Staff.  Even while reinforcements and materiel were being sent to Fifth Army throughout July, the plans were changed, changed and changed again.

The final plan bore the work of two hundred hands, and it would have been far better if one mind controlled it.  The plans for the Hammer Offensive envisioned three main attacks.  First, a series of low-scale raids and probes by First Army against the eastern slopes of the Watchungs, to force the Allies to send reinforcements there.  Then, after a long artillery bombardment, Fifth Army was to push northeast along the Dead and Passaic Rivers, with the intention of forcing the defenders back and isolating the Allied forces in the Watchungs, with further attacks by Fifth Army against the southern Watchungs themselves to capture them from the expected isolated defenders, and thus undermine the Allied position outside New York.

The flaws in the plan, however, were manifold.  American military intelligence – such as it was – had gravely underestimated the number of defenders the Allies had in the west, assuming that more of them were concentrated against First and Third Armies further east.  The Americans also did not have as many shells as they had originally expected, despite frantic upgrades of armaments factories from Columbia to Puerto Veracruz.  The nine days of shelling originally scheduled was reduced to five.  Moreover, the influence of so many hands meant that the plans for the first day of the advance were unusually rigid by American standards, with commanders given little scope for modifying their orders to suit local conditions.

The First Army began its raids as scheduled on 10 August, even while the last American reinforcements were being gathered further west.  On 17 August, the first of nearly one million shells began to fall on the Allied lines west of the Watchung Mountains.  In the pre-dawn light of 22 August, the men of Fifth Army went over the top into cylinder gun fire and into history...

--

3 May 1950
Mt Mitchell [1], Blue Ridge Mountains
North Carolina, USA

The towering height of Mt Mitchell probably didn’t look much like the real Mt Bethel it was supposed to be, but Elijah Benson, playing Captain Alvar O’Brien, didn’t care.  All he cared was that the cameras were rolling, and that he had a small but significant part to play in “Guns of the North”.

“Sir, the Colonel is dead.  They’re all dead!” said Tony Flinders, playing some nameless officer who had only three lines in the whole movie.

“Then I have the command now,” O’Brien said.  “We climb that mountain, and climb into history.”

“Sir?”

“Tell First Battalion to push west around there.  I’m leading Second Battalion up here.  NOW!”  Benson extended an arm dramatically, then began to run up the mountain.

“If you capture that mountain, Captain, you’ll be a major before the day’s out,” Flinders said, to Benson’s retreating back... and to the cameras recording everything.

--

Taken from The Charleston Republic, 16 June 1951

Given what comes out of Hanseltown [2] these days, it’s a wonder if a historical movie gets anything right.  Especially on such a controversial subject as the North American War.  So, it must be said that, all things considered, Guns of the North does a reasonable job in portraying both sides well, particularly in showing the Allies with empathy.  It would be cynical of this reviewer to suggest that this is due solely to respect for the President’s current ‘good neighbour’ policy, so of course I will not mention it.  Nor should I suggest that this empathy has been shown despite director – or should I say dictator – Adolfo Curtin’s well-known views of our Yankee neighbours.

Guns of the North is, at its heart, a moving depiction of the Hammer Offensive in the first year of the war.  This is a well-trodden road for a movie maker to follow, but given the current glut of historical epics, it is inevitable that a new version would be created.  It is unfortunate, but perhaps inevitable, that the director concentrated on the epic rather than the history, but he did allow some good touches to shine through.  In particular, Curtin has portrayed the new bond forged in blood between all the young men of the United States who served in the war together, and how in outlook and in duty and in language [3], those few terrible days would shape the lives of all those caught within them.

It is easy to pick on historical inaccuracies, of course.  Some of these are understandable, others all but unforgivable.  Showing Russian and German volunteers fighting alongside Americans on the Hammer Offensive was perhaps the strangest choice.  It is true that there were Russian and German [mostly Dutch] and also Brazilian volunteers on the American side during the war, just as there were Hellene and French and Aragonese and Danish volunteers on the Allied side.  Guns even includes a suitably cynical comment by Harry Ledger, portraying General Custer, that it was amazing how three whole Brazilian divisions had volunteered in toto to join the American war effort, complete with commanding officers.  But none of the volunteers on the American side fought during the Hammer, although they were on other fronts and against the guerrillas [4].  Withholding volunteers from the New Jersey front was a deliberate choice by the military command, as sending them to die in what was expected even beforehand to be a high-casualty but ultimately successful offensive would limit future volunteers.  Showing Russians and Germans dying alongside Americans against a common foe may have allowed Curtin to include some gratuitous irony against the modern world, but it also misportrays one of the few signs of intelligence by the American military during the Hammer Offensive.

Despite the historical inaccuracies, the casting was inspired.  Most notable was Elijah Benson, who nearly stole the entire movie despite having only a few scenes, most notably the capture of Mt. Bethel.  Casting someone to fill the role of the great man in his youth would always be a challenge, but Benson proved up to the task.  He delivers a powerful performance which hints at O’Brien’s later achievements both in the war and after it, without making anachronistic references.  Ledger was also brilliant in playing General Custer as a self-serving but cunning general who, like his real-life counterpart, diverted blame for the bloodshed of the offensive to others...

All in all, Guns of the North is a flawed masterpiece in showing the futility of the Hammer Offensive.

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 12: The Hammer Offensive (10 August-14 October 1905)

... While many Allied defenders had died in the barrage, enough remained to man the cylinder guns and fire rifles on the first wave of American attackers.  The first result was carnage, with a level of casualties which could scarcely have been believed before the war.  Nearly 40,000 Americans were killed, wounded, missing or prisoner by sunset of 22 August.  Some regiments suffered up to 90% casualties.  The planned grand wave had broken red against the New England shore.  The American forces did seize several of the Allied front trenches, but few of those were held against the British and New England counter-offensives throughout the day.

Where the plan had been for the American forces to be four miles into the front lines by sundown, only in a few places did they gain so much as a mile, and even then many of the attackers were driven back before sunset.  The best successes were achieved by those American commanders who tore up their orders for a grand wave attack and who sent their troops out early to cut the wire and otherwise draw close to the Allied lines.  It was these, and other similar tactics, which would allow the USA to gain some ground in the later days of the offensive.  American tactics had been generally more flexible than their counterparts in any event – even on the first day, those officers who had ignored the orders from further up were generally spared censure – but the strong political pressure for them to keep attacking caused inevitable errors of judgement...

The Hammer Offensive continued for over two months, although by the later month some divisions were being rotated out.  At a price in blood which could not be justified, the American assaults did gradually force the Allied defenders to withdraw to a new set of trench lines dug on both sides of Long Hill.  Major General Robertson of the 104th Division won immense recognition for himself for his establishment of a modern intelligence corps to obtain a clearer idea of the positions of his opponents, and his division had the record for the most ground gained throughout the Hammer Offensive.  Captain Alvar O’Brien won the same kind of recognition on a smaller scale when he assumed command of a regiment and, having found a weak point in the New England lines, captured the summit of Mt Bethel.  This was less of a victory than it appeared, for the Allies had already started to withdraw from the southern Watchungs to new, shorter defensive lines in the Stony Hills which connected to trench lines along to Long Hill, and blocked the route into Providence...

The Hammer Offensive was eventually called off on 14 October.  For the dubious glory of forcing New England and British forces to withdraw to shorter lines, and thus more defensible positions, the Americans had paid a heavy price in blood.  While the casualties on the American side were lower than during the Sixty Days, the lack of much ground gained, and particularly the memory of 22 August 1905, made those casualties much more bitter.

The total casualties suffered were as follows:

Nation        Killed  Wounded  Prisoners  Total
Great Britain 18000   48000    3000       69000
New England   38000   92000    4000       134000
United States 94000   188000   9000       291000

The end of the Hammer Offensive, and the fact that the severely mauled American forces were in no condition to stage a major offensive in New Jersey any time soon, meant that that many leading U.S. officers were replaced, as their government took the time to clean house.  General Custer survived as commander of First Army, but General Bierce of Fifth Army went into forced retirement, along with nearly a third of his subordinate generals.  Several members of the General Staff were also purged.  Major General Robertson found himself elevated to Lieutenant General and then given the brevet rank of General and thus command of the battered remnants of Fifth Army.  In a further shake-up, General Charles Bull of Seventh Army was moved east after his forces successfully captured Detroit, and appointed General-in-Chief with overall command of the New Jersey front, with three Armies under his command [5].

With the difficulties on the New Jersey front, the main focus for American war plans moved elsewhere.  The late year plans called for diversion of some of the freed forces and other newly formed units temporarily into other fronts, particularly besieged Buffalo and the advance into the Niagara Peninsula.

The Allies, however, had other plans.

--

[1] The same Mt Mitchell as in OTL, but where in our history it was named for the professor who surveyed it, ITTL it was renamed, extremely controversially, for President Lewis Mitchell.

[2] A suburb of Acapulco, and the main centre of the American film industry.

[3] i.e. a variety of Spanish words were beginning to become widespread within American English.

[4] And thus freed up American troops for other fronts, of course.

[5] In some of the omitted sections of this chapter, it describes how Ninth Army, which had captured southern New Jersey, was reformed into some units who went into Fifth Army, and others which were reassigned to other fronts.  The original plan of moving it north to help push on Jersey City had long since been abandoned.

--

Decades of Darkness #113: The Fakes That Launched A Thousand Ships

“Any ship can be a minesweeper – once.”
- U.S. Navy proverb (often attributed to Admiral GG Meade, Jr.)

--

28 June 1905
House of Commons,
London, England
United Kingdom of Great Britain

Prime Minister Isaac Disraeli cleared his throat.  “Mr Speaker, Britain faces the greatest challenge this nation has seen since we defeated the first Napoleon.  Across the Atlantic lurks the Ogre of the Americas, that grinning devil, Mr Mitchell.  Like Monsieur Napoleon before him, Mr Mitchell knows neither honour nor compassion.  Unlike Napoleon, Mr Mitchell heads a nation which is even less civilized than he is.

“For there can be no doubt: the United States is a misbegotten wretch amongst the family of nations.  Founded by men of our own stock, but who have lost all the civilized graces which their forefathers when they left their shores.  Those benighted former cousins of ours cling to savage institutions which even the savages themselves have long since abandoned.  The cannibals of New Guinea and other heathens have at least their lack of acquaintance with God and civilization to excuse their barbarity.  The United States had both, but rejected them.

“In all their conduct in this war, the United States has showed that it lacks all honour, all humanity, and all conscience.  They declared war for no good cause, and since that time they have done naught but mock the rules of civilized warfare.  Their “sea wolves” are nothing more than jackals which have dived into the sea.  Their ships of the sky bring down death on defenceless women and children.  These are not the actions of a civilized nation, but of the new barbarians for a new century.”

--

14 May 1905
USS Seawolf
Near Montauk Pt, Long Island
North Atlantic Ocean

Lieutenant Oscar Herschel, officer commanding, USS Seawolf, could feel the grin on his face as he looked through the periscope.  He didn’t know the name of the light cruiser sailing into his sights on its patrol, but that didn’t matter.  The ship flew the naval ensign of New England, with the red and white colours reversed so that it wouldn’t be easily mistaken for the Canadian flag.

“Fire torpedoes!” Herschel snapped.  The boat jolted as the torpedoes were released.  They traced a line through the water, until they struck near the cruiser’s bow.  The explosion was much larger than the torpedoes alone could have caused – they must have struck a magazine.

“That Yankee cruiser’s not going anywhere, except to the ocean floor!” Herschel said.  He wondered whether it was time to surface and help to rescue survivors.  He swivelled the periscope around to check for other ships – and noticed a second Yankee ship approaching.

Good.  Let them retrieve the cruiser’s crew.  Herschel took no particular joy in killing sailors, even Yankee ones, but this would cost their navy a ship.  The first ever sunk by a submersible, so far as he knew.

“We’re the wolves of the sea, boys, and now we can howl!”  The Seawolf was not supposed to have any alcohol on board.  Some regulations were meant to be ignored, though.

When he returned to port a few days later, Herschel found out that the Yankee cruiser had been called the Dionysus.  His submersible had indeed been the first one in history to sink an enemy warship.  Before the month was out, every man on the Seawolf had been awarded the Bronze Cross, and Herschel himself received the Silver Cross.

--

From “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

HERSCHEL, Oscar (1879-present).  American naval officer.  Widely regarded as the best submersible commander of all time, Herschel achieved the highest number of sinkings (both in number of ships and in tonnage) of any commander in the First Battle of the Atlantic.  His record still stands to the present day.  Promoted twice in the North American War, from Lieutenant to Lieutenant Commander and then to Commander, Herschel was treated as a hero both during and after the war.  Operating in USS Seawolf throughout the war, Herschel’s endeavours were so successful he made the name “sea wolf” a common term for submersibles.  Herschel was noted for his habit of patrolling far out into the Atlantic and for coordinating his patrols with message drops and later funk [radio] messages from naval cloud-ships.

Unlike some other American submersible commanders, Herschel won praise from both sides for not attacking merchant vessels without warning [1].  His standard practice was to board merchantmen, investigate its papers, and if the ship was a legitimate war target, send its crew into lifeboats and direct them to the nearest land.  He would then sink the vessel.  With these tactics, Herschel achieved a tally of 129 kills, including three warships [2], four troop ships, and large numbers of New England and British merchant vessels, for approximately 300,000 tonnes of shipping sunk.

After the war, Herschel entered a position in naval administration...

--

Excerpts from: “Guns, Gas and Steel: The North American War”
(c) 1948 by Armand Clément
Turteltaub Publishing: Jerusalem, Kingdom of Palestine

Trinidad and Tobago were the most vulnerable of the USA’s Caribbean possessions.  Situated close to convenient Allied ports in Venezuela, and the most distant from the main American bases in Cuba and Puerto Rio, the two islands made tempting targets.  With only a relative handful of free American inhabitants rather largely outnumbered by the larger numbers of slaves and peons, it was also seen as a valuable proving ground for the Allies’ declaration of freedom for slaves and peons within the United States.

So, despite protests from New England and Canada about the diversion of manpower from more critical fronts in the north, the invasion of Trinidad and Tobago was planned for 6 August 1905.  Operating under the cover of a large naval taskforce, including four Vanguards and variety of smaller vessels, the invasion force succeeded in landing on Trinidad on schedule.  The ground force of Royal Marines and Venezuelan Army troops, under the command of British Brigadier Lethbridge-Stuart, followed up with a land assault.  Lethbridge-Stuart declared Trinidad successfully occupied on 8 August, although sporadic resistance in fact continued for a further week; Tobago was similarly declared occupied on 14 August.

America did not immediately seek to re-occupy the islands, but instead mounted a naval response.  Fought on 15 August, the Battle of the Dragon’s Mouths [3] – the strait separating Trinidad from the Venezuelan mainland – involved the largest number of ships in any naval battle of 1905.  On the British side were five capital ships, the battleships Colossus, Hercules, Dreadnought, and Repulse, and the battlecruiser Invincible, supported by six armoured cruisers, nine light cruisers, and twenty-one destroyers.  On the American side was the majority of their Caribbean Fleet, the modern battleships [i.e. *Dreadnoughts] Conqueror, Vengeance, and Pennsylvania, the obsolete battleships [i.e. pre-Dreadnoughts] Oregon and South Durango, supported by five armoured cruisers, eight light cruisers, and fifteen destroyers.

The USA also had sea wolves operating in the area, although these did not achieve as much success as had been hoped for, with the notable exception of the Unicorn.  This American submersible succeeded in torpedoing the Repulse, moments before being sunk herself.  The torpedo only damaged the Repulse, but that damage was enough to slow down the ship, and was blamed for the loss of that ship to the guns of Pennsylvania later in the afternoon.  The submersibles did achieve more success against some of the Allied troop ships while raiding elsewhere on the same day of the battle.

The clash of ships in the Dragon’s Mouths lasted most of the day, and when the sun set both sides claimed victory.  The losses were severe on both sides.  The British lost Repulse and Invincible, with Hercules suffering severe damage, along with two armoured cruisers, two light cruisers and four destroyers also sunk.  The Americans lost Oregon and South Durango, along with two armoured cruisers, three light cruisers, and six destroyers.  Britain claimed the battle as a victory because it had sunk more ships, while the USA declared the battle a victory because the only capital ships it had lost had been obsolete pre-Vanguards.  But one thing was clear after the battle – the U.S. Caribbean Fleet was unable to drive the Royal Navy from Trinidad.  The Americans withdrew, leaving Britain to occupy Trinidad and Tobago...

The capture of Trinidad and Tobago was at first seen as a major blow against the USA.  The two islands had held a combined population of about 280,000 people.  More than 200,000 of these had been people in bondage, whom the Allies now declared free men and women.  Volunteers from amongst the former slaves and peons flocked to the British banner to be armed and to take up the fight against their former masters.

But the British government had not anticipated what would follow.  The opening of the Hammer Offensive, and the massive bloodshed on both sides, saw urgent demands for freeing up British manpower for other tasks.  The task of garrisoning Trinidad and Tobago was given mostly to Venezuelan soldiers, who would in any case have refused to serve on the Northern Front for fear of invasion of their home country, and to some of the freed slaves.  This meant that when the dying started in Trinidad, the British were not aware of it...

To this day, no-one can be sure whether the first killing in Trinidad was by armed whites against former slaves, or slaves against their former masters.  But there is no doubt that most of the blood that was shed in the first week of September was that of the white Americans, at the hands of the freed slaves.  Except in Port-of-Spain itself, the Venezuelan garrison turned a blind eye to the fighting.  It took nearly a week for the first reports, from panicked white survivors fleeing the island, to reach places with access to the telegraph.  On 8 September, U.S. newspapers from coast to coast carried headlines of “Massacres In Trinidad”, and the reports were quickly carried across Europe.

The British government did its utmost to stop the bloodshed, and after a flurry of telegraphs between London and Caracas, the Venezuelan troops in Trinidad were ordered to evacuate all surviving white citizens of the island to the mainland for their own safety.  At first there were plans to establish them in ‘safe camps’ where they would be protected from Venezuelan inhabitants – who were not all that pleased to see them either – but the inevitable comparisons to assembly camps saw arrangements made to repatriate them to the USA instead.

But the damage had been done.  Somewhere in excess of ten thousand Americans were dead in Trinidad, and smuggled photographs of the indignities inflicted on the dead were carried around the world.  U.S. President Mitchell blamed the British for the massacres [4], stating that if they had not freed and armed slaves, “thousands of American women and children would not have been killed in this crime against humanity...”

--

26 September 1905
USCS New Orleans
Somewhere east of Guadeloupe
North Atlantic Ocean

“Limey ships!” exclaimed Lieutenant Pablo Montgomery [5], observer, U.S. Navy Sky Force.  For one angry moment, he wished that the New Orleans carried a complement of bombs to drop on the British ships.  He had had a sister on Trinidad, married to one of the planters there.  That marriage, he had hoped, would elevate his entire family.  Now, while he had heard no confirmation that she was dead, he feared the worst.  But none of the naval cloud-ships carried bombs; they were unnecessary weight in a reconnaissance vessel.  Even if the ship had bombs, it would have done little good from the height the New Orleans flew at.  Their Army counterparts had the same problem with bombing accuracy now that their ships indeed flew amongst – or above – the clouds they were named for.  But oh, the temptation...

“How many?” came back the request from the bridge.

With binoculars in hand, Montgomery did his best to count out the British ships.  “Two battleships, new ones.  Four cruisers.  At least six destroyers.  No troop ships that I can see, though.”

“Not a troop convoy, then,” came back the answer.  “Heading?”

“South-south-east,” Montgomery said.  Wrong direction to reinforce Trinidad, or anywhere in South America, unless they feel like dropping an explosive calling card on Dona Maria’s door [6].  “Wherever they’ve come from – Bermuda, maybe – they don’t look like they want to stick around.”

“We’re too far east to find a sea wolf anyway,” Commander Curran replied, from the bridge.  “We’ll follow them for a while, but I don’t think they’re headed anywhere in the Atlantic.”

“Where can they be going, then?” Montgomery said, but Curran didn’t bother to answer.

--

[1] The USA has declared a sea blockade of all of New England’s main ports, and declared that any ship approaching these ports is a target of war.  Merchant ships are in fact usually warned; warships aren’t.  The exception is when there are too many enemy warships around, in which case the U.S. submersibles do not give warnings.

[2] Warships, unlike regular merchantmen, even Herschel would sink without warning.

[3] The battle was in fact fought further out to sea, but was named for the straits.

[4] Conveniently forgetting that the British were not even on Trinidad in any numbers.

[5] Anglicized version of the surname Montoya, and no relation of General Edward Montgomery of the U.S. Eighth Army.

[6] i.e. the Empress of Brazil.

--

Decades of Darkness #114: From A Distance

“Final score from the Hammer Offensive: Crows 150,000, Humans 0.”
- “Cleo D. Waters”, American political commentator, written while Waters lived in voluntary exile in Cardiff, UK.

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 13: In The Waning Of The Year

The ending of the Hammer Offensive marked the last army-scale offensive in the New Jersey front for 1905, but it did not mean the end of attacks.  The United State had been slowly stripping troops from the front since September, with some troops moved to the Trans-Mississippi to reinforce First Sword Army’s position at Lake Manitoba and in preparation for a potential assault on Selkirk [OTL Winnipeg, Manitoba] itself [1].  After Hammer was called off, further American troops were sent to reinforce the Niagara and Ontario fronts.  With winter approaching, the Americans expected far less trouble from the Allies in New Jersey.

They were mistaken.

--

21 October 1905
Outside Picton, New Jersey
Republic of New England (U.S. occupied)

Intermittent shellfire dropped around Sergeant Adam Sheppard’s position, but he ignored it as best he could.  Yankee artillery fire was nothing new.  First Army had been entrenched outside Picton for months now.  While both sides raided back and forth, neither had looked to make much progress.  And Sheppard was perfectly content for the front to stay relatively quiet.  Being bogged down in trenches was horrible, but the broken Hammer had shown how it could be even worse.

When the shells stopped falling, Sheppard shouted, “All men out!”  You never knew when the Yankees would try to follow up artillery with a raid or two.  Rifle and cylinder gun fire could stop them if they tried, but only if the Americans were ready.

But peering over the trenches, into a stiff breeze coming out of the northeast, Sheppard could see no advancing Yankees.  No raids.  “Nada,” he murmured.  “Too tranquil [2].”

Then Sheppard caught a glimpse of something billowing across no-man’s land.  Not men.  But some kind of green gas, carried by the wind, clinging above the broken ground and barbed wire.

“Big hed [3],” Sheppard realised, as the first traces of the gas reached him.  Then the main green stinking mass reached him.  Sheppard quickly learned that there was something worse than being in the Hammer Offensive, after all.  It was a lesson he and four thousand of his fellow Americans would not survive.

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 13: In The Waning Of The Year

... The Second Battle of Picton marked the first use of poison gas in the war, as New England military engineers released 160 tons of chlorine gas against the American lines.  Somewhere around 4,000 American soldiers died in the initial stages of the gas attack, and the rest abandoned their positions.  The resulting gap in the American lines could have been exploited better – only a minority of New England troops had been issued with gas masks – but the Allies nonetheless gained a stretch of ground over two miles wide and up to half a mile deep in places, for very few casualties of their own.

For a time, it appeared that gas was a new wonder weapon which would turn the tide of war.  Although they were having great difficulty advancing, the Americans in New Jersey were nonetheless close enough to New York to be extremely worrying.  So the first newspaper reports in New England and Britain exulted with their success, and expected that the Americans could now be driven back to the Delaware.

The reality was much more complicated.  The Allies had gained a temporary advantage, nothing more.  Wind conditions could easily make a gas attack fail.  Even improvised gas masks were easy to develop, and they would limit the effectiveness of any gas attacks.  To find reliable ways of breaking through the American trenches, the Allies would have to look elsewhere...

--

1 November 1905
Outside Rahway, New Jersey
Republic of New England

The last vestiges of night still fought to hold back the twilight as Lieutenant Lyman Stanley clambered up the hull of “Cain”, the Arlac [4] he commanded, and prepared to break through the American lines.  The rumble of artillery had started only moments before.  This would not be like the days-long barrages earlier in the war.  Those had proven ineffective against entrenched troops.  Besides, they were likely to break up the ground so much that even an Arlac’s caterpillar treads would have trouble climbing over it.

“Time to push the jackals out of our country,” Stanley said, to the cheers of the seven other men crowded into Cain along with him.  The two gearsmen started up the engine, and they waited in relative quiet for the boiler to build up steam.  The smell of not quite well enough burnt alcohol filled the Arlac’s interior, along with the rumble of the engine [5].  Half a minute later, they were ready to move out.

Cain lurched forward, setting out at a pace that the infantry could match, if they needed to.  Most of the mud-sloggers were forward in the trenches, though, waiting for the artillery to cease and the Arlacs to arrive and push forward ahead of them.  Stanley didn’t envy the mud-sloggers their task one bit; he at least had half an inch of steel between him and any cylinder-gun bullets.  The poor damned infantry had only their skins.

Scanning from side to side, Stanley saw that at least four of the Arlacs hadn’t started.  He cursed under his breath, although with the thrumming of the engine he would need to shout before the other crewmen heard him.  The pre-dawn assault had started with fifty-one Arlacs.  How many would be able to reach the enemy lines?  They’d only gone a hundred yards or so when he saw that another Arlac had stopped moving.

The rumble of artillery stilled as Cain and the remaining Arlacs reached the frontline Allied trenches.  “Now we go on,” Stanley murmured.  The Arlac dipped only slightly going across the Allied trench – the infantry kept well to each side – before its rhomboid-shaped treads caught the other side and climbed up again.

Cain rolled slowly into no-man’s land.  With shouts and hand signals, Stanley gave instructions to avoid the worst of the shell holes.  Steering the armoured beast was tricky, requiring the gearsmen to vary the speed of each track, but they managed.  For the smaller shell holes, Stanley didn’t bother to steer through.  The Arlac performed as it had been expected to in the trials, dipping down into the craters and climbing up the other side.  It crushed straight through the barbed wire of no-mans-land without even slowing down, and approached the American trenches.

A smattering of bullets hit Cain’s front and sides as it trundled on, but Stanley paid them no particular mind.  Two of the gunners started up their cylinder guns to fire back at some of the more persistent American infantry.  Then the heavier fire of cylinder gun bullets started hitting the Arlac itself.  Stanley swivelled the periscopes around, and spotted a Jackal cylinder-gun nest off to the west.  He signalled for the vehicle to steer left, and the front gunners gave the Americans a barrage of 6-pound salutes.  The enemy cylinder gun quickly fell quiet.

“Forward!” Stanley commanded, sweeping an arm forward for emphasis.  The further Cain could penetrate into the American lines, the better they would progress.  He didn’t just want to kill a couple of cylinder guns.  He wanted to hand New England a breakthrough.

And Cain kept going forward.  Slowly, but inexorably.  No jackal rifle fire could harm the Arlac, and even the broken ground only delayed its advance.  New England soldiers advancing behind the cover of Cain and the other Arlacs gained the first couple of trenches.

Stanley even saw some jackals turn and run.  They had surely never expected something like this.  Both sides had used armoured horsts before, but those things had no utility in the trenches.  Maybe the Americans had had the idea of building their own Arlacs, but Stanley doubted it.  The jackals used mostly internal combustion engines these days, but those petroleum-powered monstrosities couldn’t generate the power to carry such a weight of armour.  Even good Yankee steam engines had trouble, but they managed it.  Better still, a steam engine could burn almost anything, which helped with New England being critically short of petroleum.  Ships had far more important things to bring in, but grain alcohol, now, that was easy to cook up.  And let Stanley slip an occasional drink besides.

Cain crept through the third line of American trenches.  Stanley couldn’t see if any other Arlacs had crept this far.  The engines were prone to breaking down, sadly.  But the advance had to keep going.  New England needed a breakthrough.  The jackals were still close to New England’s vital rail junction at Rahway, with its southern rail line still feeding the Allied forces defending north of Woodbridge [6].  If they could be driven away from here, it could be the start of something big.

“How long will it take to gain a proper breakthrough?” Stanley wondered, as he swivelled the periscopes around to gain a view of the battlefield.  He saw one other Arlac, a long way to the left, and there were still some New England infantry following Cain.  If Cain could just keep going, they could be in the American’s rear by nightfall.

American artillery had been falling intermittently all morning, so Stanley gave it no particular heed when he heard the same whine from another falling shell until it got very close.  By then, it was far too late to do anything about it, as the shell burst right on top of Cain.  No matter how long a breakthrough would take to achieve, Lieutenant Stanley would not be around to see it.

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 13: In The Waning Of The Year

... The Second Battle of Rahway, following only a week and a half after Second Picton, proved a valuable boost to the Allies’ morale, which had been reeling after the successive American captures of Detroit and Selkirk.  Twice in a short time they succeeded in pushing back the Americans, and with casualties which were much lower than with pure infantry assaults.  While Second Rahway saw most of the arlacs break down, they did nonetheless gain ground from the Americans.  Promises of more and improved arlacs quickly flowed from Hartford, just as much as denunciations of gas as a cowardly, barbaric weapon of war came north from Columbia.

The truth was that both sides would employ whatever weapons they could find to break the deadlock on the northern front.  These attempts did not last much longer for 1905, as winter descended from the north and both sides rested in preparation for attacks on that front the next year.  The naval war continued just as viciously as before, although the winter weather became almost as dangerous a foe to the opposing sides.  And far to the south, a new stroke in the war began.  On 4 December 1905, the landing craft of the Australian Expeditionary Force drew close to land at Horseshoe Bay, Nicaragua [7], in the beginning of the greatest amphibious assault the world had yet seen...

--

[1] The USA had not managed to capture *Winnipeg by September – the British had reinforced it from the east – but they had reached the shores of Lake Manitoba further west, cutting the transcontinental railroad.

[2] “Tranquil”, in *American English, has shifted slightly in meaning under Spanish influence, meaning roughly “quiet” rather than “peaceful”.

[3] “Hed” means roughly “stink”, from Spanish hedor, “stench”.

[4] Short for ARmoured LAnd Cruiser.  TTL’s equivalent of the tank.

[5] The New England built Arlac here is similar in many respects to OTL’s British Mark I “rhomboid”.  It has 2 6-pound guns and four cylinder guns (machine guns), and a crew of eight people: four drivers (including the commander) and four gunners.  But it doesn’t have the same steering wheel attached to the back.  Also, since it is steam-powered, the engine is somewhat quieter and the interior of the compartment doesn’t stink quite as badly.  It’s still quite unpleasant to be inside, though.

[6] The frontline in the eastern part of New Jersey runs roughly east-west from New Providence to Scotch Plains to Westfield to Picton, then runs more south-east toward Woodbridge and the coast.  Rahway is near the turning angle of the frontlines.

[7] OTL’s San Juan del Sur - just south of the Pacific end of the Nicaragua Canal.

--

Decades of Darkness #115: The Soft Underbelly

“We found Horseshoe Bay a paradise on Earth; we left it a doorstop in the gates of hell.”
- Herman Balgir, Australian soldier and author, “Memories of the Bay”

--

Taken from “Lions In Mud: The Story Of The North American War”
By Joseph David Whitmer
Salt Lake City, Deseret, USA
(c) 1947 Davidson Publishing Company: Salt Lake City.  Used with permission.

Before the completion of the Canal in 1881, Horseshoe Bay was a sleepy Nicaraguan fishing village named San Juan del Sur, nestled on the state’s southern Pacific coast, not far from the Costa Rican border.  Idyllic in setting, San Juan del Sur epitomised all that was good and bad about the old days: relaxation, tropical beauty, glistening white sands and fish, but always mañana, mañana.

The opening of the Canal did not turn the town into a major port, as most commerce found its way into Lake Nicaragua.  But it brought plenty of newcomers to the town, anglos who increased the pace of life in the town and, in time, gave it a new name.  Still, Horseshoe Bay remained an isolated vantage in southern Nicaragua into the twentieth century.

Even the outbreak of the war did not much alter this peaceful state of affairs.  The artillery, mud and gas of New Jersey’s oncoming winter seemed a world away to the inhabitants of Horseshoe Bay.  Most of the local soldiers were deployed closer to the Costa Rican border, in the irregular skirmishes and Jaguar raids which marked the opening year of the war.  The Bay was too small a port for large ships, and apart from a few small naval vessels, the usual port fortifications, and a mooring mast for scouting cloud-ships, it appeared that the town could sit out the war in relative peace.

All this would change early in the morning of 4 December 1905...

--

4 December 1905
USCS Habana
Southwest of Horseshoe Bay, Nicaragua
United States of America

Moon and stars gave the only illumination to the tranquil waters of the Pacific; the sun still hid somewhere below the eastern horizon.  Finding enemy ships themselves would be difficult, but their wakes were much easier to spot by moonlight.

Sure enough, Lieutenant Alfred Coyne saw one ship’s wake gleaming white against the darkness of the sea’s surface.  Then another.  And another, and another.  “Sir...”

“How many ships?”

“Lots,” Coyne said.  “Looks like warships, with some others trailing them.  Heading northeast, I think.”  It was hard to be sure of directions – night navigation in a cloud-ship was more guesswork and intuition than anything else – but that could only mean Horseshoe Bay.”

“Landing force.  Has to be,” replied Commander Hershey.  “Limeys and cons [1] and maybe greasers [2] too.”

“Bad news,” Coyne muttered.  There were defences back in Horseshoe Bay, but not strong ones.  And that looked like a lot of ships.  “Where to now?”

“First to Horseshoe Bay, with a message drop to warn the garrison.  Then on to Corinto [3], to alert the Pacific Fleet.  The limeys aren’t getting their feet onto American soil without one hell of a fight.”

--

4 December 1905
Horseshoe Bay, Nicaragua
United States of America

“Some up-up will hang for this!” Corporal Herman Balgir shouted, as he crouched into his hastily-dug fox-hole on the soil just above the sandline.  Rifle bullets cracked overhead constantly, along with the occasional shell falling somewhere.

All of the American guns were meant to be out of action by now, defeated by fire from the big ships.  Like so many of the promises in the pre-assault briefings, that promise was now dead.  Along with half of his section, the half who hadn’t made it to shore when the landing boat struck a mine, somewhere too far north of the planned landing site.  The big ships didn’t come too close; there were mines and sea wolves out there, and only death here.

“O’Connor!” Balgir said.  “We have to get up that cliff.”  The north head on Horseshoe Bay had its own cliffs, and some well-entrenched jackals at the top.  If they couldn’t be captured, and soon, all the Australian soldiers would leave behind would be a red beach.

“Flap our arms, corp?” O’Connor said.

“Find a way,” Balgir insisted.

--

5 December 1905
Granada, Nicaragua
United States of America

“Oh Lord, you move in mysterious ways, your wonders to perform,” General Randolph Hearst prayed.  He finished off thanking God for what he had done, before rising to his feet.

After the shock of his loss of command of Sixth Army – after bleeding the Canucks white for a no-account town! – Hearst had been tempted to believe that God had abandoned him, and indeed abandoned the United States.  His faith had since recovered.  America was God’s chosen nation on earth.  Here, as nowhere else, was preserved the best social order that was possible in an imperfect world.  Slavery had been an institution since Biblical times, and abolishing it in the name of “freedom” was the biggest curse of all.  People in Britain were free – free to starve, free to be robbed on the unsafe streets, free to try to scratch a living on whatever pittance the rich aristocrats deigned to pay them.  Here, men of lesser status were protected by their masters, not exploited.  No peon or slave could be cast aside to starve.  God saw to it that they would have protectors.

But no, God had not forgotten him.  The Lord had had His reasons for letting Hearst lose command of Sixth Army.  God had a greater task for him here.  The defence of the United States needed to be conducted here, holding off the limeys and greasers advancing along the western side of the lake [i.e. Lake Nicaragua], along with their raid by sea on Horseshoe Bay.  Too close to the Canal... but they had not cut it, yet.  And wouldn’t, if Hearst had anything to say about it.

Hearst called for his adjutant, William Butler.  “Orders to go to the troops along the Allied line of advance toward Rivas: Make the enemy bleed.”  There was a time for falling back, and a time for holding fast.  In his judgement, this was the latter.

“And a recommendation to the naval commander at Corinto, Admiral... Paley.  Suggest that he harass the Allied ships but not to force a decisive engagement unless he has overwhelming odds.  Better to keep the enemy fleet too busy to support their land forces at the Bay.”

Butler jotted down some notes, then nodded.  “Anything else, sir?”

“Arrange for transport to Horseshoe Bay.  I need to see that battle for myself.  Oh, and send for the Jaguar liaison officer.”

Butler smiled.  “Lieutenant William Walker is already waiting for you, sir.”

“Oh?  Clever man.  Send him in, then.”

Lieutenant Walker ambled into Hearst’s office.  His footsteps made no sound which the general could hear.  Of course, that was normal for Jaguars.  One had to make allowances, dealing with these irregulars.  Walker was in fact dressed respectably well, clean-shaven and without the usual reek of unwashed jaguar these soldiers had.  The only obvious hint of his time outdoors was his sun-bronzed skin, almost as dark as a greaser’s.  But the man radiated an aura of scruffiness, which could make even perfectly-ironed clothes appear rough.  And he had another quality about him, an aspect which Hearst tried to place.  Economy of movement, that was it.  Not a single idle gesture or motion.  When he sat, he was perfectly still.  As if he was used to holding in one position for hours in complete stillness.  He probably was, at that.

“Tell me, Lieutenant, what can your Jaguars do here?”

Walker smiled.  “Sir, I was born here.  I can give the Costa Ricans and their limey puppet-masters nine kinds of hell.  In the jungle, no-one can catch a Jaguar who doesn’t want to be caught.”

Hearst said, “That’s just what I wanted to hear.”

--

From “Memories of the Bay”
(c) 1928 by Herman Balgir
Gold and Ink Publishing: Richmond, Australia.

In truth, nothing could have prepared the Australians in Horseshoe Bay for what they would find there.  The mission had been planned and ordered from politicians sitting behind comfortable desks in London.  Far from the front, and far from commonsense.  From their padded leather chairs they peered at a map which showed the vastness of the United States, and said to each other, “There’s only a bit of land between the Pacific and Lake Nicaragua.  I’m sure we can land men there and capture it.”  They neither knew nor cared what we would find when we landed there.

What we found in the Bay would shape the lives of all who lived through it.  What success we achieved had nothing to do with the folly of the British politicians who sent us to die.  What success we achieved was only through Australian courage and blood.  It is something that none of us who went to the Bay will ever forget.  Australians had been in arms before, but now we all knew the truth: only if Australia has command of its own armed forces can its soldiers do their job.  That is a lesson which none of us will ever forget.

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 14: The Southern Front

The Costa Rican campaign had a considerable appeal, at least on the surface.  Nicaragua was the most isolated mainland American state, and one of vital strategic significance.  The Canal gave the USA the opportunity to move ships between the Pacific and Atlantic, as well as carrying a significant portion of its commerce.  On paper, seizing the southwestern portion of Nicaragua with a combined land and sea assault, and thus closing the Canal, provided a vivid opportunity to strike a major blow against the United States.

What the military planners had not realised was the difficulty of conducting amphibious assaults, particularly in maintaining resupply in contested waters.  Or the defensibility of much of Nicaragua.  Although both sides would bleed, and the Australian Expeditionary Force would gain some ground around Horseshoe Bay and toward the Canal, it was clear before Christmas that the campaign was not the decisive blow it had been expected to be...

Faced with a cordon of Americans submersibles, torpedo boats, minelayers and regular naval vessels, the supply problem would be unsolvable, in the end.  After five months, the Allied nations jointly agreed to withdraw from Horseshoe Bay.

But by then, the world barely noticed...

--

[1] “Con” is an American epithet for Australians (i.e. convicts).

[2] “Greaser” in early twentieth-century American slang has come to refer generically to people of Latin American descent who are not under U.S. rule.  (In this case, meaning Colombians).  It is also used occasionally to refer to non-citizens of Latin American descent.

[3] Corinto, Nicaragua, is the state’s major Pacific port, including its only usable deepwater harbour.

--

Decades of Darkness #116: Middle Game

“Memoirs: The words of fools showing wisdom after the fact.”
- Clement Churchill, “The Heretic’s Dictionary”

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 6: The Lake Erie Theatre

... General Charles Bull, in command of Seventh Army, became the first American commander who could proclaim a definitive victory in the war.  At this time, his counterparts further east were bogged down in the seemingly endless bloodshed of New Jersey and Niagara, U.S. forces were on retreat in Illinois, and First Sword Army’s drive toward Selkirk [OTL Winnipeg, Manitoba] had barely begun to build momentum.  Yet Bull commanded an Army which had delivered only a string of victories - Toledo, Dana, Adrian – which brought his forces to the gates of Detroit.

By the first week of July, when the main U.S. advance was going into trenches at the end of the Sixty Days, Bull claimed the capture of Detroit.  Seventh Army now faced a divided front: to push further into Michigan, against the battered remnants of the Army of Michigan, or to drive east into Canada, through the fortified St. Clair bottleneck.  Neither option offered much prospect for success.  A deeper push into Michigan would involve ever-lengthening supply lines into territory which could still be supplied through the Allied control of the upper Great Lakes.  A drive to the east against Ontario would offer some prospect for supply by water, but faced the field fortifications that the Canadians had been building since war loomed.  These were not as extensive as those of New England had been pre-war, but they still presented a formidable barrier to Seventh Army, which also lacked the large concentrations of artillery which had been employed in New Jersey.

General Bull decided to push through Lake St. Clair, and so Seventh Army began a drive which would be far more difficult than he had anticipated.  Canadian General William Abbott had taken note of the tactics which the American forces in Illinois had employed on the defensive, and applied his own version.  The Canadian Army of St. Clair did not attempt to defend each fortified position to the death, but would bleed the first waves of attackers, then fall back to fresh positions before being overwhelmed.  Despite the pressure of American artillery from land and water, these tactics allowed the Canadian forces to bleed Seventh Army’s assault at some cost in ground, but without suffering their own casualties.  By the onset of winter, the U.S. forces had reached a line running northeast-southwest through Leamington, but had still shown no prospects of achieving the decisive breakthrough they craved.  And by winter, General Bull was no longer in charge of Seventh Army, having been given the dubious reward of overall command for all American forces in New Jersey...

--

18 October 1905
Selkirk, Manitoba
Kingdom of Canada (U.S.-occupied)

Captain Ricardo Barbosa, Condor Company, First Brazilian Volunteer Infantry, First Sword Army, wondered at the point to a victory parade through Selkirk when the war was a long way from won.  Still, he was not General “Monty”, and he did welcome the chance to wear his Military Order of the Tower and Sword.  A fine honour, and a medal given to him by the Empress herself.

The point of the medal, and indeed of the parade, seemed lost on the sullen Canadians who watched Condor Company march through the streets of Selkirk.  Barbosa cared little for what they thought.  The United States had come to Brazil’s aid a generation ago, when Barbosa was a much younger man.  They had stood by Brazil when no other nation would, out of nothing but friendship and honouring their alliance.  It was only just that Brazil return the favour.  Barbosa supposed he could understand why the Empress had not declared war, but he was glad to help.  Even if his division had not been ordered to volunteer, he suspected he would have done so.

The parade brought Condor Company to where General Montgomery stood, reviewing the soldiers who went past.  Everyone knew who “Monty” was, and no doubt there were lots of Canadians tempted to try for a sniper shot at the General.  Yet none of them did so, perhaps out of respect for Monty’s bravado, and perhaps out of recognition of what would happen to hostages if they did so.

Barbosa snapped a salute as he passed, and Monty returned it.  Things are going well, he thought.  The Canadians had lost their railroad, the last link between east and west that Barbosa knew of.  And if it wasn’t, well, First Sword Army could cut further north...

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 8: The Trans-Mississippian Front

...The name “Sitting War” is most remembered in conjunction with the first month of the war on the Wisconsin front, but is in fact most applicable to the most western parts of the trans-Mississippian front, and the Pacific Northwest.  Most of this front was covered by the same Eighth Army which General Montgomery was busily pushing toward Selkirk, while the Rockies and the western coast were the responsibility of Twelfth Army.

Facing them were a motley assortment of Canadian units, broken down into several smaller army units than their opponents: the Army of the Rockies, the Army of Caroline, and the Army of the Lakes.  Attached to the regular Canadian forces were perhaps the most determined and courageous units of the entire war, the First Nations units.  Descendants of the Lakota, Modoc, Cheyenne, Shoshone and other peoples who had fled into Canada to seek sanctuary from American expansion throughout the nineteenth century, these units provided amongst the best dragoons, scouts and irregular forces who fought anywhere in the war...

For both sides, the early months of the war were limited in their offensive action.  In early June the American forces in Swindon [Butte, Montana] made an abortive probe to occupy the copper mines north and west of that town, which was defeated by the Canadian defenders.  After that, the rest of Eighth Army and Twelfth Army were ordered to resume defensive positions, apart from the concentration further east against Selkirk and the heart of Manitoba.  This quiet front held for several months, until September when the core of Eighth Army’s forces reached Lake Manitoba.  With all of' the rail links cut to eastern Canada [1], the American high command authorised forces across the whole of the Trans-Mississippi and Rockies to attack to exploit “local opportunities”.  Lieutenant General Mark Hewitt, commanding XXXI Corps of Twelfth Army, is said to have remarked, “British Columbia is my opportunity,” and ordered his divisions across the River Columbia in a full-scale attack...

While in several places the Canadian defenders were able to hold off the attackers, they lacked the numbers or the materiel to contain the Americans across the vastness of the Trans-Mississippi and Rockies.  The strongest blow came from XXXI Corps, which succeeded in crossing the Columbia and beginning a long and bloody push toward Seattle [2].  General Hewitt’s opportunity, however, was not as readily seized as he had believed.  By winter, he had reached Ashford [OTL Napavine, Washington, USA], but Seattle still remained elusively out of reach.  Hewitt’s modest gains were far overshadowed by the U.S. amphibious seizure of Vancouver Island in November, which completed the blockade of the major Canadian Pacific ports...

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 6: The Lake Erie Theatre

... Buffalo represented one of the biggest potential prizes in the war, if the USA could capture it.  While Detroit and Selkirk were important transport nexuses, it had been realised since before the war that the conflict would be won and lost in the east, not the west.  Buffalo’s status as a transport hub at the mouth of the Erie Canal had become insignificant when the city was blockaded in June, but it still represented New England’s third-largest industrial centre and fourth-largest city [3].

Buffalo had thus been a primary target of the U.S. Second Army since the opening days of the war, but it remained a phantasm shifting in the wind, or so it seemed to the forced on the ground.  Second Army’s drive had come to a halt between Lake Erie and Lake Chautauqua.  And there it would remain, despite the best efforts of the U.S. Army and Lake Erie Navy, for a very long time.  New England Army Group West had to endure long, punishing bombardments from sea and land, but they did not give away much ground.  By late in the year, they had been bolstered by British reinforcements, enough for them to hold onto control of most of western Niagara.  Buffalo itself, although still under naval blockade and occasional bombardment from sea and air, still held out...

--

8 February 1906
IX Corps Headquarters
Near Perth Amboy, New Jersey
Republic of New England (U.S. occupied)

Major General Jefferson Davis Cleveland sighed.  Winter in New Jersey was bad enough in itself.  When he was bogged down in a war which showed no signs of ending, where he thought he was more likely to glimpse the Holy Grail before he died, rather than the Colossus of New York, it was even worse.  Even with reinforcements, his 95th Infantry was less than half of its pre-war size.  But this latest order was perhaps the greatest injustice of all.

“Now see here, Lieutenant Colonel, you can’t just hand-pick the best men from my division and take them away from here forever.”

Alvar O’Brien, the preposterously young officer in front of him, did not show anything of the intimidation Cleveland had hoped for.  “My orders are signed by General-in-Chief Bull himself, sir.  If you want to verify it with him, I can wait, but I don’t think he’ll be pleased for the interruption.”

“The Yankees are bound to attack soon in spring.  How can I stop them with an already under-strength division stripped of its best men?” Cleveland demanded.

“Of course they’ll attack.  That’s why we need these men,” O’Brien said.  The young officer showed no signs of insubordination, nothing which violated military decorum.  Nothing which gave Cleveland grounds to throw him out.  That just made it all the more frustrating.

“O’Brien, you know that most of the casualties we inflict on the enemy are delivered by only a few of our men.  The best men.  Those are the ones you want to take away.”

“Know it?  I’m counting on it, sir.  Do I have your permission to continue with selecting the men?”

O’Brien sounded smoothly polite, but then he could afford to be, Cleveland thought sourly.  There was no denying that O’Brien had brought a legal written order with him.  That made it worse, not better.

“Go ahead,” Cleveland said sourly.

--

27 February 1906
Army Group South Headquarters
Outside Elizabeth, New Jersey
Republic of New England

General Charles Manning had known many a sleepless night, since the war began.  Despite his best efforts, the Jackals had over-run half of New Jersey, and looked perilously close at times to reaching New York.  Even when he had succeeded in creating a solid defensive front to hold them, the news from other fronts had rarely been good.  Half of Michigan was gone, and the Canadians were in a bad way in the west.  So far, the lines into western Niagara were holding, but who could say how much longer that would last?

Some things, though, some things gave him hope.  Such as the dozen new Arlacs IIs being put through their paces.  He treated Howard Brown, head of the Supply Department, to a smile which felt unusual on his own face.  “These look more reliable than their predecessors.”

“Faster, too,” Brown said.

Manning could see no such speed advantage over the previous Arlacs, but he held his peace.

“Better armour, besides,” Brown added.  “I’ll give your adjutant the full specifications.”

Manning nodded.  “Now, for the important question: how many of these Arlacs can you give me?”

Brown frowned.  “Delivery was planned for three hundred by 1 April.  There may be delays in that number, though.”

“Every additional Arlac you can provide is... highest priority,” Manning said.  “These are about the only thing we have to push back the gringos.”

“Everything is highest priority,” Brown said mournfully.  “Gas shells with this new phosgene, steel for Arlacs, steel for warships, nitrates, bullets – everything.  But I’ll do everything I can.”

--

12 March 1906
Salvador, Bahia
Empire of Brazil

From his vantage on the edge of the cidade alta, Colonel Gilberto Jobin could look over the sweeping width of the Bay of Todos os Santos, and the equally majestic blue vista of the open Atlantic on the other.  Salvador had been the capital of Brazil once, and the heart of the independence movement more recently.  Now, did it need to become the genesis for a new movement to free Brazil from itself?

No-one else could hear him and the fazendeiro Rui Nabuco sitting next to him.  That would have to be safety enough.  That, and the fact that Nabuco was one of the very few fazendeiros with black blood in him.  Jobin said, “This is not the right course for Brazil.”

Nabuco shrugged.  “We are neutral.”

Jobin said, “Anyone can see what side the Empress is on.  Is it right for us, to be allied to such a country?  Even here, so many call them chacals, and for good reason.”

Nabuco said, “It is Britain I detest the most.”  Yet he did not get up and leave.

The colonel pressed on.  “The Empress fawns on this liar Mitchell, who may punish Britain, but she does not save us from the North Americans themselves.”

“The North Americans do not threaten us,” Nabuco replied.

“Not with war, no,” Jobin said.  He had chosen Nabuco carefully.  Like all fazendeiros around Salvador, Nabuco’s holdings grew sugar.  So far as Jobin knew, he held no slaves.  They had been lost to the gringos and the coffee-growers of the south.  That should make him more amenable.  “But she gives us the worst of both worlds.  She keeps the law to own slaves, and thus makes us barbarians in the eyes of the world.  Yet she does nothing to stop the Americans from buying all the slaves out of Brazil, thus earning us condemnation for the slaves we no longer keep or use.”

“And what would you do about this, Colonel?” Nabuco said.

Jobin said, “One way or another, Brazil’s remaining slaves must be freed.  And if the Empress resists...”

Jobin didn’t need to finish.  Some things were best not said aloud.  Even so, he waited warily, until at last Nabuco nodded.

--

[1] After some analysis, I’ve decided that a North Manitoban Railroad, while it would have been useful, would probably have been too expensive for Canada to build pre-war.

[2] Given that Chief Seattle was born pre-POD, I think it’s still likely that the city could be named after him in the ATL, particularly since Canada ITTL is similarly respectful of the First Nations.

[3] After New York and Boston, in industry, and also after Detroit, in overall population.

--

Decades of Darkness #117: Winning the Exchange

“...without a Respectable Navy, Alas America!”
- Captain John Paul Jones, 16 November 1778, in a letter to Robert Morris

“Without a decisive naval force we can do nothing definitive, and with it, everything honorable and glorious.”
- U.S. President George Washington, 15 November 1781, to Marquis de Lafayette

--

Excerpts from: “Guns, Gas and Steel: The North American War”
(c) 1948 by Armand Clément
Turteltaub Publishing: Jerusalem, Kingdom of Palestine

In the “winter of discontent” of 1905-6, with the land forces of America and the Allies locked into immobility in the north, it became increasingly apparent that the North Atlantic naval lines of supply were all-important.  Where before both sides had divided their naval forces amongst a number of theatres, during this crucial period they began to gather their capital ships and many of their smaller vessels in the North Atlantic.

Some of the capital ships were unavailable.  Two of the prize British modern battleships [i.e. *Dreadnoughts], Titan and Collingwood, were still in the Pacific.  The American battlecruisers were similarly absent.  Another modern battleship, the New England battleship Achilles, had been damaged during a submersible raid on Boston during the winter, while the American modern battleship Victory had been damaged by a mine off Long Island and was in repair.  But apart from these few ships, all three navies marshalled the resources of their navies into the North Atlantic ports, to protect or to threaten the key sea lanes.  Even the two newest British battleships, Superb and Thunderer, were raced to the North Atlantic theatre before they had finished full sea trials, such was the need.

Thus were the navies of both sides concentrated.  There, in the storm-swept seas of Atlantic spring, between fog and rain and mist, cloud-ships searched from above, sea wolves from below, and scout ships on the water.  They searched for the enemy fleet, seeking to force a battle which could decide the fate of the war, and indeed, of the world... [1]

--

From “The Battle of Long Island: Forty Years After”
Prof. Albert McLaughlin
(c) 1946 New Cambridge University Press
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

The Battle of Long Island marked the culmination in the battle for naval supremacy in the North Atlantic during the North American War.  Both sides had pressing reasons to force a decisive result.  The US naval command believed – with considerable justification – that attaining even temporary naval superiority in that theatre would enable it to shut down the supply of men and materiel to hard-pressed New England and Canada.  The Allied naval commanders on both sides of the Atlantic wanted to force an end to the threat of American surface warships which had inflicted substantial losses to merchant shipping, despite active patrols.

Indeed, both sides also believed that they possessed the advantage in a naval confrontation.  The combined Allied fleets, though coming from three nations, had trained together often enough to be confident that their communications and command structure could function under the pressure of battle.  The Allies also possessed a numerical advantage in all available ship classes at the start of April 1906.  On the other hand, the U.S. naval command, particularly Fleet Admiral Chester Leahy, believed that their capital ships were effective than those of the Allies, noting the outcome of the Dragon’s Mouths, where no modern American battleship had suffered severe damage, while the Royal Navy had lost one battleship sunk and another severely damaged.  Admiral Leahy, in urging a naval confrontation, is reported to have said, “We need only meet the enemy, and they will be ours.”

With both sides pressing for an engagement, it became only a matter of seizing the opportunity.  After two sorties in late March did not result in a major engagement with the enemy, the U.S. Atlantic Fleet sortied in strength from Hampton Roads on the evening of 1 April 1906, with the intention of sinking every Allied ship they encountered, be it merchantman or warship, until they could force a battle.  The American plan of attack called for using a combination of cloud-ships, submersibles and fast cruisers as scouts to locate and then defeat parts of the Allied fleet one by one.  The Allied plan was to avoid confrontation until they could marshal their combined fleet, then to defeat the U.S. fleet en toto...

In total numbers, the Allies clearly possessed the advantage during the lead-up to the Battle of Long Island.  The combined Allied Grand Fleet boasted 18 Vanguards [*Dreadnoughts], 8 battlecruisers and 13 pre-Vanguards against the available U.S. Atlantic Fleet of 12 Vanguards, 3 battlecruisers and 11 pre-Vanguards.  The Allies had in fact overestimated their superiority in Vanguards, being unaware that two of the newest American battleships, Virginia and Kentucky, had been recalled from the Pacific.  Still, they would enter the battle with a substantial weight of numbers.

(Inset) The Battle of Long Island: Order of Battle

The Grand Fleet

1st Battle Squadron (Royal Navy/New England Navy)
1st Division
Apollo (Apollo-class Vanguard – NEN)
Colossus (Colossus-class Vanguard)
Hercules (Colossus-class Vanguard)
Monarch (Collingwood-class Vanguard)
2nd Division
Belleraphon (Achilles-class Vanguard – NEN)
Dreadnought (Colossus-class Vanguard)
St Vincent (Collingwood-class Vanguard)
Trafalgar (Collingwood-class Vanguard)

2nd Battle Squadron (Royal Navy)
1st Division
Camperdown (Collingwood-class Vanguard)
Centurion (Audacious-class Vanguard - flagship of Admiral Sir Charles Lindsay-Davenport)
Superb (Superb-class Vanguard)
Thunderer (Superb-class Vanguard)
2nd Division
Agamemnon (Audacious-class Vanguard)
Audacious (Audacious-class Vanguard)
Howe (Audacious-class Vanguard)
Sanspareil (Audacious-class Vanguard)

3rd Battle Squadron (New England Navy/Royal Canadian Navy)
1st Division
Augustus (Caesar-class pre-Vanguard)
Marcus Aurelius (Caesar-class pre-Vanguard)
Ontario (Magnificent-class pre-Vanguard – RCN)
Perseus (Achilles-class Vanguard)
2nd Division
Magnificent (Magnificent-class pre-Vanguard – RCN)
Theseus (Achilles-class Vanguard)
Trajan (Caesar-class pre-Vanguard)
Vanquish (Magnificent-class pre-Vanguard – RCN)

4th Battle Squadron (Royal Navy/New England Navy)
1st Division
Goliath (Goliath-class pre-Vanguard)
Neptune (Poseidon-class pre-Vanguard – NEN)
Triumph (Goliath-class pre-Vanguard)
Vespasian (Caesar-class pre-Vanguard – NEN)
2nd Division
Renown (Redoubtable-class pre-Vanguard)
Resolution (Redoubtable-class pre-Vanguard)
Revenge (Redoubtable-class pre-Vanguard)

1st Battlecruiser Squadron (Royal Navy)
Formidable (Indefatigable-class battlecruiser)
Illustrious (Indefatigable-class battlecruiser)
Prince of Wales (Lion-class battlecruiser)

2nd Battlecruiser Squadron (Royal Navy)
Courageous (Lion-class battlecruiser)
Indefatigable (Indefatigable-class battlecruiser)
Lion (Lion-class battlecruiser)

3rd Battlecruiser Squadron (New England Navy)
Boston (Boston-class battlecruiser)
Halifax (Halifax-class battlecruiser)

1st Cruiser Squadron (Armoured Cruisers) – Royal Navy
Canopus
Duke of Cornwall
Nova
Staffordshire

2nd Cruiser Squadron (Armoured Cruisers) – Royal Navy
Duke of Edinburgh
Kent
Leicester
Sirius

3rd Cruiser Squadron (Armoured Cruisers) – New England Navy/Royal Canadian Navy
Alexander
Quebec (RCN)
Romulus
Tacitus

1st Light Cruiser Squadron (Royal Navy)
Aria
Constance
Cordelia
Morning Star
Victoria

2nd Light Cruiser Squadron (Royal Navy)
Birkenhead
Boadicea
Canterbury
Jemima
Portsmouth

3rd Light Cruiser Squadron (New England Navy/Royal Canadian Navy)
Consul
Liberty
Macgregor (RCN)
Nemesis (RCN)
Tribune

3rd Destroyer Flotilla (Royal Navy)
Yarmouth (light cruiser)
Acheron
Allport
Amnesty
Ardent
Catherine
Cloud
Destiny
Elizabeth
Emerald
Enmity
Fortune
Hardy
Infinity
Integrity
Juniper
Margaret
Minion
Peter
Remembrance
Styx

8th Destroyer Flotilla (Royal Navy)
Pollux (light cruiser)
Abdiel
Anthony
Eternal
Goshawk
Howard
Hydra
Magic
Mary Rose
Mercury
Mischief
Noble
Odyssey
Onslaught
Peacock
Richard
Stalwart
Valiant
Vigilant
Virtue
Walrus

7th Destroyer Flotilla (New England Navy)
Fomalhaut (light cruiser)
Allegory
Angelina
Beacon Hill
Clear Water
Dagger
Erie
Harbinger
Lexington
Nantucket
Nevermore
President
Providence
Raven
Republic
Righteous
Sanford
Sunrise
Tangent

12th Destroyer Flotilla (Royal Canadian Navy)
Eagle
James
Johnson
Lakota
Mohawk
Montreal
Prince Henry
Sandwich
West Ford

Attached Destroyers (Royal Navy)
Jane
Obedient
Orchid
Punishment
Viceroy

Total ships: 141

The Atlantic Fleet

I Battle Squadron
1st Division
Georgia (Delaware-class Vanguard)
Maryland (Delaware-class Vanguard)
Pennsylvania (Delaware-class Vanguard)
South Carolina (Delaware-class Vanguard)
2nd Division
Delaware (Delaware-class Vanguard)
Kentucky (Virginia-class Vanguard)
North Carolina (Virginia-class Vanguard)
Virginia (Virginia-class Vanguard) – flagship of Fleet Admiral Chester Leahy

II Battle Squadron
1st Division
Conqueror (Vanguard-class Vanguard)
Messenger (Vanguard-class Vanguard)
Vanguard (Vanguard-class Vanguard)
Vengeance (Vanguard-class Vanguard)
2nd Division
Deseret (Nevada-class pre-Vanguard)
El Salvador (Nevada-class pre-Vanguard)
Guatemala (Nevada-class pre-Vanguard)
Idaho (Nevada-class pre-Vanguard)

III Battle Squadron
1st Division
East Cuba (Veracruz-class pre-Vanguard)
Honduras (Veracruz-class pre-Vanguard)
New Mexico (Sinaloa-class pre-Vanguard)
Sonora (Veracruz-class pre-Vanguard)
2nd Division
Colorado (Veracruz-class pre-Vanguard)
Veracruz (Veracruz-class pre-Vanguard)
Zacatecas (Sinaloa-class pre-Vanguard)

I Battlecruiser Squadron
James Monroe (President-class battlecruiser)
James Wilkinson (President-class battlecruiser)
John Calhoun (President-class battlecruiser)

I Cruiser Squadron (Armoured Cruisers)
Chesapeake
Hampton Roads
John Paul Jones
Warrington

II Cruiser Squadron (Armoured Cruisers)
Charleston
Farragut
Golden Bay

I Scouting Group (Light Cruisers)
Aldebaran
Aquarius
Dancer
Velocity

II Scouting Group (Light Cruisers)
Baton Rogue
Scorpio
Taurus
Vega

III Scouting Group (Light Cruisers)
Gemini
Houston
Leo
Pisces

I Torpedo Group (Destroyers)
Allegheny (light cruiser)
Abraham
Deafening
Dragon
Fourth of July
Freedom
Hannibal
Jane McCrae
Justice
New Rome
Paoli
Steel Valley
Summer
Tuna
Valley Forge
Vincennes
White Gold

II Torpedo Group (Destroyers)
Henry Clay (light cruiser)
Battleaxe
Champion
Cowpens
Daniel Boone
Francis Marion
Forthright
Frankfort
Jared Ingersoll
Pulaski
Red River
Savannah
Sentinel
Sterling
Stony Point
Yorktown

III Torpedo Group (Destroyers)
Richard Rush (light cruiser)
Appalachia
Beaver
Blue Ridge
Broadsword
Century
Chattanooga
Cumberland
Edward Rutledge
Hallmark
John Hanson
Memphis
Shelbyville
Thomas Mifflin
Turbulent
Understanding

Total surface ships: 94

Also attached to the Atlantic Fleet were the following:

Submersibles
Alligator
Argonaut
Barracuda
Bonita
Devilfish
Hammerhead
Jennifer
Marlin
Nautilus
Octopus
Seawolf
Swordfish
Tiburón

Cloud-ships
Baltimore
Indianapolis
San Francisco

--

Taken from: “Cannon, Torpedos and Carriers: Naval Tactics from Nelson to Nielsen”
(c) 1951 by Malcolm Leveson
Columbia Press: Columbia [Knoxville, Tennessee]

The first ten years of the twentieth century marked the most rapid change in naval tactics and technology the world had yet seen, and indeed the most revolutionary changes which naval warfare would see until the introduction of the skycraft carrier.  The first Vanguards, the first long-range sky reconnaissance, the first naval funks [radios], the first practical submersibles and the first depth charges were all developed during this period, along with a host of other improvements to hull designs, engines, and shipbuilding.  This decade would also see most of these new technologies tested in the proving ground of war, as the naval race between the United States and Britain and her allies culminated in the North American War and the greatest naval battle the world had ever seen...

The development of all big-gun battleships such as USS Vanguard and her successors marked the most prominent change to naval warfare, in the public eye.  Although the developments in skyborne reconnaissance and submersibles offered more significant long-term changes, the sheer size and expenditure of increasingly massive capital ships attracted far more notice.

The advent of Vanguards did of course offer new challenges for naval tacticians.  There was no doubt on both sides that pre-Vanguards were obsolete, and only the new battleships would do proper service in the line.  The new doctrine called for Vanguards only to be used in the main battle-line, with pre-Vanguards held in reserve or deployed to secondary theatres where they would not face enemy battleships.  For the Royal Navy, the last pre-Vanguards were due to be scrapped or relegated to training roles by 1912, freeing up manpower and resources for more modern ships.  But the needs of war took precedence, and several old British pre-Vanguards were reactivated from the fleet reserve, and those scheduled for scrapping were instead maintained in active service.  Similarly, the United States reactivated many of its pre-Vanguards, although many of these were used in secondary theatres – primarily the Pacific – for the duration of the war.

The pressure of war was also responsible for another major violation of pre-war naval doctrine, that of placing battlecruisers into the main battle lines.  These vessels had been designed, and served admirably as, long-range naval raiders which could outfight or outrun any other warships they might encounter on the high seas.  But it had been done at the price of reducing their armoured protection.  In effect, their speed was their armour.  Held in a line of battle, and in the close confines of a major fleet action, their advantage was nullified.  This was demonstrated in the Battle of the Dragon’s Mouths, where the British battlecruiser Invincible was sunk while operating in such a fleet action.  Yet the lesson was not properly learned by either side.  This major strategic error would be a great contributor to the loss of life at Long Island [2]...

As the North American War was being fought on land and at sea, the world was on the verge of a communications revolution, but one which had not yet penetrated into naval warfare.  Nations on both sides of the Atlantic had begun to experiment with the first funk sets, but it was not yet in a form where it was practical for shipboard communication.  This could have vastly affected the performance of both sides at Long Island, particularly if long-range reconnaissance cloud-ships had been armed with funks, or the overcoming of other communications problems.  Since they were not, however, the ships at Long Island would use the older methods of flags and signal lamps...

The first decade of the twentieth century also marked the wide-scale implementation of oil-fired warships, with the transition from coal-fired to oil-fired capital ships.  In this area, the United States had a clear lead.  Blessed with abundant readily accessible oilfields, the USA had been able to make the transition to mixed coal and oil-fired capital ships with Vanguard and her sister ships, and then to fully oil-fired vessels with the later Delaware- and Virginia-class battleships.

Oil-fired ships possessed substantial advantages over their coal-powered rivals, including less maintenance and chance of breakdown, reduced weight of engines, and also less smoke produced, which reduced the danger of enemy fleets spotting oil-powered ships.  That particular advantage would be of little use for the USA at Long Island – since the later vessels were formed into battle lines with other ships which were still coal-fired – but the U.S. Navy still possessed the other advantages of oil-fired ships.

In contrast, the Royal Navy and its New England counterparts were slow to adopt oil-fired ships, due to the practical difficulties of adopting a fuel source where the large majority of world production at the time belonged to the United States.  The Royal Navy had begun to use oil to fuel some of its smaller vessels, but the lack of a reliable supply had prevented its adoption for capital ships.  This meant that the Allied warships at Long Island would need to rely on coal, another commodity which was in short supply for them by 1906...

The entire naval North American War, but in particular the Battle of Long Island, offered the ultimate proving ground for two competing philosophies of naval warfare.  British naval doctrine – and thus, perforce, that of New England and Canada as well – had emphasised developing ships with considerable range, mixed designs of armour of varying thicknesses, and gunnery with an extremely rapid rate of fire.  In contrast, American naval philosophy since the mid-1880s had called for ships with heavier calibres of guns, “all or nothing” armour, slower but more accurate gunnery, but for ships with slightly reduced speed and limited range when compared to its British counterparts.  These competing design constraints had been partly modified in the last years before Long Island: the newest British battleships had guns with a calibre to match the U.S. Navy, and the latest oil-fired American ships had speed and range to match that of the Royal Navy.  But the differences remained for many of the vessels committed to Long Island, particularly the contrasting approaches to gunnery...

--

From “The Battle of Long Island: Forty Years After”
Prof. Albert McLaughlin
(c) 1946 New Cambridge University Press
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

In previous sorties into New England waters, the Atlantic Fleet had been unable to force a major fleet engagement with their Allied counterparts.  Unless they had superior numbers, the Allied ships usually sought to outrun their opponents or take refuge amongst the heavily fortified approaches to New York, Long Island Sound, and Boston.  This time, with both sides now having their fleet assembled, the sortie from Hampton Roads was almost guaranteed to deliver the major naval battle which both sides had been seeking.

The first engagement of the Battle of Long Island was struck early in the morning of 2 April 1906.  The American I Battlecruiser Squadron, moving ahead of the main battle line, encountered a pair of patrolling New England light cruisers, the Consul and Liberty, at a point roughly 30 nm off the New Jersey coast.  Two American battlecruisers, James Monroe and John Calhoun, both opened fire on the Allied cruisers; it is uncertain to this day which of these ships fired the fatal shells.  But the result is undisputed: two shells struck Liberty, and she sunk within minutes.  Consul escaped north at high speed, and succeeded in reaching New York to alert the Grand Fleet.

Admiral Lindsay-Davenport faced a critical decision: whether to sortie south from New York Harbour, into a likely waiting screen of submersibles, and potentially miss the Atlantic Fleet if it was headed furthest east, or whether to sortie via Long Island Sound and hope to catch the Atlantic Fleet there.  Based on sketchy reports from Consul of their of their last heading, Lindsay-Davenport guessed correctly that the Atlantic Fleet was heading north-east, and ordered a sortie through Long Island Sound.  So, on the morning of 3 April, behind a screen of cruisers and destroyers, the most powerful battle-fleet the world had ever seen passed between Montauk Point and Block Island, navigating between the minefields and into the cold waters of the North Atlantic, seeking an engagement with the enemy.

The Grand Fleet moved south out of Long Island, with cruisers and destroyers spread wide to catch any glimpses of the enemy fleet.  At the same time, U.S. Admiral Leahy had been informed of the movement of the Grand Fleet, which had been observed by the cloud-ship USCS Indianapolis.  He ordered forward the task force of I Battlecruiser Squadron, II Cruiser Squadron, and III Torpedo Group, under Vice-Admiral Lamar.  His instructions were simple: lure the Grand Fleet south to where it could be intercepted by the Atlantic Fleet.  Ideally, Leahy hoped to “cross the T” on the advancing Grand Fleet [3].  But according to his post-battle report, he would have gladly settled for drawing the Grand Fleet south and out of range of shore guns.  In this latter hope, if not the former, he was entirely successful...

On 10:20 on 3 April, the first scouts encountered each other, with HMS Birkenhead of 2nd Light Cruiser Squadron spotting and engaging the destroyers Appalachia and Cumberland of III Torpedo Group.  Appalachia was damaged, but both U.S. ships escaped south to report on the presence of Allied scouts.  In a series of further clashes between scouts over the next two hours, the Allies lost the light cruiser Portsmouth and the destroyer Emerald, while the USA lost the destroyers Memphis and Understanding.

On 11:05, the leading ships of 2nd Battlecruiser Squadron sighted Lamar’s cruisers heading north-east.  Lamar immediately ordered a turn to the south-east, to lure the Grand Fleet forward into a waiting cordon of 6 submersibles and, beyond them, the Atlantic Fleet.  The ships of 2nd Battlecruiser Squadron opened fire on Lamar’s ships at extreme range, but delivered no damaging hits.  Likewise, the gunners from Lamar’s retreating battlecruisers fired on the Allied ships, but had no success apart from one strike on Courageous, which did only very minor damage.  The main battle line of the Grand Fleet now pursued Lamar’s task force, while the other clashes between lighter vessels continued as each side tried to locate further enemy ships (for the Allies) or to catch any division in the task force (for the Americans).

At 11:40, after moving south for half an hour, Lamar turned his ships south-west in a well-timed manoeuvre which brought them across the bows of the advancing 2nd Battle Squadron.  It did not enable Lamar’s ships to inflict any more major damage on the pursuing Allied vessels, but it probably saved most of them from even more severe damage if they had been caught later.  As it was, the armoured cruiser Golden Bay took a direct hit from Lion and broke up almost at once, but the rest of Lamar’s ships escaped south, as the trailing main battle line of the Grand Fleet coming south-west encountered the battleships of the Atlantic Fleet moving west to east in front of them.  This could have been disastrous for the Grand Fleet, but in a well-timed manoeuvre of his own, Lindsay-Davenport ordered the main battle line to reform to starboard, and thus ended up moving almost due west as the Atlantic Fleet passed east beside them.  Both fleets’ battleships now engaged each other in the first broadside engagement, nicknamed “The Clash of Cheetahs”.

In the Clash of Cheetahs, the Allies’ main battle line of 2nd Battle Squadron, 1st Battle Squadron, 3rd Battle Squadron, 4th Battle Squadron and moving west to east, engaged the American battle line of I Battle Squadron, II Battle Squadron and then III Battle Squadron, moving east to west.  2nd Battlecruiser Squadron also remained to the east of the Grand Fleet, to monitor and pursue any stragglers from the Atlantic Fleet.  Both fleets laid down a heavy volume of fire, although more of the American battleships possessed the 13.5-inch guns which were the mainstay of U.S. naval design.

Almost every ship in both battle lines was a target, but moving at high speed in a passing engagement, the results were less devastating than in a longer clash.  Still, the three leading ships in the Atlantic Fleet’s battle line – all three Virginia-class battleships – had the newest gun-sights and rangefinders, and the longest opportunity to strike at the Allied ships.  Three Allied battleships, Camperdown, Belleraphon and Agamemnon, sustained damage in the first clash, and that on Agamemnon was severe enough that she caught fire, and would sink two hours later, although most of her crew were rescued.  Among the American battleships, only Messenger sustained significant damage, although not yet enough to put her out of the battleline.  But worse was to follow amongst the pre-Vanguards, deployed in a battle line they had no rights being in.  The Allies lost Augustus and Magnificent; the Americans lost East Cuba, Honduras, and Colorado.  In a few brief minutes, both sides had lost more men than in any other single naval battle in their respective histories.  But the Battle of Long Island had only just begun.

At 12:20, the main battle lines finished passing each other.  Now the fleet commanders on both sides began to appreciate the difficulty of co-ordinating a major fleet engagement without any funk communication available.  Lindsay-Davenport reportedly wanted to have 2nd and 3rd Battlecruiser Squadrons, which were located respectively north and northeast of his main battle line, move east to strike at the damaged stragglers from the Atlantic Fleet.  Despite ten minutes of signalling through the smoke and haze, 3rd Battlecruiser Squadron did not acknowledge, leaving 2nd Battlecruiser Squadron to chase the Atlantic Fleet alone.  It was an engagement from which two of the three ships would not return.

The records are unclear, as no survivors from the bridge of either of the lost ships were rescued.  What is known is that they engaged with the ships of Lamar’s task force, returning north, including II Cruiser Squadron, who apparently were too tempted to bring in obsolete armoured cruisers which also had little place in the main line of battle than pre-Vanguards.  Or battlecruisers, come to that.  The engagement between Lamar’s ships and Courageous, Indefatigable and Lion of 2nd Battlecruiser Squadron would prove to be sharp and deadly.

Quite which ship sunk which of its enemies cannot be stated with certainty, given the loss of many of the vessels.  It is nearly certain that it was James Monroe which delivered the fatal shot to Courageous which struck its magazine and caused an explosion, although John Calhoun also claimed to have landed a shell.  It was probably Indefatigable, minutes later, which landed the only sinking blow on an Allied ship during the clash, sinking Farragut after striking her with two shells.  Both Lion and Indefatigable probably landed shells on the American battlecruiser James Wilkinson which caused enough damage to force her to retire from the battle minutes later.  The last blow of this engagement came when Indefatigable took a shell hit and suffered a similar explosion, sinking within minutes.  Gunners from James Monroe, John Calhoun and Charleston all claimed the sinking, and the question has never been definitively resolved.  But it was this explosion which led Captain MacDougall of Lion to remark, “There seems to be something wrong with our ships today [4].”  Investigations after the battle would later out that he was correct, with British battlecruisers having inadequate armour protection when compared to both their New England and American counterparts...

With both of the main battle lines having passed each other, both commanders needed to decide which way to turn their battle line, seeking to force another engagement on what they hoped would be more favourable terms.  Both were plagued by communication problems.  Both now and throughout most of the battle, their light vessels were in contact with the enemy fleet, but relaying communications through smoke proved extremely difficult.

Neither commander opted to double-back, for fear of bring their fleet straight on into an empty battle-line.  According to his post-war memoirs, Leahy opted to turn to the south-west, with the intention of regrouping behind his screen of cruisers and destroyers and, once his scouting vessels had identified the new location of the enemy’s main battle line, to approach from a more favourable angle.  What Lindsay-Davenport’s thoughts were is an impossible question to answer, but he ordered his ships to turn north-northeast, reduce speed to fifteen knots, and redeploy in column formation while they awaited the return of the Atlantic Fleet.  He also ordered 1st and 3rd Battlecruiser Squadrons forward, along with further cruisers, to give enough warning for the battleships to deploy in the most advantageous line formation to meet the enemy approach.  This decision was much-criticised after the battle, by those who argued that he should have expected communications problems to continue, but Lindsay-Davenport was merely following the established doctrine for fleet actions.

Between 12:35 and 13:10, encounters intensified between the screening vessels, as ships from both sides probed for the location of the main enemy fleet.  The Allies lost the light cruiser Jemima and the destroyers Juniper and Sanford, while the Americans lost the armoured cruiser Chesapeake (lost when its overly audacious captain probed too close to the New England battlecruiser Halifax) and the destroyers Fourth of July and Jane McCrae.

At 13:10, the Canadian cruiser Nemesis spotted the returning American battleships and signalled their approach to the battlecruiser Boston further back in line.  Despite repeating the signal twice, while dodging heavy-calibre shells, Boston’s signallers could not make out the Nemesis’s signals of the heading of the approaching Atlantic Fleet.  The signals which reached Lindsay-Davenport confirmed that the American battleships were returning, but not their precise heading.  He faced the difficult choice of now deploying on the western or the eastern column of his battleline.  One would offer him the opportunity to “cross the T” on the approaching American fleet, the other would leave his own fleet vulnerable to the same.  Delaying the deployment would mean that his battleships would be even more vulnerable.

As has been reported in innumerable books and two motion pictures, Lindsay-Davenport made the decision to deploy on the western column.  Perhaps it was based on his best guess of where the Atlantic Fleet was likely to be, or perhaps it was based on the advice of his colleagues on the bridge of Centurion.  In any event, history can only guess.  The only survivor who had close contact with the bridge during the Battle of Long Island, a signalling officer, was out of hearing range during the crucial moments.  Admiral Lindsay-Davenport made his decision, and nothing can change it, despite the recent popularity of the allohistorical novel, “For Want of a Signal: If Lindsay-Davenport Had Deployed East.”

At 13:30, the lead battleships of the Atlantic Fleet, moving west-northwest, passed at close quarters ahead of the Grand Fleet, nearly perpendicular to their path.  If Lindsay-Davenport had deployed east, the two fleets would have been nearly parallel, and able to make another broadside bombardment.  More by luck than by commander’s skill, Leahy’s ships now effectively “crossed the T” on the lead ships of the Grand Fleet.  It was the opportunity every admiral dreamed of, and like any admiral worthy of command, Leahy took full advantage of it.

In an engagement which lasted barely fifteen minutes, the four leading Allied battleships of 2nd Battle Squadron, Camperdown, Superb, Thunderer and Lindsay-Davenport’s flagship Centurion, received the full weight of the Atlantic Fleet’s firepower.  All four ships took severe punishment; Camperdown and Centurion took critical damage and would sink within half an hour, while Superb escaped but was put out of action for the rest of the war.  Thunderer, furthest back in line of the four, took a large weight of enemy shellfire but remained afloat.  By doing so, it probably spared the next two battleships in line, Audacious and Howe, from taking further damage on their own.

At 13:50, with Centurion clearly lost, Lindsay-Davenport signalled that he was abandoning fleet command, and for the next most senior commander, Vice-Admiral Edward Leatham on HMS Trafalgar, to assume control of the Grand Fleet.  Leatham quickly gave two orders: for Thunderer to return to port before it sustained sinking damage, and for the remaining battleships to turn in sequence [5] back to the north.  This order risked the American battleships concentrating their fire on each Allied ship as it turned, but appeared to Leatham to be better than any of the alternatives.  The remaining battleships of the Grand Fleet executed this turn with precision, and were fortunate that by this time many of the closest American ships to them were the oldest class of Vanguards and some pre-Vanguard battleships, which limited the damage their ships took as they turned.

At 13:55, Admiral Leahy gave orders for his lead battleships to turn in sequence as well, swinging to a heading of nearly due north to match the Grand Fleet.  With this heading, both sides had a little over half an hour before they would near the mouth of Long Island Sound, and the shore batteries that surrounded it.  In that time, since neither side dared to risk breaking away and exposing their ships to unmatched fire, they delivered the second and final broadside engagement of the battle, forever remembered as “The Clash of Lions”.

In the Clash of Lions, both fleets’ battle lines delivered repeated broadsides against nearly matched ships, in the longest continuous engagement of the battle.  The result was heavy damage on both sides, including hitting some ships which were already damaged.  But throughout the engagement – as, indeed, for the rest of the battle – the Allied gunnery proved more effective at maintaining a rapid rate of fire than at delivering accurate fire.  As a result, the Americans lost the battleships Messenger and Georgia sunk, along with the pre-Vanguard Idaho, while the battleship Vanguard took damage severe enough to make it nearly unbattleworthy.  In the same exchange, the Grand Fleet lost the battleships Colossus, Howe and Dreadnought sunk, the battleships St Vincent and Perseus heavily damaged, and the pre-Vanguards Marcus Aurelius and Ontario also sunk [6].

At 14:30, with the lead ships of the Grand Fleet’s main battle line nearing Long Island Sound, Vice-Admiral Leatham ordered his smaller vessels to engage in brief torpedo actions with the Atlantic Fleet to cover the withdrawal into the Sound.  They did this admirably, eliminating any plans Leahy may have had to pursue the battered Grand Fleet into confined waters.  In doing so, Captain Duff of the Mohawk earned himself an Edward Cross for manoeuvring his destroyer close enough to put two torpedos into the damaged Vanguard.  In doing so, he sunk the ship which had launched a naval revolution, in the closing moments of a battle which had produced another naval revolution of its own...

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

The Battle of Long Island resulted in the following losses:

Allies (24 ships)

Vanguards
HMS Agamemnon
HMS Camperdown
HMS Centurion
HMS Colossus
HMS Dreadnought
HMS Howe

Battlecruisers
HMS Courageous
HMS Indefatigable

Pre-Vanguards
NES Augustus
HMCS Magnificent
NES Marcus Aurelius
HMCS Ontario

Light cruisers
HMS Aria
NES Liberty
HMS Portsmouth

Destroyers
HMS Abdiel
HMS Emerald
HMS Jemima
HMS Juniper
NES Lexington
HMS Minion
HMCS Sandwich
NES Sanford
HMS Viceroy

USA (18 ships)

Vanguards
USS Georgia
USS Messenger
USS Vanguard

Pre-Vanguards
USS East Cuba
USS Honduras
USS Idaho
USS Colorado

Armoured Cruisers
USS Chesapeake
USS Farragut
USS Golden Bay

Light Cruisers
USS Taurus

Destroyers
USS Fourth of July
USS Jane McCrae
USS Memphis
USS New Rome
USS Paoli
USS Steel Valley
USS Understanding

Beyond the immediate, tragic loss of ships and men which the Battle of Long Island had seen, there were also a number of ships severely damaged, which would need considerable time to repair.  Most critically, on the Allied side, Thunderer would need weeks of repair to be battle-ready, while Superb, St Vincent and Perseus would be out of action for months or worse.  The same was true of the American battlecruiser James Wilkinson, but given the lack of efficacy of battlecruisers in the war, this was of less concern to the U.S. Navy.  What mattered for now was that the Allied lead in useful capital ships in the North Atlantic had just been eliminated...

--

“Lindsay-Davenport was the only man who could have lost the war in a day.”
- Lord George Kelvin, Australian naval historian, writing of the Battle of Long Island.

“Yesterday, the tree of liberty was watered with the blood of many martyrs.”
- N.E. President Nicholas Forbes, speaking in the aftermath of the Battle of Long Island

“This is a time for tears.”
- Admiral Chester Leahy, American fleet commander, on learning of the number of ships lost – on both sides – at the Battle of Long Island

--

8 April 1906
The New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

Georg von Hartmann, German ambassador to the United States, suspected he knew what the American President would say and do, even before he was led into Mitchell’s office.  Yet Mitchell did not look at all as von Hartmann had expected.  He wore his trademark white suit, but he looked calm, rather than the smugness von Hartmann had anticipated [7].

Mitchell said, “Thank you for coming at such short notice, Your Excellency.”

Polite hypocrisy, von Hartmann thought – of course an ambassador was available for the President! – but he was familiar with this diplomatic language.  After the formal exchange of courtesies, and Mitchell’s usual offer of tea, which von Hartmann declined, they settled down to business.

Mitchell said, “You will have, I am sure, noted the recent naval clash off New England.”

“I am aware of it, yes,” von Hartmann said, keeping his voice carefully neutral.  Britain was, after all, a German ally, despite all her flaws.  Although a Britain which was not permanently distracted by a long indefensible border with the United States might prove to be a more valuable ally, in the long run.

“It shows that the United States is now able to choke off all supplies to New England, and thus to defeat that nation in its entirety, if we so choose,” Mitchell said.

“That is a point of view you are entitled to,” von Hartmann said.  He hoped that Mitchell was wrong.  “But this is not a matter of direct concern for Germany, in any case.”

“Quite so.  This is why I would ask for your nation’s assistance in conveying peace terms to Britain and New England,” Mitchell said.

Von Hartmann replied, “I can, of course, relay what you say to Frankfurt and Vienna.  Whether my government will agree to convey such terms, I cannot say without further communication with them.”

Mitchell nodded abruptly, as if to say of course that was so.  “I have provided a written appreciation of the terms I am offering to Britain and New England.”  Mitchell tapped a folded piece of paper on his desk.  “But if your government agrees to provide them to Britain, I would also ask that you pass on another message.”

Von Hartmann nodded.  “And this message is...?”

“Tell them that these peace terms are generous.  If I have to offer peace terms a second time, they will not be,” Mitchell said.

Von Hartmann said, “I will relay that message to Frankfurt.  Is that all, Mr President?”

“Yes.  Thank you for your time, Your Excellency.”  Mitchell rose, handed over the paper, then bowed.

Once von Hartmann was safely back in the German embassy, he opened the paper listing Mitchell’s proposed terms.  They were indeed more generous than he had expected.  The United States to withdraw to pre-war borders with Canada and New England.  New England and Canada to forswear all foreign alliances.  Military fortifications on the enemy side of the border to be dismantled, subject to American inspections indefinitely.  Restoration of all pre-war American territory.  Reparations for the cost of the war – at a level to be determined.  The only territorial gains requested were British Honduras and British Guiana.

“For this, Mitchell has sacrificed half a million men?” von Hartmann asked.  Then he paused, feeling like a fool.  Of course, with Mitchell, what was not mentioned was more important than what was said.  And what was not mentioned here was Costa Rica, Colombia, and Venezuela.  For those nations, and for terms which made New England and Canada vulnerable to invasion whenever the United States chose....  Yes, he could see that.  It was still milder than he expected – perhaps Mitchell faced even more home opposition to this war than von Hartmann had noticed – but these terms made sense.

Von Hartmann thought about the terms a few minutes longer, then decided he should add a communiqué of his own when he passed this document to Frankfurt.  Besides being useful, that would give him a chance to use his Portuguese, a language von Hartmann had not had so much practice with, the last few years.

--

[1] Clément could be said to have employed perhaps a little dramatic licence.

[2] Of course, it could also be argued that it was better to use the battlecruisers in a fleet action than to let them rust in port, as they would be useless if the battle was lost, too.

[3] Leahy’s tactics are in some respects similar to those adopted by Vice Admiral Scheer of the High Seas Fleet in trying to win the Battle of Jutland.  The similarities are because I think that faced with a similar situation – defeating a larger enemy force – Leahy would perforce adopt the tactic of trying to lure the enemy fleet into a trap.  The difference is that Leahy had the confidence – or the foolhardiness – to try to engage the entire enemy fleet.

[4] This could be referred to as the ‘sanitized’ version of what MacDougall said.

[5] i.e. the battleships are turning one by one to the north, in a near U-turn, which means that for a time they are vulnerable, but offers the best chance of breaking out of being caught in a “T”.

[6] One of the points which the ATL authors don’t really catch, not having a point of comparison, is that fleet engagements ITTL are generally closer than they were in OTL Jutland, closer to where they were at the Battle of Tsushima.  This generally means that more ships on both sides are more heavily damaged or sunk than happened at Jutland.

[7] When picturing Lewis Mitchell, the best comparison in appearance – although not in personality – is Huey Long in his early fifties.

--

P.S. This is, of course, one of the darkest moments of the TL thus far.  There will be some brighter moments coming up soon, I should add, although not in every part of the world.

--

Decades of Darkness Interlude #5: On A Night Like This

“New York: the city that never sleeps.  But that might be food poisoning.”
- Arthur Mondey, Australian travel columnist, Liverpool Star, 1949

--

14 July 1950
New York City, Long Island
Commonwealth of New England

Andrew Kelvin walks unsteadily through Manhattan.  He thinks that he should not feel drunk; he is only on his tenth – or is it eleventh? – schooner of the yellow water that the New Yorkers call beer.  It should not affect him, really.  Maybe it is the noise – the streets around him are so full he wonders if the dead have risen to join the celebration.  Or maybe it is the sky-lag from the long flight across the Atlantic.  Or maybe it is the alcohol and the noise and the sky-lag.

There is meant to be a parade; men in strange costumes and on floats or autocycles should be going through the streets.  If they are, they have a slow path, since the men and women on the streets are too busy celebrating on their own to let the parade through.  Andrew supposes that it would have been simpler to declare this road – Fifth Avenue, he thinks it is called, but his memories are somewhat foggy by now – to be an open-air dance floor rather than holding a parade, but it matters little.

“Páselo!” someone says, and hands Andrew a jug of some dark liquid.  He takes a long swig; it is some flavour of rum.  At least some Yankees know how to mix a decent drink.  Or is it a visitor to the city?  Andrew can’t begin to guess, but he passes the now rather lighter jug onto another random stranger and shouts, “Cheers!”

He would like another drink, but every pub in the city has queues pushing out into the streets anyway.  Andrew settles for good-naturedly pushing his way across the road toward the big expanse of trees called Grand Park [Central Park].  He has been here before on his one previous visit to New York, and while that time he was only interested in finding a private spot, here he just wants somewhere slightly less noisy and where there is a quarter of an inch or so between the people.

As Andrew crosses Fifth Avenue, he works his way through men and women of every race and colour and creed, or so it seems to him.  Lots of Yankees, of course, including what looks like all of New York’s large Dominican community out on the streets, ready to dance until dawn.  Besides them, he hears an innumerable variety of accents he places without thinking: Hellene, Russian, Italian, Hungarian, Scots, Liberian, Nipponese, Dutch and Austrian and several other varieties of German, something guttural he belatedly recognises as Cymrese, and one or two accents which might be English.  Some of the people on the streets are clearly of Chinese descent too, although he wouldn’t care to guess their nationality without hearing their voices more closely.  They might even be Australians like himself, for all he knows, but he has not heard many of his countrymen’s accents tonight that he can remember, and usually he would pick them out of even the loudest crowd.

The road crossed, Andrew finds the crowds thin only slightly as he edges into Grand Park.  The New Yorkers call this event Carnival, even if it falls at the wrong time for when the rest of the world celebrates it.  Well, it’s too cold to celebrate properly on the streets in New York winter, he supposes.  They can’t spend their whole lives cooped up inside the cloudscrapers that he has seen so many of in the few hours since his arrival– enough to match Liverpool [Melbourne, Australia] or maybe even Sydney, it seems like.  The New Yorkers like to build things, that is for sure.

Slowly, Andrew wanders further into Grand Park, only barely aware that he is doing it.  “I didn’t drink that much of that rum,” he mutters, feeling his stomach heave for a moment.  Ten or eleven schooners of no-alcohol beer should not make that much difference, but he feels like a moment to clear his head, away from the crowds packed even amongst the trees here.

He drifts further into Grand Park, away from the worst of the noise, and where the street lamps are further apart.  This place is quite secluded, really, and most of the people he sees here are couples hurrying past or trying to find their own quiet corners.  His only half-planned footsteps take him away from most of the people, until he finds himself standing beside a marble pillar, with a long list of names on its side and an inscription at its base that he struggles to read in the semi-darkness.

“In memory of those New Yorkers fallen for freedom in the First American Revolution,” Andrew reads, and the concentration lifts some of the haze from his mind.  Of course.  The Avenue of the Fallen, through the centre of Grand Park.  Sure enough, looking up he can make out other statues and pillars along both sides of the road.

“Too sombre for tonight,” Andrew says to himself, but keeps along the avenue anyway.  The walk should clear his head, and it is quieter here than elsewhere.  The statues and columns on either side show those who fought and died – or just died – in the many wars New York has seen.  One statue of a particularly sad-looking gentlemen catches his eye long enough for him to read: RUFUS KING, MARTYR OF THE SECOND AMERICAN REVOLUTION.  The name means nothing to Andrew, but the man must have been someone important [1].

The monuments to the fallen, and the lists of their names, grow longer as he lurches on.  The First and Second American Revolutions.  The War of 1833.  The Russian War.  The Second Napoleonic Wars.  The North American War.  The Great War.  No more recent monuments than the Great War, but then these days nations usually don’t bother calling their conflicts ‘wars’ anymore.  “Now we just have incidents,” Andrew mutters, quoting a certain lady whom he has become acquainted with recently.  She has an astonishing knowledge of history, amongst much else, and some things seem to have rubbed off.

The crowds begin to grow thicker as Andrew draws near the other side of Grand Park.  There is no Carnival parade down this street that he knows of, but it is still full of people and alcohol and celebrations.  Better.  His wooziness has faded with the walk, and after the monuments he has just seen, another drink would be most welcome.

He hurries through this street in search of a pub where he can find something resembling alcohol to drink.  The crowds are thinner here, and he finds what he wants after only a few minutes’ pushing.  This pub has a man out the front only slightly smaller than the Colossus of New York, but who just nods as Andrew walks in.  Quite what dress standards the man is meant to enforce, he can only guess, since Andrew is wearing a collarless T-shirt which would be unacceptable back in Liverpool.  Maybe the dress standard for Carnival is simply wearing clothes.

The pub is filled with Yankee accents, much more than anything else, as Andrew slowly works his way to the bar.  The pub has far more men than women, something which would have annoyed him far more a few months than it does now.  As it is, he just shrugs mentally and orders a rum and cola.  The barman gives him a slightly odd look, but mixes the drink.  Andrew thinks little of that, until he notices that several men on both sides are staring at him too.

Unsure what to do about the stares, he waits for the barman to hand him the glass, then takes a slow sip.

At length, one of the Yankees says, “You a... gringo?”  He did not say “Jackal”, perhaps, but it would be a brave New Englander who uses that name for one of their southern neighbours in their hearing.

Andrew curses himself.  He had not even realised he had spoken in an American accent.  A bad habit, that, but he cannot travel openly in the USA these days.  No Australian can, not even under a diplomatic passport.  Hearing the Yankee accents all around him... well, they were not gringo drawls, but close enough that he must have spoken like an American without thinking.

Quickly, Andrew says, “No, I’m from Sweden.”  That lie should pass easily enough.  His ancestry is mixed enough that he can pass for a native of any European country north of the Pyrenees.  “But I learned English from an American.”  Half true, that; Andrew did learn the American dialect of English from one of the foremost American defectors, working in the employ of the CRB [2].

“Ah.”  The Yankee relaxes, and so do the other men around him.  “Here for Carnival?”

“Business too; just tidying up a few loose ends,” Andrew says.  “But this parade of yours is amazing.”  He has not seen any of the parade itself, but this Carnival is a very fine celebration.

“Aye, this is a time for joy,” the Yankee says.  He looks into nothingness for a moment, as if he is seeing something large and ominous somewhere.  To the south, unless Andrew misses his guess.  “Not everything in life is as perfect as we wish it to be.  But we are here, and we are happy.”

“I’ll drink to that!” Andrew says, and there is a chorus of agreement from the New Englanders around him, as they do, and keep drinking long into Carnival night.

--

19 July 1950
Longwood, South Bronx
New York City, Long Island
Commonwealth of New England

A non-descript house in a non-descript neighbourhood in the Bronx; the perfect place for anonymity.  So far, that has worked for Deputy Director Richard Burton’s quarry.  Longwood is a neighbourhood of transient settlers.  Transients come here to live in the cheap housing near to the shipyards and rail terminal, and often to find work in the same places.  Burton has seen signs in two dozen languages while he was walking here.  Almost anyone can walk in Longwood and not draw notice, except someone who looks rich.  Thus his target could conceal himself for so long... and now that the hunters draw near, they can use that same anonymity to conceal themselves while they stalk in.

And the beauty of it is, Burton need only wait.  Others are doing the necessary deed, those beyond the reach of New England law.  While Burton knows that his director at the DFS [3] would approve of what he has done, the fewer who officially know what transpires today, the better it will be for all concerned.

There is one other man in the room with Burton: Andrew Kelvin, an aristocratic Australian who is ostensibly present in New England on a commercial visit.  Well, this is business too.  Kelvin has introduced himself as a liaison officer, albeit an unofficial one.  They can hardly meet in Burton’s office, after all.

A knock sounds, and Kelvin excuses himself while he goes to meet with his fellow Australians who have conducted the operation.  It would hardly do for Kelvin to be seen doing such work himself; he is a person of stature back in his home country.  And a lucky country it is too, luckier than many Australians themselves realise, Burton suspects.  Australia has wide oceans and thousands of miles to separate itself from its rivals’ heartlands.  New England lacks that luxury.

“It’s done,” Kelvin says when he returns, extending a gloved hand holding a briefcase.

“Thank you,” Burton says, as he takes the case.  He can feel the weight, jewellery as well as cash, unless he misses his guess.  “There’ll be no loose ends?’

Kelvin shrugs.  “It’s disguised well.  On first glance, like a robbery which went wrong, leading to an unfortunate death.  If your police dig a bit, they won’t find much.  If they dig very well, they’ll find the name of a couple of Russians who’ve unfortunately left New England... in about twenty minutes from now.”

“Excellent,” Burton says, and smiles.

“Waste of time, I think,” Kelvin replies.  “The US has plenty of other eyes in your country.  What will losing this one cost them?”

“The United States has plenty of legals here,” Burton answers.  “But we know where they are, mostly, and can do a lot to keep them from finding out anything useful.  Illegals like these are best... kept quiet, one way or the other.”  He hates having to use extra-legal means to do so, but some things are necessary.

“I suppose,” Kelvin said.  Clearly, he disagrees, but is uninterested in pursing the argument.  “Have a good evening.”  The Australian slips out into the night.

“It’s a better one now,” Burton says, and waits a few minutes for the Australian and his confederates to leave the area before he departs himself.

--

19 July 1950

My dear Michelle,

So, here I stand, in New York, New York.  You were quite right; this is a marvel of a city.  Full of people and laughter and life.  Carnival was amazing, and while I’ve been busy working here and there to take much notice of the rest of the city, what I’ve seen, I like.  I think you should visit here sometime, and I’d certainly like to see it again with you.  Perhaps when university finishes at the end of the year?

Work has been... well, what I can say about work [4]?  I’ve tidied up a few business matters which were threatening to run loose.  My boss won’t have any reason to complain.  There’s still one or two small communication issues I need to fix, but they won’t be too bad.

Anyway, this is just a quick note written now I have a moment to myself.  Work has been keeping me much too busy to write until now.  I promise to write a longer letter when I finish here, or when I get back to Dublin.  Give my regards to your parents and brother, and I hope to see you again soon.

(Signed)
Andrew

--

[1] Rufus King was a leading New York Federalist shot in rather suspicious circumstances during the War of 1811.  See post #9.

[2] Communications Review Board, the euphemistic name for one of Australia’s leading intelligence agencies.

[3] Department of Foreign Security, one of the two chief New England intelligence agencies.  (The other being the Technical Classification Board).

[4] In other words, what can Andrew say when others might read his letter before it arrives at its destination.

--

Decades of Darkness #118a: Fading Like A Flower

“Until the moon falls and the sun burns out, Germany and Russia will not stand easily beside one another.”
- From a speech to the Imperial Parliament by Andrew Kelvin (later Baron Kelvin), junior member for Macquarie, 1945

--

25 December 1905
Near Hensley, Manitoba [Hallock, Minnesota]
Kingdom of Canada (U.S.-occupied)

“Merry Christmas, Jackals,” Makhpyia-luta [1] said, hearing the distant crump of explosives as he skied his way back across the whiteness toward the distant Canadian lines.  “I hope you’ve received lots of boxes of presents.”  He had hoped that he would have longer to escape before an American train reached his surprise package, but it shouldn’t matter.  This was his country, not that of some bronzed Jackals who belonged far to the heat of the south.  “Let this be a lesson.  It’s one thing to invade our country.  It’s another to hold it.”

--

16 April 1906
The New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

Lewis Mitchell had felt joy many times in his life.  He had experienced disappointment much less often, although the rarity made that bitter taste so much more easily remembered.  But what he had almost never felt was uncertainty about what he hoped the future would bring.  Mitchell had long ago developed a grand plan for his life and his nation, one which he had planted and watered and fed until now it was finally bearing fruit.  Everything in his life had been aimed at this goal.  Yet now that the moment drew near, he found himself uncertain about what he wanted the result to be.

“Should we want peace, or war?” Mitchell murmured.

Secretary of State James Faulkner said, “If you didn’t want peace, sir, why offer them terms?”

Faulkner sounded bitter, but that was as Mitchell expected.  Faulkner’s role as Secretary of State had been limited throughout his appointment, and particularly so once war loomed.  The man was reliable enough to deal with ordinary matters, but he lacked the imagination to carry out all the details Mitchell wanted.  And of course, he didn’t know all of Mitchell’s plans, either.

“For the obvious reason,” Mitchell said.  “If we already have the war won, why shed more American blood making sure?”  Well, that was one of the reasons.  Peace now offered security.  With it, the long British encirclement of the United States to north and south would be broken for all time.  To be sure, Britain would arrange an informal alliance with Canada and New England again, no matter what treaty they signed, but that mattered little.  With all the border fortifications gone, American forces could crush New England and Canada if they ever tried to threaten the United States.  And with the British gone from the south, the United States and Brazil could do what they wanted there.

Still, Mitchell half-wished and more than half-expected that Britain would reject the terms.  That would mean a longer war, but it would also mean that Mitchell could claim even more territory once the war was won.  And a British rejection of terms would do much to quell Bautista and Shipstead and the host of other legislators who protested the war.

“If we already had the war won, they would be asking peace terms of us,” Faulkner replied sourly.

Mitchell said, “They have been defeated.  Their corpse just hasn’t stopped kicking yet.”

Faulkner shrugged, as if he wanted to disagree but didn’t dare openly contradict the president.  Foolish of him.  Mitchell would listen to contrary advice, even if he often rejected it.

A moment later, Mitchell’s secretary ushered in Georg von Hartmann, the German ambassador.  After the usual round of polite banalities, Mitchell nodded to Faulkner.

The Secretary of State said, “Have you received communication from London and Hartford, Your Excellency?”

Von Hartmann nodded.  “Indeed.  The British and New England governments both reject any offer of peace except status quo ante bellum.”

Faulkner said, “They know what we will say to that.”

Mitchell shook his head.  “No, they don’t.  Or rather, not all of it.”

“You have a new offer you wish me to convey?” von Hartmann asked.

“Not an offer.  A message.  One I will be announcing to the American people this evening.”  Along with the news of the British rejection of his terms, he didn’t bother to add.  Mitchell produced a folded and sealed piece of paper.

“I cannot agree to convey this without knowing what it says,” von Hartmann said.

Mitchell said, “The message is simple.  The United States is recognising the government of the Nephi Free State.”

“Mr President?”  von Hartmann looked satisfyingly surprised.  So did Faulkner, although the Secretary of State concealed his surprise better, given that he knew nothing of what Mitchell had planned.

“The people of Vancouver Island, who have long laboured under Canadian religious oppression, will be granted the freedom they deserve,” Mitchell said.

“That is... an unexpected proposal,” the German ambassador said.

“It is not a proposal.  It is a fact,” Mitchell said.  “Thank you for your time, Your Excellency.”

After von Hartmann had departed, Faulkner said, “When did you decide this, Mr President?”  He didn’t quite come out and call it a hare-brained scheme, but his tone made his disapproval clear.

“In 1897, I think,” Mitchell said.  He took in Faulkner’s shocked gaze, then laughed.  “I didn’t know for sure if I would need to do this, but it’s always safest to be ready.”

Faulkner shrugged again; it was a gesture his bony shoulders were well-suited for.  “Are there any other plans you have which I should be aware of, for their implications for foreign policy?”

Mitchell wondered if he should tell Faulkner anything.  But perhaps it would not hurt for Faulkner to be a little more informed.  After a moment, he said, “Tonight I will be announcing to America that we have offered a generous peace to the British, and they have rejected it.  That may have some reaction around the world.”  Mitchell considered for a moment longer.  “Oh, and tomorrow I will instruct the General Staff and Naval Command to enact their plan for an invasion of Dominica.  I want the Allies to know that we have our hands to their throat, and we will not stop squeezing.”

Mitchell didn’t wait for Faulkner to reply, but reached for the next piece of paper at his desk.  Taking the hint, the Secretary of State rose, bowed and left.

The president busied himself with paperwork for a couple of minutes before his secretary ushered in his next visitor – a short, balding man who tried to conceal his lack with some strands carefully teased over, and with a monstrous handle-bar moustache which looked like it was meant to distract attention from his scalp.

“Good to see you again, Scott,” Mitchell said, rising to shake B. Scott Harrison’s hand.

“And you too, Lewis.  You’re looking rather chipper for all the burdens of office,” Harrison said.

“I manage,” Mitchell said.  Harrison was one of only a handful of men that Mitchell allowed to call him by his first name.  But the inventor of the cloud-ship deserved nothing less.  “How can I help you?”

“Been having a bit of a problem with your folks over at the Navy.”

“They’re not buying enough cloud-ships?” Mitchell asked.

“Oh, no shortage there.  What the Navy won’t buy, the Army picks up.”  Harrison smiled.  “Something to be said for a bomber which no-one can shoot down, wouldn’t you say [2]?”

“So what’s the problem?”

“I’m working on a long-range cloud-ship,” Harrison said.  “Started it with my own money.”

Mitchell nodded.  Harrison’s name had been immortalized – and his wealth assured – as the discoverer of the Harrison process [3] and the first aluminium [4] factories in Ohio long before he had turned his attention to building cloud-ships from the metal [5].  “But the Navy’s not interested in buying it?”

“Not at all.  Say they’ve got enough range on their current ships,” Harrison said.

“What kind of range do you have?”

“Ten thousand miles, maybe more,” Harrison said.

Mitchell felt his eyes widen.  “Ten thousand miles, with bombs?”

“With some bombs, yes,” Harrison replied.  “Not quite as many as a short-range bomber, of course.”

“It wouldn’t need to be many bombs,” Mitchell said.  It wouldn’t need to be bombs at all, in fact.  He did some calculations in his head.  “I’ll have a word with the Secretary of the Navy.”  Several words, if Mitchell had his way.  How could the Navy have overlooked the use of this?

“Glad to hear it.”  Harrison rose, shook Mitchell’s hand again, and walked out.

“Not as glad as I was,” Mitchell said.  He couldn’t keep the smile from his face, even as he returned to the stack of papers on his desk.

--

19 April 1906
Palácio Dourado [Golden Palace]
Rio de Janeiro
Empire of Brazil

All of the common soldiers guarding the imperial palace, and all but two of the officers commanding them, were black.  That was nothing in itself to be remarked about; despite few of them having the franchise, the free blacks [and mulattos] of Brazil made up the majority of the population and most of the army.  If many of those soldiers, those most loyal to the Empress personally, had been rotated out or become willing volunteers to join the Americans after their last naval victory... well, no-one in the palace had remarked on that too closely.  And if Colonel Lúcio Nabuco, the officer commanding of the palace guards, happened to be a cousin of Rui Nabuco, the fazendeiro who had sponsored an abolitionist bill in the Chamber of Deputies three weeks ago... well, no-one had commented much on that either.  Lúcio Nabuco had been an ostentatious paragon of loyalty to the Empress for the last two years, no matter how many of his fellow soldiers complained that they had not joined the army to hunt down runaways.  The Army swore loyalty to Brazil, not to the Empress, but Lúcio Nabuco had always appeared to serve faithfully.

“Everyone’s ready?” Colonel Gilberto Jobin whispered, from his place beside Lúcio.  He felt only relief when Lúcio Nabuco nodded.

“A few I’m not sure of, and they’ve been given duties far away in the palace.  But everything else awaits his arrival.”

With that reassurance, Jobin settled down to wait patiently while everyone else slowly filled their places, and finally the Empress Maria herself arrived and sat on the throne.  Only then was Rui Nabuco ushered into the throne room.

“Welcome, Senhor Nabuco,” the Empress intoned.

“Thank you, Your Majesty,” Rui Nabuco said.

“What urgency brings you here?”

“The matter of the salvation of Brazil.”

She frowned.  “I don’t foll... Oh, your bill of abolition?”

“The Chamber has passed it, Your Majesty,” Rui Nabuco intoned.  “It merely awaits your signature.”  He produced a document with a flourish.

The Empress said, “That could not have passed.”

Rui Nabuco said, “But it did.  The Chamber had enough members for a quorum, even if many of its members were unfortunately absent.  We have also received confirmation here” – he produced another document – “from the German government and banks about financing the first wave of emancipation.  And so, if Your Majesty will sign...”

“I will not!”  The Empress rose from her throne.  “I don’t know how you managed to find enough Deputies to vote yes, but with the full Chamber meeting again, you’ll be defeated.”

Rui Nabuco shrugged.  “Perhaps we will.  But it won’t matter.  I ask you for the third and final time, Your Majesty... will you sign?”

“Do not make demands of your Empress,” she replied.

“Former Empress, I fear, then,” Rui Nabuco said.  He nodded to where the two colonels stood behind the throne.

Colonel Jorbin drew his officer’s pistol – usually as ceremonial as the sword he wore on his other hip – and held it out, not quite pointed at Empress Maria, but with the threat waiting clearly.  “By order of the Revolutionary Council of Brazil” – with his spare hand, Jorbin indicated himself and the two Nabucos – “the Empire of Brazil has been dissolved.  You are now our guest, Maria Inês.”

Maria looked pale, but she said, “You wouldn’t dare!”  She looked to the other soldiers in the throne room, but they all avoided her gaze.

“But I do,” Jorbin said.  “Every soldier in this palace is loyal to us... and the rest of the Army will follow, soon enough.  And since your signature is no longer required... so let me be the one to announce the start of emancipation for Brazilian slaves.”

--

[1] Makhpyia-luta, or “Red Cloud” as he is usually called by English-speaking Canadians, was named for one of the Lakota (Sioux) chieftains who scored a stinging victory over the US forces near the Black Hills, although eventually forced to seek sanctuary in Canada by the pressure of American numbers.

[2] Without the development of incendiary bullets, no fighter pilot has yet shot down a cloud-ship, although several have damaged them.

[3] TTL’s version of the Hall-Héroult process for aluminium production.

[4] The modern American spelling of aluminum appears to have been due to Charles Martin Hall preferring that spelling over aluminium when he first patented and popularized the Hall-Héroult process.  Without him, the spelling aluminium remains the standard in the United States as well as internationally.

[5] Or more precisely, Harrison supplied the metal and money and found designers to build cloud-ships for him.

--

Decades of Darkness #118b: Mein Herz Brennt (My Heart Burns)

“Those who can make you believe absurdities can make you commit atrocities.”
- Voltaire

--

6 June 1906
Yuna Marshes, Samaná County
Dominica, New England (U.S. occupied)

“Useless bloody place,” Corporal Antonio Gibson muttered, as the patrol rested for a few moments.  “Good only for mosquitoes and niggers.”

“Oh, at least it’s warm,” Sergeant Terry Sharpe observed.  He felt much the same way as the corporal, but sometimes it helped to keep up appearances.  “Imagine trying to track partisans up around Selkirk.”

“If the Canadians are half as much trouble as these damn Dominicans, I’ll eat my hat,” Gibson said.  “The Yankees must have given every damn nigger here a gun and a bomb.  Maybe two bombs.”

“Maybe, but we’ve got more guns and yellow fever vaccine and quinacrine too.”  He felt especially glad for that latest drug; malaria had always been the danger here.  “Imagine what it must have been like here back in the days of the Pirate Wars.”

“I couldn’t care less about what it was like then.  I care about what we have to do now.  Why can’t the Jaguars go nigger-hunting in these marshes and jungles, if they love it so much?”

Sergeant Sharpe didn’t bother to answer that.  The United States hardly had enough Jaguars to go everywhere, and from what he had heard they had their hands full in Nicaragua and Surinam anyway.  “Time to keep going until we corner these niggers,” Sharpe said, and roused the men.

--

8 June 1906
U.S. Eastern Army Headquarters
New Brunswick, New Jersey
Republic of New England (U.S. occupied)

General-in-Chief Charles Bull was not, by nature, a man accustomed to waiting.  Inaction troubled him, and while he knew the need for the American forces in New Jersey to stay in place without offensives, it still felt improper.  He had found the Michigan front, while slow, much less frustrating than this place of mud and gas which proved that Shakespeare had known the truth when he remarked that hell was empty, and all the devils were on earth.  And Bull could never escape the feeling that if he gave his men shovels, he was saying that they should become farmers, not soldiers.

If the other man in General Bull’s office had any doubts about the wisdom of waiting, he showed it not at all.  Lieutenant Colonel Alvar O’Brien may not have had doubts about anything at all, so far as Bull could tell.  He was a man with a genius for inspiring his men, and from what Bull had heard, had also made rather a name for himself as a budding planter back in Sonora.  Quite an achievement for a man whose elaborately-cultivated walrus moustache could not disguise the fact that he had barely reached twenty-five years of age.

“Everything is ready, sir.  The infantry, the artillery, and the engineers.  Now we need only wait on the Yankees.”

Bull said, “Our hammer awaits.”  He winced.  “Poor choice of words.”  The Hammer Offensive had not been the most successful attack in military history.

“We aren’t hammering an anvil, sir... no matter how much Custer talks about hammering the anvil until it breaks.”  O’Brien chuckled.  “I worked as a blacksmith once.  If you hammer the anvil hard enough, it’s the hammer that breaks.  What we have here is a rapier, not a hammer.”

“A rapier.  I like that,” Bull said.  “A rapier eager to be used?”

“Of course, but I’ve told the soldiers not to celebrate before time.  Long Island was a grand triumph, but we haven’t won yet – look at Selkirk.”

Bull nodded.  “Sadly true.  But there’s no problems training the men?”

“Quite the opposite; I’ve been surprised how readily the men mixed,” O’Brien said, looking thoughtful.  “I’d seen it before, but it happens even more in the units here which are from every state.  All the men treat each other the same, or close enough.  They don’t care which state they’re from, or whether they speak Spanish as well as English.”

“That surprises you?” Bull said.  He hadn’t seen any such problems here or back in Michigan.  Or maybe people had just chosen not to report them to him.

“Yes.  Too many citizens are looked down on.”

O’Brien looked as if he were recalling something unpleasant, and Bull recalled a rumour that O’Brien’s family had found it politic to change their surname from Obregón or something like that.  It wouldn’t have surprised him.

O’Brien added, “I’ve always said that if a man is good enough to be a citizen, he should be as good a citizen as any other.  I hope things stay this way.”

Bull hoped so too, come to that, but for him it was a matter of little importance.  He said, “Oh, that reminds me... there’re reports about the Allies deploying Arlacs.  A lot of Arlacs.  Those infernal devices could be trouble.”  Not much else could make American soldiers flee the line.

O’Brien shrugged.  “They’re nuisances, but not war-breakers.”

“You sure?” the general asked.  “The new Arlacs will certainly be better than last year’s versions.”

“And we’ll find new counter-measures, if we need to,” O’Brien said.  “Look at what we can do already.  Artillery, grenades, even a sock doused in petrol.  No matter how many fancy steel cans the Yankees build, I’m sure we can make better can-openers.”

To such confidence, Bull could only smile.

--

From the private diary of Ilya Alexandrovich Serov, Chief Minister of the Duma
Quoted in “Monarchy to Democracy: Thoughts of the Motherland” (Moscow, 1973)
Translation by Donald Maclean

9 June 1906 (Gregorian Calendar) / 27 May 1906 (Old Style)

The little father [i.e. the Tsar, Peter IV], it seems to me, has taken leave of his senses.  Does he think that if he dies now, he will be remembered only for his failure in the war [i.e. the Second Napoleonic Wars], and thus that he must do something to make up for it?  He has brought much that is good to Russia, even willingly if reluctantly granting the formation of the Duma.  Now he risks much, and for no true gain.  It matters naught if Britain has been defeated on the other side of the world.  Britain has never been the true enemy.  The danger is Germany.  The danger has always been, and will always be, Germany.  If he pushes too far against Britain, Germany will oppose him.  And he will keep pushing.  He was denied once, and will not want to be denied again.

He must be stopped.

--

11 June 1906
London, England
United Kingdom of Great Britain

Foreign Secretary Edward Vickers wondered if he would ever again know a night when he could sleep peacefully.  The war with the United States had gone much harder than he had ever imagined.  Holding together the Allies had proven ever more difficult with every passing month.  The one thing they agreed on was that the Jackals needed to be stopped.  But they disagreed endlessly on how and where to stop them.

Since Long Island, unity of purpose had been near-impossible to achieve.  It was near enough to drive a man mad.  And now came this latest problem with the Russians.  The Great Game [1] had never really stopped, but now it was a distraction from the real war.  A large and most unwelcome distraction.

“Russia has always claimed Persia as part of its sphere of influence, I know,” Vickers said.  “But this...  Unofficial troops to support the rebels against the Shah were bad enough, and now wanting us to leave Persia alone entirely if the Russians intervene.  To be frank, I’m beginning to wonder if we shouldn’t call Russia the Jackals, not the Americans.”  He thought nothing of the sort, but diplomatic posturing had its place.

“Persia is not part of the British Empire,” said Hermann Röhm, the German ambassador.

“And Serbia’s not part of Germany, but I doubt you’d like the Russians intervening there either.”

“That is different,” Röhm said.  Serbia is in Europe, he may as well have said.

“The Tsar just keeps pushing,” Vickers said.  He knew he sounded tired.  But there was a point when he no longer cared.  He liked to think that Röhm was a friend, at least insofar as that could be said of any ambassador.  If he couldn’t speak plainly here, when could he?

“Quite.”  Röhm shrugged.  “Doubtless he thinks that Germany will not care about a country not in Europe, and he thinks that you are too weak after Long Island.”

Vickers had to stop himself from wincing at that unusually direct language from the German ambassador.  The pressure must be showing on him, too.  And the worst part was, Vickers feared the Tsar was right.  Britain was too weak after Long Island.

“I must admit, if not for Long Island, Peter IV would probably correct in both of his perceptions,” Röhm said.

Yes, the pressure is showing on him, too, Vickers thought.  Only then did he notice the much more important implication.  “You mean, you will support us?”

“A Russian declaration of war on Britain over Persia would be treated as a declaration of war on Germany, too,” Röhm said.  He didn’t sound at all glad to have to say it. “You can inform Count Kallio [2] of this.  Be assured that the Russian ambassador in Vienna has been told the same thing.  And then, with any luck, the Tsar will stop.”

Some good news for once!  Vickers wished he could ask for more – help in North America sprang to mind – but knew better than to push things.  Germany was acting for its own reasons.  Or more precisely, Germany had momentarily united.  They would have done a lot more if not for the memory of South Africa, and the opposition of the Dutch Kaiser, Vickers suspected.  But that problem was far too late to resolve.

“Thank you, Your Excellency,” Vickers said.

“Thank me only if it makes the Tsar stop,” Röhm said.  “Otherwise, Europe gets to fight the Second Napoleonic Wars all over again.”

“I doubt it’ll come to that,” Vickers said.  “But a thought arises: should we consider asking Paris to encourage the Tsar to stop?  France still retains some influence in Russia.”

Röhm said, “If you could get them to listen...  Personally, I think that the French government is too divided to take any such action.”  He grinned.  “They still call themselves the Third Republic, but their government has changed so often they should better be called the Thirty-Third Republic.”

Vickers managed a smile, but it was a weary one.  Until this latest problem with Russia was solved, he doubted he would sleep much.  And that was not even considering the much more difficult struggle being played out across the Atlantic.

--

Taken from: “The Romanovs: Gold, Blood and Mystery”
By Yuri Modin
Translated by Reginald Morton
St Petersburg, Russian Federation
(c) 1974 Ulyanov & Trotsky Publishing Co., St Petersburg.

15: Times of Crisis

... And so Peter IV, always audacious, seldom prudent, would end his reign as he began it: in controversy.  It had always been difficult to determine his motives, other than a general desire to make the House of Romanov and Russia great (in that order), but he did have some flexibility in him.  While reluctant to change his mind, as he demonstrated by the Second Napoleonic Wars, he would concede sometimes out of love of his people, as demonstrated when he yielded during the protests [i.e. the attempted revolution] of 1885.  And with the Persian crisis, he would face the same decision over whether to preserve his people...

As to what Peter had planned for Persia, who can say what was in his mind?  It was a decision he decided almost entirely on his own, without consulting any of his ministers.  They were reportedly as shocked as the rest of the Duma when they discovered that imperial soldiers were already active in Persia, and that the Tsar had placed pressure on Britain to yield to Russia’s historic claim for influence in that region.  Peter probably expected that Britain would prove easy to displace in their shock after the defeat of their navy.  He certainly expected that Germany would not intervene, and in that he was utterly mistaken.

Thus began Russia’s first constitutional crisis.  The Duma and the Tsar’s ministers thoroughly opposed to the deployment of imperial troops, and it seemed that war loomed with Germany and Britain unless the Tsar backed down.  The roots of the constitutional crisis arose because the Tsar did, in fact, have the authority to declare war and to deploy the army however he pleased.  This was explicit in the First Constitution, and in asserting his right to do so, Peter could not be faulted.  But the Duma was horrified at the prospect of renewed war – and so were the people.  The Cabinet urged the Tsar to back down, and on 19 June [3] the Duma passed a motion condemning the deployment to Persia, although Serov stopped short of condemning the Tsar personally.  It was still painfully clear to the Duma that they could not legally prevent Peter from intervening in Persia, if he chose to do so.

Until Nikolai Flerov, a member from Vladivostok, highlighted an unobtrusive clause in the 1889 Budget Act, which had been slipped in almost unnoticed several years before.  The clause had been intended to resolve disputes over funding for the armed forces, since the Tsar retained command of those forces but finance required Duma approval of the taxes.  According to that clause, while the Tsar did not have to obtain the consent of the Duma before military action, he agreed to inform them before he ordered military action.  This, the Tsar clearly had not done, and it offered a suitable means of redress for the Cabinet.  On 25 June, citing the Tsar’s failure to notify the Duma as “proof that he has no confidence in the ministers who would advise him”, the entire Cabinet resigned, except for Chief Minister Serov, who agreed to remain as a conduit between the Duma and the Tsar.

Peter IV now found himself caught in a crisis largely of his own making.  He could not appoint a new Cabinet without the approval of the Duma, and the Duma made it clear that it would not approve any replacements for the resigned ministers.  Serov also hinted that the Duma would not approve any new budgets or any future government spending – the next budget being due in August – unless the Tsar agreed to withdraw from Persia and to draft an amendment to the Constitution which would place the Army under the control of the Duma, rather than himself.  As Serov remarked, “If the Tsar is not willing to inform the Duma, how can it advise him.  If he does not govern through the Duma, what reason for its existence, when the little father himself long ago agreed to work through the Duma?”

Peter found himself increasingly isolated both from the Russian people and internationally.  Germany had not yet declared war, but the threat loomed ever larger.  On 2 July, he caved in to the inevitable, and agreed to withdraw Russian forces from Persia.  That relieved the foreign crisis, and Germany was quick to seek to restore normal relations thereafter.  But the domestic crisis was far from over.  Not wishing to have a repeat of such events, Serov and the Duma continued to press for amending the Constitution.  Peter and the Duma remained in deadlock throughout July and into August.

That month brought greater crisis, as the Duma blocked the approval of a new budget, and thus the funding for the Army.  This was in one sense a dangerous course – the Duma risked having the Army rally behind the Tsar – but Serov had judged the mood of the people correctly.  Protests grew throughout Russia, including in St Petersburg.  This time, the calls were for the abdication of the Tsar...

After a month of protests, his own family pressuring him to step down, and with unruly soldiers threatening to turn them into riots, Peter IV finally conceded to the inevitable and abdicated.  His son Alexander II was now left to oversee the writing of the Second Constitution, one where the power lay with the Duma...

--

Extracts from “From Napoleon to Peter: International Relations in the Nineteenth Century (1789-1906)”
By Professor Andries Maritz
King Edward University
Retief [Pretoria], Kingdom of South Africa
(c) 1942 Pioneer Publishing Company: Retief.  Used with permission.

From the point of view of international affairs, the Persian crisis of 1906 was over relatively quickly.  For a brief moment, it appeared that war would return to Europe a generation after the fall of Napoleon IV.  Instead, Europe bought itself another generation of peace within its borders.  The aftermath of the Persian crisis, while strictly speaking a domestic Russian affair, nonetheless marks the end of an era.  In North America, the old peace structure which had held between the United States and its northern neighbours for so long was broken, and it was clear long before the war was over that whatever form the peace would take, it would involve still leave Britain dependent on Germany.  In Russia, the political crisis forced the abdication of Peter IV. With his departure, so soon after the deposition of Empress Maria of Brazil, the last of the great national leaders [4] of the nineteenth century was gone.  A new generation of political leaders, and a new century, beckoned...

--

[1] ITTL, the ‘Great Game’ refers to the unofficial struggle between Britain and Russia over a larger scale than in OTL – from Persia to China.

[2] Count Viljo Kallio, the Russian ambassador to Britain.

[3] This date, and the other dates quoted in this section, is in the Gregorian calendar.

[4] There was in fact more continuity in national leadership than Maritz acknowledges.  For instance, both Richard IV of the United Kingdom and Holy Roman Emperor Frederick IV continued on as rulers past 1906.  However, Maritz views them as ceremonial figures rather than national leaders, viewing Bismarck as the great German national leader of the nineteenth century, and a variety of British Prime Ministers as being the national leaders of that country.  Peter IV, on the other hand, came much closer to the conception of an absolute monarch.

--

Decades of Darkness #119a: Fire & Ice

“To have good soldiers, a nation must always be at war.”
- Napoleon I, Emperor of France

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 8: The Trans-Mississippian Front

...The Trans-Mississippian Front has been idealised perhaps more than any other part of the North American War.  Unsurprisingly, given comparisons with the fronts further east, where advances were usually measured in casualties per yard gained.  This has led to a number of myths regarding this front as being more honourable or cleaner in its warfare.  In truth, this was not the case, as the Trans-Mississippi did see occasional trench lines, sky bombardment, and even occasional use of poison gas.  If these usages were rarer, it was because the front itself had far fewer numbers of men on either side.

Still, one popular conception of this front remains entirely accurate: the front did see more dramatic movement than any other land front.  This was a front of manoeuvre, and this is nowhere more epitomised than the clash between General Edward “Monty” Montgomery of the U.S. Eighth Army, and his Canadian opponent, General Ambroise Riel of the Army of the Red River.  Throughout the war, both commanding officers saw both advances and retreats in a struggle which was reported by journalists from around the world.  It seemed that everyone wanted to find heroes in a war where it seemed that victory would be only a more pleasant name for defeat.

And in Monty and Riel, they had certainly found memorable figures, although whether they are considered heroes depends on which side is doing the telling.  Certainly, Edward Montgomery attracted notice as a colourful man in what otherwise appeared a dreary war.  Edward Montgomery liked to call himself “the latest in a long line of American patriots”.  He never tired of reminding people of his great-great-great uncle, Richard Montgomery of the American Revolutionary War, who had captured Montreal only to die in a blizzard during the siege of Quebec City.  Or of how his family had once been New Yorkers but had fled that city for Philadelphia after New England seceded, then left Philadelphia for Pearl, Indiana [1] after Pennsylvania attempted to secede from the United States again during the War of 1833.

Montgomery himself had become an iconic figure within the United States even before the outbreak of the North American War.  He graduated as valedictorian of the class of 1878 from Wilkinson Military Academy [2], and served with distinction in the Second Napoleonic Wars where he became the then youngest-ever regular colonel in the U.S. Army (a record which would later be surpassed by Alvar O’Brien).  Always a man to court publicity, he became quickly recognised during that war in photographs of his lantern-jawed face in profile while puffing on his trademark Habana cigars, the only brand he ever smoked.  Possessed of a quick, charming wit and flair for dramatic gestures, Montgomery maintained a strong public image even after the end of that war.  He was transferred to Mexico in 1886 and promoted to Brigadier General the following year, at the time the youngest ever general in the U.S. Army (and a record which would also be surpassed by Alvar O’Brien).

Montgomery’s career progress was slower after that time, not least because his continual chasing of publicity aroused resentment amongst his military contemporaries, but also because peace slowed the progress of any career.  But by 1903 he was a full general, and was given command of the U.S. Eighth Army on the outbreak of hostilities.  No doubt this command had also been intended as a minor one, since the pre-war expectations had been for all the glory to accrue to commanders in the eastern theatre, but Montgomery took the command and won glory of his own.  His dramatic advance into Selkirk [Winnipeg, Manitoba] and cutting Canada in half would have won any commanding officer public recognition, but Montgomery’s formation of the “First Sword Army” and celebrated capture of Bealeton in controversial circumstances [3] won him renown.  When he celebrated his fiftieth birthday in Selkirk Town Hall on 8 November 1905, it seemed that he could achieve whatever he wanted.

Yet, like any figure of historical myth, “Monty” needed a memorable opponent.  And he would find such a man in General Ambrose Riel.  If Montgomery was fire, Riel was ice.  Nicknamed “the Iceman” by his soldiers – a name given with wry affection – Riel did not possess much charm, in the traditional sense.  Pierre Dumont, his adjutant of four years, reported that he only once seen Riel smile.  But Riel possessed quiet confidence of his own, and had a reassuring presence when speaking to his officers and men.  Riel’s first language was French, according to his own description, and he never tired of describing his Ojibwa heritage to his American opponents who viewed such people as racial inferiors.

Riel took command of what was the Army of Manitoba after the fall of Bealeton.  While unable to hold off the advance of First Sword Army entirely, he did his best to slow their progress.  He also won approval to rename the army, holding that the old name had became associated with defeat, and renamed his troops the Army of the Red River.  In popular usage, this name soon became shortened to the Red Army...

General Riel is reported to have said, after the fall of Selkirk in October, “Monty has made his tomb.  Now let him lie in it!”  The onset of winter in Canada prevented large-scale attacks – even the Russian volunteers in First Sword Army are reported to have found the winter cold – but Riel found considerable uses for saboteurs throughout the long winter.  In the new year, he also had the advantage of forty thousand British and Canadian troops released from Wisconsin, a considerable boost to the Red Army, which he put to immediate advantage in the offensive he named “Operation Sword-Breaker”.

Riel’s plan for this offensive was simple: to take advantage of the fact that he was defending his own soil.  While First Sword Army still had more manpower, even with the recent Allied reinforcements, they had to occupy Canadian territory, which tied down tens of thousands of their troops in garrison duties.  Without any such constraints, Riel was free to use his manpower to his best advantage.  Operation Sword-Breaker consisted of a two-pronged assault, with the first being a drive on Hensley [Hallock, Minnesota] which began on 29 April as soon as the spring mud hardened, and the second prong being a drive toward Selkirk which began four days later.  Riel’s intention, as stated in his memoirs, was to hand Montgomery a poisoned choice: defend his vital supply lines and abandon the town which he had gained some much prestige for conquering, or defend Selkirk and having his entire army cut off from its supplies.

At first, First Sword Army attempted to defend both assaults, but founds its efforts hampered by partisan acts of sabotage, particularly repeated damage to the railroad.  With the Red Army gaining ground toward Hensley by the second week of May, Montgomery stripped some of the defenders from Selkirk to help with what appeared to be the stronger attack.  This proved to be a mistake; the Red Army intensified its attacks on Selkirk.  By 19 May, the Red Army was threatening to encircle the city, and Montgomery reluctantly gave the order to evacuate Selkirk.  The defence of Hensley was more successful for the Americans, and elements of First Sword Army remained west of Selkirk, still cutting the transcontinental railroad.  None of this diminished the accolades showered on Ambroise Riel when he made a triumphal re-entry into Selkirk on 27 May...

--

22 June 1906
Army Group South Headquarters
Outside Elizabeth, New Jersey
Republic of New England

Presidents shouldn’t visit the frontlines.  Of that, General Charles Manning was utterly convinced.  Even if army headquarters miles behind the lines couldn’t quite be considered the frontlines, it was still closer than President Nicholas Forbes had any right to be.  Especially when he had a habit of asking questions for which there was no certain answer.

“Tell me honestly, Charles.  Is this offensive is a good idea?”

If I thought it was a bad idea, I wouldn’t have ordered it, Manning thought, but Forbes wasn’t after that much honesty.  “We have done everything we can to make sure it works,” Manning said.

“That’s not an answer,” Forbes said.

The President really shouldn’t be here, the general decided.  Officially, Forbes was only here to get a glimpse of the fighting for himself, rather than relying on reports.  But he seemed to have much more on his mind.  Manning said, “I hope it will work.  But there is no certainty in war.”

“We badly need a victory,” Forbes said.  He looked as if he had finally recognised Manning’s expression.  “I’m not trying to blame you for anything, Charles.  If you think attacking is a bad idea, then say so.  It’s not too late to call it off.”

Which was blatantly untrue, as far as Manning could see.  Too much preparation had gone into this offensive.  All Forbes wanted was reassurance.  That, or the president was playing political games now, looking for someone to blame in case the campaign failed.  But then, Forbes was probably the one man in New England under more pressure than Manning himself.  The president was in his late fifties, and had seemed in vigorous health the last time Manning had laid eyes on him, before the war.  Now... he looked old.  Very old, and very tired.

Still, if Forbes was trying to look for a scapegoat, Manning wouldn’t make himself into one.  Not that easily.  “We already know what doesn’t work: massed assaults like the gringos tried last year.  It gained them some ground, but they bled badly to do it.  These attacks will be more limited, for smaller but important objectives, and they should be easier to achieve.  But there’s no way to know for sure until the event.”

The president sighed.  “We need something to reassure the people.  It seems as if we have been standing on the defensive forever.  And the Jackals are still far too close to New York for comfort.”

The general said, “With any luck, we will push them back.  But an army needs supplies as well as luck.”

Forbes’ lips tightened.  “The Secretary of War tells me that everything which is available has been sent to you.”

“Then I can only hope it’s enough,” Manning said.  New England’s factories must be standing idle indeed, if all the supplies available had been sent.

“So, all you can offer me is faith, hope and luck?” Forbes asked.

“And the greatest of these is luck,” Manning murmured.  Forbes looked blank; which was odd.  The general had been sure the president was a good Bible-reading Christian.  “Mr President, all any general can do is make his own plans and prepare himself as best he can.  There are two sides to any battle, and I don’t know what the gringos have planned.”

“You’ve had no reports?” Forbes asked.

Manning shrugged.  “Apparently the Americans have pulled a lot of soldiers out of the line over the past few months.  Bad news for Niagara, most likely.”

“Fewer Jackals in New Jersey is much better news for this offensive, surely,” the president said.

The general shrugged.  Forbes wanted reassurance, it seemed, but he should be getting that from the War Department back in Hartford, not coming out here to jog Manning’s elbow.  “Fewer soldiers left after the phosgene hits.  Fewer gringos to defend against Arlacs – and they are a weapon that is worthless in defence.  There will be some confusion behind the enemy lines.  How much, I am not sure... too many promises from people who may not keep them.  It should help, particularly if it makes the gringos panic.  But all in all, Mr President, if you want certainty, you should ask God for some.  I know I have.”

Forbes was silent for a long moment.  At last, he said, “Since this war started, the only thing I’ve asked God is if this cup could be taken from me.  Since He hasn’t chosen to do so, I doubt He will be inclined to grant me certainty either.  So... go ahead, Charles.  Let the Jackals know that the brave soldiers of New England won’t hide in trenches forever.”

--

25 June 1906
Asbury Park, New Jersey
Republic of New England (U.S. occupied)

The moon loomed large on the eastern horizon as Connie Jugal looked out over the water.  The night was as pleasant as any summer evening could be; with the warmth of the day still lingering despite the mildest of sea breezes.  Nothing about the scene could she call distasteful, except for the Jackals who occupied Asbury Park and whose patrols had grown even more occasional of late.

No, the only unpleasantness Connie could find was what she had brought on herself.

It had been her idea.  Scant comfort, that.  Connie had washed herself in the bath over and over, scrubbing her skin until it was red and raw.  That didn’t get rid of her memory of his touch on her skin.  Nothing would.  Except, perhaps, vengeance.  So she hoped.  So she had to hope.

The sight of Colonel Drake striding along the boardwalk made her heart race.  Was it excitement, or was it disgust?  Both, so far as she could tell.  Beyond coming only at night, the American colonel made no effort to conceal his approach to her house.  People had noticed, of course.  People had talked.  Collaborator was the politest word she had heard thrown at her.  Usually the epithets were shorter, and blunter.

They didn’t, and couldn’t, know her reasons.  Except for Henry Arnold, who through some means she was at pains not to ask about, was in contact with parts of New England which didn’t groan under the Jackals’ yoke.  No-one else knew, so that should have made the taunts of “slut”, “puta” and “jacksucker” easier to bear.  And it had, a little.  But not enough.  No, not enough.

Tonight, though, tonight was to be her atonement.  Henry had finally sent word.  Would that rid her memories of what she had endured?  For that, well, only the future would tell.

The faintest of knockings sounded at the door.  Connie stood, automatically teasing a few wisps of red hair back into place.  Absurd, that.  She had already won Drake’s eye.  He would hardly spurn her tonight.  But still, she had always taken great pains to keep up her appearance around him.  Best not to do anything which might alert him to the fate that awaited him.

When she let him inside, he barely waited to shut the door before wrapping his oversized arms around her.  Hating herself for it, but knowing that now was not the time to act cool, Connie welcomed his embrace.  Drake had not been one for good conversation even at the best of times.

He released her lips, blissfully smiling.  So, he had noticed nothing.  Good.  Now, she just had to hope that when she led him upstairs, he would leave his gun within her reach, as he did about half the time.  If not, it would be one final torment to endure before she could be released from the prison she had made for herself.

He didn’t leave it within reach.

So, Connie had to carry on as if nothing as amiss.  She made all the same motions and noises he had come to expect.  If he noticed that she sounded slightly less enthusiastic than she usually made herself sound... well, he didn’t notice.  Men rarely did, even the best of men.  And no Jackal could be considered the best of men.

Nor did he notice that she had moved so that she was now on the other side of the bed, with the gun close at hand.  It had a safety on, she knew, but it was loaded.  Drake was not foolish enough to travel the streets of Asbury Park without protection.  Foolish of him not to realise that his same protection would be his death.

As he lay satisfied, she edged slowly away from.  Her left arm extended until it closed around the pistol.  He still lay there, blissfully unaware.  Connie shuffled further away from him, then stood up and brought the pistol to point at him as she released the safety.

He noticed something, at least.  It would do him no good.

“Connie...  My God, why?”

She stepped back, not wanting him to try any foolish lunges.  And then she could finally drop the mask she had worn for so long.  “We’re rising tonight, Colonel.  Not just here.  All of New Jersey.  Tomorrow morning, New England’s armies come south.  You’re just the first, and your garrison here will be all the more confused in your absence.”

“But why... you...”

“This is for Timothy.”

The blankness on his face was the worst message of all.

“Can’t even remember his name?  Calling you Americans jackals is an insult to a poor animal, not to you!  Remember the first month you were here?  No, of course not.  He was nothing to you.  Just a black man on the street who didn’t get out of the way quick enough for your liking, and who dared to talk back even after you struck him in the mouth.”

The faintest light of memory glimmered in his eyes.  “Him?  Why would you care what happens to some uppity nigger?”

“He was a man, not a God-damned nigger.  He was my man, and you took him away from me!”  Connie pulled the trigger over and over, not stopping even after the hammer kept clicking against an empty chamber and Drake’s blood spilled red and thick against the sheet.

--

26 June 1906
New York City, Long Island
Republic of New England

Searchlights rose out the glow of New York, flashes of light illuminating too many clouds.  Occasional bursts of sky fire [flak] flashed skyward when some over-enthusiastic gunners mistook an illuminated cloud for a cloud-ship.

Captain James Ingersoll of the New England Army Sky Corps understood their anger, but he disliked it.  As befit their names, the cloud-ships floated above the clouds they were named for.  Searchlights rarely found those ghostly galleons of the nights, and it worried him more that his new Randall Reaper skyrider might get caught in one of the bursts of sky fire.  The sky guns [anti-aircraft guns] would be hard-pressed to bring down a cloud-ship, but it would be the ruin of his Reaper.

“And that would be bad,” Ingersoll muttered.  The Reaper was the pride of the Sky Corps, boasting a forward-firing cylinder gun synchronised to fire between the propeller blades.  Nothing the gringos had could match it, as Ingersoll had demonstrated over the last month by bringing down five American skyriders.  That brought his total victories to nine, one short of being considered an ace.  But then he had been forbidden from flying a Reaper over enemy territory, for fear that a crashed rider might give the gringos the knowledge they needed to build their own synchronisation gear.

So, instead, he flew above New York, searching for cloud-ships.  He and his fellow pilots had another advantage here; the techs [4] had developed new inflammable bullets.  That should make it possible to shoot down a cloud-ship, or so they claimed.  Ingersoll hoped they were right, but so far nothing had managed to bring down one of the gringos’ ghostly night raiders.

Another burst of sky fire opened up, uncomfortably close to his skyrider.  “Idiots!”  New York had long been spared the sky raids which had fallen on other parts of New England, particularly Hartford.  But after the rejection of Mr Mitchell’s “peace” terms, the cloud-ships had started to visit New York as well.  The city’s defenders were still far too jumpy.

Eyes straining in the moonlight, Ingersoll finally caught a glimpse of his quarry.  At least four of the cloud-ships, glinting silver in the night, ghosting through the sky.  Fortunately for him, they were passing nearly below him.  Ingersoll turned his skyrider around, bringing it into a dive over the nearest cloud-ship.  When he was just above it, he opened fire with a long stream of the incendiary bullets.  He knew they struck the cloud-ship, but the thing kept moving, like so many of them had reportedly done before.

Ingersoll swung around for another pass - and saw flames leaping from the cloud-ship.  Bright flames against the darkness, as the bow of the cloud-ship tipped upwards while the entire craft plunged down through the clouds...

--

[1] Pearl, Indiana is located in what OTL is Jeffersonville, Indiana.  With the more southward-looking focus of Indiana ITTL, it has become a major city and is a twin city alongside Louisville, Kentucky, rather than being an effective suburb.

[2] The *U.S. equivalent of West Point, located near OTL Woodstock, Virginia.

[3] See post #111d.

[4] i.e. the engineers.

--

Decades of Darkness #119b: Zugzwang

“The winner in war is the commander who makes the next-to-last mistake.”
- General Edward Mahan (later U.S. President), 1884.

--

Excerpts from: “Guns, Gas and Steel: The North American War”
(c) 1948 by Armand Clément
Turteltaub Publishing: Jerusalem, Kingdom of Palestine

Introduction

Two generations have passed since the end of the North American War [1], the first modern war.  No other war in history is so infamous both for its beginning and its conduct.  To this day, it is often remembered as “Mr. Mitchell’s War” by veterans on both sides – and they usually snarl when they say it.  Begun for a lie, so they will say, but many of those same veterans will add that the lie which started it was insignificant compared to the lies they were told once the shooting started.  Commanders on both sides are usually remembered with hatred, not fondness, with only a few rare exceptions.  And while it was not the bloodiest war in history, no other war is so remembered for the futility of the bloodshed.  The Hammer Offensive and Horseshoe Bay are the two campaigns which each side remembers most often, and neither of them were successes for the side which remembers them most....

Chapter 8: The Changing Face of Warfare

Slowly, bloodily, both sides began to learn the art of how to make advances without climbing over mountains of their own men’s corpses.  On the Allied side, a number of military innovations were combined with a fresh flow of reinforcements as more and more British troops arrived.  Not as many as they would have preferred – a large number of British soldiers remained on the wrong side of the Atlantic – but still a welcome boost to the hard-pressed New England and Canadian soldiers who faced the seemingly inexhaustible manpower of the United States [2].

With these combined developments, the Allies planned the first major offensive of their own in the east.  Called Plan Gamma, it called for a series of more limited assaults on chosen sectors of the front, all of which had long been planned and allocated to perceived areas of vulnerability.  The goal of the plan was not drive the Americans out of New Jersey; even the boldest Allied commander realised that could not be achieved in one grand strike, although some of their political leaders did not.  But it was intended to gain valuable ground from an enemy still perilously close to New York, and with the new military innovations it was hoped that it could be achieved without the massive cost in lives which had greeted the comparable American offensives...

While it attracted less attention from the public than arlacs, the greatest advances in military innovation which were deployed in time for Plan Gamma were the improvements in artillery [3].  The art had advanced considerably since the start of the war.  Longer-range and heavier guns were part of this trend, but the more important developments were in artillery organization and counter-battery fire.  The increasing use of high-quality maps and surveyors enabled artillery fire to be directed more accurately and more quickly than previously, particularly in allowing the first bombardments to begin without major preliminaries.  This permitted artillery fire to be directed in short, sharp bombardments prior to an assault, rather than the days-long bombardments of previous offensives.  It also allowed follow-up artillery fire to be more effectively directed once an assault had begun.

The establishment of more effective counter-battery fire was another major innovation.  Fritz Kreisler, a musician who had become one of the few Germans to volunteer to join the Allies, had noted early in the war that the noises shells made changed along their flight path.  With appropriate observation, it was possible to estimate the range to enemy artillery batteries.  In a further innovation, the Allies set up multiple sound posts to triangulate on the position of enemy batteries, thus offering for the first time the potential for effective counter-battery fire.

The development of fire plans for massed artillery batteries were not new – the Americans had used them for creeping barrages during the Hammer Offensive – but the Allies had developed a new system of ‘box’ barrages where sections of the enemy trenches would be isolated by bombardment on three sides, prior to infantry assault...

Mortars were not a new area of military technology.  The first had been deployed by the Italian Army during the Second Napoleonic Wars.  But their much greater use during the North American War means that they have been inevitably linked with that conflict.  For Plan Gamma, the Allies began to deploy the first of the Collins mortars, a five-man mortar which combined acceptable portability with powerful shells and a high rate of fire.  A properly-trained Collins team could fire eight shells toward a target before the first struck [4]...

Another area of military innovation, and one on which the Allies placed great hopes, was the development of a new chemical weapon, phosgene gas.  This replaced the chlorine gas which had been less effective than hoped, once the initial shock wore off.  Phosgene was delivered with gas shells, as with chlorine, and it was hoped that it could debilitate far more American soldiers than chlorine could manage.  Since it could take a day or more for the symptoms to appear, the first bombardments of phosgene began falling on 24 June, two days before the main assaults of Plan Gamma were due to begin...

Of all the new military innovations, the one in which the Allied commanders placed the most hope was the arlac [tank].  Still in most ways an experimental weapon, the arlac was plagued by reliability issues and had a maximum speed only slightly greater than a fast walking pace.  Yet despite these drawbacks, the armoured vehicles seemed to offer the best hope of making a solid break in the American lines.

Over 450 Arlac-IIs had been assembled for the offensive, and they were planned to be the centrepiece of the Allied assault.  They had been combined with an integrated plan of attack which called for assaults along most of the front between the Watchungs and the sea, and hoped-for risings within occupied New Jersey.  Thus began the campaign which was officially called Plan Gamma, but which history would remember as the Twenty Days...

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 16: The Twenty Days (26 June – 15 July 1906)

The assault which led to the Twenty Days marked the culmination of long planning by the Allies.  Army Group South had been boosted by the arrival over half a million British reinforcements, and the political pressure to mount an offensive was growing.  Fortunately for the Allied soldiers, the previous year’s example of the Hammer Offensive [5], combined with the near-certainty that the Americans still outnumbered them, meant that such a grand push was not being contemplated.  Both sides had painfully learned the difficulty of breaking through defended trench lines, and both had prepared what they believed would be more effective ways of overcoming this challenge.  The Twenty Days were to be the first testing ground of the new methods...

The lesson that limited objectives could be more effective had become apparent to the Allied commanders after Second Picton and Second Rahway.  Those two battles had been limited purely because the Allies had not had the manpower spare at the time to launch grander offensives.  Given that the Americans were still believed to have more manpower available in New Jersey, the Allied battle plans were similarly limited in scope.  In essence, the orders were to stage prepared local assaults at chosen points all along the front lines, and then to push further to gain as much ground as was practical...

After the front was stabilised following the Sixty Days early in the war, the eastern portion – between Woodbridge and Rahway – had barely moved, beyond the more limited gains of Second Rahway.  There had been more minor withdrawals in the west during the Hammer Offensive, and the Allies planned to reverse those, but the largest stroke was intended to fall in the east.  Here, outside Rahway, where the Americans were closest to a land assault on New York, the Allies had prepared their largest assault.  Three hundred arlacs had been assembled at the front lines, with the relatively ambitious target of punching five miles through the American lines to encircle and capture Uniontown, a railhead and major supply centre.  150 other arlacs had also been assigned to support other attacks from Woodbridge to New Providence.

And so, on 26 June 1906, the ground assaults began in what is considered the first of the Twenty Days.  Gas bombardment had begun a couple of days earlier, which alerted some of the U.S. forces, but they had already been aware an attack was coming.  Some of them had prepared well, and some of them had prepared not well enough.  The Twenty Days quickly became a linked series of battles with few common threads besides the Allied desire to drive out the American forces occupying New England soil.  Some offensives were successful, with Third Scotch Plains and Second New Providence both produced Allied gains of territory up to three miles deep in places.  Other places held off most assaults, such as Woodbridge, where a concerted Allied push gained only half a mile before bogging down.  The attack on Picton and Westfield produced moderate success, with the Americans driven further south from Picton, but with Westfield itself holding firm.

With only limited advances toward Woodbridge, it was the battle outside Rahway which attracted the most attention.  This battle was referred to as Third Rahway by American sources and the Battle of Uniontown by the Allies.  But there could be no doubting that here, the Allies had finally found a chance to break through part of the American lines.  With their arlacs massed for one concentrated push southwest, over the course of the first day, they gained four miles to the south, threatening Uniontown from the east.  After the shock of the initial Allied assault had worn off, the Americans rallied their defences, but by 30 June the first Allied forces had entered the town...

The Twenty Days earned their name because for all twenty of those days, there was some sector of the front where the Allies gained some ground.  But it was by no means a universal assault.  In the west, the attack stalled soonest, with the attack around Scotch Plains gaining an average of four miles of ground before the breakdown of the supporting arlacs brought their gains to a close on 1 July as the Allied forces began to dig in.  In the east, the offensive was longer and bloodier.  The Battle of Fourth Westfield saw the U.S. defenders hold off all attacks over a seven-day period before the attack was called off, although not before gaining a mile of ground closer to the town.  Garwood fell to Allied forces on 28 June, and further probes and diversion of American forces elsewhere allowed them to continue advancing until 3 July.  The last American defenders in Uniontown surrendered on 5 July, and the Allies continued to gain ground south of the town until 8 July, when attacks there bogged down.  From that point on, the main Allied attention shifted to Woodbridge and the coastal section of the front.  The attacks here were bloodier than any others of the campaign, but after a successful creeping barrage assault on 13 July the Allied troops finally entered Woodbridge, and they declared victory on 15 July when offensives came to a halt.  The Allies had lost considerable manpower even in attack, and in moving forward they had also moved away from their supply lines.  They had also exhausted many of their reserves of artillery shells and gas, and most of their arlacs were now in need of servicing.

With the end of the Twenty Days, the Allies appeared to have achieved mixed success.  They had made gains of up to ten miles at the furthest point – between Uniontown and Woodbridge – at considerable cost in lives both to themselves and the Americans.  Westfield was the only part of the front which had not seen a significant Allied gain.  The risings within New Jersey had not forced the USA to pull any troops out of the line, but the disruption they caused and the sabotage of rail lines and lorries certainly contributed to the ground the Allies had recaptured.  With the success of arlacs in gaining ground, it had now become clear that it was possible to break through trench lines, with appropriate preparation.  It was a lesson which won notice around the world even before the Twenty Days were over.

But it was not the only education that the summer of 1906 would give to the world... 

--

17 July 1906
U.S. Eastern Army Headquarters
New Brunswick, New Jersey
Republic of New England (U.S. occupied)

General-in-Chief Charles Bull sat outside in the morning darkness, where only the faintest crescent of the moon gave some illumination.  He had done much thinking on the events of the last few days.  The Allied drive appeared to have finally ground to a halt.  After gaining more miles than anyone had expected, including Bull himself.  Mitchell would no doubt be screaming since the fall of Woodbridge.

But the president was a long way away.  Bull was the man who had to make the decision.  The front had grown quiet during the last day.  Was it quiet enough?  After long moments staring into the night sky, he nodded.  The Allies thought that the Eastern Army was reeling after the battles of the last three weeks.  And so it was... but not by as much as the Allies thought.

Bull rose, and made his way to the communications building.  It took only a few moments before he was connected to the field telephone which ran to Lieutenant Colonel O’Brien’s quarters.

“O’Brien,” came the scratchy voice on the other end of the line.  Not a hint of sleep, either.

“Rapier.”

“Yes, sir,” O’Brien replied, and then the line went dead.

--

[1] Depending, obviously, both on how long a generation is defined to be, and when the war is considered to end.  Turteltaub considers twenty years to be a generation, more or less.

[2] Which the USA didn’t have, of course, but it sometimes seemed that way to the Allies.

[3] In some of these areas, the Allies are up to a 1917-equivalent use of artillery technology – although not quite 1918 level, except for mortars.  In some areas, however, they are further behind, e.g. they have not really developed any effective artillery shells to cut wire.

[4] The Collins mortar is more or less equivalent to the Stokes mortar of OTL.

[5] Which is, in comparative terms, most like the Somme offensive of OTL.  The difference here is that European and American armies have had experience of the futility of major head-on assaults even before this war – during the Second Napoleonic Wars – and it means that they are quicker to learn the lesson that ‘big push’ strategies need to be conducted with slightly more finesse.  This doesn’t remove the pressure to attack, but it means that they are less likely to set goals like “next month in Columbia.”

--

Decades of Darkness #119c: Riposte

“In war, there are no runners-up.”
- Lucius Cornelius Bradley, U.S. General, 1931

--

22 July 1906
East of Westfield, New Jersey Front
Republic of New England

Crouching in a carefully-constructed trench at the edge of no-man’s land, Private First-Class Ernesto Bravo gave quiet thanks for the darkness and gas mask which let him conceal his unease.  No man should go happily into an attack, as far as he was concerned.  He would always do his best to keep signs of his churning stomach to himself, but that didn’t mean he had forgotten about them.  No doubt his squad-mates felt the same way, but they all did their best to mask it.

If not for my amigos, I would never have the courage to continue this war, he thought.  A man could not fight for some distant idea, but only what he saw in front of him. And for what he remembered.  Bravo had gone over the top near Dead River on the first day of the Hammer, and watched the Yankee cylinder guns take the lives of every man he had signed up with at Puerto Veracruz.  He had never thought he could face that again... and now here he was again, waiting for the offensive to start, lest he let down the new friends he had formed.

“Shelter!” Corporal Hall called, and Bravo joined his nine squad-mates in taking what cover they could.  Above them, artillery shells whined past as they aimed for the Yankee lines.  None of the shells sounded particularly close; their sector was meant to be one of the “blank squares” [1].  Still, that would hardly stop the squad from taking cover for now, to avoid a misplaced shell striking them.

After half an hour or so – but which felt ever so much longer – the corporal said, “Time.”  Hall claimed up the ladder above the trench first.  No-one could ever call him a man who expected others to do something he wouldn’t do himself.  Bravo followed, and the rest of the squad came after him.

They crept out in the darkness, with Rodrigo and Jeff out in front to cut their way through the wire.  For all the chill of creeping between the old shell craters and unburied bodies of the last Yankee offensive, Bravo at least felt like he had done something like this before.  This was like a large-scale raid, not the massed bodies of the Hammer.  It might even mean that he made it through the war alive, something he had begun to doubt.

Amidst the squad’s silent creeping, he realised that the shells had stopped falling.  That meant it was time, sure enough.  Hall held up a hand clenched into a fist.  Bravo pulled out the first abaca [grenade] and lobbed it into the first enemy trench.  After the explosion, he and his squad mates hurried in...

--

Taken from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Choketroopers [2]: A term which originated in the North American War.  It referred to small groups of highly-trained assault troops which were assigned to infiltrate enemy lines, probing for weak points and breaking through by stealth and pinpoint assaults rather than all-out offensives.  Choketroopers became the model for modern small-group infantry tactics, although the name itself is rarely used outside of the United States.  See also: Commando; O’Brien, Alvar; Rapier Offensive.

--

22 July 1906
East of Westfield, New Jersey Front
Republic of New England

Fire and move.  Find cover, shoot to keep the enemy forces down, then repeat.  That tactic had been drilled into Ernesto Bravo and his comrades in arms over the last few months, and now he settled into it.  The expectation was that they would not become bogged down in one place for long.  They had already bypassed one cylinder-gun nest, and they had reached the third line of trenches.  Let the follow-up troops deal with those Yankees who were in a strong place.  None of those places would remain strong if they were isolated.

They reached the fourth line of trenches, the squad dividing into two as they rushed in.  Holding cover above his comrades until last, Bravo entered the trench to find that a half-dozen Yankees had been captured, their hands already raised above their heads.

“What the devil are you ja- gringos doing here?” a Yankee sergeant demanded.  He kept glancing up at the trench, as if expecting to see a hundred more Americans following.

“Winning the war,” Bravo said, with a smile.  His comrades laughed.

By the day’s end, Bravo and his squad-mates would be two miles into the Allied lines...

--

Taken from “Lions In Mud: The Story Of The North American War”
By Joseph David Whitmer
Salt Lake City, Deseret, USA
(c) 1947 Davidson Publishing Company: Salt Lake City.  Used with permission.

How much does this nation owe Alvar O’Brien?  Others had recognised the futility of massed assaults against entrenched ground.  Even the Allies had learned that lesson, and determined how to make localised gains through better use of tactics.  Other Americans had also had parts of the same ideas which would lead to the Choketroopers.  But only O’Brien had the vision to grasp all of the disparate elements and forge them into new military doctrine, and the presence to convince others to accept his vision.

O’Brien saw the potential for his new tactics during the Hammer Offensive.  In that campaign, the graveyard of so many other American military reputations, O’Brien, then a captain, led a regiment through a weak spot in enemy lines to capture Mt Bethel.  At that moment, he realised that the best way to break through the enemy lines was not massed assaults, but carefully designed probes by the commanders on the ground who could identify and exploit opportunities.

Already made a major for his success on the mountain, O’Brien was busy thinking and talking whilst his comrades were licking their wounds throughout the winter.  He spent much of his time talking not with his fellow regular officers, but with the military engineers, with his fellow front-line soldiers, and with the military intelligence corps established by General Robertson.  On New Year’s Day of 1906, he records in his memoirs, he had “an epiphanic moment when all of these ideas joined together.  I felt like a composer who had finally found the unifying theme for a new symphony.”

Securing a meeting with the new General-in-Chief Bull, O’Brien laid out his new vision [3].  So persuasive was he, that Bull both authorised him to withdraw men from the lines to train them in his new tactics, and promoted O’Brien to lieutenant colonel on the spot...

Choke tactics, as O’Brien called them, represented a fundamental shift in military doctrine for the war.  Where previous commanders had always tried to keep some scope of control over the details of an offensive – even in an American army which allowed scope for initiative – choke tactics assumed a more flexible approach.  In consultation with the new military intelligence corps, local commanders would identify weak areas and potential lines of assaults in the enemy front.  Engineers would assist in the preparation of attacks and in ensuring the smooth forward movement of artillery and support troops, particularly in building board roads to enable the artillery to keep up with the advancing infantry.

When the time came for an attack, O’Brien’s tactics envisaged a four-stage strategy.  In the first stage, there would be a brief, sharp artillery barrage with a combination of heavy regular shells and poison gas.  This bombardment would be concentrated on the enemy rear lines, to disrupt their communication and to make it difficult to co-ordinate counter-offensives.

In the second stage, the American choke troops would infiltrate the Allied lines under the cover of a targeted “chequerboard” bombardment.  The choke troops were trained to bypass combat as much as possible, and to target enemy command posts or artillery positions.

In the third stage, the choke troops would be followed up by heavy units, lavishly equipped with new mortars, machine guns and grenades.  The follow-up units would make heavy assaults against the stronger Allied positions, attacking in narrow bands to penetrate deeper into enemy lines.  These heavy troops would be supported by fast-moving artillery which could now keep up with the infantry, and which could be coordinated by the officers on the ground to neutralise enemy strongpoints and secure a breakthrough.

In the final stage, regular infantry would overrun the surviving Allied positions and defeat the remaining resistance.

Choke tactics emphasised the importance of small groups of infantry operating independently, taking advantage of cover and other local conditions as they supported each others’ advance.  They also emphasised the need to achieve fast, deep penetration of enemy lines rather than immediately neutralising strong front-line enemy positions, which could be left to follow-up troops...

And so, on 22 July 1906, O’Brien finally had the opportunity to put his plans into practice.  The Rapier Offensive had a simple objective: to launch a decisive breakthrough of the Allied lines in northern New Jersey, and to drive onto New York.  After three days of breakthroughs and with some divisions penetrating up to nine miles through Allied lines, President Mitchell personally ordered the promotion of O’Brien to full colonel...

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Chapter 17: Breakthroughs

... The Rapier Offensive had been planned in broad strokes even before the beginning of the Twenty Days, but the precise details would not be decided until after the Allies had begun their own attacks and captured some territory.  The original expectation had been that the offensive would be aimed generally northeast through Rahway toward Elizabeth and Newark, to the gates of New York.  With the American forces being driven back around Rahway, and with the Allied capture of Woodbridge, the main focus of the offensive shifted to a more eastern push from Westfield, with the counteroffensive toward Rahway being more limited in scope.

Operation Rapier began on 22 July 1906, and had far more dramatic success than anyone save perhaps Lieutenant Colonel O’Brien had anticipated.  Exhausted and in less well-prepared positions because they had only recently advanced, the Allied lines were vulnerable to the new infiltration tactics.  The strongest part of the push was sent east and northeast from Westfield, with other units also attacking toward Rahway.  The latter city, a vital rail junction, was surrounded by the third day of the offensive.  The gains further north were even more astonishing.  Nine days after the Rapier Offensive began, the first American troops reached Elizabethport Reach on the shores of Staten Island Sound, cutting off 350,000 Allied troops in central New Jersey.  Desperate break-out attempts by the Allies followed, but only limited numbers of troops managed to escape through the American lines.  Most of the Allied troops in the New Jersey pocket had to be evacuated through Staten Island.  Although 250,000 of the Allied soldiers escaped, they were forced to leave behind most of their artillery and even a few arlacs.  Over 60,000 Allied soldiers surrendered to U.S. forces during the mopping up of the pocket, with the last significant resistance ending on 6 August...

The United States still possessed the strategic initiative as the Rapier Offensive continued.  After pausing to consolidate, Eastern Army began a fresh assault on 19 August.  Progress was slower this time, as the shock of the infiltration had been lost, and the Allies had developed a slightly deeper defence.  But the choke tactics proved to be effective enough, as the U.S. forces began a new drive which would reach Newark and beyond...

--

16 September 1906
Caven Point, New Jersey
Republic of New England (U.S. occupied)

Looking across the Hudson, General Charles Bull could see the Colossus of New York standing alone on its island.  He had been emphatic that no artillery fire should be allowed near that monument.  He, on the other hand, soon would be.  Of that, he was sure.

“General Manning,” Bull said.

The Yankee commander nodded.  He still stood right beneath the white flag that his adjutant had planted in the ground.  As if he thought that Bull would try to violate the truce otherwise.

“My request is simple: I ask you to declare New York an open city and withdraw.”

Manning flinched as if he had been struck.  “Abandon it?”

“General... Charles.  My artillery is lined along the Hudson.  We could be bombarding Manhattan right now.”

“You’ve killed plenty of New England civilians already; it’d be like a Jackal not to care if you kill even more,” Manning said, his bitterness clear in his voice and on his face.

“If your civilians take up arms against us, they are no longer protected by the laws of war,” Bull said calmly.  “But I repeat: will you abandon New York City?”

“That’s not my decision,” Manning said.  “Only the president can decide that.”

“Then I suggest you ask him.  You have twenty-four hours,” Bull said.

Manning sighed.  “Is there anything else?”

“One thing,” Bull said.  “The Croton aqueduct is in the range of my artillery, too.  How will you quench the thirst of four million New Yorkers without it?  To say nothing of how you will feed them with New York cut off by sea.  For the sake of simple humanity and the prevention of suffering, I ask your president to leave the city to us.”

Manning nodded, slowly, and walked away.  Bull pretended not to notice the tears glistening in the New England general’s eyes.

--

23 September 1906
The New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

Georg von Hartmann, German ambassador to the United States, had often disliked many people he had to deal with in diplomacy.  Pretending to like them, or at least tolerate them, was an integral part of his role.  But never had he had such difficulty as he now faced when meeting President Lewis Mitchell.

“Thank you for agreeing to see me, Mr President,” von Hartmann said.

“It’s always a pleasure, Your Excellency,” Mitchell said.

After the usual round of polite small talk – how did Americans so effortlessly combine surface hospitality with sheer naked arrogance and greed? – von Hartmann said, “President Forbes has requested that I convey a request to you.”  Von Hartmann paused.  He had never expected to find these words so hard to utter, either, even though it was not his own nation that had to request them.  “That you meet with his representatives to discuss terms for an armistice.”  A hard request to have to make, but then the Stars and Stripes flew above New York City now.

Mitchell raised an eyebrow.  “And has Britain made the same request?”

“Not that they have informed me,” von Hartmann said.

“Ah.  Tell President Forbes that I will appoint commissioners to discuss terms with him, then,” Mitchell said.  “Oh, and would you also tell him that he could have had generous terms months ago, if he had wanted them.  Since he didn’t, he should not expect the United States to be generous now.”

--

[1] The American artillery is using a “chequerboard pattern” of having some squares heavily bombed with gas and regular shells, while others are left untargeted.  This is designed to maximise the disruption to the enemy lines but still leave some areas less ruined and easier to move forward through.

[2] Choke troops, so named by Alvar O’Brien, which comes from an anglicising of choque, a Spanish word can variously mean “shock”, “surprise” or “crash”, as in automobile crash.  The ambiguity of the phrase is probably why O’Brien chose it; he was unsure whether the new tactics would succeed.

[3] O’Brien had the advantage of recognition for his success at Mt. Bethel; most other majors trying such a meeting would be rather out of luck.

--

Decades of Darkness #120: Midnight

“To exist is to compete.  To live is to strive.  To think is to desire.  All men exist, all men live, and all men think.  So will they always desire, and in desiring they will strive, and in striving they will compete.  What they do not have, they will want.  What they want, they will take, or be destroyed in the taking.  And as it is true for men, so it is true for nations.”
- Amber Jarrett, American author and philosopher, in “All Too Human”, 1951

--

2 October 1906
Number Ten Downing Street
London, England
United Kingdom of Great Britain

In his youth, Prime Minister Isaac Disraeli, 3rd Earl of Beaconsfield, had held high hopes for the future, and for the march of progress.  It had seemed that slowly men were advancing both in knowledge but also in ethics.  Britain had been at the forefront of that progress; a course shaped not by revolution as had been the case in France and the Americas, but through steady development.

Yet even in those nations, he had thought that progress had been well-served.  America had seemed to him a place that might still follow the path of progress and justice for all men.  To be sure, it clung to slavery, but then Britain had long allowed that before finally recognising its immorality.  And the United States had been a pioneer in other ways.  It had extended the franchise to all men – something Disraeli was still trying to introduce within the UK.  It had even been the first modern nation to choose a Jew as its leader [1].  But now, it had fallen so far behind... and it was about to drag the rest of the world backward along with it.

Now, when Disraeli looked to the future, he saw not a shining beacon of light, but only dark clouds rising, as if smoke from the burning of hope.  Even if the world recovered from this war, how much worst would the next one be, or the one after that?  He had found himself turning more and more of late to the translated works of Ernst Grillparzer [2], whose pessimistic visions of the future were looking more and more accurate every day.  Grillparzer had ever so ominously foreseen cloud-ships, sky-riders, poison gas and these armoured land-cruisers.  Now, Disraeli could only look to the crumbling world around him, and remember the words of the ghost of Dr Kaufmann: “I am lost in the twilight of the soul.”

The prime minister felt like he was lost, too.  Lost not by his own actions, but by a man whom he had once thought to be one of his dearest friends.  “There can be no doubt, now, that New England has sold us out.  This from President Forbes, who said that he would fight to the end.”

Foreign Secretary Sir Edward Vickers said, “His home state of Hudson is the one under threat now.  Along with the New England capital.  That may have something to do with his capitulation.”

“More likely his lack of courage,” said Anthony McGowan, War Secretary.

“Never mind the reasons now,” said William George Campbell, 3rd Earl Cawdor, First Lord of the Admiralty.  “The question is what we can do from here.”

“Fight on,” McGowan said.  “We’re still on the advance in Canada.”

“Canada will be lost if New England goes,” Campbell said.  “The Yankees will take their battleships with them.  The Royal Navy is currently... less formidable than I would like.”

That’s the greatest understatement I’ve heard in a while, Disraeli thought.  The Royal Navy had not fared well at Long Island, even when compared to New England.  The recriminations for that were still unfinished – Campbell himself might soon follow the First Sea Lord into retirement – but they couldn’t change the fundamental problem.  The Royal Navy had been lucky to rescue Superb and St Vincent from New York, towing them to Boston despite the ongoing need for repairs, and it would be foolhardy to send them across the Atlantic.  Losing those if New England surrendered would make a bad naval situation even worse.

Campbell continued, “With the soldiers freed from fighting New England, how could we defend Canada?  At the very least, the Jackals’ ships will be able to refuel at Halifax if an armistice goes through.  How well do you fancy trying to reinforce Canada then?  No, if we keep on fighting, all of Canada will be over-run.”

“And if we make peace, how much of it will we lose?” McGowan replied.

“Too much,” Disraeli said.  “Not to mention British Honduras, Guyana, and quite likely every last one of our Caribbean possessions as well.”  How could he weigh up those evils?  Losing part of Canada would be a calamity, but what would happen to the people in Jamaica and Barbados and Grenada would be an abomination.

“And farewell Colombia, Venezuela and Costa Rica as independent nations, too,” Vickers said.  “If not now, within a handful of years.”

McGowan insisted, “We can fight on.  We kept in the fight against the first Napoleon, when the odds looked worse than these.”

Vickers said, “That was because we could always find more continental allies against him, after a while.  Where are we going to find allies in the Americas to help us against the United States?  The only other Great Power there is Brazil, and that nation is too busy fighting itself.  We can help the Brazilians drive out their slaveholders, but they will help us naught against the United States.”

The room suddenly turned dark.  Disraeli glanced out of the windows to see that the sky had turned silver.  “What the...?”

“Cloud-ship,” Vickers said.  He sounded calm, and only later would Disraeli remember that Campbell had been the only man present who had been to North America since the war started.  “We should go to the basement right now, I think.”

“Cloud-ship?” Disraeli repeated.  He couldn’t make himself move.  Was it surprise, or fear?  “How in the name of the God of Israel has one of them come here?”

“I don’t know, but best not to wait around to find out,” Vickers said, and led the way out.  After a moment, Disraeli made himself follow the Foreign Secretary.

Only after they were seated in the basement did the reality begin to sink in.  McGowan murmured, “The Jackals can bomb London from across the Atlantic...”  He had lost his air of determination about continuing the war, for which Disraeli could hardly blame him.

“I don’t hear any bombs,” Campbell said.

“It shouldn’t miss that badly, flying so low,” Vickers said.  “Strange.”

A few moments later, Disraeli’s private secretary [3] entered the basement.  “Sir, there’s no danger.  The cloud-ships aren’t dropping bombs.”

“Cloud-ships?” Vickers asked, emphasising the plural.

“Two, that I saw,” the private secretary said.  “But they aren’t bringing death from the skies.”  He handed over two leaflets.  “They’re dropping these.”

Disraeli got one of them – the privilege of office – and read it quietly while the other three men clustered around the other.

The leaflet read: “You have seen the power of the United States of America.  Our reach is long, and not even the expanse of the Atlantic can shelter you from us.  We do not want to shed more blood in a war which you have already lost, but if you force us to continue the war, then we shall do so.  Cloud-ships can carry bombs as easily as leaflets.  Better peace with honour than needless bloodshed in a war which has been decided.”

The leaflet went on, but Disraeli had already read more than enough.  He asked the private secretary, “How many of these did the Americans drop?”

“A lot, all over London,” the private secretary said.

Disraeli nodded and turned to the others.  “This is not good.”

Vickers said, “Mitchell is cleverer than I thought, to have done this.  Bombs would have been better for us.”

“How could bombs be better?” McGowan said.

“In New York, killing a few dozen civilians with bombs made the people angry, not afraid.  Bombing London would do the same.  This...  I’m not sure about this.”

Disraeli shrugged.  “It’s a stunt.  Having London bombed with a few of those cloud-ships would be decidedly unpleasant, but we could keep up the war if we chose to do so.  The question is the same one which faced us before: should we continue the war?”  He would in time ask the entire Cabinet – he would have to – but these were the men whose opinions he trusted most, which was why he had asked them first.

“Yes,” McGowan said.  “We aren’t beaten yet.”

“No,” Campbell said.  “Nothing we do will keep New England in the fight, and without them, the war is as good as lost.”

Vickers, the man whose opinion Disraeli trusted most, took longest to answer.  Eventually, he said, “I don’t see how we can defeat the United States from here.  If so, time to negotiate while we can still salvage something.  The longer we push the Americans, the harsher their terms will be.”

“And the price of those negotiations is millions given over to slavery, or the next worse thing to it,” Disraeli said.

“If we bargain now, we can surely win escape for the British subjects in the Caribbean, at least,” Vickers said.

“Small comfort,” Disraeli said.  But Vickers had made the decisive point: winning from here appeared impossible.  Given that, what choice did he have?

--

Taken from: “The Illustrated History of Sky Power”
(c) 1948 by Kathryn Atwater
Star Standard Printing: Esperanza, USA [4]

Captain Whelan’s cloud-ship raid on London on 2 October 1906 marked the beginning of a new era.  The twentieth century had dawned in truth.  For the first time, human-built vehicles had transited the skies between continents.  As Alvar O’Brien is reported to have said on hearing of the raid, “The world just became a smaller place.”

The raid sent shockwaves throughout London, and brought about Britain’s entry into peace negotiations to conclude the North American War.  It involved no damage or injuries, but no-one could fail to comprehend the significance of the visit.  What the world did not know was that the cloud-ships had needed to refuel north of the Azores to ensure their arrival, and that only two of the three cloud-ships arrived at their destination.  Despite all this, the arrival of such ghostly visitors spurred the development of sky power throughout Europe.  It also ushered in the golden age of long-distance passenger cloud-ship travel in the United States which would follow the war’s end... 

--

16 October 1906
Washington, Maryland
United States of America

British Foreign Secretary Edward Vickers felt that Disraeli had done him no great favour by appointing him to the peace commission.  Was it a touch cynical of him to think that Disraeli wanted the blame for the dreadful concessions to fall into Vickers’ lap, rather than his own?  Of course, it hardly mattered, since the odds of Disraeli’s government surviving the next election were looking about as good as Peter IV’s had been.

Still, he supposed he should be thankful for small mercies.  The war could have ended in summer.  Washington had always had an abominable climate.  The Foreign Office had long considered it a hazardous posting.  At least the Americans had cleared enough of the swamps to get rid of the mosquitos, but they could do nothing about the pestilential summer heat.  But it was unlikely Mitchell would have chosen any other location – where better to humiliate Britain than the place where Britain had twice humiliated the USA, so very long ago?

Vickers gave a curt nod to Robert Connery, the former New England ambassador to the USA, now returned as one of their peace commissioners along with General Charles Manning and Admiral Ferdinand Mills.  “Would that we meet under better circumstances,” Vickers said.

Connery shrugged.  “Would that we could have all of our friends here.  Have you heard what Bull [i.e. U.S. General Charles Bull] told Flavio Vegara, the would-be Colombian commissioner?”

Vickers shook his head.  “No, but I’m sure it’s nothing good.”

Connery frowned.  “Bull said, ‘I have but one word for you: Hasta’.”

“Hasta?”

“Means good-bye, the way Americans use it,” Connery said.  “The USA is refusing even to formally treat with the Colombian representatives – or Venezuela or Costa Rica – unless they hand over their countries.  Unconditional surrender, they’re asking for.”

“Dear God in heaven,” Vickers said.  He had stopped believing in God years before, but habits of speech stayed with him.

“God stopped listening years ago,” Connery said.  “And since He isn’t around to give us a hand, well, there’s nothing we can do to save them.”

“Britain could-” Vickers began, then stopped.

Connery said, “If Britain could do something to help them, you wouldn’t be here.”

Blunt, but his country is in a far worse position than mine, Vickers thought.  Aloud, he only said, “Shall we go meet Mr Mitchell to hear how badly he wants to hurt us?”

“You won’t meet him,” Connery replied.  “He’s in Washington for now, savouring his triumph, but he won’t meet any of us until there’s a peace treaty for him to sign.”

Vickers said, “I really, really hate that man.”  He had even thought about finding some way to assassinate Mitchell.  A measure of his desperation, he knew.  Only the certain knowledge that the USA would push for harsher terms after an assassination had made him refrain.

“If you hate him now, wait until you hear what peace terms he’s ordered his commissioners to ask for,” Connery said, and turned away from Vickers as he walked toward the old U.S. Capitol building where the negotiations were to be held.  Reluctantly, Vickers followed.

--

29 July 1949
Muestra Studios
East Knoxville, Tennessee
United States of America

Playing the title role, Michael Ellicott strode into the set of “Mitchell”, where the actors playing the Allied peace commissioners were waiting in their places.  He paused just before he reached the table.  “Vae victis, gentlemen.  Woe to the vanquished, as Brennus the Gaul told the Romans so long ago.”

“Britain is not a conquered nation,” Lamar Goines, playing Foreign Secretary Edward Vickers, replied.

“Tell that to Captain Whelan and his cloud-ships,” Ellicott said.  “You are here, gentlemen.  That means that you have lost.  Your countries have lost.  The only question to be settled is how much you will lose.”

“You want to destroy my country,” said John Hoover, playing the Yankee civilian commissioner, Robert Connery.

“As much of it as I have to,” Ellicott said.  “The United States must be, will be safe.  Never again will you be in a position to threaten us.  If that means I have to hold New York, or New Jersey... then I will hold it.”

“And if we refuse you and keep fighting, and another million men die as a result, that means nothing to you,” Goines said.

“Victory is what matters,” Ellicott said.  “Breaking your treacherous encirclement of the United States is what matters.”  He slowed down to speak the next words, as the camera zoomed in.  “Everything I do now, everything I have ever done, is for the security and glory of the United States of America.  As long as my nation can stand proudly before the world, then I am content.”

“And cut!” the director shouted.

--

Excerpts from the Treaty of Washington
Signed 12 December 1906

Section I

This treaty has been agreed between the United States of America and the United Kingdom of Great Britain, acting on behalf of the Kingdom of Australia and the Kingdom of South Africa; the Republic of New England; and the Kingdom of Canada (hereafter referred to as the Allied Powers).

With the ratification of the present treaty the state of war between the United States and the Allied Powers will terminate.  From that moment and subject to the provisions of this treaty, official relations will resume between the United States and the Allied Powers.

The Allied Powers each recognise the United States’ claims to Haiti and to all other territories enumerated within this treaty that shall be ceded by each of the Allied Powers to the United States.  The Allied Powers further recognise the independence and sovereignty of the Nephi Free State.

The Allied Powers commit to neutrality in the case of any future conflict between the United States and the nations of Costa Rica, Colombia and Venezuela.

Section II

The United Kingdom cedes to the United States the territories currently known as British Honduras, British Guiana, Bermuda, the Bahamas, the British Virgin Islands, Sombrero, Anguilla, Barbuda, St Kitts, Nevis, Antigua, Dominica, St Lucia, St Vincent, the Grenadines, Grenada and Barbados [5].  The inhabitants of these territories will have the right of repatriation to the United Kingdom, Liberia or any other nation which will accept them.  This right of repatriation will expire three years after the date of ratification of this treaty.  White inhabitants in these territories who choose to remain will be offered American citizenship if they swear an oath of allegiance to the United States.

The United Kingdom will restore to the United States all of her territories which she has occupied since the outbreak of hostilities, including Trinidad, Tobago, Martinique, Whydah [Benin] and the Washington Islands [Marquesas Islands].

The United Kingdom agrees to relinquish its colonial possessions of Newfoundland and Prince Edward Island.  These territories are to be offered a plebiscite, not later than one year from the date of ratification of this treaty, to determine their future status.  These territories will be offered union with Canada, union with New England, or independence.  If they accept independence, the nations comprising these former territories will agree not to enter into any foreign alliances with any nation outside of North America without the consent of the United States.

The United Kingdom hereby revokes its military alliance with and overlordship of the Kingdom of Canada and recognises the independence and sovereignty of that nation.  The United Kingdom agrees not to enter into any future military alliance with Canada.

The United Kingdom hereby revokes its military alliance with New England and agrees not to enter into any future alliance with New England.

The United States recognises that the territory which the United Kingdom has granted in the Caribbean islands, except British Honduras, has been granted to the United States in lieu of indemnity for damage done to United States property and the death of United States nationals during hostilities.

Section III

New England cedes to the United States the state of Dominica.  The inhabitants of that state will have the right of repatriation to New England, Liberia or any other nation which will accept them.  This right of repatriation will expire three years after the ratification of this treaty.  White inhabitants in that state who choose to remain will be offered American citizenship if they swear an oath of allegiance to the United States.

New England cedes the counties of Atlantic, Camden, Cape May, Cumberland, Gloucester, and Salem, within the state of New Jersey, to the United States.  The inhabitants of those counties will have the same rights of nationality and repatriation as those of Dominica listed in the previous article.

All fortified works, fortresses, and field works situated in the rest of the state of New Jersey will be dismantled within three months.  New England will not maintain any fortifications or armed forces within this region, nor will she hold any manoeuvres or maintain any works to facilitate mobilisation.  In case of violation of this article, she will be considered as committing a hostile act against the United States.

New England agrees to lease to the United States, in perpetuity, the region of Fort Pickering [Fort Wadsworth], Staten Island for use as a naval and army base.  The United States will have right of passage through New England’s territorial waters for all vessels entering and leaving this region.  The United States agrees and covenants to pay to New England the annual sum of two thousand dollars, in gold coin of the United States, as long as the former shall occupy and use said region.

New England hereby revokes all military alliances with all nations, except Canada, and agrees not to enter into any future military alliances with any nation outside North America without the consent of the United States.

New England agrees to return to the United States all inhabitants of the latter which owe labour to the United States citizens, corporations or government, and who have left the territory of the United States for New England territory not earlier than one day after the date of ratification of this treaty.

New England consents to grant American war and merchant ships rights of passage through Lake Erie, Lake Ontario, and all existing and future canals which may be built to allow the passage of ships between these waterways, the Atlantic Ocean, the St Lawrence River, and the Hudson River.  No taxes or tolls are to be imposed beyond those necessary for upkeep and improvement, and any such taxes and tolls charged to American ships must be no higher than those charged to New England ships.

All New England establishments for the manufacturing, preparation, storage, or design of armoured land-cruisers and associated munitions of war, must be closed within three months of the peace, and their personnel dismissed.  All current armoured land-cruisers must be destroyed within three months, and no further armoured land-cruisers are to be built.

The manufacture or importation of asphyxiating, poisonous, or other gases and all analogous liquids is forbidden, as well as the importation of arms, munitions, and war materials. New England may not manufacture such materials for foreign governments.

The New England Navy must be demobilised within a period of two months after the ratification of this treaty.  After this time, New England will be permitted a total of 4 light battleships, 8 light cruisers, 12 destroyers, and 12 torpedo boats.  New England is forbidden to construct or acquire any warships other than those intended to replace the units in commission as permitted.  The preserved warships and replacement warships as above shall not exceed the following displacement: light battleships 10,000 tons; light cruisers 6,000 tons; destroyers 800 tons; and torpedo boats 200 tons.

New England will build or maintain no submersibles or cloud-ships.

Section IV

Canada cedes to the United States the provinces of British Columbia and Alaska, except that portion of the former which she cedes to the Nephi Free State.  The inhabitants of those provinces will have the right of repatriation to Canada.  This right of repatriation will expire three years after the ratification of this treaty.  White inhabitants in that state who choose to remain will be offered American citizenship if they swear an oath of allegiance to the United States, or citizenship in the Nephi Free State if they reside there and meet the qualifications for citizenship as recognised by that nation.

Canada hereby revokes all military alliances with all nations, except New England, and agrees not to enter into any future military alliances with any nation outside North America without the consent of the United States.

Canada agrees to return to the United States all inhabitants of the latter which owe labour to the United States citizens, corporations or government, and who have left the territory of the United States and entered Canadian territory not earlier than one day after the date of ratification of this treaty.

Canada consents to grant American war and merchant ships rights of passage through the Great Lakes, the St Lawrence River, and all existing and future canals which may be built to allow the passage of ships between these waterways, the Atlantic Ocean, and the Mississippi River.  No taxes or tolls are to be imposed beyond those necessary for upkeep and improvement, and any such taxes and tolls charged to American ships must be no higher than those charged to Canadian ships.

All Canadian establishments for the manufacturing, preparation, storage, or design of armoured land-cruisers and associated munitions of war, must be closed within three months of the peace, and their personnel dismissed.  All current armoured land-cruisers must be destroyed within three months, and no further armoured land-cruisers are to be built.

The manufacture or importation of asphyxiating, poisonous, or other gases and all analogous liquids is forbidden, as well as the importation of arms, munitions, and war materials. Canada may not manufacture such materials for foreign governments.

The Canadian Navy must be demobilised within a period of two months after the ratification of this treaty.  After this time, Canada will be permitted a total of 2 light battleships, 8 light cruisers, 12 destroyers, and 12 torpedo boats.  Canada is forbidden to construct or acquire any warships other than those intended to replace the units in commission as permitted.  The preserved warships and replacement warships as above shall not exceed the following displacement: light battleships 10,000 tons; light cruisers 6,000 tons; destroyers 800 tons; and torpedo boats 200 tons.

The United States recognises that the territory which Canada has granted in British Columbia and Alaska has been granted to the United States in lieu of indemnity for damage done to United States property and the death of United States nationals during hostilities.

Section V

Both parties will respect and maintain the graves of soldiers and sailors buried on their territories, agree to recognise and assist any commission charged by any signatory with identifying, registering, maintaining or erecting suitable monuments over the graves, and to afford to each other all facilities for the repatriation of the remains of their soldiers.

Section VI

The governments of the United Kingdom of Great Britain, the Republic of New England and the Kingdom of Canada accept the responsibility for the loss and damage to which the United States government and its nationals have been subjected as a consequence of this war.  The government of New England agrees to pay and indemnities to the United States government.  The governments of the United Kingdom and Canada have ceded territory in lieu of payments [6].

The total obligation of New England to pay as defined in the category of damages is to be determined and notified to that government after a fair hearing, and not later than 1 January 1909.

At the same time a schedule of payments to discharge the obligations within twenty-five years shall be presented. These payments are subject to postponement in certain contingencies. New England irrevocably recognises the full authority of this commission, agrees to supply it with all the necessary information and to pass legislation to effectuate its findings.

As an immediate step toward indemnity New England shall pay within two years one hundred million United States dollars in either gold, goods, ships, or other specific forms of payment [7].

Section XII

As a guarantee for the execution of the treaty, the United States reserves the right to occupy certain territories of the Allied Powers to ensure their compliance.  If the conditions of the treaty are faithfully carried out, no soldiers of the United States will occupy these territories.  In the case of the Kingdom of Canada, the territory to be occupied shall be that portion of the province of Wisconsin south of the forty-second parallel north of the equator.  In the case of the Republic of New England, the territory to be occupied shall be the rest of the state of New Jersey which has not been annexed to the United States.  In the case of such occupations, all soldiers of the United States shall withdraw from the occupied territories within one month of the date when Canada or New England has complied with their obligations under this treaty.

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 6: The North American War”
(c) 1951 by Prof. Mitsuo Kaneshiro
Doshisha University
Saikyo [Kyoto], Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Harold Niishima, Kingsland University, Australia

Epilogue

The terms of the Treaty of Washington were undoubtedly harsh, though not as severe as they could have been.  Canada suffered perhaps the worst of the three nations whom the United States agreed to deal with, but none of the Allies received easy treatment.  President Mitchell is reported to have said at the time that he was being generous.  Certainly some voices within the United States government were calling for much greater territorial annexations, including at various times Jamaica, New Jersey, Michigan, Caroline [Alberta], Saskatchewan, and half of Manitoba.  Others had demanded crippling restrictions on the size of the Canadian and New England armed forces...

The outcome of the North American War marked the beginning of the decline in British power.  Although it still ruled an empire which circled the globe, Britain was now unquestionably weaker than the emerging power of Germany, which had done most to win the North American War simply by not taking part.

--

4 July 1950
Jefferson St Cinema
Esperanza, Sonora
United States of America

Kathryn Atwater sits in the darkness as the three hour screening of “Mitchell” draws near its end.  She is barely conscious of the world beyond the cinema screen.  She knows that there are friends on either side of her, but at this moment she can barely remember their existence.  It would take her a long thought to remember their names.

For now, all she can think of is the screen.  It shows row after row of graves, the camera view travelling at walking pace through a long line of tombstones and granite angels.  It pauses at the central monument, a spire of marble topped in brass, with vines growing around the lower third.  They have been carefully trimmed back from the simple bronze plaque which announces its dedication to all those who died in the North American War.

A voice comes through the speakers while the camera still shows the monument to the fallen.  A deep, resonant voice which she is sure she should recognise from somewhere.  “Whatever else may be said of Lewis Mitchell, this may be concluded: he was not an ordinary man.  Some men are not just men, but forces of nature.  They can be praised, they can be loathed, but they can never be ignored.  They are men of driving vision, who can encompass ideas of grand scope and drive to attain their goals, come what may.  They may be despised, but they will always be remembered.  Julius Caesar was such a man.  Alexander the Great was another.  So, more recently, were Napoleon Bonaparte and Lewis Mitchell.  Some of these men fail.  Some of their goals are despicable.  But they will never be forgotten.  That is their greatest triumph.”

--

[1] Abraham Myers of South Carolina, who became U.S. President in 1863 after the assassination of Jefferson Davis, and who was elected in his own right in 1864.  He was a few years ahead of Benjamin Disraeli (who was first made British Prime Minister in 1868 in OTL, and 1869 ITTL).

[2] An ATL science fiction/fantasy author with a rather grim view of the future; a bit like the darker half of H.G. Wells.  See post #94a.

[3] i.e. the Principal Private Secretary, Disraeli having more than one.

[4] Esperanza, Sonora is located approximately at OTL Los Mochis, Sinaloa.  Founded in 1866 as a new city and port at one end of the South-Central Pacific Railroad (New Orleans to Esperanza – the other main spur of the railroad connected to San Francisco), Esperanza is a major agricultural and tourist centre, as well as the site of Fernan Cortes University.

[5] Yes, this means that Jamaica remains as the only British possession in the Caribbean.  It is, however, considerably larger in population than the rest of the ceded islands.

[6] Or, more precisely, the United States was going to demand such territories, come what may, and Britain and Canada managed to negotiate no reparations in lieu of territories which the USA was going to take anyway.

[7] This is proportionately about one-fifth the size of the Versailles obligations on Germany post-WW1.

--

Decades of Darkness #121: That Quiet American

“True hope is swift, and flies with swallow’s wings;
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings.”
- William Shakespeare (1564 - 1616), “King Richard III”: Act V, Scene 2.

--

23 March 1907
Wilkinston [Walvis Bay, Namibia]
Republic of Greater Liberia

Edgar Langley wondered, sometimes, whom he had offended so badly in the State Department to be named to this posting in Liberia.  He had had his share of occasional opponents within the department, internal politics there being as vicious as anywhere, but he hadn’t thought he had any enemies who hated him this badly.

There had never been a United States embassy in Wilkinston until the end of the late war.  All contact with Liberia had been conducted via New England, which after all had claimed protection over the place.  Now that the Yankees were denied any connection with any nation outside North America, Liberia had to stand on its own.  Langley could only imagine President Mitchell’s disgust at the necessity of opening diplomatic relations with Liberia.  But he had experienced his own horror at being granted the dubious honour of becoming the first Deputy Ambassador to Liberia.  It didn’t take much imagination to realise what had just happened to his chances for further promotion [1].

Worse, as Langley had quickly discovered, he effectively was the American ambassador here.  Bernard Reyes had been named as the ambassador, but so far he had spent most of his ambassadorship asleep.  Already past the age when he should have retired, Reyes had taken the position only because he had never before been an ambassador, and because he had no career prospects to lose.

That left Langley to deal with the Liberians.  Virtually alone, at least in terms of people with diplomatic experience.  He had a staff of sorts, but their training largely consisted of avoiding phrases like “uppity nigger” when talking to the locals.  In a country where he had to be careful walking the streets, that was not sufficient support, to his mind.  Liberia did have a few white men here, mostly former Yankees and the odd South African who had come north, but let any street-goer hear him speak with a good American drawl, and the results could become unpleasant.

“They don’t know how much they have to thank America for,” Langley muttered.  Liberians hated Americans, not realising what the United States had done to benefit their ancestors.  They remembered that Americans had held them in slavery, and forgot that it had been their own African brothers who had enslaved their ancestors in the first place.  The slave trade within Africa had been a going concern long before the first African was brought in chains to American soil.

And once the slaves were in the United States, they had been treated far better than they would have been in their old homelands, whether slave or free.  Who amongst the Africans in Africa were provided with doctors to treat their illnesses, which struck down so many of them?  The Liberians here remembered that the first freed slaves sent back to the Bight of Benin had died in droves... but forgot that if their own ancestors had stayed free in Africa, they would still have been subject to the same diseases which plagued that unhappy region.  Even if they lived as slaves in the United States, they were better fed and clothed than they would have been living in savagery.  And they would be slaves in all but name anyway, as their homelands now flew one European flag or another.

“We gave them civilization, and they hate us for it.”  Whatever knowledge of the civilized arts the Liberians possessed, they held because the United States gave it to them and allowed them to return to Africa to help civilize the continent.  Back before the days when Europeans came here in numbers to do the job more directly.  Their whole social institutions could almost have been American.  They had a President, they had a Supreme Court, and their constitution was based on the U.S. Constitution, save for a few amendments [2].

Yet, despite all of that, the Liberians hated the United States.  More precisely, they hated him as the representative of his nation.  An ambassador, or even a deputy ambassador, was usually supposed to move in the highest social circles of the nation they visited, building ties and recognition for their home country.  As far as Langley could see, he would best serve the United States by staying mostly out of sight in Liberia.  He had met the Liberian President Monroe only once, at his formal introduction.  He dealt with the few Liberians who felt the need to contact him; mostly those who had some questions regarding the former British subjects, Dominicans and Haitians who were trying to settle here.  Apart from that, he could little in Liberia except feel that he was an exile from his own country.

--

25 March 1907
Liberian House of Representatives
Wilkinston, Liberia

“Fellow citizens of the Senate and House of Representatives,” the new Secretary of State Philemon Shikingo began, “In the midst of political troubles we have cause of great gratitude to God for unusual good health and most abundant harvests.”  He meant that sincerely.  Most of Liberia, especially the south, had precious little rainfall.  The rare years when rain was good were cause for celebration, especially along the floodplains of Ovamboland where he had been born and raised.

“Yet the difficulties facing our nation are clear.  Our finances, much as we would wish otherwise, are not as strong as they have been.”  It would have been easier if the revenue from diamonds mined in Liberia stayed in the country, but that was a question for another time.  “The international support we long received from our friends in New England has been removed.  In this time of troubles, we have heard words from some of the honourable Congressmen here, saying that we cannot afford to allow the exiles from the Caribbean to settle here.”

“LET US NOT BE MISLED!” Shikingo announced.  “The call for amendment to our constitution to remove the exile clause is an abhorrence to the very name of our nation.  Created by escapees from bondage, our nation is named for liberty, the place where those who have escaped the whip and the chain can once again walk beneath the living sun of our homeland.  From Africa they were taken, and to liberty they must return.”

“Our own brothers and sisters face a future of misery in Dominica and Haiti and Guiana and Barbados unless they are allowed refuge here.  How can the men here whose fathers and grandfathers escaped the lash stand here and declare that we should bar the door?  Speak not to me of men and women who are penniless and will need to live on our charity when they come!  I challenge a man here to name which of his ancestors did not arrive wearing only the clothes on their backs, if that.  If we but let them come, they will work and build their own homes here in the land of liberty.  And if we have to support them while they do it... it is our Christian duty to give charity to our brothers and sisters in Christ.  We can, and we must, allow them to come.”

While Shikingo did not have long experience dealing with the Houses of Congress, he thought that most of the sounds he heard were applause, with only a few calls of dispute.  That should be enough.  Congress would never approve for an amendment to be gazetted before the people.  He had less faith in the people’s readiness to block the amendment than he did in Congress, but they would likely never get the choice.

With that, Shikingo decided that he could proceed with his appointment with the American ambassador.  With this vote likely to fail, he needed to push the Americans to make it easier to bring the exiles back home to Africa, where they belong.  Except that when he arrived for his meeting with Ambassador Reyes, he was greeted by a much younger man who introduced himself as Deputy Ambassador Edgar Langley.

“My apologies, Mr. Secretary, but the ambassador is indisposed.  I will represent the United States in all matters until he recovers.”

“I’m sorry to hear of his indisposition,” Shikingo said, mostly sincerely.  That also meant he would have no opportunity to use his Spanish when meeting with the ambassador, something he had been looking forward to since he rarely got much chance to use the language these days.  Langley did not look the type to know Spanish.  “Please give him my best wishes for a speedy recovery when you next see him.”

Langley nodded.  “I will.  And now, what did you wish to discuss?”

A little abrupt, but not unfriendly, Shikingo judged.  Much as he would like to loathe all Americans on sight, diplomacy and common sense forbade it.  This deputy ambassador was polite, within his own limits.  And it said much that the United States had sent him here.  For so very long, America refused to allow their diplomats to recognise that black nations existed.  Shinkigo allowed himself a glimmer of hope that this appointment was a step in the right direction.

“A few matters of mutual interest between our two nations,” Shikingo said.  “Namely the movement of so many Negroes from your new Caribbean lands back to Liberia.”

Langley shrugged his rather impressive shoulders.  He was a fine figure of a man, all things considered.  “Any who want to leave can do so without hindrance, at least until the end of the decade.  We will not stop them.”

“You will not stop them, but you will not help them, either,” Shikingo said.  “Liberia wants to help them, but this could prove difficult without certain protections from the United States.”

Langley smiled.  “You mean you want protection for Liberian ship crews and marshals who come to organise this... Third Exodus [3]?”

“Yes, that is exactly what I want to arrange,” Shikingo said, hoping to keep his surprise from his voice and face.  Finding a likeable American had always struck him as about as likely as finding a merciful Egyptian during the Israelites’ bondage.  Especially one who was reasonably well-informed about Liberian affairs.

Langley said, “The U.S. Constitution is clear: no Negro can step onto U.S. soil unless they are slaves.”

Shikingo had not come as far as he had in life by meekly accepting refusals, even polite refusals.  The child of an Ovambo mother and a nameless Spanish duo [4] who had left before he was born, he had had to push for every ounce of recognition.  From the moment when as a four year old he had charmed his way into acceptance into Co-op Freedom [5], he had always kept pushing.  “Your constitution allows your Congress to make laws regarding federal territory, and to exclude or permit people within those territories as it wishes.  You could pass enabling legislation if you wanted to.”

“I suppose we could, if necessary, but wouldn’t it be easier to leave it to the British and Yankees to transport people?”

Shikingo shook his head.  “We cannot leave it to them.  To them, it is not a priority.  For us, it is everything.  We want to bring out as many as we can.”  And who want to leave, Shikingo added to himself.  He had heard rumours that some of the Haitians in particular did not want to go.  Which just made them pure blind fools.  Did they think that they could keep fighting forever and somehow drive the Americans out?

“That is an intriguing idea,” Langley said.  “That would mean... let me think on this for a moment.

Shikingo nodded.  For this, he would wait.  And he kept watching the American deputy ambassador, even when the man was looking away.

--

25 March 1907
United States Embassy
Wilkinston, Liberia

Edgar Langley pretended to be considering the nigger’s proposal, so that it did not look as if he would automatically accept anything that the man proposed.  In fact, he had decided very quickly that he would be happy to help.  Not because he had any fondness for niggers, but because getting rid of the ones who wanted to go would save American lives in occupation forces.  Let all the ones who could leave Haiti and the rest get out.  Those who remained would know that they had as much as accepted re-enslavement, and should be the more docile for it.  At the very least, there would be fewer of them.

“You think that your country will help to move out so many?” Langley asked.

“I’m sure that they will be glad to,” Shikingo replied.  “Provided they have legal sanction, they will bring out as many as they can.”

“Then we would need some idea of how many, and for how long,” Langley said.  As they settled down to discuss the details, the deputy ambassador noticed how Shikingo was watching him.  As an equal, in fact.  That was the most disconcerting part of this discussion.  Other Liberians had done it, but not as much as this man.

Only after the discussion was finished and Langley agreed to recommend to Columbia that Liberians be allowed to remove the exiles – under the close watch of American soldiers, of course – did Langley belatedly wonder if there was any other reason why Shikingo kept watching him.

--

24 April 1908
Shapton Dock, Wilkinston
Republic of Greater Liberia

“Welcome to Liberia, and to freedom!” Philemon Shikingo announced, to the thousand or so former Barbadians gathered on the docks.  After their cheers, he announced, “You have joined the Third Exodus from bondage to freedom.  Here you will be free to build your lives as you like.”

They were far from the first.  For all the grumbling, more and more exiles arrived each month.  A surprising number had ended up in the newer co-ops, too.  The Third Exodus was seeing arrivals on a scale not seen since the third Napoleon had betrayed the cause of freedom.  They had moved more people than he would have thought possible in such a time.  Still, there was so much more to do.  And who would have thought, when he started this endeavour, of some of the places he would find help?

--

26 June 1909
Church of the Anointing
Wilkinston, Republic of Greater Liberia

Even after a year and a half of attending church on Saturday, Edgar Langley could not put aside the vague feeling that he was attending a service which was not real.  It remained only a nagging doubt – his conversion to Visionism [6] had been sincere – but given that he had attended church services on Sunday for close to forty years, how could he change easily?  It was never easy for a man to realise that everything he had been brought up was a lie, after all.

In this as in so many other things, Langley reflected.  Today, at the time of quarterly Communion [7], was meant to be a time of quiet contemplation and reflection of sins, not the usual grand singing, visions and charisma which accompanied a Visionist service.  Not confession like the Catholics used – the Lord’s grace alone secured salvation –but a time of remembrance for what a man had done wrong in his life.

Worshipping on the wrong day was only a small part of that.  The worst moment in his life had been when Langley realised that Liberia was not a half-civilized nigger colony of the Yankees, but a civilized nation amongst civilized nations.  A nation full of people like any other, just that these people happened to be black.  With one civilized person, in particular, whom he held out so long against recognising as such.

Now... now he knew better.  So Langley thought about that, as the service went on.  Even here, he and Shikingo were discreetly separate.  Some things could not be shown in public, even here in the new faith he had come to accept as his own.  He exchanged occasional glances with Shikingo, and once a half-smile, but that was all they allowed themselves in public.  For now, it was enough.

--

16 August 1909
Wilkinston, Liberia

How many days had it been since he had seen enough of the sun?  He asked himself that, knowing better than to expect an answer.  He had always liked outdoors, walking amongst the plants and identifying them, to the point where his fellow slaves called him “the plant doctor”.  But since he had been helped away from that prison of a plantation outside Marion, Missouri, he had travelled by night or in closed carriages, and then in the bowels of a ship.

He had to travel that way.  After they had won their war, the whites had grown far more rigorous.  He had a number written in indelible ink on his right forearm, now: MO-X-MO-13479-16.  He knew what the parts of those numbers signified, though he wasn’t supposed to.  But the main message was simple: it was to identify him at all times.  Amazingly, his rescuers had prevented anyone from seeing him long enough to ask for it.  He didn’t know how, and had made a point of not asking all the particulars.  What he didn’t know, no-one else could find out off him.

Now, though, as he stepped down onto the shore of a new world – the Old World, really – he saw the sun again.  He saw few plants worth noticing here, but he did see the people.  Including two suited men, one black, one white.  What was a white man doing here, waiting, in Liberia?  He knew of the white men who had helped him escape, but he understood that Liberia didn’t really have such men.  And this man looked like he belonged here.

“Welcome to freedom, Mr Carver,” the black man of the pair said.  “I’m Philemon Shikingo, and let me be the first to say we’re glad to have you in Liberia.”

Carver returned the thanks, but his gaze kept drifting back to the white man.

After a moment, Shikingo smiled.  “Ah.  You don’t know him, do you?  Best that way, while you were over in America.  But it’s safe enough now.  This is Edgar Langley, the American ambassador to Liberia.”

American ambassador? Carver wondered.  He got a larger shock when Langley held out his hand.  What American would ever want to shake hands with a black man?

Shikingo saw his confusion, and laughed.  “Fear not, as Gabriel once said.  Langley here has been quietly helping slaves escape the United States for quite a while now.  Without him, it would be so much harder.”

Langley still hadn’t said anything, but he didn’t need to, not with what he had done.  Carver murmured, “Thank the Lord for that quiet American.”

--

[1] Of course, turning down the offer would end his chances for promotion just as surely.

[2] The Liberian Constitution is actually modelled on the New England Constitution, which includes the Bill of Rights within the main articles rather than as amendments.

[3] Liberians classify people within their country into three broad groups: the children of the First Exodus, the children of the Second Exodus, and the natives.  The First Exodus represents the largely English-speaking descendants of freed slaves from the USA and New England who travelled to Liberia between 1820 and 1857, when the last free ‘blacks’ within the United States were expelled.  The Second Exodus refers to a mixture of Spanish, French, and Dutch speakers who either escaped or were exiled to Liberia after the United States began to expand into the Caribbean with the invasion of Cuba in 1857-8.  “Natives” refers to a variety of peoples – mostly Ovambo and Ovimbundu – who lived in Liberia before the First Exodus.  Besides these groups, there are also a small number of ‘foreigners’, and some Portuguese-speaking former Brazilian slaves who have settled in Liberia.

[4] Duo, i.e. a descendant of the Second Exodus.  Usually, but not always, Spanish-speaking.  (Most of the former French and Dutch speakers have taken up either Spanish or English).

[5] Co-ops, or co-operatives, are communal Liberian farming enterprises established in the hinterland.  Operating cooperatively both allowed them greater physical security at a time of some danger and also to recapture some of the economies of scale which they had seen on plantations.  The co-ops emphasise communal child-rearing, strong education (mostly practical), and have a reputation for pushing Liberians to greater heights.

[6] The Visionists are the closest thing that Liberia – which, like New England and the United States, has a constitutional separation of church and state – has to a national religion.  Born out of a religious revival in New England during the 1840s, Visionism had far more success in Liberia than in their own homeland.  The sect’s beliefs include recognition of a number of leaders who are believed to receive divine visions, and regular speaking in tongues from most of the church members.

[7] The Visionists celebrate Communion four times per year, on the final Saturday of March, June, October and December, with a ceremony which includes ritual foot-washing as well as consumption of unleavened bread and wine.

--

Decades of Darkness #122a: Battle Lines Being Drawn

Credit for this post on the history of Canada in the DoD timeline goes to Daniel McCollum, who wrote all of it apart from some minor editorial additions.

--

“Giving my life for king and country?  What the hell has the king ever given for me?”
- Anonymous Canadian citizen, 24 May 1912: Kingston, Kingdom of Canada

--

18 December 1906
Escanaba, Wisconsin
Kingdom of Canada

Winter’s snows lay across the ground in a thick blanket of white that still reflected the fading light as evening approached.  The snows had paused for now, but they had been falling for most of the last month.  Matt Dombeck looked out the passenger window as the train pulled into the station, and his heartbeat quickened when he saw the small crowd.  A large smile spread across his tired face.

Despite his excitement, he couldn’t help feeling a brief, bitter, stab of resentment at the smallness of the crowd.  Back during mobilization, when he had first pulled out of the station at Dearborn, it seemed as if the entire city had come out to see their children off.  Speeches had been made to rousing flag-waving, and patriotic anthems had filled the air.  Now, coming back to Escanaba, only a few brave souls had braved the weather to see the soldiers return, their pensive faces scanning the train with an expression that was equal parts expectation and dread.

Whatever bitterness might have welled up in his heart that moment vanished the second the cold December kissed his unshaved face.  “Mom!” he cried out, rushing down the platform.  “Dad!”

Matt’s mother immediately enveloped him in her arms.  She was a short woman with a small frame, but there wasn’t a man strong enough to break her embrace at that moment.  “Oh, God, Matt,” she said, “you’re alive, you’re alright.  Oh, I prayed every day that you would be, but, so many people did the same and…”  She trailed off, tears streaming down her face and running onto his own.

“Maud,” his father [1] said, “You might as well let the boy go, or you’re going to do to him what the Jackals could not.”

Matt pulled himself away, gently, from his mother; her tears were still wet upon his face and shoulders.  He looked up at his father, a man who he had always considered tough as nails, and was shocked to see a faint glistening in the older man’s eyes.

“See, Dad, told you we’d be home by Christmas.”  He forced a smile and then added, “I’m all right, you know, I swear I am.”

His father just smiled weakly, and placed his arm around Matt’s shoulder.  “I love you son.  I’m glad you’re back.”

--

25 December 1906
The Dombeck Household
Escanaba, Wisconsin
Kingdom of Canada

Matt still marveled at how quickly life took back on the semblance of normalcy.  He had woken up before sunrise this morning; it might be Christmas, but there were still chores to do.  After shoveling coal into the furnace, and other odd jobs, he had returned upstairs to find his family gathered around the Christmas tree.  Christ, it was a beautiful tree too.  He wondered if he had ever seen such an awesome sight in his entire life, decked out in traditional decorations of tinsel, ribbons, and coloured glass witch-balls, and surrounded by presents [2].

The rest of the day passed in a blur.  Family and friends stopped by, and business associates and supporters of his father.  The whole Dombeck home took on the feel of one of the old Union Halls where he had wandered as a child.  Almost before he knew it, his mother and Aunts Bernie, Lisa, Jen and Hilda come in from the kitchen and announced that Christmas dinner was ready.

“So, what are you going to do, now that you’re back?” Matt’s cousin Dan asked between bites of ham.

“First of all, I’m going to look for a job.  I’d prefer one up here in the mines or on the docks.  And I think I’m going to try to go to school as well.  Life’s too short to waste.”  So many lives had been wasted already.  As a young boy, Matt had once peered into a telescope to see the cratered surface of the moon... and then he had seen the same thing with his own eyes in the ruins of Bloomington.  “Life’s too short to waste.  I want to do something with it before it’s over.”

Cousin Dan nodded thoughtfully.  “What will you study?”

“Law,” Matt answered immediately.  “The war’s over, but there’s a lot of work left to do.  Most of the people I met in the trenches were the sons of farmers or factory workers.  I want to help them out.”  Those that had survived, that is.

Dan smiled.  “Just like your father.  He better watch out for you, boy, or you’re going to take his seat right out from under him one day.”  Dan laughed and took another bite from the ham.  “This is a damn fine meal.  My compliments to the cooks.”

Someone cleared their throat, and Dan received a mass of stares.

The rest of the night passed in that fashion.  Everyone seemed to want to know what Matt was up to next, or else to fill him in on the family gossip which he might have missed.  On the surface this was refreshing, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that it was all false.  He couldn’t forget the faces of so many men he had known that were not eating Christmas dinner with their families.  Or that he had killed other men too, men who also had loved ones.  Everyone here meant well, but they could not possibly understand that.  Only those who had survived the war could understand.  Heavy thoughts indeed, and ones which drained the strength out of his bones.  Halfway through supper Matt excused himself and made his way to his bedroom.

Perhaps an hour later, Matt heard a tentative knock upon his door.  “Matt, may I come in?” his father asked.

“Sure, Dad,” Matt said in a strained voice.

His father strode into the room.  He was a man of medium height and build, and his glasses and short cut hair gave him the impression of an aged clerk.  But there was something in his walk, and a twinkle in his eye, that said that steel ran through those veins.  “How are you feeling?”

“Shitty.”

The older man nodded.  “I thought you might.  Listen, Matt, I can’t even begin to imagine what you must have gone through.  I’ve fought, fought my entire damned life, but not like you have.  But you gotta keep going at things.  There is a reason you’re here, there is something you need to do.”

“Is there Dad?!  Is there really?  Because I sure as hell don’t see it.  I had a friend, Dad, a good friend whose name was Seamus.  He had a son and was looking forward to going back to him and raising his family.  They shot him a day before the fighting stopped.  A day!  What was the bloody purpose in that?  Why isn’t he at home right now, enjoying a second helping of mashed potatoes?  It just doesn’t make any damn sense.”

“No, I don’t imagine it does.  Did I ever tell you about Joel Pinkerton?  He was a good friend of mine back during the strike in Calumet.  The bosses firebombed his house; killed his entire family.  He was a great guy; quick as a whip and was really taking his life somewhere.  If he’d lived, who knows, maybe he’d be the one in Parliament and not me.  Anyway, after he died, I remember feeling as if nothing mattered anymore; what good fighting for a world where that sort of thing could happen.  But then I realized something; he might be gone, but I was still around and had a job to do.”

Matt just nodded.

“You know, your mother and I were talking, and I think I’d like you to come down to Dearborn with me.  Parliament if going to be back in session soon, and I could always use another secretary.  If you find something better while you’re down there, you can take it, but at least you can have a job.”

--

6 March 1907
Dearborn [Chicago, Illinois], Wisconsin
Kingdom of Canada

Walking through the streets of downtown Dearborn shocked Matt.  The city had changed little since he last saw it in daylight, before the war.  The city had taken only the slightest of damage from cloud-ships; the rest of the fighting had occurred much to the south.  The people, though... the people were completely different.

It was their eyes.  If you looked into their eyes, they were dead inside, going through the motions of life only because they knew no other way.  Women carried infants who might never meet their father, old men and women obviously mourning lost sons.  He saw several young mean his age sitting on the street corners, missing an arm, a leg or sometimes both.  The last was the worst, because it always made him realize how lucky he had been to escape unscathed from the war.  He often felt guilty for such fortune.

What shocked him the most was the number of people on the streets.  It was a Wednesday afternoon, with the cold wind blowing directly off Lake Michigan, and yet there were many people loitering.  There were simply not enough jobs in the city to go around.  The veterans returning home from the front lines had found factories closing down and laying off workers.  Where there had once been assembly lines, now there were bread lines.  People were starving on the street; people who had just escaped the trenches, who had given their all to defend their country.  Perhaps that had been the worst thing about the war.  The loss of lives had been horrid, the loss of territory and pride worse, but the most damning thing that the Jackals had taken from Canada had been her soul, her will to live.

After turning a corner, Matt noticed a gathering of people milling about.  As he drew nearer, he realized that they were watching a speaker atop a large soap box.  Intrigued, he strode closer to listen.

“My friends, hear me out,” the man began.  “Canada was not defeated by the Jackals.  We were on the offensive on all fronts.  Who here fought in Illinois?”

Several men raised their hands and cheered.  Others joined in belatedly.  Matt just stood back and watched.  “And, were you on the retreat when the war ended?  How many of you were running back to Dearborn with your tails between your legs?  Come on, a show of hands people.”  No one raised their hand.

“I fought in Manitoba, and I can tell you we were advancing.  We would have thrown those American dogs out of our country in just a few more days.  But, did you hear the news?  We lost the war!  Lost the damn war, when we were pushing forward.  How the hell did that happen?  Well I’ll tell you.  It’s because of those cowards in Kingston, those Whig traitors.  Those men don’t know how to fight!  Why, I betcha half of them ain’t ever seen a gun before and wouldn’t know how to fire one if they had to!  They started hearing that the Americans hadn’t caved in during the first few weeks, and they got scared.  And since they got scared, now we’re all suffering for it!”

Some of the men who stood around listening to the man began to cheer.  He smiled, eating it up.  “So, what do must we do?  We need to march up there to Kingston and put in a group of real men!  Determined patriotic men who will do what’s right.  Who will make us strong again; so strong that even the Americans will think twice before crossing us!”

“Who are you, sir?” a man in the crowd asked.

“My name is Kenneth Hillsington.  Friends, and you’re going to be hearing a lot about me pretty soon.  We’re forming us a new party - the Independence Party.  And you can be sure, you’ll be hearing about us as well!”

Matt turned up the collar of his jacket to the cold wind, and walked away.  His jacket was warm, but he suddenly felt very, very cold.  The people in Dearborn had changed, and it was not for the better.

--

[1] Thomas Dombeck, who can be seen in post #95, “On Wisconsin”.  He was a labor organizer in the Upper Peninsula of Wisconsin and was elected to represent the city of Escanaba in the Provincial Parliament.  He has became a prominent member of the Wisconsin and Canadian Labor Parties.

[2] Canada, especially in Wisconsin, has large German and Scandinavian populations, who have brought their Christmas traditions with them.  Such traditions have not penetrated into much of the United States, however, which has its own Christmas traditions.

--

Decades of Darkness #122b: This Summer I Hear the Drumming

Credit for this post on the history of Canada in the DoD timeline goes to Daniel McCollum, who wrote all of it apart from some minor editorial additions.

--

“Oh God, is there life before death?”
- Anonymous graffiti on the Central Wisconsin Bank of Dearborn, February, 1908

--

From: “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr. [1]
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

Chapter 8: The Centre Cannot Hold [2]

In the aftermath of defeat in the North American War, Canada began a long slide into anarchy from which it would not emerge for many years to come.  The first two decades of the twentieth century could best be christened the “Time of Unhappy Heroes” [3]; an era of passion, rhetoric and violence which shook the nation to its core.  The spirit of the nation had already been nearly broken by the carnage of the war and the harsh peace that followed, a treaty that was branded in Canada as “The Betrayal At Washington”.  Now the radical left and right began to vie for the hearts of the people, leaving the moderates of the centre desperately struggling to hold onto the reins of power.

As with previous periods of turmoil, the backlash against the government and the current social order began in Wisconsin.  Here, more than anywhere else in Canada, the people possessed a tradition of rebellion and long-standing suspicion of the Kingston government.  Wisconsin also possessed the city of Dearborn [Chicago, Illinois], with a large ethnic population already radicalized by years of labour – and Labour – unrest and populist politics...

It is one of the greatest ironies of Canadian history that, although the Allies had already all but lost the North American War, the armies of Wisconsin had been more successful, and that same success would be their undoing.  Wisconsinite soldiers had long held the city of Bloomington, and indeed had launched the Orange offensive only weeks before the ceasefire, which led to a fresh advance and several miles of American soil gained.  Of course, this success had rather more to do with the U.S. concentration of forces in the east, as the Choketroopers [4] finally showed how to break through trenches and captured New York, than any superior ability of the Canadian troops themselves.  But whatever the reasons, the ceasefire and subsequent treaty came to be viewed by many of the returning soldiers – and the wider population – as a betrayal by the king and government.

The demoralized soldiers returned him in the winter of 1906 to find a country nearly bankrupted by the war.  The return of the soldiers also coincided with – and in some senses, caused – a glut in the labor market.  With economic activity and war industry collapsing in the aftermath of peace, a large body of men who had returned expecting jobs found only frustration.  The nation began to sink into a depression both economic and psychological – a depression which soon turned to anger...

Canadian politics for most of the second half of the nineteenth century had been dominated by the Whig [Liberal] and Tory [Conservative] parties, but with the more conservative Ontarian social elite usually controlling both the Tories and the national government.  While they may not have subscribed to the same Matthist [5] views as found in the United States, they had the same preference for elitism and supporting the interests of big business over social reform.  Frustration with the failure of the Whigs to gain reliable national office, and the more radical character of Wisconsin politics, led to a variety of more extreme parties in that province, which in 1887 united into the Labor Party.

With the backing of what had become the nation’s most populous province, the Labor Party soon rivalled the Whigs as the main national opposition, but their division only assisted the Tories to maintain political dominance at the national level until 1898.  Even then, it took a wary coalition of Labor and Whigs to form a national government under Whig Prime Minister Lamar Preston.

Under Preston’s leadership, the new government began a program of economic reform and modernisation, for which the Whigs gained far more recognition than its coalition partner.  Frustrated with this, the Labour MPs began to push for more extensive political and industrial reform.  Preston refused to go fast enough to suit, and the coalition became riven by factionalism.  The looming spectre of Lewis Mitchell offered the Whigs an alternative, and Preston’s slogan became “Safety and Security”, claiming that the need to prepare for the American threat took precedence over all other internal matters.

The fracturing point came over the proposal to introduce national conscription on the New England model.  This had been discussed several times before, but the growing words of hatred which flowed north gave the necessary impetus, and the Whigs proposed a National Service Act in 1902.  However, Labor chose to oppose the Act, citing the blow to freedom which would be caused by compulsory military service, and arguing that the threat of war was being used as a distraction from internal reforms.  Amidst tumultuous parliamentary debate, the Tories came out in support of conscription, allowing the passage of the National Service Act in December 1902.  The Whig-Labour coalition was effectively dead from that moment, although they persisted in government until April 1903 as both parties tried to set themselves into better positions to fight a fresh election.

Lamar Preston’s continual message of the need for security proved the most effective.  When he asked King James I to dissolve Parliament, the national elections delivered a narrow parliamentary majority to the Whigs.  They were buoyed particularly by strong electoral support in the western provinces, who were most fearful of war with America.  But with these new Whigs in command for the North American War, Canada implemented too few programs to lessen the horrors of the post-war economy.  To this could be added a Whig government which had lost the respect of the population.  In such circumstances, it was only a matter of time before violence broke out.

And thus came the “Summer of Heat”.  For several months much of Canada became paralyzed by street violence and political demonstrations, culminating in wide-scale riots in many of its largest cities.  Most of all in Dearborn...

--

7 June 1907
Dearborn, Wisconsin
Kingdom of Canada

“Dearborn, and all of Wisconsin, chokes under a great weight.  Not that of returned soldiers, but rather the crush of inequality which surrounds us.  Mr Speaker, I ask myself why is it that the poor of this province were asked to fight and die for a cause, no matter how just, while the children of the rich sat safe and content around their fathers’ supper tables?  Why is it that these same returning soldiers must now fight for jobs, or failing that, scrounge for food on the streets?  Why are the widows of the fallen forced to sell themselves upon the street, rather than watching their children starve?

“God Almighty weeps at the horrid conditions of our streets!  The members of this House sit here in luxury while good men who fought for our nation lie in the filth of our capital’s gutters.  It need not, must not be this way.  Are there not highways to be repaired, forests tended, and dams built?  The answer to our predicament is clear to all.

“A government has the responsibility – nay, the duty – to care for those who cannot care for themselves.  It is to us to aid the week and feeble, to support and better their lives.  I ask you today, who here shirks their responsibility to those Wisconsinites?  Who here spits on the graves of our fallen soldiers?

“Speak to me not of the red line, of the horror of taxes, or the myth of rugged individualism.  It is not words this House’s members must deliver, but deeds.  Or if we do not, we will hear words on the streets, words shouted far louder than the most raucous cries in this chamber.  We will hear the anger of the common man.  I share that anger, and I promise you this: unless something is done, the storm will come.  And those who will take the blame for the coming storm are not the good people of this land, but rather the fat, bloated aristocrat and his cronies.”

Tom Dombeck, MP for Escanaba and the most outspoken member of the Wisconsin Labour Party stalked back to his chair.  The Whigs on the right side of the chamber erupted in cries of “Socialism”, “Treason”, and “God Save the King!”  Many of the MPs on the left and the cross-benches [6] stood and applauded, although a few stayed silent.

The Speaker slammed down his gavel.  “Order!  Order in the House!”  After relative quiet had descended, the Speaker continued, “The member for Escanaba will cease this rabble-rousing, and show some respect for this institution.”

“Mr Speaker, I am losing respect for this institution daily,” Dombeck snapped back.  He gathered his papers from his desk and strode out of the House of Commons.  His son, Matt, quietly fell in behind his father as he left the chamber.

“They have no clue what’s going on in this city, do they?”

“No.”  Tom sighed.  “But they will.  God help us, they will [7].”

After they returned to the office, Matt fetched his father a glass of cold ice-water.  Tom drank it greedily; public speeches always took a lot out of him.  He moved to the window and looked out over the driftless men of Dearborn muddled below.  “I just pray those blind fools see what’s going on before it comes and bites them in the ass.  This never would have happened under Nowinski [8].”

Matt nodded.  He knew his father’s moods almost as well as he knew his own.  He often felt that his father was really two different men; the calm, wise, family man and the heated warrior who strode through the halls of the Parliament like Achilles preparing to take Troy alone.

“Matt, I need you to go down to the Central Bank and pick up some money.”

“Sure, Dad.  Let me finish some filing, and I’ll leave in about half an hour.”

“Thanks.”  Tom smiled at his son, and suddenly Achilles had been replaced by a friendly father.  “You know, Matt, I’m really glad you’re here.  I don’t know what I’d do without you.  With your Mother up north, I’m glad I’ve got you by my side.”

“I’m glad I’m here too,” Matt said.  “I just feel sorry for everyone else out there who doesn’t have a father to give them a job.”

“So do I, Matt.  So do I.”

Matt got off the street car [9] at the corner of Main and O’Reilly and walked the three blocks to the Central Bank of Wisconsin.  He had a long wait in line before withdrawing the money, and quickly shoved it into his pants pocket as he left, eager to be somewhere else than inside a bank.

Outside, a crowd had gathered around another corner soap-box spear.  In itself, that was nothing new.  Dearborn had seen plenty of dispossessed speakers over the past few months.  But this crowd sounded angrier than most.

“You can’t do that!’ screamed a woman in the crowd.

“This is a free country!” shouted a man who looked no older than Matt himself.

A mass of uniformed policemen had gathered beside the crowd.  One of them said, “We’re taking this one in for disturbing the peace.”  Another officer sneered.  “We’ve had enough trouble with you bums.  Get out of here before we bring in the rest of you!”

A scruffy looking man in a worn military uniform struggled vainly against two burly cops.  He said, “I fought for this country, and all I ask for is work, and look how I’m treated!  Look how we’re all being treated.  I’m being repressed!”

“Will you be quiet?” the larger of the two policemen said as he brought his billy club down upon the speaker’s neck.  The smaller man collapsed into their arms.

Another police officer announced, “I’m declaring this meeting an illegal assembly, under the emergency powers of His Majesty’s Government and the Parliament of Wisconsin.”

A broken brick was hurled from the crowd, passing between two policemen.  One of them swore something Matt would never have mentioned in the hearing of women.  Before his breeding had been lost along with so much else in the mud outside Bloomington, anyway.  Another stone struck a policeman, who dropped to the ground clutching at his stomach.

Several policemen produced revolvers.  One shouted, “Next one who throws something gets it!”

Another brick flew out from the crowd, striking a policeman in his shoulder.  Worse luck, it wasn’t his good arm, and the policeman started to shoot into the crowd.  A woman shrieked, but the sound was quickly lost in the roar as the crowd surged forward.

Hanging back as best he could, Matt felt his stomach lurch.  He had seen war before, and it did not belong on civilian streets.  Acutely aware of both the money he carried and the clothes which marked him as well-to-do – or at least well-dressed – he fled as quickly as he could.  He could hear shouts rising and spreading through the neighbourhood as he left.  Before he returned to his father’s office, he would see the first smoke rising above the city...

--

From “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr. 
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

...The “Friday Riot” which began in Dearborn on 7 June 1907 was only the start of a tide of violence which would wash through most major Canadian cities that summer.  The numbers of dead and the damage inflicted have long been disputed.  The casualty count recorded by the Dearborn Police was 57, including 9 policemen, 47 rioters and one child caught in gunfire that was blamed on rioters.  Veterans of the Provincial Guard who were called in to suppress the riots speak of deaths in the hundreds.  It has been claimed that up to a quarter of Dearborn burned down, and certainly the poorer Polish and Irish neighbourhoods were ravaged by the fires.

By summer’s end, major riots had also struck Belfast [Milwaukee, Wisconsin], Montreal, Toronto, Kingston and Hamilton.  These first riots stemmed from poverty and desperation and had not yet taken on a strong political character.  Most were started by former soldiers demanding work or shelter, or other workers who had been displaced from their old war jobs by returning soldiers.  But soon enough this anger would be harnessed into the era of “street politics” which rose to challenge the old political order.

Although not political in their origins, the first riots did cause a social and political awakening.  They were both a mark of great dissatisfaction in some quarters, and a wake-up call to many other Canadians about the poor situation throughout the country.  Some Whig politicians started to speak of reform, although others began to declare the need to preserve the rule of law.  Prime Minister Lamar Preston declared, “We will work for the good of the people, but it is not the people’s good to allow the mob to rule the streets.”

In Wisconsin, street violence declined for a time, but returned to the political forefront with a new wave of riots in September.  These were explicitly political in nature, beginning after the first rumours began to emerge from the former British Columbia, Nicaragua and the Yucatan.  The demonstrations which followed against the government that “allowed Canadians to wear chains” were not as bloody or destructive as the first riots, but they turned violent soon enough.

The Whigs had clearly been doomed in national political terms since Canada’s defeat in the war.  While Lamar Preston had tried to hold on to office until the end of his term in May 1908, eventually he realised he could not hold back the tide of frustration over war, street violence and economic misery.  The only question which remained was whether it would be Labour or the Tories who could pick up the pieces.  In Wisconsin, the provincial government bowed to the same pressure and scheduled provincial elections to coincide with the national elections in January 1908.

In the national elections, the Tories were returned to office, with the new Prime Minister Adrian Sharpe pledging, “We will build a new Canada, a nation of unity, honour and prosperity.”  In Wisconsin, the Labour Party swept to power and began its own program of labour reforms and unemployment laws.

But Canada’s troubles were only just beginning...

--

[1] Mathew Dombeck Jr., the son of Matt Dombeck from #122a, and the grandson of Thomas “Dynamite” Dombeck, current MP for Escanaba.

[2] With apologies to William Butler Yeats.

[3] An allusion to a passage by Konrad Dahl, an ATL Danish author.  The passage Dombeck is alluding to is usually translated as “Unhappy is the land with no heroes?  No, unhappy is the land that needs a hero.”

[4] See #119c.

[5] Matthism is the closest ATL equivalent to Social Darwinism, and is explicitly racist and elitist.  It is most commonly identified with the *USA, but it also has adherents (in modified form) in many other nations.

[6] In *Canadian Parliaments, the government of the day – the largest party, or a coalition, as it may be – sit on the right-hand side of the chamber (as seen from the Speaker’s chair).  The second-largest party forms the Opposition, and its MPs sit on the left of the Speaker’s chair.  The minor parties sit in the benches in between (the cross-benches).  At this time, the Whigs formed the Wisconsin government and were on the right, Labour formed the Opposition, and various Tories, Socialists, Republicans and other radicals sat on the cross-benches.  Tom Dombeck is thus getting most of his support from Labour and a few Socialists.

[7] The Labour Party had been reasonably successful in Wisconsin since 1892, with the election of the first Labor premier, Charles “Fighting Chuck” Nowinski.  But after Nowinski died of a heart attack in 1898, his successor Robert Leinenkugel proved less adept at holding the government together, amidst the backdrop of growing fear about American militarism.  In 1903, the Whigs gained narrow control of the Wisconsin Parliament and remained the governing party throughout the war.

[8] “Fighting Chuck” Nowinski was the most successful Labour politician in Canada at the provincial level.  As one of the founders of the Labour Party he carried them to electoral victory at the provincial level in 1892.  Nowinski was a former lumberjack from northern Wisconsin and became active as a union organizer while still a teenager.  While in his thirties he helped to transform the Wisconsin Republican Party into the first Labour Party in Canada’s history through a merger with union elements.  Under Nowinski, Labour started to institute reforms in the province which attracted some praise even from politicians in New England and the United States, where William Shipstead called him “A guiding light in the northern darkness”.  On 24 November 1898, Nowinski suffered a fatal heart attack while on the Parliament floor.

[9] Whatever other flaws it may have, Dearborn has an efficient public transportation system.

--

Decades of Darkness #122c: The Shotgun Sings The Song

Credit for this post on the history of Canada in the DoD timeline goes to Daniel McCollum, who wrote all of it apart from some minor editorial additions.

--

“God save the King, because nothing is going to save his government.”
– John Moss, citizen of Belfast commenting upon George I’s visit to that city

“When they asked us why we died, we’ll tell them that our leader’s lied.  Shot us down by the river side.  Oh, which side are you on?”
– “Which Side Are You On”, popular Canadian ballad [1]

--

22 February 1908
Belfast [Milwaukee, Wisconsin]
Kingdom of Canada

Thick winter clouds blotted out the sun, coating Belfast in a steel-grey sky.  Last week’s snow had finally stopped falling, replaced instead by sleet and ice-rain as the warmth of spring neared.  The streets were nearly empty, with their coating of ice over packed snow making them far too dangerous for horsts [cars] or even horses.  A soul-bleak wind howled off Lake Michigan, draining the energy from even the hardiest Belfaster.

George I, King of Canada and once a loyal monarch within the British Empire, hardly cared.  After the past years, the slings and arrows of outrageous weather were only the merest of misfortune.  What was a mere wind compared to the North American War, the garrotting of nations which had been miscalled the Peace of Washington, or the violence which threatened to tear asunder the remains of his kingdom?

Long ago, he had fancied himself as a dashing young man who rode his horse hither and yon through Ontario’s open expanses.  Others had thought so too; more than one father of a pretty young daughter had called him the scourge of Kingston.  Even the Second Napoleonic Wars, bitter though they were, had been a time where he found pleasure.  But what was left of that dashing young man now?  Nearing his mid-fifties, George’s golden hair had turned grey to match the ominous sky above him, and worry had carved deep crevices into his once youthful face.

His father, the great James I, had once remarked that the robes of state were a burden that rested easily on no man’s shoulders.  George disagreed with that on one count.  The robes were a burden, sure enough, but they weight down on his chest and heart, as if the entire world conspired to crush his soul.  Living so long in his father’s shadow, he had held onto the hope that once he took the throne, he could encourage the people to reform.  His father had had many strengths, but he had not been inclined to change things except at most pressing need.  George had wanted to be remembered as a reformer.  Now, he felt assured that he would be remembered only as the king who lost so much of Canada to the Jackals.  Or worse, as a modern-day Nero who fiddled while the fires of passion engulfed his beautiful nation [2].

“Traitors!” his eldest son exclaimed, from his vantage at the window of the King’s Suite at the Beckenridge Hotel.  “Flying that flag for all to see!”

George gave Prince James a cautious smile.  At twenty-three, James was much as George had once been: athletic, handsome but oh so passionate.  Well, he would learn to restrain his views when the time came for him to take the throne.  George had learned that lesson quickly enough.

When he followed James’s extended finger, George saw an Irish tri-colour whipping in the wind on a building across the street [3].  It seemed that there were as many tri-colours as Canadian flags flying in Wisconsin, these days.

“Republicans,” the king said, shaking his head.  They had always been around in Wisconsin, but never as more than a fringe movement.  Until recently, that is.  Their numbers had multiplied since the rioting of last summer, particularly in Wisconsin but in Quebec and Ontario as well.  And the problem wasn’t even limited to Canada.  His cousin Richard [i.e. Richard IV of the United Kingdom] had reported that the Welsh and Scots nationalists across the Atlantic were much more than a fringe movement now, too.

“I don’t know why something can’t be done about them.  They’re traitors, pure and simple.”

“Enough, James!” George said.  It came out more sharply than he had intended.  “This is still a free country.  Locking up people for speaking their minds is something that Jackals do, not us.”

“Might bring back some order to the country,” James muttered.

“Some things aren’t worth the price,” George said wearily; they had had this discussion before.  “We’re touring the country to bring peace, not a sword.”  Officially, the king’s tour was to assess the damage after the riots, but in practice it was to build goodwill, something which the monarchy had sorely lacked since the war’s end.

“That’s what Jesus said, too, and look what happened to him,” James replied.

“He was the King of Heaven.  The rules are different for the King of Canada,” George said.

That won him a laugh from James, but it was a hollow one.  “The problem is that those people don’t want to play by the rules.”

“There’s no law against flying a flag,” George replied.

“There are laws against destroying property and rioting, but how much have we done about the Republicans for breaking those laws?  That’s what’s wrong with the government here, and in all of Canada; they’re weak, and the people sense it.  At a time like this, people don’t respect laws, only strength.”  James stalked out of the room, leaving George forlornly watching the Irish tri-colour flapping wetly in the wind.

--

23 February 1908
Belfast, Wisconsin
Kingdom of Canada

A weak February sun shone down on St James Auditorium – a name which gave Prince James a moment’s wry amusement – bringing mild warmth as an early herald of the seasons turning.  The streets of Belfast had been much more crowded on the journey here; the sleet had broken the night before and people appeared eager to see the king and crown prince who rarely travelled from Kingston.

Be honest, they are here to see the king, James told himself.  On another day, they might notice the crown prince, but not here, not today.  How much longer would he need to stand in his father’s shadow?  While George certainly wished no harm to his father, he wanted to do something to fix the country.  As crown prince, no-one would listen.  If he became king, then they would listen.  They would have to listen.

The police had set up a barricade outside the auditorium to hold back the protestors.  Proof of how little the people loved them, despite the more welcoming guests gathered inside.  Many of the protestors flew tri-colours, or held signs calling for a republic, or for worker’s rights, or for jobs.  An occasional green flag marked the out-and-out Socialists in the crowd.  And there were a couple of new flags which James took some time to notice; a white cross on a red background.  The Canadian flag stripped of the Union Jack and with colours reversed.  He wondered if that meant that the republicans had settled on a national symbol – an ominous development in itself – or had yet another party emerged?

The protestors hurled some insults at the police, but mostly they reserved their hatred for the people standing in line to enter the auditorium.  Most of those carried Canadian flags or wore them on their clothing, and almost all of them had harsh words for the protestors.  James was whisked inside, and soon enough the auditorium was packed while those unlucky enough to be denied a seat crowded outside the doors, straining to hear the words of their monarch over the cries of the protestors.

James preferred making speeches to listening to them.  Given the choice, he would rather have been driving a horst somewhere, feeling the engine’s growl.  Posing for snapping cameras and sitting beside his father could not match it.  What good did it do to speak to the loyal few in here while outside the crowds protested?

--

23 February 1908
Belfast, Wisconsin
Kingdom of Canada

The long wait for the introductions over, George made his way to the lectern.  He gave a wan smile for the official photographer below him, and the others who had brought cameras to remember the royal visit.  The size of the crowd – and those still waiting outside – gave him some reassurance.  He had wondered if anyone in Wisconsin was still loyal to their king.  Let the rabble-rousers outside call for change, some of which he wanted to bring.  They would have to learn that change could best come from within the law, not outside of it.

Leaning slowly forward to the microphone, George cleared his throat.  The introductory speaker had brought his own speech notes with him, but the king had little regard for those speakers who could not commit their speech to memory.  What worth was such a speech?

He drew breath to speak in the baritone which at least had not weakened with age as his body had.  “My fellow Canadians, our long national nightmare is coming to an end.  I see before me a proud people.  We have all suffered long.  No-one among you will need reminding of the hardships we have suffered.  With my own eyes, I have seen what damage the disorder has wrought on the streets of Belfast.”

He spoke on, describing what he had seen in Belfast, and what he had noted elsewhere in Canada.  “But this is not the first time when Canadians have known troubles.  Our forefathers tasted defeat before we became a nation.  They fled from the United States, and built new homes for themselves here in the north.  Remember how America came north again in 1811 and 1833, and how they were defeated.  Why?  Because from that first experience, Canada had learned, and grown stronger.

“Nor is this the only time Canada has known unrest.  This very province and Manitoba both rose in rebellion during the last century.  Their grievances were legitimate, even if their methods were not.  From that struggle, we learned a lesson, and Canada became the stronger for it.  So in this last struggle we have been tempered, and so we will become stronger for it.

“I ask you, my friends, if we fight each other, who wins?  Only the Americans.”  He so much wanted to call them Jackals, but some things were best not said in public.  “How much do you think Mr Mitchell laughed when he heard of the first rioting in Dearborn?  That is not how we can rebuild Canada after the late unpleasantness.  That is only the road to ruin.

“The truth is plain to see: many Canadians have good cause to be distressed, just as the revolutionaries of 1866 had reasons for their anger.  But it is one thing to be angered, and another to indulge in riots which only weaken our beloved country.  For those of you who have grievances, I urge you to talk to your elected representatives.  Let them know your ideas, let them know your anger.  Or, if you choose, stand for election yourself.  It is our democratic institutions, our willingness to let any man speak his mind on any subject, and our respect for the rule of law which has made Canada great.

“Believe not those who say that being a republic would have changed the result of the war.  Yes, my friends, I have heard the calls of those who say I was the cause of our recent misfortune.  But it is a mistake.  Our form of government is not what matters.  Our Yankee friends have a republic, and Britain like us has a monarchy, but that did not save them from setback.  If Canada stands together, then again, our nation will become the stronger for it.”  George kept on talking, but that was the most important part of his message.  He wanted to speak of his own ideas for change, of his own wishes for reform, but it would not do for the king to pre-empt the elected government.  That would have to continue, as it had done in the past, through quiet influence.

When he finished his speech, George beckoned for his son to come forward, and together they received the applause of the audience.  All crowds could be expected to cheer at a time like this, but he thought that what he heard was genuine.  It would help them to rebuild Canada, or so he hoped.

George and James stood below the lectern, as the crowd filed one by one past him to shake hands.  He had time for only the briefest of words with each, but it let him gauge the mood of the people far more effectively than watching from the lectern.  It would also give the people what would almost surely be a once-in-a-lifetime memory.

He had been shaking hands for nearly fifteen minutes, and feeling the squeeze from too many people who thought that a firm handshake proved their worth.  The next man in line wore an old military uniform, and had a Canadian flag draped over his left arm and hand.

The king smiled.  “Ah, a hero of the highest order.”

When the man shook George’s hand, he held on, as if unwilling to let go.  The king tried to withdraw his hand, but the man would not budge.  Then the old soldier let the Canadian flag drop to reveal a revolver.  “Sic Semper Tyrannis!” he cried as he fired.

George managed to pull his arm free, but by then the first shot rang out, then a second, and a third.  Pain erupted in his neck and stomach as he slid to the ground, but pain soon faded away to nothing.

--

23 February 1908
Belfast, Wisconsin
Kingdom of Canada

James saw his father struggling with a strange man and moved toward him.  Suddenly he heard three frightful bangs and something splashed onto his face.  He reached up to wipe it away and his hand came back red.  But he had no pain, he wasn’t hurt.  Then the sickening realization hit him.  That was his father’s blood on his face.  Oh, God, his father’s blood on his face.  He screamed.

--

From: “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr. 
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

Chapter 9: The Blood-Dimmed Tide is Loosed [4]

... The assassination of King George I sent shockwaves throughout Canada and, indeed, throughout the world.  It was resoundingly condemned by leaders around the globe – even by President Mitchell – as an act of the greatest barbarism.  President Nicholas Forbes of New England declared George to be “A prince of peace who will be remembered for all time.”  President Mitchell described his death as “A great tragedy.  We must all be wary, lest anarchy fall over us.”  Even President Rigdon of the Nephi Free State condemned the assassination as being “An act of utter vileness.  Empty the Americas will seem without him; sadness is all that remains.  And for his son, James II, I can only say, long may he reign.”

None of this international reaction, however, came near to matching the response within Canada.  Already on edge, uncertain of who bore the blame for the king’s death, but certain whom they wanted to punish, the response of the people was swift.  The night of 23-24 February 1908 would live on in Canada’s memory as the “Night of Knives”.  The Tory loyalists blamed the left-wing organisations, in particular the Republicans. The Republicans blamed the Socialists, the Socialists blamed anarchists, and the anarchists blamed everyone.  Killing riots flared again in many of Canada’s cities.  But this time, the rioters were not just disaffected soldiers and radicals, but also stalwart supporters of the crown.

By the morning of 24 February many cities were once again in flames.  Newspapers, union headquarters and immigrants had all been attacked.  The national and provincial governments called for the restoration of order, but in some cases the police joined the rioters.  In Toronto, a handful of police joined rioters to burn St. Xavier’s, a Catholic school frequented by Italians.  The resulting fire killed 23 students, the youngest of which was a 10 year old girl, Augusta Giovanni.

Dearborn, already the site of much of the worst rioting, erupted again.  The first reported action came when a group of Tories attacked the offices of “The Truth”, a pro-Socialist newspaper.  Republican groups struck back, raiding a local armoury and seizing weapons.  The street battles continued for three days until the Army restored order, bloodily but effectively.  The number of dead was estimated at over 300, and much of the blame fell on the provincial Labour government of Hans Kohler, greatly undermining people’s trust when it was needed most.

In one of the most tragic ironies, the assassin, Randall Scott Keillor, had not been the member of any left-wing organisation.  He appears to have been a mentally unbalanced soldier who blamed the king for the war.  During his trial, his writings revealed a deeply disturbed man who believed that George I had killed James I and conspired with President Mitchell to start the North American War.  The trial attracted a morbid public fascination for a smiling, photogenic man who claimed he did the deed to appease angels who spoke to him at night…

Out of the bloodshed came a resurgence of patriotism and pro-monarchical sentiments in much of the population.  Most of the smaller radical groups formed by disaffected soldiers began to fade into obscurity.  The nearly defunct Whig Party became little more than a memory along with them.  The Tories remained the “party of the centre”, according to their own descriptions, but some people who called themselves Tories were right-wing to say the least.  The main opposition became the Labour Party, the party of moderate socialism, although the left wing of politics was still fragmented into Labour, Socialists and Republicans.

Yet the opposition soon became quite hard-pressed, due to the policies of King James II.  While he did not hold much strictly legal power, he had immense political capital in the wake of his father’s assassination, and by encouraging friendly MPs he soon arranged for a series of laws, particularly a new Sedition Act, designed to preserve national security and public order by restricting the actions of “radicals and anarchists”.  The laws were proclaimed as necessary to preserve the public good by disrupting activities by labour unions, strikers, and any others overly inclined to protest.  The blame fell particularly on Wisconsin, viewed as a hotbed of republicanism, and which saw lingering suspicion over the king’s death there.

With the new laws in place, a semblance of calm returned to Canada.  But it was merely an uneasy peace, with tensions still lingering.  It appeared inevitable that strife would return.  Yet few expected that the man responsible for the next stage of upheaval would be King James II.

--

[1] With apologies to both Kipling and Chumbawumba.

[2] As a constitutional monarch, George I’s actual power is rather limited, although he does retain an influence on the government of the day.  As crown prince, he had been quite vocal in his support of Labour, although tradition and the exigencies of war meant that he had to temper his opinions when he took the throne.

[3] The Irish tri-colour looks almost identical to OTL’s one, except that the colours are reversed (i.e. orange on the left, green on the right, with white still in the centre).  It was first developed by Irish nationalists before the formation of the Kingdom of Ireland, and has been adopted by many of the Irish émigrés to Wisconsin.  Since the Friday Riot, it has become the symbol of many of the Republicans in heavily-Irish Wisconsin.  Some Republicans in other provinces have also adopted various forms of tri-colours to indicate their allegiance, included a red-white-red flag in Ontario and a reversed French tri-colour in Quebec.  The various provincial Republican parties are not yet united and have yet to find a national symbol.

[4] My apologies to W.B. Yeats who did not live in this ATL but whose work is too good not to quote.

--

Decades of Darkness #123: Holding Out For A Hero

“Duty means doing what a man wants you to do because he wants you to do it.”
- Konrad Dahl (Danish writer, philosopher, and psychologist) in “One Thousand Queries”, 1870

--

17 June 1906
Paris, Republic of France

“Your Highness, you are most gracious to grant me a few moments of your time,” Pierre Guizot, reporter for Le Figaro, said.

Napoleon V held up a hand.  “Please, Monsieur Guizot, do not call me by that title.  I am a citizen of the Republic, as much as you are.”

“As you wish, monsieur,” Guizot said.  He couldn’t help noticing that for all of Napoleon V’s protestations of modesty, they had secured a quiet space in a coffee-house in Paris.  At midday, while Paris hosted the Fourth Olympiad.  Only the reputation of France’s premier citizen could accomplish that.  “How have you enjoyed the performances at the Olympiad?”

“Our athletes have won much glory for France,” Napoleon V said.  After a moment, he added, “And I wish that the Olympic truce could have been extended to all the nations of the world.”

“You wish to see chacals competing at the Olympiad?” Guizot asked.

Napoleon V, sadly, was too sharp a man to fall into the error of repeating that name.  “I think that peace is far too precious to be thrown away lightly.  Although I understand the need that keeps them from attending, I wish we could see English and American athletes competing alongside the Australians who have managed to send a team despite the war.”

“You think that war should never be started, then?” Guizot persisted.  It would be good if he could hold Napoleon V to a solid statement on that matter.  Or, indeed, on any matter.  “Or only never during the Olympiad?”

“War may sometimes become necessary,” Napoleon V said.  “But no government should send its men into the field of combat without first being sure that the interests of their nation require the sacrifice.”

Guizot could only nod.  The casualty figures which were being reported from across the Atlantic horrified him.  As, indeed, they should horrify any right-thinking person.  “So, what interests of nations are being served in the latest Anglo-American war?”

Napoleon V smiled, displaying all of the disarming charm he had been born with.  The heir to the Bonapartes had turned forty the previous month; Guizot had been at the celebrations, but then so had half of Paris.  Without that confirmation, Guizot felt he would easily have mistaken the would-be Emperor for a man still on the fortunate side of thirty.  His head still had a full black-haired shield to keep out the sun, and Napoleon V’s thick moustache with its upturned ends had been dubbed a “Boney” by so many of the young men – and more than a few older ones – who cultivated similar ones of their own.  “It is not for me to comment on the wisdom of other nation’s courses,” he said.  “Save that I hope that the bloodshed can be ended as soon as possible.”

Guizot nodded.  Yes, Napoleon V had the wisdom to avoid answering difficult questions.  Although what would have been the more controversial answer, anyway?  The United States had always been a better friend of France than England, to the point of avoiding conflict with France during the last war [1].  But he felt uneasy wishing success on a nation which kept men and women in chains.  “Do you plan to do something to help end it?”

“What could I do, as a private citizen?”

“You could offer to mediate,” Guizot said.  Not because he thought Bonaparte could so do, but because this line of questioning could let him push at Napoleon V’s political views.  Which was, after all, the point of the interview.

“I doubt that England would agree to mediation by anyone with my surname,” Napoleon V said.  “And it would be presumptuous of me to interfere with a task which would rightly belong to the Foreign Minister, if it is conducted by any Frenchman.  Or the President, naturally.”

“You could hold that office, if you wanted it,” Guizot said.

“I have never stood for any political office,” Napoleon V said.  “The reason for which should be obvious.  Too many people would think that the beginning of a bid to destroy the Third Republic.”

No, you’ve never stood for office, but then you’ve never needed to, Guizot thought.  Napoleon V’s constant reminders that he had abstained from politics were nearly the only subject on which he would make definitive remarks.  But for all of that, he had never done much to discourage his supporters, either.  “But it is said that you can make or break governments of France merely by expressing the slightest uncertainty about the wisdom of their current course.”  That would be all the hints his supporters needed to bring down the government of the day.

“Much is said about me, but much of it is false,” Napoleon V said.  “Given the accomplishments of my father, and his father, and the first Bonaparte, men will inevitably talk about me.”

“So, is what is said about you and breaking governments part of that which is false, or that which is true?” Guizot asked.

“Republican governments have always broken often [2].  That was true of the First Republic, it was true of the Second, and it has sadly been true of the Third Republic as well.”

“So, have you tried to break the Republic’s governments so that you can replace them?”

“How could I break any government of France?” Napoleon V replied.  “I am but one man, and a private citizen at that.  I do not want to replace the Republic.  But I want to strengthen it.  This is our fourth government in three years.  How is it that France can be at the forefront of culture and learning and sports, but she cannot even fashion a stable government to rule herself?  That is what we must change.”

Ah, so you do want to replace the Republic, Gizot thought.  But Napoleon V had been vague enough that he could hardly be accused of undermining it.  Still, Gizot had no illusions about the likely result, once Le Figaro printed the report of his interview with the heir to the Bonaparte throne.  “If you want stability, why not join the calls for the restoration of Henri V?  Surely he as a monarch could assure greater stability for France.”

“Would this be before or after he called for the reconquest of Alsace, Lorraine, Corsica, Nice, Savoy, Nord and Artois, come what may?” Napoleon V said.  This time, his smile was disarming as a shark’s.  “While I agree that the restoration of France’s borders is a worthwhile goal, we have seen the cost of an ill-considered war.  Imagine a repeat of the North American War from Belfort to Boulogne.  How would that help the stability of France?”

“Victory would do it nicely,” Gizot said.

Napoleon V didn’t bother to respond to that.  But then, he didn’t need to.  After a moment, Gizot sighed and nodded.  “While defeat or a bloody stalemate would weaken France, yes.”

Napoleon V finished his coffee and discreetly signalled for the waiter.

Guizot took the cue, and said, “Well, thank you very much for your time, Monsieur Bonaparte.”

--

June-November 1906
Paris, Republic of France

Paris!  The City of Light, it had been called, and the premier city in Europe, save perhaps Frankfurt and Vienna.  While most of the world had gathered here to watch the Olympiad – its own form of elitism, but which also sought to bring the world together – Roger Shaw cared little for the posturing of athletes.  He had come to Paris as the senior delegate of the Irish Democratic Socialists to the Third Socialist International.  After several lengthy years of preparation, which had been disrupted even further by the war, the conference had finally been called which could develop a unified movement for international socialism and a permanent Congress of delegates.

“I just hope we can compose a manifesto which all the delegates can agree on,” Shaw murmured.

In a way, the success of the conference at attracting delegates had threatened the success of the conference at uniting the efforts of those delegates.  They had come from all over the world, it seemed like.  He had expected delegates from almost all the nations of Europe: Germany, France, Britain, Ireland, Castile, Portugal, Italy, Greece, Bulgaria, Serbia, Hungary, Poland, Courland, Sweden, Norway and Denmark.  Even delegates from Russia, whose friends were busy overthrowing their Tsar back home.  That represented a valuable step forward, as far as Shaw was concerned.  Unlike the King of Ireland, who had no real power, the Tsar represented all that was worst in the old aristocracy.  His removal would be a great achievement.

Of course, there were no delegates from a few European nations; none from Aragon, Croatia or Montenegro [3]. But that was made up for by the delegates from outside Europe, who were far more numerous than he had been expecting.  New England, Canada and Australia had come as no surprise, but Argentina, Chile, Liberia, Ceylon, Formosa and Indochina had.  They had come in numbers, and what they brought were arguments.

Even back in Ireland, Shaw had experienced the differences between democratic socialism and Christian socialism.  The two parties back home had settled their differences, more or less.  But in Paris, he found not only those two, but syndicalism, anarcho-syndicalism, communism, and a plethora of delegates promoting other more individualistic viewpoints.  “The capitalists don’t need to oppose us; we do a perfectly good job of opposing ourselves,” Shaw muttered.

But he persisted, and the other delegates persisted too.  The Olympiad was long finished before the Third Socialist International finally agreed on a series of resolutions to aid the cause of international socialism.  They agreed to the establishment of a permanent International Socialist Congress with delegates from each nation, which after much discussion was to be based in Geneva.  They committed to using the parliamentary processes of each nation to advance the cause of national and international socialism.  That drove out the anarcho-syndicalist delegates, but helped to unite the rest.  The delegates agreed to push for government recognition of labour unions’ rights to organise and to strike.  They also agreed to provide assistance to establish new labour unions and socialist parties throughout the world.  After heated debate, the International agreed to push for political emancipation of women.

Despite the arguments of many of the delegates, the International did not issue any denunciations of colonialism or the recognition of the right of self-determination of nations.  But when Roger Shaw returned to Dublin in November, he felt that he had established the beginning of something significant.

--

From “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

French Third Republic (28 August 1885-19 January 1909) was a republican parliamentary democracy which formed the ruling body of France between the Second French Empire and the Fourth Republic.  Created on 28 August 1885 following the abdication of Napoleon IV in the twilight of the Second Napoleonic Wars, it survived until the Algerian crisis of 1908/9 provoked constitutional reform and the creation of the Fourth Republic.  Often dubbed ‘the accidental republic’, it had been formed only due to severe internal disputes in France about the best mode of government, and endured an ongoing series of crises and short tenures of ministers and governments.  Not one of the elected Presidents of the Third Republic served out his term.  In the aftermath of Napoleon IV’s defeat, France had been divided between monarchists who wished the restoration of the Bourbons, Bonapartists who wished for Napoleon V to succeed his father, and a minority assortment of radicals, socialists and liberals who wanted neither of them.

Created as a compromise between Bonapartists and monarchists, neither of whom were willing to concede control of France to the other, the Third Republic endured longer than any of them had expected.  Despite the regular changes of government, The Third Republic persisted for nearly twenty-five years until it collapsed after one crisis too many and the adroit political machinations of Napoleon V.  The early resignation of its seventh president in 1907 led to a series of protests by hard-line elements of the Foreign Legions and regular French armed forces in Algeria and Syria, who demanded a new constitution, particularly the creation of a much stronger presidential office.  Their campaigns spread to mainland France, and with the country on the brink of civil war, the Third Republic voted itself out of existence as it enacted a new constitution.  Napoleon V was famously carried into Paris on the arms of his supporters who demanded that he allow his name to go forward for election as president.  After winning a solid electoral victory with nearly 60% of the vote, the Third Republic was dissolved as Napoleon V became the first President of the Fourth Republic.

--

Taken from: “Words From The Ages: A Collection of Historically Significant French Documents”
(c) 1946 by Field Marshal Henri Pierre Gascoyne (ret.)
Revival Press:  Adelaide, Australia

Introduction

By all reports, Napoleon V was reticent on committing any of his thoughts to paper before or during his tenure at the head of France.  His current literary output is much larger, but the passage of time has perhaps clouded his memory of his beliefs during the earlier stages of his life...

The following letter to his sister Danièle, written shortly before his election, is one of the few examples of his correspondence which has been preserved.

16 January 1909

My dearest Danièle,

Please allow me to express my sincerest apologies for not having written sooner.  The reasons for this delay you will know without my needing to mention them, but still, they are not a sufficient excuse.  Our family is what makes each of us what we are, and I should stay more in touch with you and Sophie and Mother and Claude.  This letter is shorter than what I would like, but I promise to write a lengthier one the instant I have the chance to do so.

You need not have worried about how I would take the news of your engagement.  Of course I am glad for you!  Politics should not interfere with your happiness, even if I have been unable to escape its shadow.  While people will whisper about what your impending marriage to Victor Emmanuel will mean for the governments of France and Italy – that cannot be helped – you can be certain that I would never try to stop you from enjoying your life.

As for me, you ask me what I will do to France if I win election.  I wish I could give you a clear answer, beyond what you could read from any newspaper.  Yes, I want France to be strong and to be able to stand proud amongst the nations of the world once more.  The people of France want the same thing, I believe, which is why they called me to stand for this office, and this is why I think that they will choose me to be the next president.

But beyond that...  Who can say what the future holds?  I do have some ideas for what can be done to strengthen France, but it remains to be seen whether they will be appropriate.  You will remember that evening we talked about how much of France’s present problems can be solved simply by having one man at the nation’s head who can make a simple decision and enforce it.  For now, that is what I plan to do.

As for what I will do in the years to come, that will depend on so much else that no man can foresee.  The world has always been an uncertain place, and it is more so of late.  Who would have thought that England could come to such dire straits, to name but one change?

There is perhaps one other thing that I can say, if you will forgive me for mentioning it.  I have three examples before me of what should be done to lead France; our father, our grandfather, or our uncle [4].  If you will allow me to be blunt, I think that I should learn from our grandfather, not our father.  He was the only Bonaparte thus far to live out his days at the head of France.  It is him I should follow if I wish to do the same.  As our father should have learned, in war there is only uncertainty.  But in building a new, strong France, well, in that there is glory, and there is less risk.

This is sadly all I have time to write for now.  But I hope to see you soon.

Your loving brother,

(signed) Napoleon V Bonaparte

--

[1] During the Second Napoleonic Wars, the United States was at war with Spain, but not with France (or Russia).

[2] In France, anyway.

[3] Or Monaco, Vatican City or San Marino, either.

[4] i.e. their great-great-uncle, Napoleon I.

--

Decades of Darkness #124: From This Moment On

“Always, the best-laid plans are ruined by one unforeseen detail.”
- Russian [1] general Lars Sonck after the Allied landing at Inchon

--

17 June 1908

My beloved,

It has been only two days since I last wrote you.  No doubt when you see this letter arriving so soon after the last one, you will ask yourself what has made me so literate.  Me, who until so recently had barely been known to wield a pen in anger!

You know the reason, though.  How could you not know it, when it was you who showed me the truth?  You, who knew me better than I knew myself.  So you will know this about me as well: I write to you because only by doing so can I think of you properly.  Only by doing this can I find some stability in the endless changing of the days.

For the love of life- No, for the love of love, how much can a life change before anything new becomes just another numbness for the soul?  Except when I am thinking of you – the one thing that has remained constant – everything else seems just another endless, deadening change.

Every other moment brings something new to consider, but in considering I become lost, and in being lost I feel nothing.  Perhaps I should find one of those voo-doo doctors the Haitian niggers speak about.  They could make a doll of me, and maybe in their prodding of that I would feel something.  It’s that or bring you back to me, and while I know why we must be apart for now, it does nothing to make the passing of the hours any easier.

I could talk of something else to you, and I suppose I will, since these letters are for now the only way we can speak to each other.  But what can I say that you don’t already know, unless I want to talk about one of the things that have brought on the eternal numbness?  Talk of politics and war are what surround me, but I saw enough of them in my old life.  More stories just bring back the memory of how I lived before I realised what I was doing was only a carpet over emptiness.

Still, I feel the need to write something to you, but what have you not heard before?  Yours is the one profession which hears those stories before mine.  Oh, except, maybe, there is one thing.  Those rumours we’ve heard about the young war hero’s actions in New Caledonia are true, all too true.  He’s done exactly what he said he would do, when no-one really believed him.  But it’s all been done within the letter of the law, so it can’t readily be undone.  This will change the world, but I have trouble making myself care, when it’s my own world which has already been changed far more.

For that, I have you to thank.  And I will keep on thanking you.  I’m here in my new home, my pictures are nearly all up, and I have you in my sitting room where I can look at you most of my waking hours!  I can’t kiss you, so I kiss your picture good night and good morning.  Until I have you here instead, that will be what I keep close to me.

(signed) Anna Mitchell

--

6 June 1906
Camp Dependable [U.S. First Army training camp]
Near Millville, New Jersey
Republic of New England (U.S. occupied)

Private First-Class Ernesto Bravo crept through the mud, Rodrigo on his left and Jeff on his right, as they prepared to storm the “enemy” trench line.  Or, rather, to probe it.  If they were expected to storm it, well, there were plenty of ghosts waiting for General Custer to die to explain why that was a bad idea.  No need to add a few more.  That was what this new style of fighting was all about.

“Ernesto and Jeff, I want you to-” Corporal Hall began, but Bravo never found out what Hall had wanted him to do.  The piercing whine of an officer’s whistle carried across the “battlefield”.  “Goddamnit, what up-an-up called us out now?” Hall said.  “But you heard it, boys.  Time to go back.”

The squad formed up behind Hall even as the “defenders” emerged from their positions.  Several soldiers asked profane questions about the wisdom of the officers interrupting the training, but they knew what they needed to do.  The soldiers made their way back home.  Three companies of men were already assembled in their usual positions in front of the huts.

Bravo and his squad-mates took their usual places in the line; second row back, with Ernesto on the left.  That let him get a good look at who waited for them out the front of the assembly ground.  Lieutenant Colonel Alvar O’Brien he knew – who didn’t?  That alone went a long way to explaining why they’d been called out.  The rest of the explanation stood beside O’Brien.

“That’s one mighty fine belle,” Rodrigo murmured, somewhere to Bravo’s right.

Ernesto agreed, although he tried to be discreet about how he looked at her.  After so long serving in the war, any woman was bound to look good, but this one seemed particularly elegant.  Tall for a senora – almost a match for O’Brien himself – with blonde hair bound up and covered by a broad-brimmed, flower-covered hat.  Her blue dress ended in a hobble skirt which matched the latest fashion, even if it looked awkward to wear outdoors.  The woman had the sort of chiselled features which made her age hard to guess, but he would have thought most likely she was in her late thirties.

“Boys, we have a special visitor here today, come to see how America’s brave soldiers prepare for war.  This is Anna Mitchell.”

The First Lady! Bravo’s own voice contributed to the murmurs, which stopped once she raised a ring-encrusted hand.  “Men, I’m here to thank you, on behalf of everyone in the United States.”

The soldiers erupted into a cheer.  She just waited for them to subside before she spoke again.  “Nothing we can imagine back home can match what you’ve had to experience in this war.”  She had an odd way of speaking, making her voice carry while still sounding softly-spoken.  Of course, the stillness of the crowd helped there.  “But we’re grateful for it, you can be sure of that.  America has so long been held in the shadows of its neighbours.  We’re reaching for our place in the sun, and it’s your arms which will pull us there.”

If she had that little speech prepared, she certainly didn’t show it.  To Bravo’s ears, she sounded entirely sincere and spontaneous.  A lot like Lieutenant Colonel O’Brien, come to that, who had much the same air about him.  Had he organised this, or had it been her idea?

“Nothing you do will be easy, I know,” she said.  “In fact, just how hard it will be, I can’t know, since your generals wouldn’t let go any closer to the front than this.  I want to see it, to tell America about what you’ve accomplished and how much you’ve suffered to do it.  But there’s one thing I can promise you: no matter how hard it seems for you in the rest of the war, America will never forget what you’ve done.  Thanks to you, we can all be proud to be Americans.”

The soldiers cheered again.  Bravo did the same, although he wondered how much easier it was for the First Lady to say that when she knew that she would never have to fight in the war herself.  This entire war seemed to be a testament to the differences between those who were fighting in it, and those who were merely living during it.

Then O’Brien and Anna Mitchell began to walk amongst the companies of men.  She stopped to speak to a few of them, exchanging a few brief words before moving on.  Ernesto waited, barely noticing how shallowly he was breathing, and hoped that he would be one of the soldiers she decided to stop to talk to.

Blessed Virgin, she’s going to! Bravo thought, as the First Lady did stop beside him.  He knew, then, that he would remember this moment all of his life.

“What’s your name, soldier?” she asked.

He managed, after a moment, to find his voice and say his name and rank.

“Well, PFC Bravo, you look like a man who’s going to make America proud.”  She smiled, then moved on to the next man.

I hope I make her proud, Bravo thought.  For a time, even the war itself would seem less daunting to him.

--

6 June 1906
Camp Dependable [U.S. First Army training camp]
Near Millville, New Jersey
Republic of New England (U.S. occupied)

Walking in the June heat in a skirt clearly designed by a man, Anna Mitchell silently cursed the nameless gods of fashion who had dictated the hobble skirt as the latest style.  At least it wasn’t ground-length, but that was scant comfort.  Hobble skirts might be acceptable indoors in the evening, but out here, they were a tyranny of immobility.  Against some dictates, though, even being the President’s wife could not offer protection.

She wondered, vaguely, how old this O’Brien soldier was who escorted her indoors for a meal before she departed again.  Twenty-five?  Twenty-six?  Certainly much younger than her own thirty-five years.  How could a man so young become a high-ranking officer?  Political connections, perhaps, but she’d never heard of his name before arranging her visit here, and if he had those kinds of connections, she suspected she would have.

“Once again, thank you for coming here,” O’Brien said.  “I can’t think of anything which would better raise the troops’ morale.”

“Except my husband coming here,” Anna said.  Lewis certainly wouldn’t come into occupied New Jersey.  He thought she was foolish to do so, but she suspected that even Yankees glad to shoot at the President would not be ungallant enough to harm her.

O’Brien gave her answer more serious consideration than she had expected.  “Actually, ma’am, I suspect that yours would have the greater benefit.  The President is the President, so he’s expected to do these kinds of visits.  The First Lady doing so... that is unique.”

“The same things I said to the soldiers about America being grateful apply in the same measure to you.”  When the War Department had accepted her idea of a morale-boosting visit, O’Brien’s name had been the first one to come up.  She hadn’t heard of him before, but clearly other people had been taking notice.

“I’m flattered, ma’am,” he said.  “I hope to serve my country, nothing more.”

Platitude, or sincerity?  Even with her long experience in judging politicians and lawyers, Anna couldn’t tell.  O’Brien showed nothing which he didn’t want to be seen, as far as she could tell.  In that, he reminded her a little of Lewis, who behaved in much the same way.  She had always wondered, when Lewis proposed to her, if he had chosen her simply because she could look like a dignified political wife, not for herself.  If he had thought that being a bachelor was the reason President Mahan had dropped him as Vice-President, and so had asked her.  Lewis denied it, of course, but even after twelve years of marriage, she could never tell when he was lying.

Anna realised, then, that she had let her mind wander from the conversation.  O’Brien’s polite visage never changed, but he had surely noticed the lapse.  As she gathered her thoughts, Anna said, “Forgive me if I do not want to talk about the war, but while talk of tactics and arlacs and gas is important for those who practice it, I do not claim to fathom it.”  It bored her, in truth; men always were too eager to kill and to talk about killing.  “But you, lieutenant colonel, do you plan to stay in the army after the war is over?”

“Your optimism is incredible; some men doubt if the war will ever be over,” O’Brien said, with a smile.  This time, she understood him clearly; he had given her a non-answer while he gathered his thoughts and decided if he wanted to tell her anything substantial.  “But no, I do not plan to be in the army forever.  I volunteered in our country’s hour of need, but once that need is gone, my home calls.  Have you ever been to Sonora?”

“Briefly; I visited Esperanza [Los Mochis, Sinaloa] once.”  A short political tour with Lewis; Sonora had never been a strong Democratic state, and thus not worth much of a visit.  “But you’re from the north of the state, yes?”

O’Brien nodded.  “At Navojoa, in the Mayo Valley.  A dry, empty place, but one where I think great things can be done if proper farming techniques are expanded.  I had some small success before the war, and afterwards... I’m sure I can do more.”

“Oh?  What did you build before the war?” Anna asked.

O’Brien turned out to be a better conversationalist than she had expected.  He talked eagerly but entertainingly about the work he had done so far; tobacco and cigars and chickpeas, and for the last of which he had invented a mechanical harvester a couple of years before the war.  With that revelation, Anna began to understand why he had risen so far so fast.  Chickpeas were hardly the most important crop, but given the limitations of available labour for the minor crops, anything which made them easier to harvest would be an achievement indeed.  If this O’Brien was as gifted in warfare as he was as an inventor...  Even before she left in the horst to take her to the next training camp, she had decided to mention to Lewis that this was a man to watch.

--

12 July 1907
The New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

A Friday night ball in Columbia City, which its citizens liked to think of as the greatest city on earth.  Not the largest, by any measure, nor the richest.  But that hardly mattered, because a truly great city should not have those things anyway.  What need for millions of people crowded in squalor and poverty?  Hardly the way to mark a nation’s capital!  What need for hundreds of factories pouring smoke into the sky?  A nation had need of those things, too, but not in the city which represented it to the world.

No, what Columbia City was, what its citizens loved, was a place where the elite of society could live in a matter which truly befit their status.  Gathered together amidst the architectural splendour of a planned city, here they could mingle with other people of breeding to celebrate their success.

And, as the First Lady, Anna Mitchell was central to that society.  The President might lead the nation, but she led the city, or so it seemed.  This particular ball she had organised personally, as people gathered from across the city – and, indeed, from across Tennessee – to attend.  One of the highlights of the social calendar; she had been careful to ensure that everything ran smoothly.  Four daughters of leading families were here to be presented to Columbia society for the first time as adults – Emma Hampton, Faith Griffin, Angela Davis and Yadhira Zuloaga.  Anna had needed to balance things carefully to make sure that all of them won notice.  It wouldn’t particularly do to offend any of those families.

As hostess, Anna should have been truly in her element.  Meeting people, performing introductions, co-ordinating the food and the entertainment, keeping the conversation going where necessary, taking the first dance of the evening with Lewis, and generally ensuring that everyone was enjoying themselves.  And, for most of the evening, she managed that.

But there were times, as always, mostly the brief moments when she found time to think, when she wondered whether she should be more satisfied with her life.  People here were certainly happy and full of passion, as they should be.  Often, as she talked and joked with them, she found the same feeling herself.  One of the comments circulating tonight was that, for the first time, there could be no confusion any more about what it meant to be part of Columbian society.  Before now, the city had shared its name with a country and a province.  Half a name, anyway.  Now, that could no longer bring confusion.  Anna had laughed the first time someone commented on that, and laughed politely the next few times.

It didn’t last, though.  It never did.  Anna told herself that she should be more satisfied with her life.  But she didn’t.  She was the First Lady, a social status as high as any woman could rise in the United States, and she didn’t feel fully satisfied.  Honoured, yes.  But not satisfied.  She had the status, she had three surviving children.  So why did her life feel so empty and passionless, so much of the time?

The conversation around her drifted between topics, as it always did, but it never strayed far from politics.  This was Columbia, after all.  One theme kept coming back... who was going to stand for President in next year’s elections?  Names were thrown about over and over; half of the current crop of senators, and some of the more successful generals of the last war.  Charles Bull and Monty were the two military names repeated most often, with “Fighting Jack” Leggett also winning an occasional mention.

Anna listened with half an ear, smiling and nodding where necessary, with the social grace she had been born and raised with.  But, at least this evening, she could not raise her usual enthusiasm.  Not least because she knew, but was under strict confidence not to repeat, that Lewis would seek a third term, using Jackson’s precedent [2].  No-one else mentioned that during the evening that she heard, although they may just have been discreet about mentioning it in her presence.

“Mrs Mitchell?”

Anna turned.  And stared at a woman she had never seen before.  One she had to look down on – which was true of most women and more than a few men, anyway.  With a pale, heart-shaped face and brown hair worn long and loose, where almost all the women at the ball wore it up and elaborately styled.  And a white dress which, while tidy enough, lacked the elegance of most of the guests’ clothing.

After a moment, Anna realised she was staring, and tried to recover herself.  “Sorry, I don’t believe we’ve met.”  Which was its own mild form of reproof; what was a guest doing here that the hostess didn’t know about?

“Diane Grant.  My brother sends his apologies, and asked if you would mind if I attended in his stead.”

Anna’s ingrained social repertoire took over, even as she realised her eyes kept drifting back to Diane.  “I’m sorry to hear that about Jesse [3].  Is he ill?”

“Sadly, yes.  He’s been abed the last two days.  He wants me to assure you that being unable to walk here is the only thing which would possibly make him miss attending your ball.”

“Please give him my best wishes for a speedy recovery, Diane, and accept my welcome here,” Anna said.  She paused, noticed that the other woman wore a ruby wedding ring, then added, “Your husband would have been welcome here too.”  The invitation to her brother had been only for one person, but then Jesse Grant was a widower who would be more likely to meet someone here than bring someone.  If he was interested in anyone at all; he had been devoted to his wife and had shown no interest in remarrying yet.

“Oh, I’m not married,” Diane said matter-of-factly.

“I’m sorry to hear about your loss,” Anna replied automatically.

“No, I’ve never been married,” Diane said.

Anna raised an eyebrow in an unspoken question.

“Because wearing one is easier than not,” Diane said.

Anna shrugged, unsure how to answer that.  So she changed the subject instead.  “In that case, please allow me to perform some introductions...  Do you work?”

“Yes, I’m a reporter with the Columbia Messenger,” the other woman answered.

Anna nodded, and turned back to the circle of people she had been standing with.  “Mr. Hampton, I would like to introduce you to Miss Diane Grant, a reporter with the Messenger.  Miss Grant, this is Senator Wade Hampton IV of South Carolina.”  Actually, Wade Hampton IV owned plantations in the Floridas, New Leon and Acapulco as well as South Carolina, and spent most of his life in Columbia, but he still called himself a South Carolinian, which was what mattered here.

“Charmed to make your acquaintance, Senator,” Diane said, holding out her hand for him to kiss.  So, she did know the routine social graces, then.  Anna had wondered about that, from the way she chose to wear her hair.

“Likewise, Miss Grant,” Hampton said, in the rich, booming voice which had ensured his name was among the half of the Senators named as possible presidential candidates.  “What kind of stories have you been reporting recently?”

“Short ones,” Diane said, which won a smile from Hampton and a laugh from Anna.  Which puzzled her for a moment; usually she would only have smiled at that remark, too.  “You know my brother Jesse?  He’s the editor as well as the owner, and he takes the editing part seriously.”

“Are there any stories you’re planning on reporting tonight?” Hampton said.

“I’m here as a guest, not on business,” Diane said.  “Although, if I may impose for a brief moment, Mrs Mitchell, I would be honoured if you would allow me an interview with you on another occasion.  I’ve heard wonderful things about how you inspired the morale of the troops during the last war.”

“I’d be happy to,” Anna replied quickly.

She kept on introducing Diane Grant to the mixture of politicians and businessmen in the circle, and then effortlessly settled back into the role of hostess.  There were the same things to oversee as before: conversation, entertainment and the dancing.  Nothing had changed about those duties from before.  So why did they seem so much the more enjoyable now?

--

29 July 1907
The New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

“Thank you once again, Mrs Mitchell-”

“Anna.”

“Anna,” Diane Grant repeated.  “Thank you for allowing me an interview.”  The rules of the interview had been unspoken but quite clear: there were some questions which the First Lady would not answer, most particularly those having to do with her husband’s political career.  Jesse had been careful to explain those rules to Diane beforehand.  That might limit what kind of story she could publish.

But then, if Diane were to be honest with herself, she would still have asked for the interview if the requirement had been that she couldn’t publish a single answer which Anna Mitchell gave.  “I will try not to take up too much of your time this evening.”

“There’s no rush; feel free to enjoy our fireside chat,” Anna said, with a nod at the fire.  “My children are with their father for the next two days anyway.”

The President was in Baton Rogue addressing the Jaguars, from what Diane had heard, but she knew not to ask.  “And thank you also for a wonderful dinner.  But I don’t want to impose for too long, so I will try not to take too long.”

“If you do, I’ll just ask you a few questions of my own,” Anna said, and smiled.

“You couldn’t possibly want to know about my life,” Diane said.  This wasn’t how she had expected the interview to start, but then she’d never interviewed a First Lady before.

“But I do.  I’ve always been interested in people, and particularly women who’ve managed to make a living in a man’s world.”

“By always knowing what I want, and persisting until I get it,” Diane said, looking straight at the First Lady.

Anna laughed.  “That should work, sure enough.  For a modern woman, I suppose.”

Diane said, “If I may ask, would you consider yourself a modern woman?”

“I’d consider myself a modern person,” Anna said, with the slightest hint of correction.  “The world changes, one way or another.  We must change too, to keep up with it.  If that means we have to change part of what we hold dear, well, then we must.”

“Such as the modern women in New England – and Australia and Aragon, these days – who want universal suffrage?” Diane asked.

The First Lady nodded.  “Of course.  Women were good enough to work in factories during the war.  Why should we be denied the right to vote?  The Yankees may be fools in some ways, but they understand that truth, at least.”

“Those same modern women in New England want to change a lot of other things,” Diane said.

“Yes.  They failed with alcohol, but now they want cocaine too.”  Both women shared a laugh.  Anna continued, “And they have a few other ridiculous notions, too, but you won’t even need to ask to know what I think about them.”

Diane nodded.  Most of the modern women who campaigned for female suffrage in New England were the same tiresome ones who preached about equality of the races, the dangers of cocaine and cannabis, and other such manifest nonsense.  That, she had found, was a large barrier to modern women in the United States winning suffrage too.  “Is there anything you think that you can do to help the suffrage movement?”

“Aside from join it, you mean?” Anna said.  “If we can speak without your notebook for a moment...”

Diane nodded and put down her pencil.

“I agree with their aims, but so many of the suffragettes are so, well, tedious.  Single-minded.  They can think and speak of nothing else.  I fear that I might turn into the same, if I join them.”

Diane laughed.  “If I may say so, you seem to full of life for that ever to become a danger, Anna.”

“As, indeed, are you.  Why did you want to become a reporter?”

“Because I can ask questions to everyone and expect to get answers,” Diane said.  “Such as, what do you find most enjoyable about being First Lady?”

“That’s a good question,” Anna said.  “Meeting people, I suppose.  I’ve gotten to meet some enthralling people from all over the country.”

“Such as soldiers?  You made a few tours of the frontlines to speak to them, as I understand it.”

“I did, yes.  They deserved my thanks, and everyone else’s, too.  They fought and were injured and died to preserve the security and honour of the United States.  Those visits were the least that I could do.”

Diane thought for a moment.  “Didn’t you visit the choketroopers before the Rapier offensive?”

Anna said, “Yes, among others.  They were determined, and if anything, braver than the rest.  The choketroopers won us the war, but they paid a price in blood.  I allow myself the hope that my visits helped a little with the morale of those brave men.”

“What about their brave leader, Alvar O’Brien?” Diane asked.  Strictly speaking, that was part of another story, not this interview, but it was something she wanted to find out about.

“I think that he’s going to make the world notice him,” Anna said.

“I think he already has,” Diane muttered, but let it rest.  That was something she would follow up in due time.  For now, she had other questions to ask.  One, in particular, if she could find the right way to ask it.

As it turned out, that question would not need an answer.

--

30 July 1907
The New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

For the first time in more than more than a dozen years, Anna Mitchell woke up with someone beside her who was not her husband.  For now, in the small hours of the morning, she found herself with her eyes open in the darkness.  And her mind racing, because her eyes were now open in more ways than one.

“How have I been so blind all my life, not to see this?” Anna asked the empty air.  Beside her, Diane stirred slightly at the sound of her voice, but didn’t wake.

This, Anna finally realised, this was the passion she had always known was missing in her life.  This was what she wanted.  And now the question she had to ask herself was what she was going to do with it.

--

12 August 1908
The New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

“For the love of life, how did everything fall apart over this?” Lewis Mitchell asked the empty air.  No-one was around to hear him, which was a good thing.  It also meant that no-one was close enough for him to overhear remarks which were not really meant for his ears.  Or that he would have to worry about the people who wouldn’t quite meet his eyes.  Or those who would smile when they thought he wasn’t looking.

He had planned everything so carefully.  Before, during and after the war with the Allies.  And now this new war, more limited in scope, and fully in accord with his plans.  He had been in the perfect position to win his third term in office.  No President since Jackson had done that.  If the war down south continued as he had expected it to, he would surely have won a fourth term, too.  No-one had managed that.  The Yankees couldn’t stop him.  The limeys couldn’t stop him.  The greasers hadn’t been able to stop him.

But his wife did.

A missing First Lady is hard to explain.  Particularly when it was well-known that she was now living with a female reporter.  Oh, no newspaper had carried the story.  They had dropped a discreet veil of silence over the issue.  It was possible that most of the country didn’t know, yet.  But they would.  Oh yes, they would.  And the people who mattered – those who lived in or had contacts in Columbia – they already knew.  Those were the ones who would decide re-nomination.

No-one had said directly that his hopes for re-election had just been destroyed.  They didn’t need to.  He’d heard too many voices trail off not quite well enough with some variation of “left him for a woman” or “what kind of man must he be?”  He hadn’t heard them use the word “tribade” either, but he had discovered what it meant.

Alone in the Oval Office, Lewis Mitchell, winner of the North American War, could only fume in impotent silence.

--

[1] Okay, Finnish.  “Russian” ITTL is one of those maddeningly ambiguous labels which can mean either a citizen of Russia (of any ethnicity) or an ethnic Russian.

[2] i.e. that of Andrew Jackson, who sought and won a third term as president in 1836, on the basis that he needed to do so to continue the war.

[3] Jesse Grant II, owner of the Columbia Messenger.  His father appeared in posts #97 and #104b.

--

Decades of Darkness #125: A Question Of Orthodoxy

“Before the end of this decade, Russia will be the first nation to put a man on the moon and bring him back safely to earth.”
- From the inauguration address of Tsar Michael II, 20 July 1961

--

From: “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Pale of Settlement: A region of western European Russia where Jews were permitted to reside, which extended from the “pale” (line of demarcation) to near the western Russian border.  A few cities within the Pale were restricted to Jewish access, and a few Jew were permitted to live in Russia beyond the Pale.  The Pale was created by Tsaritsa Catherine the Great in 1791, after failed attempts by her predecessors to expel or convert all Russian Jews.  The Pale took on much greater significance after the second partition of Poland in 1793 dramatically increased Russia’s Jewish population.  At its height, the Pale had a Jewish population of nearly five million, although this was substantially reduced by the loss of much of Russia’s western territories during the Second Napoleonic Wars.

During its existence, the Pale’s borders shifted according to the desires of the Tsar.  The use of special dispensations allowed Jewish populations in the major imperial cities of St Petersburg and Moscow, but these were available to only a relative handful of Jews until the mid-1880s.  Following the Second Napoleonic Wars and the failed revolution of 1885, the use of these dispensations was extended to most of Russia’s major cities, and they were routinely available by 1900.  The Pale was formally abolished by Tsar Alexander II early in his reign, on 15 January 1907 [1,2].

--

Taken from: “People of the Lakes and Islands: A History of the Finns”
By Anna-Leena Mäkinen
Translation by Austin Darnell
(c) 1971 Orbit Publishing Company: St Petersburg, Russian Federation

“Swedes we are no longer 
Russians we can never become
So let us be Finns! [3]”

The history of the Finnish-speaking peoples has for long been a difficult one.  Under the long centuries of Swedish rule, the Finnish tongue was treated as being a second-class language, as suitable only for peasants.  Swedish formed the language of government, learning and commerce.  It took the formation of the Grand Duchy of Finland in 1809 as an autonomous state within the Russian Empire before Finnish would have the opportunity to re-assert itself to its proper place as a language of learning and culture.

Even then, it was not a rapid change.  The first stirrings of Finnish restoration came through the heroic efforts of Elias Lönnrot, whose compilation of the Kalevala in 1842 gave the Finnish people a national epic of their own to rival the Iliad, the Mahabharata, the Táin Bó Cúailnge, Paradise Lost and The Brick-Red Country.  Inspired in part by this demonstration of the Finnish language, the Fennomans began to push for the restoration of the language to primacy within the Grand Duchy.  While their movement had slow beginnings, these pioneers did not give up.  They finnicized their names, adopted the language within Finnish society, and taught the language to their children to ensure that they were not denied their heritage.

Thanks to the persistent efforts of these pioneers, Finnish was adopted as an equal language within the Grand Duchy in 1890.  From there, the primacy of Finnish grew rapidly within the middle classes of Finland.  It gained even greater consolidation after Finland’s adoption of universal suffrage in 1908 gave the entire population a voice in politics.  And by then, the language most of those voices chose was Finnish...

--

23 March 1908
Cathedral of the Dormition
Moscow, Russian Empire

Alexander II, Tsar of all the Russias, stood at the back of the nave of the cathedral, with only his brother Nikolai and his English bride and Alexius, Patriarch of Moscow, closer to the entrance.  Five other monarchs and one president stood slightly behind him, and the rest of the guests stood further back.  Which meant that Alexander had a good view as the Patriarch held up the rings and made the sign of the cross above the heads of Nikolai and Princess Sophie, intoning “The servant of God is betrothed to the maid of God, in the name of the Father, of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.”

As the Patriarch handed the couple the candles they would hold throughout the service, Alexander’s mind kept drifting back to what the wedding meant politically.  He knew he should keep his thoughts focused on the service, but Nikolai and God would surely forgive him the lapse.  So long as he kept his gaze attentive, no-one would notice.

And this wedding symbolised so much.  The brother of the Tsar – and, despite considerable efforts on Alexander’s part, still heir to the Russian throne – married to the daughter of Richard IV, King of England.  With that king being one of the monarchs here for the ceremony, along with the Holy Roman Emperor Friedrich IV, Kaiser Friedrich III of Prussia, and the kings of Greece and Bulgaria.  Together with the President of France.  All to witness a union which, almost uniquely amongst Russian royal weddings, had not been an arranged one.

Oh, of course it had only proceeded because both nations found it politically favourable.  Alexander had badly wanted to warm the relations between Russia and England, which had been as bad as winter in Archangelsk after his father’s adventures.  But the proposal had been entirely the couple’s own idea.  They had met in Paris during the Olympics two years ago, and without that, this wedding would surely never have happened.

When the couple had moved to the centre of the cathedral for the crowning, Alexander focused his attention on them again.  For this, he could manage to concentrate.  As the crowns were placed on their heads, Patriarch Alexius said, “The servants of God, Nikolai and Sophie, are crowned in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.  Amen.”

After that, the Patriarch began the readings of the Epistle and the description of the marriage at Cana.  With that, Alexander’s thoughts began to wander again; he had heard the same verses before.  What he noticed here was more how the other heads of state who had gathered here brought their own implications of what Russia’s future held, a question which had most troubled him of late.

On the one hand, they symbolised what wanted most strongly what he wanted to happen – Russia being strongly connected to all the leading nations of Europe.  That much, they had done successfully.  They were also a reminder of the careful road that Alexander had to tread.  He was the father of the people, and their welfare should be first and foremost his concern; yet he needed to balance that against the voice of the Duma.  Russia had just seen one strong demonstration of what happened to a leader who ignored an elected government.  But what could this mean for the course of his reign?  Alexander needed only to glance at Friedrich IV.  Holy Roman Emperor, theoretical head of the Reich – yet the Diet ruled Germany, not Friedrich.  Or he could look to Richard IV of England, who as king was merely a symbol, not a leader.  And one who looked increasingly unstable on his throne, at that.

Even as his thoughts whirled, Alexander kept his eyes on the ceremony.  The Patriarch led the couple around the altar three times.  All reassuring and in keeping with tradition, as weddings went.  But Alexander couldn’t find all that much reassurance in his own concerns.  He knew better than to think that absolute power would solve his problems.  But he did want to make sure that he did not end up a meaningless symbol of government, either.

--

Excerpts from: “Autocrats, Theocrats and Democrats: The Political History of Russia”
(c) 1951 by Professor Lyle Murdoch
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

Chapter 6: The Road To Democracy

The formation of the Duma offered the first representative democracy which Russia had ever seen.  The system of indirect election [4] was criticised both within Russia and abroad as creating too great a separation between the electors and their “representatives”.  In practice, however, the regional system offered a pragmatic middle tier of government which helped to compensate for the disunity imposed by Russia’s vast geographical expanse, low literacy of the population, and the myriad ethnic and religious divisions.  Without such a system, it is unlikely that democracy could ever have taken root in such a vast and disparate country, particularly with the limits of nineteenth-century communications...

With the creation of the Duma, the people of Russia now had a political voice.  Or, more precisely, they had tens of millions of voices.  Russia up until this point had had many groups of political activists, but not broad-scale political parties.  The First Duma returned a plethora of small parties and independent delegates.  It would take some time for large political parties to establish themselves from the confusion.

The major early parties and party-like factions which emerged from the First Duma can be divided into three groups.  The left-wing members were from a wide variety of parties, with Socialists, Social Democrats, Labour and Social Revolutionaries being the most prominent [5].  Insofar as these parties had common goals, they favoured increasing the power of the proletariat and the rural peasantry through land and labour reform.  The liberal members were clustered into the Constitutionalists, Progressives and Decembrists [6], who were similarly inclined toward peaceful political reform, but in a far less radical manner.  The reactionary grouping consisted of a combination of individual delegates and the Nationalists.

It took several contentious elections, considerable political manoeuvring and the constitutional crisis of 1906 before more stable political parties emerged.  A broadly left-wing coalition of Socialists, Social Democrats and Labour had developed as the parties merged into the Democratic Socialists, with a common platform of advancing the interests of the proletariat through labour and land reform.  In the centre, the Decembrists merged with the Constitutionalists, and a working Constitutionalist-Progressive coalition developed.  On the right, the Nationalists had combined as a party interested in the preservation of the existing social order.  They supported the primacy both of the Tsar and of the Russian Orthodox Church.  Between them, these three parties would dominate the next generation of Russian politics...

--

[1] 15 January 1907 was actually New Year’s Day on the Russian calendar, which at the time still followed the Julian, not the Gregorian calendar.

[2] Historical note: in OTL, life in the Pale became a harsher institution post-1881, as part of the broader repression in Russian life which followed the assassination of Alexander II.  During the period of 1881-1917, life for Jews in Russia became harder, with pogroms and the expulsion of some Jews who had been permitted to live beyond the Pale.  Nearly 2 million Jews emigrated from the Pale post-1881.  In ATL Russia, the gradual liberalisation of the 1860s and 1870s continues, and while there is still some mistreatment of Russian Jews, it is less harsh than in OTL.  The total emigration of Jews from *Russia is only about half of what it was in OTL – most of them going to the United States and Germany.

[3] This is the motto of both the OTL and ATL Fennoman party, a movement within Finland dedicating to raising the awareness and status of the Finnish language to match that of Swedish.

[4] Russian democracy at this stage involves not direct election of candidates by the people, but the election of regional delegates who in turn elect the members of the Duma.  In many cases, these regions are allocated along ethnic lines (the Grand Duchy of Finland has its own regional assembly, for example) but in some cases there is deliberate organisation of electoral regions to cut across ethnic lines.

[5] The Russian Socialist Party here is more or less analogous to the OTL Mensheviks, who advocate the development of a large group of political activists to pursue working-class reform.  The Social Democrats are broadly similar in their interests, with the key difference being that they are more committed to working within the government, whereas the Russian Socialists broadly see the Duma as being a ‘temporary’ body until the revolution comes.  In practice, the two groups work together, most of the time.  Labour (the Trudoviks) are more directly concerned with urban industrial reform, particularly an 8-hour working day.  The Socialist Revolutionaries are similar to what they were in OTL – favouring the interests of the rural poor and wide-scale confiscations of land – but without a terrorist wing.

[6] Constitutionalists are members of the middle and upper classes who are relatively liberal in their tendencies – but who oppose going too far too fast, and who are most definitely anti-communist in the sense of opposing the abolition of private property and the like.  Progressives favour economic reform in the sense of encouraging the development of industry and policies which favour a commercial middle class (i.e. the abolition of political corruption).  Decembrists focus on the implementation of the December Manifesto (see post #86).

--

Decades of Darkness #126a: Pacem Appellant

Thanks go to Noel Maurer for inspiring the events in this sequence of posts.

--

“Fear most the man who cannot be corrupted.  Beware a man who always holds true to his principles, for it is he who will make the most dangerous of enemies.”
- Konrad Dahl (Danish writer, philosopher, and psychologist) in “The Substance of Man”, 1874

--

14 December 1906
New York City, Long Island
Republic of New England (U.S. occupied)

Colonel Alvar O’Brien couldn’t keep a smile from his face as he made the brief journey from his office to the guarded chamber where General-in-Chief Charles Bull had worked from ever since the ceasefire had been declared.  The other soldiers he passed all had similar grins.  The war had been far harder than anyone had imagined it could be, but now it was over.  The first American troops had already been pulled out of New York; the rest would follow soon enough.

If none of the Yankees he had seen over the last two days were smiling, well, that was hardly unexpected.  O’Brien even had some sympathy for them.  Defeat was always a bitter experience, as the United States had learned long before in 1813 and 1837.  He couldn’t make himself gloat over their suffering, either.  While he hated New England as a nation for helping to encircle America, he had no dislike for the Yankees as individuals.

The sentry outside General Bull’s door gave O’Brien a brief nod and stepped aside.  There was still a need for sentries; most of the New Yorkers were peaceful, but there had been a few violent incidents.  Nothing when compared to the civilian risings in New Jersey earlier in the year, though.

O’Brien gave the general a brief salute as he stepped into his commander’s office.  Bull returned it in an offhand manner.  “Good to see you so promptly, Alvar,” Bull said.

“Pleased you could make time to see me, sir,” O’Brien replied.  Of course he had come the moment the general sent for him.  “I know how busy things are organising the withdrawal of our forces.”

“It’s a challenge, particularly given the deadline.  But I expect we’ll get them out on schedule by the twentieth.”

“So, we’ll all be home by Christmas?” O’Brien asked, with a smile.  “We promised them at the start of the war that they would be home by then.  Guess we were right; we just forgot to mention which Christmas.”

From the way Bull hesitated, he knew that comment was a mistake.  Sure enough, the general said, “Not all of the troops will be demobilised so quickly.  We’ve won the war, but we still have to win the peace.”

“Occupation duty, you mean?” O’Brien said.  Anyone who’d heard the treaty terms knew what would be coming in the south – even if it didn’t get called a war – but he hadn’t expected it to start so soon.  Nor to be involved.  “While I’ll always serve my country when it needs me, I have to admit that I was looking forward to seeing Sonora again, sir.”

“Soon, I think, but the War Department has requested your services on another front, for now,” Bull answered.

“Hispaniola?” O’Brien asked, hoping that his reluctance didn’t sound in his voice.  By all the stories which filtered through the army, that place made being in the trenches during a shell barrage look safe by comparison.

“British Columbia, or whatever we end up calling it,” Bull said.  “It shouldn’t be that bad, certainly not compared to the Caribbean.  All the Canucks can become citizens if they want, or leave if they don’t.”

“Any idea why I was requested in particular, sir?”

“Because General Leggett is in charge.  You don’t know him?  He’s a fine soldier, but, well...  I gather he expects British Columbia to be as quiet as the Nephi Free State.  And while I think it will be calm, I don’t think it will be that calm.  He might need some... assistance.”

“Then I’ll make sure he gets it,” O’Brien said.

--

22 December 1906
Seattle, British Columbia
United States of America

Rain beat down on the ferry deck just in front of where O’Brien sheltered, and the swirling wind brought an occasional just-above-freezing droplet to touch his cheeks.  He supposed that this was unseasonably warm weather for this far north, but that didn’t mean that he had enjoyed the cold during the far too long ferry trip from Oregon.  He made a mental note to see how quickly the railroads here could be integrated into the rest of the USA’s system.  That would make the occupation much easier to support.

On the dock, a very young man in a lieutenant’s uniform tried to hold a large umbrella steady in the ever-shifting wind.  He snapped off a quick salute as O’Brien drew near.  “Welcome to New Caledonia, Colonel O’Brien.  I’m Second Lieutenant Andrew Macarthur, your new adjutant.  If you’d like me to help you with your bags...”

“Thanks, but I can carry them,” O’Brien said.  He paused.  “New Caledonia?”

“Could hardly call it British any more, could we, sir?” Macarthur said, as they started walking.  He had an engaging, fresh-faced smile.  In fact, he looked young enough to still be a teenager, though he couldn’t be, not with his rank.  “That was the old name for the province, I understand.  Of course, there’s already an island with that name over in Australia, but that hardly matters.”

“Australia...” O’Brien murmured, then he realised why the name Macarthur had sounded familiar.  “You any relation to that Australian, William Macarthur, who-”

“He’s my father,” Macarthur interrupted, in the tones of someone who’s heard the question many times before.  “But I’m American born and raised, sir.”

O’Brien shrugged.  “Are we going straight to General Leggett?”

“He’s expecting you.  Your reputation precedes you, sir.”

They reached the horst, and Macarthur loaded the bags, then motioned for O’Brien to step inside.

“Aren’t you going to crank it first?” O’Brien said.  Not that he could see a hand crank anywhere.

“No need.  The horsts we use here are Canadian-built.”

“So?”

“Their new horsts come with a self-starter.  Just turn the ignition, and off you go.”  He coughed.  “Well, usually.”

Sure enough, the engine started after Macarthur turned the keys a few times.  O’Brien expected that these new contraptions would become very popular very fast in the States.  “Tell me, what are we facing here in... New Caledonia?”

“Fighting Jack, ah, General Leggett could give you a better idea of that than I can, sir,” Macarthur said, apparently concentrating on the road.

“The more information I can find out from everyone, the better,” O’Brien said.  “You never know where you might find out something useful.”

Macarthur said, “So far, things have been quiet.  The Canucks here seem... ah, stunned, I suppose.  Like they don’t know how they lost.  It’ll take a while to set in, I think.  After that... this is a very big place we’re trying to hold down, even if it doesn’t have that many people in it.”

“The mountains here could hide anything.”  Come to that, Seattle itself had a lot of hills around.  “And I expect that every man here knows how to fight?”

“The Canucks put most of their people into the army, for all the good it did them.  If they decide to turn this into another Mexico...  We could stop them, sir, no doubt about it, but it won’t be easy.  We might have to move the Canucks out.”

“Move them out?” O’Brien murmured.  He buried the idea for later use.  “Intriguing.  I might have to ask you more about that... later.  Unless I’m very much mistaken, that hideous thing in front of us is our destination.”  Not just one building, but a complex of gray concrete monstrosities with sentries and barricades out the front.  Leggett was taking no chances, it seemed, no matter what General Bull had thought back in New York.

“It is, yes.”  Macarthur parked the horst and led O’Brien through a maze of corridors and buildings before they arrived at another office.

The officer waiting there introduced himself as Captain Bradley, then told Macarthur, “I’ll show the colonel in to see the general, then show him to his new office afterward.”  Macarthur nodded, saluted both of them, then left.

“If I may say so, sir, it’s an honour to have you with us,” Bradley said.  “If you’ll just let me announce you...”  The captain disappeared into the inner office for a moment.  “Go right in, sir.”

General John Leggett – or Fighting Jack, as he had become known throughout the United States since his seizure of Vancouver Island – turned out to be a man with a distinctly misshapen nose and deeply lined face, but with thick black hair which turned silver at his temples.  It would have been hard to guess his age if O’Brien – who made a point to learn all he could about his commanding officers – hadn’t already found out that he had recently passed his fifty-fifth birthday.  Leggett returned his salute, then said, “Welcome to the white west, Colonel O’Brien.”

“Pleasure to serve, sir,” O’Brien said.  No matter what he thought about being assigned here, now that he had the job, he would do it the best of his ability.

“The pleasure is mine, for having the hero of New Jersey here,” Leggett said.  “What do you know about our situation here?”

“Only a few rumours and what I’ve seen and heard since the ferry landed,” O’Brien replied.  “Which amount to saying that things are calm, but that they may not stay that way.”

“You know that, and I know that,” Leggett said.  “Unfortunately, the President, the War Department and the General Staff don’t.  That’s why I wanted you here.  With the risings in New Jersey you have more of an idea of how to deal with a rebellion than anyone else I can think of.”

“They were awkward to deal with, sir, but we managed.”

“You managed very well, but then you had an army to help you.  Here...”  Leggett frowned.  “Have you been told how many men we have to occupy this province?”

O’Brien shook his head.

“Three divisions, with a paper strength of forty-five thousand men and a true strength of maybe three-quarters of that.  And a grand total of three light cloud-ships [blimps] to provide reconnaissance.  Those would be fine, when the weather is fine.  Which it usually isn’t.”

O’Brien said, “At least if those divisions have seen that sort of attrition, it means that the men will be veteran.  That will help.”

Leggett nodded.  “That it does.  One of those divisions is the 42nd Mountain Infantry – that’s the Timberwolves.  Keeping them here shows that at least one person in Columbia is thinking clearly.  I just hope that they don’t need too much support.”  He shrugged.  “Anyway, that’s the bad news.  Now for the good news.”

“Glad to hear that there is some,” O’Brien said.

Leggett chuckled.  “Look at it this way.  Back around the time when I was born, the dream was for an America which stretched from sea to shining sea.  We’ve done that.  Now, the simple fact that you and I are here is a triumph.  We’re getting near the Pole.  Should reach it soon, too, come to that.... unless that Swede beats us there.”

“Norwegian, I think he is, sir,” O’Brien ventured.

Leggett waved a hand.  “Ah, yes.  In any case, we’re nearly at the Pole.  If that doesn’t show the strength of the United States, nothing will.  And thus, while we may have a few hiccups along the way, I’m confident we’ll win here soon enough.”

“I’ll drink to that, sir,” O’Brien said.  He meant it for a figure of speech, but the general took it literally.

“So will I, by God!” Leggett said, and produced a bottle of rum and two glasses.  He poured only a token amount into each, which relieved O’Brien – the last thing he wanted was a commanding officer who was a drunkard – but the sentiment was one he approved of.  “To the United States and the fruits of her victory!”

O’Brien raised his glass and repeated the toast.

--

14 July 1907
Seattle, District of New Caledonia
United States of America

“Welcome to the White West,” Alvar O’Brien muttered, with a sardonic twist to his lips as he repeated Leggett’s greeting of half a year before.  The White West.  The place where he had hoped to be already gone from by now.  The occupation plans had called for elections three months ago, to form a civilian council to advise General Leggett, who was the military governor.  That council itself had been scheduled to form a Territorial Legislature within the year.

But the former Canadians had had their own plans.  The elections had never been held.  The occupying authorities had been counting bodies, not ballots.

“It could be worse, sir,” Andrew Macarthur said, through the open doorway to the outer office.  The young lieutenant had proved to have distressingly acute hearing.

“Oh?  Do come in and enlighten me,” O’Brien said.  When Macarthur was seated, the colonel continued, “There’s something like a million people here, spread out over half a million square miles of mountains.  Every last one of them hates the United States and all it stands for.  A hate which they are fond of showing using bombs, rifles, and things that go aaargh in the night.  And we have forty thousand men to try to hold them down.  So, how could it be worse?”

“You could be doing the same job in Colombia.  They have jungles and mosquitos as well as mountains.  Or Alaska, where I hear that our soldiers are spread even thinner than they are here, and they have gold-diggers to worry about as well as partisans [1].”

O’Brien laughed, although it was more than half in frustration.  “Alaska has fewer people to worry about, though.  Colombia’s warmer, and at least some of the people are on our side there.”

“If it’s heat you want, we’ve sent a few of the people here to a warmer clime than this one,” Macarthur said, with a grin.

“True, although all too often they take one of our soldiers with them, or one of our few supporters instead.”  O’Brien turned to the next report on his desk.  “While you’re in here, I’ll need you to write up the orders to move a regiment from the Timberwolves – the Pups should do – down to keep an eye on the completion of the rail link.  We need that finished, badly.”  There had already been too much sabotage.

“So we do, sir, but remember you’re due to go with Fighting Jack to meet the mayor in... twenty minutes.”

O’Brien nodded.  He had in fact forgotten that, which annoyed him.  Usually, he could remember every detail.  “Draft the order, then, and I’ll sign it when I return.  Have the Pups sent to... Castle Rock.”

“Will do,” Macarthur said.  He saluted as he stood, and left.

A few minutes later, O’Brien made his way to General Leggett’s office.  Captain Bradley nodded as he entered, then returned to his typewriter for a couple more minutes before General Leggett emerged.

“Time to try talking some sense into these people,” Leggett said, as O’Brien fell into step beside him.

“We can only try,” O’Brien said.  Mayor Randy Davidson had been left in office when the U.S. occupation forces arrived, even if his formal authority was now subject to military override when necessary.  Insofar as the local Canadians had a spokesman, Davidson was that man.

They walked outside, where a driver and horst waited for them.  “After you, sir,” O’Brien said, holding the horst door open.

“No, no, you can get in first,” Leggett said.

O’Brien had just climbed in when he heard the shot ring out.  He turned just as the general slumped down beside the horst.  A dark red stain was already starting to form on the left sleeve of his jacket.

“Corpsman!” O’Brien yelled, even as he looked down.  An arm wound was one of the best places to be shot, if shot one had to be, but he still didn’t like the look of the spreading blood.  He ripped off part of the sleeve of his own jacket and pressed it into Leggett’s arm, trying to keep more blood from spilling.  “Corpsman, damnit!”

“Ah, Colonel...” Leggett’s voice sounded light.  “I guess I won’t get to see the end of the white west after all.”

“The west isn’t white, it’s wild!” O’Brien announced, even as soldiers gathered around them.  “Hold on, sir.  You’ll see this occupation through yet.”

--

15 July 1907
Seattle, District of New Caledonia
United States of America

Mayor Randy Davidson was searched three times on his way into the U.S. military headquarters.  Previously, they had usually come to him, presumably to allow him the illusion that he had any say over the affairs of the city.  Now, he had to come to them.

No General Leggett to meet him this time, of course.  Instead, his far too young sidekick waited for him.  Colonel... no, as the man rose to greet him, Davidson saw the single star on each shoulder.  “Congratulations, General O’Brien.”  He made the words sound sincere.  The recent need to conceal one’s true feelings had only honed a lifetime of political experience.

“Thank you, but this only a brevet rank,” O’Brien said.  He must have seen the puzzlement on Davidson’s face, for he added, “A temporary entitlement to wear a higher rank.”

Davidson nodded.  “I see.  May I also express my hope that General Leggett survives.”

“He does, for now,” O’Brien said curtly.  “Even if he lives, though, he won’t be commanding anything for a while.  For now, I’m acting military governor of New Caledonia.”

That was surprising, since there were other generals already here holding down British Columbia.  But Davidson wasted little time trying to fathom American military politics.  It was the civilian ones which concerned him.  “And so, I need to ask you: how will this latest misfortune affect the situation here?”

“I know you have connections to the rebels here,” O’Brien said.  He held up a hand to forestall Davidson’s protests.  “I’m not accusing you of supporting them, but you would certainly receive word from them, one way or another.  And you can pass word on to them to.  So, I’d like you to confirm to them, privately as well as publicly, that this offer of amnesty is genuine.”

“Amnesty?” Davidson repeated.

O’Brien passed over a document.  “I’ll be announcing it this afternoon, and I’d like you standing next to me to endorse the offer when I do.  All insurgents who lay down their arms will be given amnesty for all acts committed up to this time.  And as per the Peace of Washington, they will be given full citizenship.”

“And if they don’t?” Davidson asked, as he scanned the document.  It was as O’Brien had said; full amnesty for all crimes committed to date, if they swore an oath of American citizenship within the next ten days.

“If they don’t, then as it says there, they will be treated as we have treated all other unlawful enemies throughout the history of the United States,” O’Brien said.

At first, Davidson wondered what kind of fool the United States had found for their newest general.  Of course the Americans would kill the rebels when they caught them.  But the rebels would already be expecting death when they took up arms.  Oh, this offer of amnesty might shift a few of them, but not most.  Not most.

Only later did he realise just how badly he had misinterpreted O’Brien’s words.

--

“These Canadians don’t even realise how lucky they are.  Every last one of them could have been citizens, as good as any others, if only they would choose to become one.  If they were Colombians or Costa Ricans, most of them wouldn’t have been offered that chance.  Well, if they don’t want to be citizens like any other, let them be non-citizens like any other.”

- Diary entry for Brigadier General Alvar O’Brien, 15 July 1907

--

[1] *Alaska includes OTL’s Yukon Territory in Canada as well as Alaska itself.

--

Decades of Darkness #126b: Tempora Mutantur

Thanks go to Noel Maurer for inspiring the events in this sequence of posts.

--

“This century we live in has seen the greatest change in the history of the world.  We have seen the triumph of ambiguity, the marriage of reason to nightmare.  Across the world moves the twin spectres of hope and sorrow, caught betwixt the growth of technology and the nature of the men who wield it.”
- Vincent Hollis, South African Prime Minister, 1952

--

26 July 1907
Near Castle Rock, New Caledonia
United States of America

The last glimmers of twilight were fading in the western sky as Daniel Arrington made his way slowly through the valley.  Somewhere not too far below him, the unfinished Jackal railway waited.  It had slowly been built to link from the United States into the old Canadian Pacific Railroad, and from there to Seattle.  If that ever got finished, the chokehold the Jackals had on this part of Canada would grow even tighter.

They wouldn’t finish that connection, though.  Not while Arrington drew breath to stop them.  He was far from the only Canadian patriot to be doing their part to stop it, of course.  He didn’t know the names of many of the others.  What men didn’t know, they couldn’t reveal if they had the misfortune to fall into the Jackals’ clutches.  Thoroughgoing bastards that they were, the Jackals were very good at getting information out of those they caught.

Arrington moved easily through the night.  The stars above gave him all the illumination he needed, once his eyes had time to adjust to the dimness.  It took slow, patient work, but he had the concentration to do it.  He had grown up in this country, and spent much of that time hunting through the outdoors.  Well, this was hunting too, of a different but deadlier sort.

Before, Arrington had found it easiest to harass the Jackals by picking a convenient vantage point somewhere above their rail construction crews, and taking shots at them.  Long years with a rifle had taught him how to shoot well, and he had had plenty of practice during the formal phase of the war.  He didn’t always hit someone, and at that range he suspected he rarely killed them even if he hit, but every time he shot, that delayed the construction of the railway for an hour or more while the Jackals tried to flush him out.

Even before the so-called amnesty, Arrington had found that practice growing risky.  The Jackals were bastards, not fools.  They posted plenty of soldiers around, and while Arrington had been able to slip away so far, he knew that he would be pushing his luck if he kept trying it too much.  With the Jackals’ mountain infantry arriving in the area during the amnesty period, that looked even worse.  That particular bunch of Jackals – although they called themselves Timberwolves – knew how to fight in mountain terrain.

During daylight, anyway.  Which had given Arrington his idea for a night-time raid.  Normally it was hard to do much of anything useful in darkness – too hard to navigate – but the night was a magnificent equaliser for the Jackals’ numbers.  No matter how much experience the Timberwolves had in daytime, Arrington was willing to bet that he could do more in the darkness than they could.  Especially today, the first day after their “amnesty” expired.  Let the Jackals see that they could not cow Canadians into becoming American.

So he crept his way slowly down toward the Jackals’ barracks, with courage in his heart, a song in his head and a dozen grenades on his back.  The enemy would have sentries out, sure as sure, but he was confident that he could avoid them and sneak in.  If not, he hoped that he could dodge them in the darkness if he fled.

And if not even flight, well...  He’d heard the story of General José Juarez, one of the Mexicans who’d put up such a brave fight against the Jackals for so long.  He’d been reported as saying, “We were all born to die anyhow.”  That seemed to fit.  Arrington wouldn’t rush to embrace death, but he didn’t fear it overly much either.

A twig snapped, somewhere further up the slope.  Arrington paused mid-stride, one foot held high.  He lowered it, ever so slowly, and brought the rest of his body down slowly into a crouch.  Ready to jump up and fight or run if he needed to, but less chance of leaving a silhouette if the Jackals were closer than he feared.

He waited for what he judged to be about ten minutes before he silently rose and continued downhill.  Of course the Jackals would have patrols out, but in the still night air they would be easy to hear long before they were close enough to catch him.  So long as Arrington was careful to avoid making noise himself, they wouldn’t be able to find him.

Another sound carried down the hillside.  Whether it was an animal or just someone stepping heavily on a rock, he couldn’t tell, but he froze in place for another few minutes until the silence returned, then he crept on.

By now, he could catch glimpses of light in the distance.  The Jackals’ barracks.  He carefully avoided looking directly at them, knowing better than to avoid ruining his night vision.  That became more difficult as he drew nearer, but he managed.  This was the time of biggest challenge.  There would be sentries around, and they would know better to position themselves in places where they could be easily seen.

Probably a sentry in the shadows there behind the building, Arrington decided.  Maybe another there, behind that rock.  He could wait to see.  Even the most patient of sentries would have to move sooner or later, unless he missed his judgement.  At the very least, they would change in a few hours, or have someone check on them to make sure they hadn’t fallen asleep.  He had half the night to wait if he had to; he needed to be far away before dawn, whether he had a chance to hit the Jackals or not.

More than an hour passed as he waited in the shelter of a small hollow.  Aside from occasional slow motions of his limbs to keep them from going stiff, he didn’t move and made no noise that had realised.  Nor had he seen any sign of Jackal sentries at all.  Maybe there weren’t any sentries here, impossible though that seemed.  But there would be enemy soldiers inside the four buildings of the barracks; the glimpses of light which broke through the curtains assured him of that.

After a few minutes more, Arrington decided that the Jackals really hadn’t posted sentries.  Strange that, but maybe they’d been relying on the patrols further out.  Or maybe they were arrogant enough to think that no-one would attack soldiers’ barracks.  That belief would have some truth – the Jackals’ workers and the collaborators made for easier and more valuable targets, since keeping the Jackals from finding any local help would mean that they would have to leave in the end.  But Arrington hadn’t come here to pick on civilians tonight.

With that decided, Arrington crept up to the doors of each of the barracks.  He rigged booby traps against each set of doors of the buildings.  Any Jackals who opened those doors would get a grenade for their trouble.  He had four left, one to spring his trap and three more he’d kept to help against his pursuers.  Arrington crept back to the hollow, and faced away from the barracks to let his eyes adjust to the darkness again.  When they’d done so, he took out another grenade, pulled the pin, and lobbed it next to the building, still looking away.  He didn’t need to aim; he just needed an explosion to bring the Jackals running out to where the traps would do their work.

He’d started creeping away even before the explosion went off.  The sound was everything he expected... but what followed wasn’t.  No sound of rushing, no sound of Jackals emptying from the barracks, no sounds of partial revenge for what Mr Mitchell had done to Canada.

What he heard instead, as he crept away, was the unmistakable sound of a pistol being cocked.  Right behind him.  The words “Don’t move, Canuck!’ which followed were almost superfluous.

“Hope you enjoyed booby-trapping an empty camp,” the Jackal said, as he removed Arrington’s gun.  “We’ve been waiting for someone like you to show up.  Just after the amnesty ran out, too.  Worse for you.”

Arrington wanted to ask how it could be worse.  The amnesty had been for acts of patriotism committed before it was announced, not during.  So why did it matter?  But he would not give the Jackal the satisfaction of hearing his voice.

“You’ll be the first, then.  Consider yourself honoured.”

“First what?” Arrington said, his irritated curiosity overcoming his wish to stay silent.

The only answer he got was laughter.

--

8 August 1907
Seattle, New Caledonia
United States of America

The colonel’s hammer snapped down on the bench.  “And so, Mr Daniel Arrington, I find you guilty of armed insurrection against the soldiers of the United States, and of treason against your lawful government.  Do you have anything to add before I pass sentence?”

“This court has no authority to charge me with anything.  My lawful government is that of Canada,” Arrington said, with all the dignity he could muster.

“The Canadian government has ceded these lands to us.  That makes you an American resident, and subject to our laws.  And thus, a traitor.”

“I’m a patriot,” Arrington said.  “Or was your beloved George Washington a traitor too?”

The colonel who acted as military judge – and who had been quite scrupulous about avoiding giving his name, even in a closed court – ignored that remark.  “Are you married, Mr Arrington?”

“Yes,” Arrington replied.  Why the devil did the colonel need to ask this?  The Jackals already knew that.  They knew almost everything about him and what he’d been doing, even if none of what he had admitted under their questioning had been included in the farce of a trial.  Even a Jackal judge might baulk at treating that sort of confession as evidence.

“Do you have any children?”

“No.”

“Uh-uh.”  The clerk handed the colonel a piece of paper, and he skimmed it.  “Your wife... Leanne, she knew of what you were doing?  No, don’t bother to answer.”  Arrington hadn’t intended to.  “You’ve already admitted to that, here.  Has your wife taken an oath of American citizenship?”

“No.”  Leanne hated the Jackals every bit as Daniel did, even if she didn’t want to pick up a gun and shoot them.

“Then she, too, cannot be covered by our offer of amnesty.  In that case, she knew that you were an enemy of the United States, and she harboured you.  Which is treason, too.  A crime which, like insurrection, carries the death penalty.”

Arrington started to rush toward the colonel, but the guards seized him before he’d taken two steps.  “You fucking bastard!” he shouted.

The colonel hadn’t moved a hair when Arrington moved toward him.  He continued as if Daniel had never spoken.  “I’ll be issuing an arrest warrant for her as soon as we’re done here.  Now, for your sentence...  You will be expecting death, of course.”

Arrington didn’t say anything, still struggling with the guards.

“I won’t be sentencing you to death.  Your wife either, if she is convicted.”

Arrington stopped struggling, feeling his jaw drop.

“The penalty for both you will be life imprisonment, again assuming that she is convicted.”

“Oh, so we rot to death in jail,” Daniel said, but he felt the faintest glimmer of hope.  Maybe he would see freedom again.

Again, the colonel continued without acknowledging what Arrington had said.  “And a fine of fifty thousand dollars each, which must be worked off before any pardon or parole can be considered.”

“Fifty thousand dollars?” Arrington said.  He doubted he would earn that much money in his entire life, even in Canadian dollars, let alone American ones.  “I’ll appeal.”

“You’re already in the highest military court,” the colonel replied.  “A death sentence would automatically be reviewed for possible clemency, but the death penalty has not been invoked, so there is no higher appeal.”

“Leanne...” Arrington murmured, barely looking at the colonel.  He had been willing to take his own chances for death or imprisonment.  But not this.  Not this.

--

4 May 1908
Tanner Plantation, Nicaragua
United States of America

Despite wearing a hat and long baggy slaves virtually all the time he was outdoors, Daniel Arrington’s skin had been turned oh-so-dark from the sun.  If he had been indoors for all of any day since he had been sent to Nicaragua – excepting Sundays, of course – he couldn’t remember it.  If he had last had hope of a reprieve from this sentence of slavery in all but name, he couldn’t remember that, either.

Working in the cotton fields, according to the rhythm of an overseer.  A white overseer, or at least as white as anyone could be in a place where the sun burned like this.  One with a gun, which, in all honesty, he’d never needed to use.  Most of the workers here were Negro slaves, no less.  They had stopped Arrington, the last time he tried to act against the overseer.  Their advice had been blunt and to the point: “You’ll get us all killed.”

Now, he no longer tried to persuade them to rise up.  What was the point?  He had tried to escape, three times.  And made it a total of maybe five miles each time.  Everyone in this corner of Nicaragua knew to look out for them.  The identity number on his wrist couldn’t be removed without scraping half the skin off, and that would be its own identifier.  And, in any case, which way should he run?  He had no idea which direction was which, and the slaves didn’t care.

“If we can get freedom, course we’d take it,” one of the slaves had told him.  “But we can’t get it.”  It was enough to make him despair.

Which was, of course, the point.  And for that reason alone, he had managed to hold on.  The Jackals wanted to break his spirit, just like a slave.  They wouldn’t.  They couldn’t.

If only he could find a way out of here.

The commotion in the distance made him stop and look.  A group of men were approaching.  Men with guns, and the local guards were arguing with them but not stopping them.  When they drew nearer, Arrington recognised one man in the middle.  A narrow-eyed man with a neatly-trimmed moustache and a suit which looked very out of place so far in the country.

“I’ll see it for myself!” the man said.

The local guards and the overseer were all watching him.  The overseer snapped, “Who’re you?”

“I’m Congressmen Plutarco Bautista,” the dignified man replied.  “And who might you be?”

“Ah, Don Porter.”

“Well, Mr Porter, maybe you can help me with a small problem.”  Bautista’s gaze flicked over Arrington and the two other Canadian prisoners.  “The rumours of it have been all over the country for months, and no-one seems to be able to give me a straight answer.  So I came to the source, so to speak.  Do you have any white men among your labourers here?”

“Ah...”

“Never mind.  You!”  Bautista extended a finger at Arrington.  “Why are you working alongside slaves?”

“Because every time I try to escape, they bring me back,” Arrington said.  He might have made it on his own, but Leanne lacked his talent for travelling through the countryside.

“Don’t give me smart answers.  I didn’t travel thousands of miles to waste time dancing around the subject.  Now, just answer my question.”

Arrington sighed.  “Because I was convicted up in British Columbia by a military court, and sentenced to a life of hard labour for it.”

“If you were sentenced there, what the devil are you doing down here?” Bautista said.

“Because I was given a fine I can’t pay, and that means that I have to work for whoever paid the fine on my behalf,” Arrington said.  He hardly dared let himself hope that this man might be opposed to what had been done to him.  There couldn’t be such a thing as a decent American, could there?

“Do you now?” Bautista murmured.  “I suppose they call you a peon, too.”

“They do, but I’m not one,” Arrington said.  “I thought even Americans wouldn’t make slaves of white men.”

“No-one called you a slave!” Bautista snapped.  “But this...”  He pointed to one of the other white men.  “Did the same thing happen to you?”

“It did.”

“How long have you been here?”

“Four months,” the other prisoner said, just as Arrington said, “Nine months.”

“Far too long,” Bautista said.  He whirled around and walked off without another word.

“Right, all of you back to work!” the overseer said.

Arrington returned to work, but for the first time in months, he felt a spark of hope.

--

23 May 1908
Seattle, New Caledonia
United States of America

“Pleased to meet you, General O’Brien,” Plutarco Bautista said, extending his hand.

“Likewise, Congressman,” O’Brien replied.

How readily we both lie, Bautista thought.  O’Brien would much rather not have this meeting, unless he missed his guess.  And for himself, he couldn’t believe that this was a fellow Sonoran who had come up with this abomination.  “You’ve come to investigate the conduct of the occupation here?”

Bautista nodded.

“It progresses well, I think,” O’Brien said.  “The territory has become quite calm.  Almost no instances of violence during the elections last month, and the transitional Territorial legislature should be in place soon.”

Bautista folded his hands and looked at the general over the top of them.  “The results of your occupation have certainly been more effective than anyone expected, particularly given the circumstances in which you assumed your role.  The Peacemaker of the Pacific, I’ve heard you called.”

“Thank you,” O’Brien said.

“I wasn’t the one who devised that phrase,” Bautista replied.  “It’s not your results I’m here to investigate.  It’s your methods.”

O’Brien shrugged.  “Capture and neutralise those who oppose our rightful ownership of this territory, and reward and integrate those who accept it.  That’s all that’s necessary.”

“It’s the manner of the neutralisation which concerns me,” Bautista said.  “If I may speak frankly, some rumours accuse you of being power-mad and enjoying inflicting unnecessary suffering on white men.”

O’Brien sighed.  “I have no interest in power here.  All I want is peace.  The only thing I will enjoy is the moment when the last New Caledonian lays down his gun and agrees to peace.”

“On the threat of peonage for themselves, their friends and sometimes their family if they don’t,” Bautista replied.  “I’ve seen the peons serving in the Yucatan and Nicaragua.  These are white men you’re doing this too.”

“They’re convicts captured in arms against the United States, or supporters of those who were,” O’Brien said.  “They were offered citizenship and the full protection of American law, and they rejected it.  If they would live outside the law, they don’t deserve its protection.”

“This is an abomination,” Bautista said.  “This country is built on the principle of the superiority of the white man.  If we break this, then what will happen next?  Will we indenture the white man who finds himself without cash in a time of downturn?  Will we put identity numbers on children?”

“No-one has convicted a child,” O’Brien said calmly.  “Nor would I suggest it.”

“You make it sound so simple,” Bautista said.  “Do you have any idea of the dangerous precedent you’ve set?  What will happen to these ‘convicts’ when they have children?  As least so far you’ve spared indenture for the women who already have children.  But they’ll have children in captivity now, you can bet on it.  What will you do about that?”

“We have years to sort that out,” O’Brien answered.  “If I may speak frankly, you praise the results but despise the methods which achieved them.  You aren’t the one being shot at here.  I am, and my men are.  Fighting Jack may have lived, but he was lucky.  The rebels are mostly quiet now, and I don’t have to write letters to mothers every week any more.”

“No, you’re just writing letters to your bankers, asking them to give you a new account because your last one has filled up,” Bautista said.

O’Brien shrugged.  “Not so much as you suppose.  Standard broker’s fee, nothing more.  No greater than when any government slave or peon is sold.  Or when convicts are assigned – I didn’t create this practice out of nothing, you know.  White men have been convicted and made to work before.”

“Those convicts are bound to serve a term of years as punishment, yes, but that doesn’t stop them being citizens.  This... you’ve created a class of not-quite-peons out of white men.”

“White men who don’t want to be Americans,” O’Brien said.  “They chose not to become citizens, so of course we need to find a place for them.”

Bautista shrugged and stood.  Arguing with O’Brien was clearly futile.  “Clearly, I can’t stop you, General.  Not alone.  But do you think the world will be happy when they hear the truth about what’s been happening here?”

O’Brien said, “Clearly, I can’t stop you, Congressmen.  Not alone.  But do you think that telling the world is a good idea?  Rumours are one thing, but officially announcing it will only upset people needlessly.”

“You were willing to do it,” Bautista said.  “If so, then you will not hide it.  If this is to be done, it will be done in the light.  Justice is not something that should be conducted in the darkness.”

--

Decades of Darkness #126c: Abyssus Abyssum Invocat

Thanks go to Noel Maurer for inspiring the events in this sequence of posts.

--

“The United States is the greatest criminal enterprise in the history of the world.”
- From a speech to the Imperial Parliament by Andrew Kelvin (later Baron Kelvin), junior member for Macquarie, 1946

--

15 June 1908
U.S. House of Representatives
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

It wasn’t often, Plutarco Bautista supposed, that a man could stand and wait, knowing that what he was about to say would shake the world to its foundations.  Maybe Lewis Mitchell had felt the same sensation when he was about to hear the acceptance of the Peace of Washington.  Or maybe the tyrant George [1] when he had been forced to recognise the independence of the United States.  But not many men could feel this mix of anticipation and dread in equal parts.

“Mr Speaker, my fellow Representatives, today I must inform this House of a scourge which has been placed upon mankind.  Of an abomination which has been committed in the name of the United States, and which has violated every principle which this nation was founded to protect.

“All of you will know of the rebellion which our country faced in New Caledonia.  This rebellion nearly claimed the life of one of America’s great heroes, Fighting Jack Leggett, who was forced to retire from the governorship of that region.  In his place rose Colonel Alvar O’Brien, the hero of New Jersey.”  Bautista laced the word hero with all the irony he could command.

“The United States entrusted great trust to this O’Brien, and made him a general.  We would have been better served if he had been rolled out of the army, given a net, and sent to catch mosquitos in Whydah.”

Noises of protests rose from the Congressmen.  One of them called, “He brought peace there!”

“The British brought peace to the Boer republics, too,” Bautista replied.  That comment brought the protestor, a fresh-faced new Representative from Tennessee, up short.  “All the rumours which we have heard about New Caledonia are true.  In fact, the truth is worse than the stories.  O’Brien has acted as the uncrowned king there, not military governor, and HE HAS MADE PEONS OUT OF WHITE MEN.”

The clamour which erupted in the House took some time to subside.  Bautista simply waited; he knew when to press for silence and when to let it arrive on its own.  “Oh, he has hidden behind a façade of legality.  He has convened military courts and sentenced not just rebels, but their wives and friends to life sentences.  He has given them “fines” which they must work off.  He calls them convicts, but in truth they are peons, nothing more.  And he has scattered them throughout the United States, and he has hidden them in service to like-minded men who care nothing for what has been done to white men and women.”

The fresh-faced Representative from Tennessee jumped to his feet again.  “Mr Speaker!  If the distinguished gentleman from Sonora will yield...”

“Mr Bautista?” Speaker Haley asked.

“I’ll yield for a brief question, nothing more,” Bautista said.

“If true, these actions are reprehensible – we should always be good neighbours to our fellow white men – but what proof do you have of any of this?” the Tennessean Congressmen asked.

Bautista said, “With my own eyes, I have seen the white peons labouring alongside slaves in the fields of Nicaragua, Guatemala and the Yucatan.  With my own ears, I heard O’Brien admit what he has done.  I have brought an account of what I have seen, which you all can consider in due course.  But this is truth, my friends, undoubted truth: he must be stopped.”

This time, several Representatives rose hoping to respond.  The Speaker looked a question at Bautista, who shook his head, then continued speaking.  “The reason O’Brien must be stopped is simple.  Not only has he cast down every principle this nation stands for, he has acted without any authority.  We have been chosen to represent the people, and it is their voices which will be crying out in horror once they learn of what this man has done.  O’Brien has not sought Congressional approval, or indeed any approval.  He has simply acted as he sees fit, and cares not one whit for the import of what he has done.  I move that this House introduce a motion of condemnation for what ‘General’ O’Brien has done, and further that he be called to account before Congress immediately to explain himself.”

This time, Bautista was content to yield the floor for a continued debate.  He was already confident of what would happen.  No-one would vote for a motion of condemnation without knowing exactly what O’Brien had done, but they would call him to Columbia soon.  Of that, Bautista was sure.  Sometimes it paid to ask for more than what you really wanted, in order to ensure that you got what you really wanted.

--

Editorial from The Columbia Messenger [2]
17 June 1908

Pity Columbia’s Congressmen.  As if it were not challenge enough being, in the words of one of the United States’ most notorious émigrés, the only native American criminal class, now they must make a choice between the nation’s principles and the nation’s security.

Now, in this we should beware not to misspeak our meaning.  For if we had spoken of the Congressmen’s principles, we would have been quite rightly stripped of our pen and run out of the newspaper business for uttering the biggest falsehood since George Washington would have told if he had said that the cherry tree had been hacked down by a passing Hessian with one eye, a slight limp and a terminally blunt axe.  No, we write not of a Congressman with principles – which is not un-akin to such other things of fable as unicorns, sober sailors and monogamous Frenchmen – but of the principles which make this country what it is.

For, just as our grand and glorious institutions of government rest on the principle that any fool may become President – and that is the risk he takes – so it is that our country is based on the principle of the natural superiority of the white man.  The esteemed Congressman from Sonora assures us that this principle will be irrevocably cast down if O’Brien is allowed to continue in his ways.  And, just as a man exclaims after sitting on a needle, that is a fine point.

Yet never let it be said that this editor denies the significance of what is at stake here.  The United States has been faced with a difficult question, no matter what else may have been misspoken about what Mr. Bautista urges us to do.  He decries the fact that O’Brien did not ask for permission from Congress first for his actions, although he neglected to check whether the young General had in fact asked the question first, found that the answer was tied up in committee until 2008, and decided that it may have been slightly more prudent to carry on regardless.

No, it cannot be argued that the principle here must be maintained, although it will indeed be argued and argued, if Congress is given its chance.  These are white men, and more notably white women, working in chains in Middle America.  If they are ever to be allowed the chance to see the fair snows of New Caledonian winter again, then Congress must make a decision to uphold the natural superiority of the white man, even if that means denying the same superiority of the American white men who were able to defeat and capture those other white men.

Nonetheless, as the rodeo fighter said after he caught onto that much-cited bull, I find myself on the horns of a dilemma.  Just as it cannot be argued that the superiority of the white race is at stake, so it is true that the security of the nation is also at stake.  General O’Brien has brought quiet to New Caledonia quite unlike that in all of the United States’ other acquisitions.  Can we with honour decry the means he has used to bring this peace, while at the same time praise the peace itself?

For it cannot be denied that the white men and women who have met this fate are rebels and traitors, one and all.  Here we have those who were offered American citizenship, but who have spurned it.  Whatever else may be said of them, they are convicted criminals, who were spared death only through the mercy of the United States.

And let it not be forgotten that there are still many New Caledonians who have not taken up the offer of American citizenship which they were so generously granted when the United States acquired that territory.  No-one will make them citizens if they do not want to become so.  But the question which must be asked is, if they will not be citizens, what will they be?  That is the question which the Congress, in the midst of their argumentation, must pause to answer.  Until now, the United States has never had need to decide what should be done with white men who refuse to become Americans.  And just as our rodeo fighter must step very carefully when addressing his dilemma, so Congress must think – if our gentle reader will forgive the stretching of a word – why, they must think carefully about what answer they give, for it is one which will determine the future security of our nation for decades, nay, centuries to come.

--

7 July 1908
U.S. Capitol Building
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

The Joint Committee on New Caledonia which waited for Brigadier General Alvar O’Brien included sixteen members, ten from the House of Representatives and six Senators.  He had taken care to find out as much as he could before coming here to answer what they intended to be the modern equivalent of trial by ordeal.  The committee members, especially Chairman Bautista, surely expected him to be daunted by the process.

Well, let them think that.  Besides the committee members, the public gallery was filled with a cross-section of reporters from across the country.  O’Brien carefully refrained from nodding to those he knew.  Many of these newspapermen and women would doubtless have come anyway – Jesse Grant II was here in person, he noted – but his discreetly leaked word had ensured that the rest attended.  O’Brien wanted America to hear what he had to say today.

“General O’Brien, this committee has been appointed by Congress to investigate your unprecedented actions as military governor of New Caledonia,” Bautista intoned.  “We have already received testimony from a number of your colleagues and agents throughout the country.  Have you read the preliminary report of their conclusions?”

O’Brien nodded.  Of course he had read it!  Although the question needed to be asked, he supposed.

“Do you dispute any of their contents?”

“On some minor matters, but the gist of it is correct,” O’Brien said.

Bautista leaned forward in his chair.  He looked as if he enjoyed questioning people; he had probably missed his calling as a lawyer.  “Then let me ask on what authority you dared to establish these... practices.”

“On my authority as military governor of the territory of New Caledonia, as directed by the U.S. General Staff and ultimately by the President and Congress.”

Bautista sounded as if he was holding back a grin.  “Are you claiming that Congress authorised this?”

O’Brien said, “Congress ratified the Treaty of Washington and, in former times, passed the Citizenship Act.  All of my actions have been consistent with the authority laid down from those guidelines.”

One of the Senators half-raised his hand for recognition, and Bautista nodded.  Senator Wade Hampton IV said, “How can you consider your actions to be consistent?”  He had an authoritative-sounding voice, but O’Brien’s answer had been ready since before he arrived in Columbia.

“The establishment of military courts to try and sentence rebels is legitimate during times of martial law.  So is the enforcement of those sentences.”

Bautista said, “But you have transported those convicts into normal states, such as Nicaragua and Yucatan.  Do you claim that your authority as military governor extends there?”

This time, O’Brien could not resist a smile of his own.  “By no means.  But those convicted of a crime in one part of the United States will have those judicial proceedings recognised throughout the country.  As per Article 4, Section 1 of the Constitution.  The Citizenship Act and the decisions of the Supreme Court have recognised that, for these purposes, valid judicial proceedings established in a territory are equivalent to those of a state [3].”

Bautista coughed.  He took some time to give a follow-up question.  “By doing so, have you not denied whites citizenship?”

“They denied it for themselves when they were offered it, as per the Treaty of Washington.  Thus, for now, they are not citizens.  Whether they will be so in the future...”  O’Brien shrugged.  “That is for Congress to decide.  Article 1, Section 8, Clause 1: To establish a uniform rule of nat-”

“This committee knows what the Constitution says!” Bautista snapped.

“Would you deny the authority of American states to turn these exiles into citizens right now, if they wish?” one of the committee members asked sharply.  O’Brien tried to recall his name, but failed.  He was a Tennessean from his accent, and there was only one Representative from that state on the committee.  He thought that this man had been a lawyer or judge or something before entering Congress.

“If any American state wishes to turn convicted criminals and rebels into American citizens, then they have the legal right to do so,” O’Brien said.  “As I have complied with the law, so can they.”

“So you claim that everything you’ve done has been legal?” Bautista asked.  He sounded frustrated, as if he had thought to catch O’Brien unprepared.  Not likely!  The value of good planning and preparation was something O’Brien had learned even before the war, and the New Jersey campaign had drilled it into him.

“I have always endeavoured to act according to the laws of the United States and to maintain the national security of our great country,” O’Brien said.

“And making yourself rich from selling the killers of American soldiers,” Bautista said.

“That is not so.  I have earned not a single cent from my actions in pacifying New Caledonia, save what I have been paid as a military officer.”

“You admitted yourself that you’ve taken broker’s fees!” Bautista said, sounding triumphant.

Which was just as O’Brien wanted.  “Broker’s fees have indeed been paid.  That is standard in any contract for indentured labour, be it slave, peon or convict,” O’Brien said.  “But they have not been paid to me.  All the broker’s fees from these sentences have been placed in a trust fund created for the purpose of supporting the American women who have been widowed because of their husbands’ service in New Caledonia.  Some of these funds have already been used during the past year, and more will be allocated, as long as the United States needs to defend itself from the rebels and traitors who have been resisting our legal ownership of that territory.  I would further urge that Congress recognise this need for just treatment of the families of those who have sacrificed their lives for their country, and establish a broader program that will-”

“That is beyond the scope of this committee’s investigation,” Bautista said, banging his gavel to interrupt O’Brien.  But it was too late, as he had to know.  The murmuring from the reporters had grown louder, and most of them were frantically scribbling notes.  O’Brien was confident that this part of the story would be out with the newspapers tomorrow, no matter what else happened.

“Surely the function of this committee is to investigate how best to make New Caledonia a normal part of the United States,” O’Brien said.  “Supporting the soldiers who perform these duties – and their families – is an essential part of that.”

Bautista said, “You were summoned here to answer questions, not to create policy.  Now, there is one question above all: why do you think it is appropriate to turn white men into what are, in truth, debt-slaves?”

“These are not debt-slaves.  They are convicts,” O’Brien said.  “More, they are rebels and traitors who took up arms against the United States, or who supported those who did.  They are our enemies, who spurned the citizenship and peace they were offered.  If they sought to attack us when peace was declared, then they deserved the legal punishment they have received.  Should we let the enemies of America hide behind the colour of their skin?  As our Lord said, “He who is not with me is against me”.”

Bautista coughed.  “That rebels against the United States should be punished is not being debated.  What is in dispute is the manner of their punishment, and the consequences.  You have not just imprisoned rebels, you have punished their wives as well.”

O’Brien shrugged.  “Should I have ordered the arrest of a rebel, and then ignored the person who sheltered him and supported his attacks on American soldiers?  They are all equally enemies of the United States.”

The Tennessean Representative gave a questioning glance to Bautista, then said, “No, you have made the American people wonder, will this happen to me?  Once you start down this road of making white men into labourers, where does it stop?”

O’Brien said, “Congress has previously allowed labour for convicts sentenced for crimes.  Nothing I have done has changed that, and nothing I have done has threatened the freedom of Americans.  But with respect, Congressman, if the American people want further reassurance, then it is Congress which can pass legislation.”

“So, you agree we have the right to undo what you’ve done?” the Tennessean asked.

“If I disputed that, I would not only be in violation of my oath to uphold the Constitution, I would’ve been foolish for attending this hearing in the first place,” O’Brien said, which produced a round of laughter from the gallery.

Bautista said, “General, do you fail to see the problems which your actions have raised?”

“I see that New Caledonia is much calmer than it would be without these actions,” O’Brien said.  “I see that while some American soldiers have died in the occupation, more are alive than would have been without them.  If Congress wishes to make it harder for American soldiers to perform their duty...”

O’Brien didn’t finish the sentence.  He didn’t need to.  He could already see the way that the Committee would have to decide.  They could hardly overthrow the military court decisions.  They would have to recommend a new Act to Congress, of course, and he had a few more suggestions for that which would no doubt come out in time.  But if they tried to stop him from keeping New Caledonia peaceful, then they would wear the blame, and they knew it.  Oh, they might place a couple of restrictions on the treatment of convicts and the like, but the core of his methods would remain, surely.  They had to.  Sometimes it paid to do more than what you really wanted to be able to get away with, in order to ensure that you finished up with the essence of what you really wanted.

--

9 July 1908
The New White House
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

Representative Bautista and Senator Andrew Vermillion [4] had made themselves important men, but Senator Wade Hampton IV gave barely a glance to his fellow legislators gathered in the President’s office.  It was to Lewis Mitchell alone that he gave his attention.  “Mr President, I’m unsure of the benefit of this meeting, given that your influence is... not overwhelming.”  There.  He hadn’t quite come out and said “lame duck”, but the word hung in the air nonetheless.

Mitchell smiled.  “No doubt people thought the same of Andrew Jackson once, too.”

So, the President was considering a third term?  That was major news itself, and not promising for his own ambitions.  Hampton had thought he had the support of the majority of his fellow Democratic Senators [5].  Yet, for now, he had to concentrate on other matters.

“That is not what I meant, Mr President.”  Hampton had always found the ability to lie with a straight face as essential for political success and marital harmony.  “This whole dispute over O’Brien’s actions has divided the nation across party lines, not between them.  In such cases, I’m unsure what compromise can be worked out.”

Mitchell shrugged.  “We need to salvage something, for everyone’s sake, regardless of party.  Something which will keep everyone happy, and not create too many divisions during an election year.  None of us want that, I believe.”

Hampton nodded.  So did Vermillion.  Bautista said, “I want to see justice done and the authority of Congress restored.”

This time, Mitchell’s responding nod was tight-lipped.  Hampton could see why; Bautista had made quite a name for himself as an opponent of the war since long before this New Caledonian crisis arose.  “Creating a legislative compromise is the best way to accomplish both of those goals.”

“Only if the compromise does not sacrifice any of the principles which have built this nation,” Bautista said.

Mitchell said, “What do you think are the essential things, then?”

“Stopping white women being kept in chains, and worse,” Vermillion said.

“We need to work out what will happen to the children born into this condition,” Hampton said.

Bautista said, “Both of those are important, but the most pressing need is to address the reaction of the people who wonder whether other white men will be made peons.  And correcting the treatment of those currently in chains.”

Mitchell sighed.  “We cannot overturn those convictions.  Not for the men, anyway.”  He paused for a moment.  “A presidential pardon would overrule those sentences if I choose to do it.  For the women... perhaps a general pardon for them, on compassionate grounds, except for those few who actually took up arms.  Or, rather, a normal prison sentence.  But this would require making clear that it’s a one-time gesture, since they may not have known the gravity of the offences they committed.  Any future rebel supporters will not receive the same compassion, as they now know what they are facing.”

“That only puts off the question of what will happen to children born into such unions,” Hampton said.

“Nor does it, alone, resolve the treatment of the white men,” Bautista added.

“Not alone,” Mitchell said.  “But all of you are dancing around the largest issue.  No matter what we decide to do with a couple of thousand convicts, there are hundreds of thousands of white people in New Caledonia who are currently not citizens of any nation.  Yes, they have the right of American citizenship if they choose to accept it, or to leave and become Canadians again.  But clearly, many of them do not want to leave, nor do they want to become Americans.”

“Their numbers will be clearer after 12 December next year,” Hampton said.

Mitchell waved a hand dismissively.  “The reality we must face is that not everyone who is white will gladly become American.  We cannot force them to become American, and equally we will never abandon the soil they live on.  This is where Congressional legislation is needed, I think.  Such legislation will of course address the treatment of the current convicts, but its main purpose should be broader.”

“Amend the Citizenship Act, you mean?” Bautista said.

“Create a new one, I think,” Mitchell replied.  “There are too many needs there.  Quite apart from what to do with the New Caledonians, the terms in that Act are half a century old.  Unifying and simplifying the legal codes is also important.”

“That will take too long, Mr President,” Bautista said.  “I would gladly introduce a law reforming the penal code, but the detailed discussions will take months or years.  We need something quicker, now.”

“Then we need an amended version sooner,” Hampton said.  “Something which will reassure the people that they will not face this, while still making sure that those who spurn American citizenship should not be considered our equals either.”

“Right of blood,” Vermillion said.

“Hmm?”

“To be an American citizen, you must have a parent who is a citizen.  If not... then not.”

Hampton stroked his chin.  “You’d take what’s already the legal practice for non-whites, and make it valid for whites as well [6]?”

Vermillion said, “Yes.  If they won’t become citizens, then another place should be found for them.  Not as convicts, unless they deserve it, but those who spurn American citizenship should not be considered as our equals either.”

“What about our current and would-be citizens who don’t have that claim?” Bautista asked.

“Make it effective from the date of adoption of this Act,” Mitchell said.  “That will cover our new citizens in Colombia, Costa Rica and Venezuela.  And New Caledonia, of course.  Create some new term for those are white non-citizens – blanks, perhaps [7] – and make it clear that servitude of the kind they have received can only be ascribed to non-citizens.  That is something we can sell to the people, perhaps.”

“And for those who labour in chains now?” Bautista asked.

“Regulate their treatment better, but we cannot free them.”  Mitchell sounded reluctant, and Hampton could understand why.  O’Brien had forced the hand of every legislator, and even the President.  How many men had managed that?  By freeing them, not only would they bring down opprobrium for freeing traitors, they would also nullify the trust fund which would support war widows.  A neat touch, that last one.  And another issue which Hampton thought he would exploit himself when the moment was ripe.

“Hmm.”  Bautista looked reluctant, too.  Maybe he had hoped to put an end to the convicts altogether.  “Maybe a compromise could be worked out, after all.”

--

“In the United States, all white men are equal, but some white men are more equal than others.”

- “Cleo D. Waters” (1835-1910) American author, satirist and political commentator, when describing the combination of legislative and executive actions which formed the Vermillion Compromise of July 1908.  (Written while he lived in voluntary exile in Cardiff, UK.)

--

[1] i.e. King George III of Great Britain and Ireland.

[2] The Columbia Messenger is the best-selling, although perhaps not the best regarded, of Columbia’s newspapers.

[3] This is what allowed peons to be transported between territories and states in the first place.

[4] Andrew Vermillion is the closest thing the Patriots have to a Minority Leader in the Senate.

[5] Wade Hampton IV is in effect the Majority Leader of the Senate, but that position has not been established as a formal office yet.

[6] In the current version of the *American Citizenship Act, jus sanguinis (right of blood) is in theory the only way to get citizenship.  By unwritten custom, white immigrants are given citizenship after a period of time which varies by state (anywhere between two to seven years, usually around five).  So, in effect, Vermillion is proposing to abolish this custom.

[7] In this sense, Mitchell is talking in *American English, which includes considerable imports of Spanish vocabulary.  He’s taking what was originally a slang term for Spanish-speaking whites – ‘blanco’ – and applying it to whites who are not citizens.

--

Decades of Darkness #126d: Aegrescit Medendo

Thanks go to Noel Maurer for inspiring the events in this sequence of posts.

--

“For what does a man profit, if he should gain the whole world and suffer the loss of his soul?”
- Matthew 16:26, King James Version

--

November 1907
Seattle, New Caledonia
United States of America

“Damn it, this is your life you’re playing with.  And my life, too.”  Cheryl Blundell couldn’t remember the last time she’d sworn.

Larry Blundell said, “You want me to make like a rabbit and hide from the Jackals forever?”

“I don’t want you to go out one night and never come back.  I don’t want to have them come knocking at one door and then vanish into the night as well.”

“I’m not going to get killed,” Larry said, as he’d done the last time she brought it up, and the time before that.  “I promise.”

“Some promises, even you can’t keep,” she said.  “And even if they catch you alive, what will they do with me afterwards?”

“Nothing,” Larry said, although she could hear the uncertainty underneath his words.  “I fought the Jackals.  They’re bastards, yes, but honourable bastards.  All the soldiers they caught during the war were released unharmed at the end.”

“We held soldiers of theirs, too,” Cheryl said.  “They had to play fair, to get their own back.  Now... what’s to stop them?  Colombia invited the Jackals in because there’s no-one to stop them.  Who’s going to make the Jackals here play fair if they catch you?  No-one and nothing, that’s what.”

“They have laws,” he said.  “Whatever else should be said about them, they have laws.  You won’t be harmed even if they catch me.”

I wish I could believe that, she thought.  “You’ve heard the rumours.  They don’t kill rebels they catch.  They send them to be worked to death.”

Larry waved a hand.  “Rumours always come.”

“Anne Fields vanished after Danny got caught fighting the Jackals.  You know that.  It’s not a rumour.”

“So she fled back to the rest of Canada, and didn’t want to let the Jackals find out beforehand,” Larry said.  “If the Jackals had arrested her, they would have tried her, too.  They do stick to the law.  I know the Jackals caught Grant Starks, and Ellen’s miserable, but she and her boys are still free.”

Are you trying to convince me, or yourself? Cheryl wondered.  “I don’t want to live under the Jackals any more than you, but I don’t want to become a slave, either.  Haven’t you done enough to fight them already?”

“No, damnit.  Leggett’s still alive, and this new one’s much harder to get at,” he said.  “And nothing’s enough, until the Jackals are kicked out of British Columbia and we’re part of Canada again.”

“Please, Larry.  I don’t want to become a widow.”

“You won’t be,” he said.

She knew, then, that she would never convince him.  Why were men always so determined to die?  And all she could do was wait for the inevitable to happen, while he went out into the rain and fog of a Seattle pre-dawn, to find another American soldier to snipe at.

He never came back.

Time had never passed so slowly as the next three days.  Every louder than usual footstep which passed had her racing to the door.  Every knock had her moving even faster, but the only visitors were her sister and, late on the third night, her brother-in-law.  Since her sister didn’t know exactly what Larry had been doing, that made explanations for his absence awkward.  Richard, her brother-in-law, did know, and his advice was simple.  “We have to get out of Seattle.  Now.”

She looked at him, trying to fathom what knowledge lurked inside those eyes.  The black bags beneath them gave her a clue, though.  “You know what’s happened to him?”

“Not exactly, but either the Jackals have caught him or they’re chasing him.  Either way, you need to leave.”

“I can’t betray him if I don’t know where he is,” she said.

Richard said, “If the Jackals come, it will be for you, not him.”

“Why would they-”  She paused.  “What do you and Larry know that he never wanted to tell me?”

“There isn’t time for this.  We need to go, right now.”

“I’m not going anywhere until you tell me what I’m running from,” Cheryl said.

He sighed.  “Where do you think everyone’s vanished to?”

“Fled the province, I thought,” she said.

“A few, maybe.  But the Jackals have arrested most of them.  Both the rebels, and their friends and families, sometimes.  We don’t know exactly what happens to them, but it’s not good.”

“Then let me just pack-”

Someone knocked heavily at the door.

Richard used a word which Cheryl wouldn’t admit to knowing.  “If that’s Jackals, they’ll be at the back door, too.  The bedroom window!”

“It squeaks,” she said, but he was already dragging her toward it.

He started to pull it up, only to have a rifle barrel pointing through it.  “Going somewhere?” a Jackal soldier drawled.

With that, they could only back inside.  Two Jackal soldiers climbed in, and motioned them back to the front of the house.

“Give me an excuse,” the Jackal private said, keeping the rifle aimed halfway between Cheryl and Richard.

Neither of them did, as they walked back to the front of the house.  The Jackal gestured with the rifle, and Cheryl opened the door.  More Jackals poured in, with a sergeant second inside the door.  “Mrs Cheryl Blundell?” he asked.

She nodded numbly.  No point to denying that.  No point to anything anymore.  She was about to vanish into night and rain like so many other British Columbians had done before her.  “And... well, well.  Mister Richard Blundell.  We’ve been looking for you for a while, too.”

The sergeant produced a piece of paper.  “We’ve been authorised to arrest you, Mrs Blundell, and anyone else who’s here.”

“On what charge?” she asked, hoping against hope that James had been right and the Jackals did stick to the law.

“Aiding and abetting an enemy of the United States,” the sergeant said.  He motioned to two soldiers, and Cheryl noticed that one of the Jackals was a woman in a private’s uniform.  What in the world...?

“Search them,” the sergeant said.  The female soldier – or whatever she was – gestured for Cheryl to walk ahead of her into one of the back rooms.  Whereupon the Jackal poked and prodded until she was apparently sure that Cheryl carried no hidden weapons.  Cheryl just wished that she were as dangerous as the Jackals obviously thought she was.

“You’re a soldier?” she asked the other woman.

“Military police,” the Jackal woman said curtly.

“What’s going to happen to me?” Cheryl asked, but the Jackal woman just shook her head and gestured for Cheryl to go back to the main room.

“What’s the penalty for this... charge?” she asked the Jackal sergeant.

“Death,” the sergeant said simply.

“Death?” she repeated, feeling hollow inside.  She’d hoped that the rumours were false, despite knowing that they wouldn’t be.  Now...  Richard tried to lay a comforting hand on her shoulder, but the Jackals dragged them apart.

The news didn’t really sink in through the next night and day, when she had a mockery of a trial with a tight-lipped American lieutenant appointed to represent her at a “military court.”  She said the words she needed to, no more, and spent the whole time feeling as if she were just a tiny observer somewhere at the back of her own mind, while someone else was speaking through her lips.  Before too much longer, the Jackal colonel overseeing the court announced the death sentence, then that it would be commuted to life imprisonment with a fine to be worked off that was more money than Cheryl would earn in her life even if she did work.  The court announced that she would be expected to work in Sonora.  When they came to escort her out of the prison the next night and ushered her onto a guarded car on a train, she felt sure that she would never see British Columbia again.

--

FROM: PRESIDENT JONAH COBB, REPUBLIC OF GREATER LIBERIA
TO: PRESIDENT LEWIS MITCHELL, UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
DATE: 8 JULY 1908

I NOTE FROM REPORTS IN YOUR CONGRESS OF YOUR ENSLAVEMENT OF WHITE CANADIANS STOP THIS IS NOT WHAT WOULD HAVE EXPECTED FROM UNITED STATES STOP PLEASED TO INFORM YOU THAT LIBERIA STANDS READY TO ACCEPT AND ASSIST VICTIMS OF AMERICAN OPPRESSION REGARDLESS OF SKIN COLOR STOP WILL INFORM THE WORLD OF SAME STOP

--

22 July 1908
Camp Mañana [1], Yucatan
United States of America

Another dawn.  Another day of servitude.  Cheryl Blundell knew the routine by heart now.  Rise, then shower, then breakfast.  Then work, unending work, every day except Sunday.  Spinning fibres into rope.  It never changed.  The men worked out in the fields as well as spinning rope, but for the sixty or so women in the camp – all with husbands here or nearby – they never had any chance to leave.  All they could do was work here like slaves.

Like slaves.  As she drifted awake and waited for the guards to come and escort them to the showers, Cheryl could only recognise how true that word was.  Back in Canada, when it had still been Canada, she had spared little time worrying about what the Jackals did to the blacks and Indians under the rule.  Oh, she found it appalling when she thought about it, but she had not thought about it often.  She had rested safe in the knowledge that the Jackals would never do that to anyone white.

Now, she knew better.  If she ever got out of here – a prospect which seemed remote, and remoter still when she thought that Larry would have to get out of here with her – then she intended to tell the world about that.  And about what was happening here, if they didn’t already know.  They couldn’t, surely.  If they did know, they’d do something about it.

“Do what?” she asked herself.  What would the world do, once they heard?  The Jackals had won the war.  Canada was broken, New England full of cowards, and Britain had been battered.  As for the other nations of Europe... they’d done nothing during the war itself.  Canada and New England had helped Germany to fight Bonaparte, and then what had Germany done during Canada’s hour of need?

Nothing.

Would they start a fresh war now?  She thought not, but then she had no way of knowing anything about what happened in the world outside.  They were never told anything.  The guards here wanted them to forget that there was a world beyond the horizon.  All Cheryl knew about the wider world was the occasional rumours which spread from other women who’d overheard the guards talking.  And that was mostly just cursing the Colombians who’d invited America in and then turned their country into a battleground anyway.  She wished the Colombians well, but doubted that they had much chance.  The Mexicans had fought the Jackals for a very long time, but what had it gotten them in the end?

Nothing.

Which left her here, to work in slavery from now and forever.  Able to see Larry only once a week, for a few brief hours on Sunday.  Oh, some of the guards showed brief signs of humanity – they allowed her and James privacy sometimes – but nothing which really mattered.  She had a life sentence of slavery for the crime of being married to a patriot and not betraying him to the Jackals, with a fine to be worked off which she could not even keep account of, and no hope of escape.

As Cheryl mused, her cellmate Sharon said, “We should’ve been out by now.”

“Yeah,” Cheryl said, realising that the sun was above the horizon.  “Do you think-”

She never would finish that thought.  The door scraped open, and three guards waited outside.  Two of them men, which was worrying enough, when usually it was only female guards here.  Male guards brought another, greater danger.  Surely that wasn’t the case here...

“Gather your things.  Both of you.  Then come with us.”

She did that – not that she had much to gather – and went with Sharon outside the main building, to where most of the women prisoners had already been gathered.  One of the guards announced, “You’ve all been pardoned.”

The silence which followed was a long one, and then got replaced by a flurry of questions.  Cheryl found one of her own: “What about our husbands?”

Into the clamour, the guard said, “Just you!”  Relative quiet descended, and he added, “No husbands.  Just you.  Pardoned by the President himself.”

Mr Mitchell has a conscience? Cheryl wondered.  The man who had started a war over a lie had lost the nerve to keep white people – white women, at least – as slaves?  Maybe.  She didn’t know which was more likely, and didn’t know quite what to feel.  Pardoned... but with Larry still here forever.  The tears which streamed down her face mixed joy and sorrow in equal measure.

--

Taken from: “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Vermillion Compromise: The collective name given to a series of American legislative and presidential initiatives which were designed in response to the Convict Crisis (see O’Brien, Alvar).  The main legislative initiatives regarded the amendment of the Citizenship Act which restricted citizenship to current American citizens and excluded any automatic right of naturalization for immigrants to the United States after 31 December 1908.  The amendment established several new grounds for naturalization, including for all military veterans, by special Act of Congress as part the organisation of a Territory or admission of a state, and by a ‘desired migrant’ clause whereby citizenship could be guaranteed to chosen immigrants [2].  This amendment also created the now notorious category of blanks for white permanent non-citizen residents.  The amendments to the Citizenship Act were largely incorporated into the broader Identity and Citizenship Act of 1910.  The presidential initiatives included a series of executive orders pardoning all female New Caledonian convicts [3], and regulating the treatment of the male convicts, particularly in mandating that they be kept separate from slaves and peons.

--

Excerpts from “Slavery in the New World: How the Industrial Age became the Second Dark Ages”
(c) 1948 by Professor Giuseppe von Ovido
University of Venice
Venice, German Empire

Chapter 11: Between The Wars

The result of the Vermillion Compromise was the concentration of most of the New Caledonian convicts into privately-run but government-regulated labour camps in the states of Yucatan, Chiapas and Nicaragua.  These camps quickly became notorious throughout the world, despite the fact that most of the inmates were in fact well-treated when compared to most indentured labour.  And the greatest effect of the New Caledonian crisis was that horror over a few thousand white people in a sparsely-populated province blinded the nations of the world to the much greater human tragedy unfolding in Hispaniola and northern South America at the same time...

--

Taken from: “Scourge of the Jackals: The Authorised Biography of Larry Blundell, Jr.”
(c) 1950 by Violet Christensen
Agate Publishing Company: Sydney, Australia

Introduction

Larry was conceived in frenzied desperation amidst the horror of an American labour camp, and born in the shadow of the Colossus of New York.  He has never met his father, but if Larry Blundell Senior still lives, we can be confident that he is proud of the revenge his son has accomplished...

--

[1] Camp Mañana (guards included) is a private camp and sisal plantation, not a government-run one.

[2] Granting immediate provisional citizenship, and complete citizenship after five years of residence in the United States.

[3] Except that there were a handful of female convicts who had themselves been captured in arms as rebels, and who were excluded from this pardon.

--

Decades of Darkness #127a: Land of Milk and Honey

Credit for this post on the history of the Nephi Free State in the DoD timeline goes to Scarecrow, who wrote most of it apart from some minor editorial changes.

--

1st Nephi 3:3. “And thus saith the Lord your God, if you will receive wisdom here is wisdom. Behold, a place lying westward, for there will be a lot upon which a Temple shall be built, and the journey shall be complete [1].”

--

12 December 1906
Brigham (proclaimed)
Edwardsville (to Canadians and many of the inhabitants) [2]
Nephi Free State

Brian McMahon kept his coat tightly drawn as he walked the cold streets of Edwardsville.  He refused to take any part of the celebrations going on around him.  Everywhere people showed their joy.  Some danced in the streets as their parties spilled out of their houses.  Music blared out of open windows as the people sang... and McMahon walked through it all.  Occasionally he saw gringo soldiers patrolling the streets to keep order, but their presence was hardly necessary, given that the people celebrating were Nephites [3].

Loud booms echoed overhead.  McMahon instinctively ducked, expecting gunfire, but stood again when he realised it was only fireworks.  Moments later someone tried to hand him a glass of lemonade, but he shrugged it away.  His path took him through several more cold, depressing streets, dodging Nephites, gringos and carts along the way, until he reached the dimly-lit small wooden building that was his destination.

“Ah, Brian, you look like you saw a ghost on the streets.”

“Just too many damn Nephites, celebrating their ‘independence’ from the king.”

“This’ll be a day remembered in infamy,” one man said from the darkness.  Another voice added, “Our grandfathers should’ve never let those pagans in.”  Murmurs of agreement rang out from the pub.

“Want the usual, Brian?” the landlord asked, as he finally emerged from the gloom.  He was wiping a dirty glass with an even dirtier rag.

“No beer tonight.  Give me something stronger,” McMahon replied.

Adam, the landlord, nodded.  He walked behind the bar and returned with a bottle of vodka [4] and a handful of glasses.

McMahon poured himself a straight vodka and raised his glass.  “To the six Gentiles of Vancouver Island!” he declared [5].

“And may we all burn in hell!” the other drinkers around the table replied, and they raised their own glasses.

“What’s the word from the gringos?” Brian asked the table.

“In his unequalled generosity, Mitchell will let us leave the island anytime in the next three years,” Daniel Corbin said.

That produced a round of anatomically improbable suggestions for where Mitchell could place his generosity.

“While we leave everything behind?” McMahon asked.

Seymour Jackson sighed.  “Anything we can carry away, we can take, if what we hear is right.  Anything else gets turned over to the good little Nephites.”

“Or we can stay and swear allegiance to Mitchell’s puppets here, and become second-class citizens in our own country,” Corbin said.

“That’ll mean goodbye to drinking here, for a start,” McMahon murmured gloomily.  “No alcohol, no tobacco, probably not even a decent cup of tea.”

“Stay and become peons, or leave and become destitute,” Jackson said.

“We shouldn’t have to leave our home because of what some Jackal and his Nephite puppets say,” declared James, Daniel Corbin’s eighteen-year-old son.

“Was the last year lost to you son? Were you living on the far side of the moon? Britain left us for dead, and the Jackals picked at our carcass. We’ve lost the war, and now we must face the consequences,” Daniel replied, slapping at James.

--

Taken from: “The Pacific Coast: A Study of Extremes”
(c) 1951 by James Aulson
Norton Publishing: San Francisco, North California

Chapter 6: The New Pacific [6]

Vancouver Island is separated from mainland North America by three straits: the Strait of Georgia and the Queen Charlotte Strait to the east and north, and the Juan De Fuca Strait across the south of the island.

The island had been inhabited for some eight thousand years before white men arrived.  By the late 1700s, the primary Indians on the island were the Nootka on the west coast, the Salish on the south and east coasts, and the Kwakiutl in the centre and north of the island.

The first white men came to visit the island during the 1770s.  Rumours of Russian fur traders provoked Spain to send a ship, the Santiago, north in 1774, under the command of Juan José Pérez Hernández.  A second Spanish expedition followed the next year under Juan Francisco Bodega y Quadra.  Neither of these pioneers actually landed on the island.

The first definite claim on Vancouver Island came after the third voyage of Captain James Cook.  On 31 March 1778, Cook landed at Nootka Sound on the island's western shore and claimed it for Britain.  Impressed by the rich fur trading potential, the British East India Company set up a single-building trading post in the native village of Yuquot on Nootka Island, a small island in the Sound.

For a time, both Spain and Britain laid claim to the Island and its surrounding waters.  Spain’s claim derived from a 1789 expedition under Esteban José Martínez, who built Fort San Miguel on one of Vancouver Island's small offshore islets in the Sound near Yuquot.  After building the fort, the Spanish began seizing British ships and the two nations came close to war.  With the tensions viewed as distracting to both nations who were more concerned with Europe, the Nootka Convention of 1792 settled the claims in Britain’s favour.  Captain George Vancouver from King's Lynn co-ordinated the handover.  He had sailed as a midshipman with Cook, and the island gained its name from him.

Vancouver Island was for some time a minor outpost at the edge of the British Empire. The first permanent white settlement on the Island was a small Hudson's Bay Company post, Fort Camosun, founded in 1842.  It took the discovery of gold to transform the Island.  Fort Camouson became a stopping-point for prospectors en route to the Fraser Gold Rush.  Even after the gold fever was in decline, the town around the fort prospered, becoming incorporated as Edwardsville [Victoria] in 1862.  Edwardsville became the capital of the colony of Vancouver Island, and then the capital of the enlarged colony of British Columbia.

The Island was transformed again by a new migration, this time one based on piety rather than gold-fever.  Many of the Nephites who had established themselves in Salt Lake City began to flee for Vancouver Island in 1861.  They were joined by a second emigration of Canadian Nephites from Wisconsin, who fled the blame for the Wisconsin Revolt.  The majority of Nephites settled in the eastern half of the Island, in and around the towns of Edwardsville, Baihart [Duncan], Zion [Sydney], and Nanaimo, while non-Nephites remained in the majority around the town of Campbell River.  By 1875 the Nephites formed the majority of the population of Vancouver Island, and this gave them greater weight in the affairs of British Columbia, even though they were considerably outnumbered in the overall population of the colony.  The provincial capital was relocated from Edwardsville to the mainland town of Seattle in 1888 to reduce Nephite influence.

The North American War transformed the Island for a third time.  In November 1905 American troops under the command of General John “Fighting Jack” Leggett seized the Island by amphibious assault, to assist with blockading Canada.  Finding the Nephites eager to win religious freedom, President Mitchell recognised the independence of the Nephi Free State (comprising Vancouver Island itself and its surrounding islets) on 16 April 1906.  The provisional Free State government comprised a group of Church Witnesses and prominent Nephite businessmen, supported by the U.S. Army.  The Free State won international recognition with the Peace of Washington on 12 December 1906, a date which is still celebrated as Independence Day.  The first elections, held on 17 March 1907, thrust power into the hands of Matthias Rigdon...

--

Excerpts from: “Matthias Rigdon: Father of the Free State”
A biography written by Josiah A. Quigley [7]
(c) 1948 Taylor Press
Brigham: Nephi Free State

In 1879, just after his nineteenth birthday, Matthias Rigdon left Vancouver Island to study law at Ventosus University in Dearborn [Chicago].  He could have had a more widely-recognised education at one of Canada’s more prestigious universities such as McGill or King’s University [8].  But on the wishes of his father, Matthias completed his education at Dearborn so that he could live amongst the remnant Nephite community in Wisconsin [9].  Matthias lodged at the Dearborn Meeting-House for the seven years he lived in the city.

Matthias gained an excellent education in law, graduating second in his class in 1886.  But living in Dearborn taught Matthias many things besides legal training.  In particular, he learnt the low opinion which most Canadians held of Nephites, and he often found it convenient to conceal his religion from his fellow students.  After his graduation, Matthias established a law practice in Edwardsville (as it then was), and used his considerable legal acumen to represent the interests of the people and further the course of justice.

In 1890, Matthias married Maude Wilke, the daughter of a local paper-mill owner.  He retired from practicing law and took a position in his father-in-law’s company.  His first son Brigham was born in 1891, his first daughter Anna in 1893, and his second son Nicholas in 1894.  Matthias became a leading community spokesman in promoting Nephite values in British Columbia.  He conducted press campaigns and lobbied members of the provincial Parliament to adopt prohibition of alcohol, coffee, tea and tobacco on Vancouver Island, but was unsuccessful.  Nevertheless, his prominent stand won him approval in Vancouver Island itself, and he stepped into public life as the mayor of Edwardsville in 1899.  His religious commitment was no less sound, and Matthias become the youngest Apostle in the last two generations when he was ordained in 1895.

Shortly after his election as mayor of Richardsville, Matthias Rigdon founded the Free Nephi Party, a movement dedicated to establishing Vancouver Island as a separate province within Canada.  Matthias argued that as a minority amidst the larger population of British Columbia, the Nephites would face permanent discrimination, but that as a separate province, they could enact their own laws and live their own lives.  Frustrated at the lack of progress within Canada, some FNP members began to advocate independence, but Matthias withheld public comment on the matter, noting that the time was not yet ripe.

At the outbreak of the North American War, Matthias and the FNP were initially wary of going to war with the United States, but helped to organise a militia on the Island.  The militia fought against the American assault in November 1905, but after the surrender, Matthias advised the people to avoid needless bloodshed in resisting the occupation.  A low-level terrorism campaign nonetheless followed against the occupying forces, conducted primarily by Gentiles.

In April 1906, the U.S. government proclaimed the formation of the Nephi Free State, an announcement which Matthias and the FNP greeted with wary optimism.  The FNP formed its own militia, the Vancouver Army, to work alongside the American forces in preparation for a handover of power.  The few terrorists on the Island were quickly rooted out, and the Vancouver Army helped to put down the revolt in Campbell River (2 September - 22 September 1906).  On 23 September 1906, the United States recognised the provisional government of the Nephi Free State, and laid a schedule for a gradual transition of power, including elections to be held early in 1907, and the drafting of a constitution for the new nation.  Given his wide understanding of both the spiritual and temporal needs of the Island, and his previous legal training, Matthias Rigdon was the principal author of the new constitution...

--

Taken from: “Republics, Kingdoms and Theocracies: Governments in the Post-Colonial World”
(c) 1950 by Simon Bowhart
Horizon Publishing Company: Stirling [Perth, Western Australia], Australia

Chapter 3: Government in the 20th Century
Part II: Constitutions

The NFS Constitution is an amalgam of the constitutions of the three nations from where most of the original Nephites came: the United States, New England and Canada.  It includes as its chief executive a president who serves for a six-year term, as in the New England model, but who has no limit on his number of terms in office, as in the American model.  The office of president was intended to be largely a ceremonial and indeed spiritual role; the Nephi President has a constitutional right to a seat on the Quorum of Apostles.  This has been unnecessary to date as every Nephi President has already been a member of the Quorum at the time of their election.  The NFS Constitution also recognises the office of Prime Minister and members elected from local districts, along similar lines to the pre-independence Canadian form of government.

Unlike any of its predecessors, however, the NFS Constitution explicitly recognises religion.  Whilst granting legal protection to non-members, the Church of Christ [10] is the state-endorsed religion.  The franchise is limited to members of the Church who have been either born as Nephites or who have been converts for at least fifteen years...

Population Breakdown by Religion (1907 census figures)
Full Nephite:     150,262
Nephite (other):  32,357
Non-Nephite:      62,507
Total population: 245,126

The NFS Constitution was submitted to popular referendum on 12 June 1907, as part of the last phase of the handover of sovereignty.  In that election all of the male adult population [i.e. over 21] of what was to become the Nephi Free State were eligible to vote.  The constitution was approved by the required two-thirds majority of the voters.  As a direct result of that referendum, most of the people who had voted nay – and a few who had voted yea – were disenfranchised:

Religion          Yea     Nay
Full Nephite:     55,304     348
Nephite (other):  10,216   3,669
Non-Nephite:           1  22,658
Total:            65,521  26,675

From that time on, the franchise in the NFS has been restricted to Nephites.  The NFS Constitution further stipulates that all candidates for elected offices must be members of the Church of Christ in good standing.  The production or importation of ‘intoxicants’, including alcohol and tobacco, is likewise constitutionally forbidden.  ‘Gentiles’ (i.e. non-Nephites) are barred from holding elected office, although still granted most legal protections.  The permanent immigration of non-members of the Church of Christ is similarly constitutionally prohibited.  Most notoriously, the constitution mandates a 10% tithe on all incomes, although for non-Nephites the tithe is assigned to a religious denomination or charity of their choice.

Even when the forms of its predecessor constitutions have been followed, they have been shaped to suit the religion of the Nephites.  The office of President, while an elected one, acts in practice as the representative of the Church High Quorum, with emergency powers available to dismiss Parliament.  The option of final judicial appeal to the Privy Council, in the Canadian model, has been adopted to the right of final judicial appeal to the Church High Quorum...

Almost from its inception, the Nephi Free State has been dominated by a single party, the United Democratic Party.  While opposition parties do exist, they have rarely been able to make a significant impression on the electorate.  The main struggle is for influence within the factions of the UDP.  The contest for President is usually also a one-sided struggle.  Indeed, in the election for his third term in 1921, Matthias Rigdon ran unopposed...

--

12 December 1907 (Independence Day in the Nephi Free State)
The Lodge (the President’s residence)
Brigham, Nephi Free State

Matthias Rigdon, President of the Nephi Free State, stood at his window as he watched the workmen getting the city ready for the Independence Day celebrations.  It had taken some time to refurbish the old provincial governor’s house into a suitable home for the President, but at last it was completed.  The new Parliament building was still a long way from finished; the old provincial legislature building had been allowed to grow even more decrepit.

A knock sounded at the door.  “Mr President, the American ambassador has arrived.”

“Send him in, thank you, Gabrielle,” Rigdon replied.

“Good afternoon, Mr President,” said Gerald King, the U.S. ambassador, as he entered.

“Welcome, Your Excellency,” Rigdon said.  His gaze drifted back to the window for a moment.  Was that a touch of snow drifting down?

King followed his gaze; Mitchell had not sent a fool north to represent him.  “Think the weather will hold up for your parade this evening?”

Rigdon shrugged.  “It’s in God’s hands.”  The evening’s parade was meant to see him riding a horst [car], followed by the High Quorum and several companies of the Vancouver Army.  If it was snowing... well, it was, that was all.  “Would you like some water?” the President asked, gesturing to the jug which sat on the table.

King’s lips twitched, ever so slightly.  Probably bemusement over not being offered something far stronger, unless Rigdon missed his guess.  Well, if the American ambassador chose to poison his body in his own country, that was his own business.  Here, he would have to live according to God’s laws.

“Yes, thank you,” the ambassador said.  After Gabrielle poured him a glass of water, King continued, “What did you wish to discuss today, Mr President?  Removal of the remaining American garrison from the Island?”

“In part, but also a more pressing issue.”

“Oh?”

“Indeed.  The transportation of members of the Church of Christ from the United States to the Nephi Free State, if they wish to come.”

King nodded.  “There are still substantial numbers of your brethren in Deseret and New Mexico.  If they want to move, the United States government could assist with their transport.  At a cost of, say, five dollars per person who wishes to emigrate.”

“I will of course need to consult the High Quorum and the Prime Minister [11] first, but I believe they will find the five dollar Nephite satisfactory [12].  Now, about your garrison in Zion...”

“The United States government believes that it would be advisable for the garrison to remain here, for now, due to the remaining non-Nephites in your land.”

“The Gentiles have been something of a problem, especially around Lake Campbell,” Rigdon conceded.

“That latest bomb outside the Vancouver Army barracks is just another reminder,” King said.

“If we can persuade the Gentiles to leave, the Nephi Free State will become truly free,” the President said.  “Our government has an exit strategy in place.  Over the next few years, we propose to buy their property from them, and allow them to leave.  We will have the revenues from the new logging programs to help use with that.  But we would like to have your garrison off the Island by next summer.”

“For that, I would need to consult Columbia,” the ambassador replied.

“Of course,” Rigdon said.  He expected a positive response.  President Mitchell had plenty of other places where his soldiers were needed more.  He stood.  “Thank you for coming so promptly.  Will you be watching tonight’s parade?”

“Yes, along with the rest of the embassy staff,” King replied.  “Good day, Mr President.”

--

[1] The OTL version of this quote is from Doctrines and Covenants (and is not what is said in 1 Nephi 3:3 in OTL’s Book of Mormon) and specifies Independence, Missouri as the place to go.  ITTL, the Nephites were caught between being citizens of New England and wanting to go through the United States.  With the greater confusion, the place where the Temple was to be built was left as being a vague place westward.

[2] Named after Edward VII, who was the child born instead of Queen Victoria.  The Nephite majority on Vancouver Island wanted to rename the city.  The U.S. commander, General John “Fighting Jack” Leggett was perfectly happy to rebrand a city which had been named for a British monarch, and thus Edwardsville was renamed Brigham.

[3] The Nephites, like OTL Mormons, don’t drink alcohol or coffee.  This makes the independence celebrations more ‘civilized’ or more ‘boring’, depending on the perspective of the Vancouver Islander describing it.

[4] Blame the closeness of formerly Russian Alaska for this one.  Veterans acquired the taste of it during the Canadian conquest of Alaska during the Turkish War.  This particular brand is homebrewed by David Shaw of Campbell River.

[5] While there are considerably more than six Gentiles (i.e. non-Nephites) on Vancouver Island, it is tradition to say six.

[6] New in that it is untouched by American hands.  Aulson regards the Canadians to have been merely looking after the land (i.e. British Columbia and Alaska) until Americans arrive to make proper use of it.  This is a common viewpont for the generation who grew up during the North American War (Aulson is fifty-eight at the date of publication).

[7] Who also wrote a biography of John Brown (see post #33).

[8] McGill University in Montreal survived the POD.  King’s University is located in Kingston and is the other premier national university.

[9] The Nephite community in Wisconsin has been much-reduced since the Wisconsin Revolt of 1866, but about twenty thousand of them remain.  They have some theological differences from the “mainstream” Nephites in Vancouver Island; the Wisconsin community follows the teachings of Joseph Smith while the Vancouver community has adopted some additional teachings from Brigham Young.

[10] The formal name for the Nephites, although they commonly use the name Nephite even amongst themselves.

[11] Very much in that order.

[12] With apologies to Dr Everett.

--

Decades of Darkness #127b: The Land That Yet Remains

Credit for this post on the history of the Nephi Free State in the DoD timeline goes to Scarecrow, who wrote most of it apart from some editorial changes.

--

“Oh I wish I were in a land not rotten
The old times here will not be forgotten
Look away, look away, look away
From Nephi Land

In Canada I was born
Early on one frosty morne
Look away, look away, look away
From Nephi Land

In Nephi Land, I’ll take my stand
To live and die a Canadian
Hurray, hurray, hurray for Canada
God save, God save, God save the king.”

- From a Gentile protest song “Nephi Land” heard in Vancouver Island, 1908

--

Taken from: “Exodus: The Great Journeys of Nephi’s People”
By Brigham Rigdon [1]
(c) 1932 Taylor Press
Brigham: Nephi Free State

Part 4: The Final Exodus

The Fourth and final Exodus ran from 1908 to 1915, during which time period over seventy thousand members of the Church of Christ migrated peacefully from the United States (chiefly from the states of Deseret [2] and New Mexico) to the Nephi Free State.

The Fourth Exodus consisted of several stages, the first and most remembered being the era of the “Five Dollar Nephite”.  With financial assistance from the U.S. and NFS governments, American-residing Nephites needed to pay only five dollars to travel from Deseret to the Free State.  While this sum was not as cheap as it is to-day, it was still seen as inexpensive and proved easily affordable for the remaining Nephites who had continued to live Deseret in spite of the Third Exodus of the 1860s and a slow trickle of emigrants thereafter.

The majority of the remaining American Nephites were poor rural dwellers, often occupying small homesteads away from the larger cities such as Salt Lake City and Davidson [Brigham City, Utah].  They were often at the fringes of Deseret society, and continued to be so until the Nephi Free State was created during the North American War.  News of the formation of the NFS brought fresh excitement to these survivors, who eagerly greeted the creation of a nation where Nephites could indeed live according to God’s dictates.  The new nation’s birth prompted a campaign of letter-writing and public statements from these believers, asking for government assistance in a mass Nephite migration from the badlands of Deseret and New Mexico to the Free Nephi State. The American ambassador to the Free Nephi State, Gerald King, raised the issue with the Nephi Free State President Matthias Rigdon on the first anniversary of the Free States independence, and the two governments worked together to form a cohesive migration plan.

Called the “Five Dollar Nephites”, the scheme involved the church members having to pay only that sum – the governments covered the rest – to move from Deseret itself to the Free State; those who lived outside of Deseret needed to find their own way to that state.  Once they had purchased a spot in the scheme, the emigrants would take the famous “White Train” from Salt Lake City west to San Francisco.  From there, they would take one of the old war-era transport ships for a week’s slow cruise up the Pacific coast until they arrived at Brigham [Victoria, BC] in the Free State.

Period                     Transportees
Jan-June 07                1,768
July-Dec 07                4,609
Jan-June 08                6,003
July-Dec 08                5,979
Jan-June 09                4,555
July-Dec 09                5,609
Jan-June 10                2,777
July-Dec 10                3,435
Jan-June 11                1,978
July-Dec 11                2,009
Jan-June 12                4,330
July-Dec 12                10,234
Jan-June 13                7,876
July-Dec 13                5,606
Jan-June 14                6,231
Total                      72,999

The project had some initial success, but suffered a setback when the Lusitania sank in bad weather on 16 October 1909.  After the Aquitania ran aground on Vancouver Island in the early hours of 1 August 1910, the entire program threatened to unravel, even though all of the passengers were saved in the later accident.  The number of migrants plummeted following this crash.  Only a lengthy Congressional hearing into safety standards on American civilian naval programs restored confidence, and indeed result in improved across-the-board safety stands in the American merchant marine.  In 1912, the program saw its greatest numbers of migrants, with 14,000 Nephites taking passage to the Free State in that year.

Bringing the Nephites to the Free State was only half the challenge; the other was providing them with housing and work.  Backed by American government loans, the Free State government began a massive expansion of the timber industry.  They constructed several new lumber mills and timber processing plants across the Island, which were mostly staffed by the new migrants.  The timber was largely used to build new houses for the immigrants in the expanding towns of Brigham, Zion [Sydney, BC] and Baihart [Duncan, BC], while others of the migrants took up residence in the abandoned homes of the Gentiles who had fled the Island during the early days of the nation.  The rest of the lumber was exported to New Caledonia, which had its own burgeoning construction industry.

--

May-June 1908
Brigham, Nephi Free State

Brian McMahon threw the Daily Bee at the wall next to the fireplace.  “Thousands more of these Nephites to come from America this year?”  They would come here, to this place they called free.  In the days when this was part of Canada under the King, these Nephites had been free to believe and worship whatever they liked, just as anyone else could.  Now, the only thing non-Nephites were free to do in this so-called Free State of theirs was free to leave.

The newspaper had been full of other stories of ‘freedom’; the news of more immigrants had just been the final straw.  Down in Campbell River, David Shaw had been imprisoned for “making prohibited substances.”  Trees were being cut down every day to build houses for the American Nephites who every day flooded into the Island in greater numbers.

Later that day, Brian wandered along the dockside, to see another stream of Nephites disembarking from the Arbuckle.  They might share a faith with the Canadian Nephites whom Brian had known and tolerated for most of his life, but these newcomers didn’t look or act much like them.  Too-bright clothes, too-loud voices, and although they allegedly spoke English, every fourth word seemed to be foreign, from Spanish or God only knew where.

A few of the new Nephites nodded to McMahon as he passed.  They were a polite and courteous folk, most of the time, even the newcomers.  They just wanted the Island for them and their kind alone, from now until the end of time.  And by the looks of it, they would get it.  As the Americans disembarked, they were shepherded into a nearby warehouse which the Free State ‘government’ had commandeered.  In there, they would be given the forms which confirmed their faith and their citizenship, very much in that order.  Less than an hour off the boat, and they would be voting citizens.  While Brian, who had lived on the Island his whole life, was not.

“What can I do now?” McMahon asked the air.  These newcomers would get houses too, where once Gentiles had lived.  While Brian wondered how long he could keep his own home.

Over the last year, Rigdon’s new government had sent a clerk to his door every month, asking if he would consider selling his house to the government, and going somewhere else.  Each time, Brian had told the clerk in no uncertain terms where he could go, and where he could insert his offer.  Two months ago, sick of the continual visits, Brian had thrown the clerk off his front porch.  That had won him an audience with one of the new Nephite judges, who had convicted him and fined him for assault.  A fine which he found it hard to pay, since despite the burgeoning lumber industry, there hadn’t been enough business for him to keep his old job at the lumber mill.  He still found odd jobs here and there – some of the individual Nephites were decent, and didn’t care who worked for them provided that they worked – but nothing steady.

Last month, regular as clockwork, the clerk had shown up again.  This time, he was accompanied by two stern-faced, grey-clad members of the Vancouver Army.  Soldiers with auto guns [submachine guns] of the sort which had became notorious when the choketroopers used them to break into New York.  The clerk had made the same offer to buy his house.  He didn’t make any threats.  If anything, he was even more scrupulously polite than usual.

But then, the clerk didn’t need to be rude.  By now, the McMahon family were the last Gentiles left in their street.  Brian had watched lifelong friends move away, a few to Campbell River where by all reports a substantial Gentile population remained, but most had gone a long way east to go back into Canada.  In their place had come the new Nephites, who filled the street with their strange voices and strange ways.  Worse, Brian could not find a decent drink anywhere, not alcohol and not even tea or coffee.  His old pub had mysteriously burned down one night, and the police had been unable to find those responsible.

Only stubbornness had let McMahon stay so long.  This was his country, no matter what flag flew above it now.  He would have been more tempted to return to what remained of Canada if he thought it was a place worth visiting.  His mother country had done a good job of destroying itself even in the places the Jackals hadn’t reached.  New England was doing only marginally better, and who wanted to live in the country which had sold out the Allies, anyway?  And he would convert and join the Nephites before he would live on American soil.

Brian’s meanderings took him past the post office, where a number of flyers covered the notice-board.  Most of them were announcements of marriages, which made Brian’s lips curl in disgust.  As often as not, those were describing second or third marriages.  Even the Americans had forbidden the Nephites’ practice of polygamy, but it had reappeared very quickly here.  Another flyer caught his eye, though.  It announced, “Come to Australia!  The Great Southern Land welcomes any citizen of the Empire who wants to establish a new life away from the hardships of war.”

The flyer listed the address of Australia’s consular office in the Brigham Arms.  Without much else to do that day – so far, he had found no work this week – McMahon made his way to the Australian consular office.  A young man in a crisp white shirt greeted him in a strange twang which made Americans easy to understand by comparison.  At least he had the sense to speak slowly.  “Good day, sir.  I’m Nigel Ward.  What can I do for you?”

“I saw your flyer at the post office.  Is it true that Australia wants to help people escape?”

“Certainly.  Australia has offered refuge to Canadian citizens and others displaced by American... expansion.  Just as Nephites are being settled here.”

“You mean that you’ll be paying most of the cost, like the five dollar Nephites?”

Ward just smiled.  “Not as such.  Places are kept open.  But as to costs and incentives..  You can stay, and have the Nephites turn you into a peon by inches.”

McMahon flinched.  The stories coming out of the mainland of British Columbia had to be just rumours, surely.  Not even Americans would enslave white men.  Which didn’t mean that Ward’s words did not contain a grain of truth.  The Nephites were turning Gentile into non-citizens.  No voting rights, his children being taunted at school, the police being on the wrong side.  He might not turn into a peon if he stayed, but he wouldn’t be truly free, either.  “How long do I have to consider the offer?”

Ward spread his hands.  “As long as it takes.  This offer is open to all Canadians, for as long as necessary.”

And so it came to pass that, six weeks later, Brian McMahon and his family were among a group of several hundred people waiting on Brigham’s docks, for a ship which was to take them to freedom.  His house was sold, along with everything that couldn’t be carried away with him here.  For that, at least he had received a fair price.  But it didn’t make up for what he had been forced to do.

After they boarded and the ship steamed out of the harbour, Brian stood on the deck, looking at Vancouver Island fading into the distance behind him.  It was all gone.  All his years of work, his home, and his family had been uprooted thanks to these damn Nephites who called themselves Christians.

“Cheer up, dear,” his wife murmured beside him.  “A brand new life awaits us now.  One far away from war and struggle.”

--

Taken from: “From Barbarians To Refugees: Major Migrations from Ancient to Modern Times.”
(c) 1949 by Dr Hubert Everett
Holt, Gorton & McMahon Publishing: Worchester [Albany], Kingdom of Australia

Chapter 13: Between the Wars

It is common in history to define periods as beginning and ending with wars, and this is particularly so when discussing the history of migration.  The border changes and political upheaval which accompany war have always been one of the major factors in human migration.  Nowhere is this more clearly demonstrated than in the aftermath of the North American War.

The decade following the NAW saw the migration of millions of people.  Most noted was the relocation of many peoples of the Caribbean to Liberia, New England and Europe.  The internal migration within the United States’ expanded borders ran a close second...

In terms of sheer numbers, the migrations into and out of Vancouver Island did not compare to the much larger migrations triggered by the war.  But in terms of percentage of the population, it was noteworthy.  In the seven years after the war’s end, over 70,000 members of the Church of Christ moved from the United States to the Nephi Free State.  In a similar period, a corresponding number of “Gentiles” left the island.  Of these emigrants, about half went back to Canada, while half dispersed across the British Empire.  Of those who dispersed, a few went to the Sandwich Islands, but most of them travelled to Australia, forming part of the great boom in migration to that country which accompanied the twentieth century [3].

The ex-Vancouverians mostly migrated to the south-western corner of the Australian mainland, with a smaller community taking up residence on the island of Tasmania.  They chose these regions because, as in their old homeland, the logging industry thrived there.  In particular, southern West Australia had been a source of timber for the British Empire since the last quarter of the nineteenth century.  The giant trees like the jarrah were widely used, particularly for railway sleepers.  The new migrants clustered around the towns of Worchester, Bridgetown, Manjimup, Elderpitt [Warpole, WA] Denmark, and Robertson Peak [Mount Barker, WA].  Besides working in the logging industry, some of them took up new positions in lumber-related industries, such as paper mills.  One noted examples was the Holt, Gorton & McMahon mill, established in 1910 by three Canadian migrants.  It flourished and became a publishing house in 1919, when it printed the local weekly magazine South by South West, which is popular to this day [4].

--

29 January 1909
Fremantle, West Australia
Kingdom of Australia

Life, it seemed to Brian McMahon, could be described as a series of journeys between pubs.  Sometimes you saw good things outside of the pub, so you wanted a drink.  Sometimes you saw bad things outside of the pub, so you wanted a drink.  Sometimes, you went too long without a drink, so you wanted a drink.

This time, he just felt like a drink.  When he entered the pub in Fremantle, he took his hat off and wiped the sweat from his forehead.

“You look like you could use a drink,” the bartender said.

“Sure could,” Brian said.  “Your best beer, please.”  He’d learned from painful experience never to ask for anything stronger than that in an Australian pub.  “Vodka’s for Russkies, wine’s for Poms, rum’s for Jackals, sake’s for slant-eyes and beer’s for men,” or so he had been told.

“There you go, mate, a nice cool glass of Swan.  That’ll be ninepence,” the bartender said as he handed the glass over.  He raised an eyebrow at the one-pound note, but eventually passed back a handful of shiny silver coins.

Is it always this hot here? Brian wondered.  Though tempted to press the glass to his brow, he settled for drinking it.

“You a Yank?” the bartender said, after a moment.

“Canadian,” McMahon replied.  He’d noticed plenty of Australians had trouble telling the difference between the accents [5].

The bartender shrugged.  “Yanks, Canadians, you both sound the same, you both burn the same.”

Brian held up a red hand.  “Seems to be that way, yes.  Never known heat or sun like this before.”

“You get used to it,” the barman said.  “But beats being back in Canada these days, I bet.”

“That’s what I’ve heard,” Brian said.  The newspapers from Stirling [Perth, WA] spoke of little from elsewhere in Australia, let alone North America, but life anywhere in Canada sounded harsh.  What the Jackals were doing in British Columbia, now...  Some things, he’d thought, were beneath even Americans.  He’d been wrong there.

“Why’d you come for, then, if not the sun?” the bartender asked.

“I’m from Vancouver Island,” Brian said.  That got him only a blank look.  “Now full of Nephites and lemonade.”

The bartender laughed.  “So you’re just another godless heathen like the rest of us?”

“Yup.  I’m amazed they didn’t stone me for buying a drink.”

“I heard about that,” the bartender said.  “No beer, no smokes.  Hell of a boring way to live.”

“No tea or coffee either,” McMahon said.  “The only thing which keeps them interested is seeing how many wives they can get.”

“Bloody hell, isn’t one mother-in-law bad enough?” the bartender asked, which made Brian spray beer across the bar.  “’Scuse me, mate,” he added, as he went to serve another customer.

Brian sat alone for a while, watching people come in and out of the pub.  It was a spacious building, certainly bigger than any bar he’d seen back on the Island.  So close to the docks, he heard a variety of accents from across the Empire, and even some from outside it.  The humidity still clung, despite the westerly sea breeze which came in every afternoon.  McMahon didn’t want to stay here for very long; his interest lay more in the giant trees which were reported to be found to the south-west of here.  For now, though, he enjoyed being here.

Until he heard two voices speaking in drawling accents.  He turned to see four men walking into the pub.  They looked like any other merchant sailors, but what were Jackals doing here?

Before the Jackals could reach the bar, two bouncers and the bar manager smoothly intercepted them.  “Americans are not welcome here,” the manager said.

“We’re just after a drink, mate, not a fight,” the lead American drawled.

“Americans here will cause fights whether they want them or not,” the manager replied.

“Throw the shits out!” a voice called from somewhere behind Brian.

“You see?” the manager asked.

The American scowled.  “You damn cons forget who won the war.”

“Australians made it onto American soil.  None of your lads made it to ours any time in the war.  Now, will you walk out or be thrown out?”

The lead American spat at the bar manager’s feet.  “Fine!  We’ll find somewhere else to drink.”  The Jackals walked out, ignoring the taunts aimed at their retreating backs.

--

[1] Son of President Matthias Rigdon.

[2] Made a territory before the Third Exodus, Deseret ended up with a European name rather than a local Native American name because the *USA is somewhat less inclined to use those names if an alternative is available.  The name for the territory remained even after many of the Nephites who had chosen the name migrated to Vancouver Island.

[3] Even before the North American War began, North America began to lose its attractiveness to immigrants because of the threat of war.  After the war’s end, many of those migrants who in OTL went to North America here find other destinations, particularly Australia.

[4] The favourable mention of this publishing company in a book published by the same company is surely a complete coincidence.

[5] OTL Australians often have difficulty differentiating between Canadian and American accents.  Due to the Spanish influence on *Americans, they have no such difficulty (except for a few Americans from the border states).  New Englander and Canadian accents still pose a problem for them, though.

--

Decades of Darkness #128a: Stand By Me

“America: where some men are white and others are wrong.”
- Attributed to Clement Churchill

--

17 October 1884
Offices of The Trumpet
San Francisco, North California
United States of America

“Good to see you again, Will,” Jonathon Bradbury said.  “How’s married life been treating you?”

William Macarthur [1] gave the reporter the briefest of sharp glances, then decided that the question was a sincere one.  Of course, Bradbury had been one of the few men who didn’t seem to be sniggering when he spoke to Macarthur, which was one reason that William had chosen the reporter to be his best man at an all too hastily arranged wedding.  “It has its pleasures.  You know how it is.”

“Not personally,” Bradbury said, and chuckled.  He had been most astute in avoiding marriage, so far as Macarthur could tell.  “But it has its benefits, I’m sure.”

“That it does,” Macarthur said.  Those benefits no longer came with a price, but that was because the price had already been paid.  “But I need your advice, and maybe that of your father.”

“Oh?”

“I’ve been talking to Evelyn and... I think we need to leave San Francisco,” Macarthur said.  “Probably get out of all of North California.”

“Whatever for?” Bradbury asked, in what seemed to be genuine astonishment.

“Because people talk too much,” Macarthur said.  And sniggered too much, come to that.  “Besides, I was born and raised in country estates.  A city’s good for them that like it, but not for me.”

“I... see.  So, where do I come into this?”

“Helping me decide where the best place is to go, if I want to live in the country and still earn a pound.  Sorry, earn a dollar.”

“Land in Mexico’s going cheap,” Bradbury said, with a grin.

“Not funny.”  Parts of old Mexico probably were safe, for all Macarthur knew, but he didn’t care to find out the wrong way.  “I’d really like to find out what the best places are.  And the best things to raise, too.”  Macarthur had grown up around the sheep which had provided Australia’s first great export [2], before the gold rushes, but he would grow crops instead if he needed to.  It was the countryside he needed most of all, for the wide open spaces and for the lack of knowing grins.

“It all depends how much capital you have access to,” Bradbury said, his expression turning serious for the first time.

“Enough to rent a few peons or slaves, I expect,” Macarthur said.  In fact, he expected that it would go a lot further than that, but he had learned that overstating one’s wealth was a bad idea.  “With a small sum set aside to buy a bit of land, naturally.”

“With that, you could earn a comfortable life almost anywhere,” Bradbury said.  “A more than comfortable life in some places, especially the north.  It’s so empty that land costs next to nothing, which is why Harlan [3] has invited half of Europe to settle there [4].  I’m sure you could find somewhere to live there.”

Macarthur winced.  “It’d be a touch cold in winter.”  Snow was something for mountains, not where people lived.  “Could be worth running cattle or sheep there, maybe.”

“Most people there farm wheat, I think,” Bradbury said.  He grinned.  “It might be a touch cold for sheep too, I suppose.”

“Maybe wheat would be worth it,” Macarthur acknowledged.  “But what about somewhere well, warmer?”

Bradbury shrugged.  “If you want don’t want to move too far, South California’s starting to boom these days, too.  Those bits with enough water to grow cotton, anyway.”

“No weevils?” Macarthur asked.  It seemed that every month he had been in this country brought fresh tales of woe of what the boll weevil was doing to cotton planters.

“None at all, there, and it’ll be much harder for them to spread like they’re doing back East.”

Macarthur said, “If everyone’s lining up to go there, that might make the land a mite too expensive.”  In any case, he suspected that those weevils would reach even South California soon enough.  Best not to get settled into another new place and then have to uproot everything.

“If you really want to move...  Wait.  Have you looked around this state?”

“I have, and found not much except gold and gum tree plantations.”  The easily accessible gold was long gone, now, and what was left was deep mining.  The stories he heard about the families who’d taken over that gold mine made him wary of going there.  And while gum trees were a pleasant reminder of his old home, he knew enough about them to realise that the fools setting up gum tree plantations here would just lose money.  Young gum trees had knotty wood; only the older ones provided usable lumber.  People had learnt that lesson the hard way in Australia already.

“Then if you really want to leave – though I’ll be sorry to see you go – you should probably avoid most of the Caribbean islands; their land is expensive, too.  But that leaves you every state from Sonora to Nicaragua to Georgia to choose from.  Hmm.  Sinaloa has a lot of very good land.”

“I’d need to learn Spanish first,” Macarthur said.  “Which I’d rather not.”  Although enough Spanish words had infected the English spoken here that maybe learning Spanish itself would be no harder.

“Which leaves, hmm, just a lot of cotton country.  Except... there’s Jackson, I suppose.”

“Jackson?”  Macarthur had tried, but he still hadn’t learned the name of every American state.

“Over on the East Coast.  A peninsula which aims at Cuba.  Used to be nothing but swamps and mosquitos and alligators, but it’s being cleared and turned into something decent now.  It’s still new enough that you could probably find some reasonably-priced land.”

“And do what with it?” Macarthur asked.

“Sugar.  Cattle.  I know there’s others things grown out there, but I can’t recall offhand.  Would you like me to find out?”  Bradbury glanced at the pile of papers on his desk, a sure sign that he had work he wanted to get back to.

“Love it.  Tell to me and Evelyn about it over dinner, perhaps.  Say next Thursday night?”

“Sounds good,” Bradbury said.  They exchanged a couple more polite farewells, then Macarthur excused himself and left the offices of The Trumpet.

He could have taken a cable-car ride back home, but after a brief pause for thought, decided to walk.  The home he had found for himself and his new wife was not all that far away, and he wanted time to consider the implications of what Bradbury had told him before he arrived home.

It some ways, it was a shame he had to move.  San Francisco had its own bustling charm, and he would enjoy keeping a house here which he could visit for some of the year, much as his family back home had spent part of their time in Camden [6] and part of it in Sydney.  Yet too many people would stare and mutter when they knew him, which upset him, and his wife even more.  And he had found nothing near San Francisco worth farming, anyway.

No, he had to look further afield.  The way he saw it, that left Jackson or Sinaloa, or possibly somewhere up north in the cold rain and snow.  Whatever he did, though, he was determined not to go back to Australia.  He had considered going home, of course.  Oh yes, he had considered it, when Evelyn tearfully told him the news.  She had been expecting him to run, as far as he could tell.  But Macarthur had come to the United States to make a new life for himself, not to run back to an old one.  And if she was not the woman he would have chosen for his wife, well, she was his wife now, for better and for worse.

So, Jackson or Sinaloa?  Sinaloa or Jackson?  The mosquito or the Mexican?  There could be other choices, he supposed, but those had sounded the most promising of all the states.  He could wait for Bradbury’s advice for his final decision, but he would prefer to have a good notion of what he wanted now.  Moving would take time, buying land would take even more time, and he wanted to be settled into a new home before Evelyn’s timetable ran its course.

By the time he arrived home and slipped inside without his wife answering the door, he’d made up his mind.  Inside the house, he found Evelyn asleep in a chair.  She looked blissfully peaceful, with her blonde hair falling on either side of her face, and the dark bags under her eyes nearly faded by now.  Her belly had started to bulge, for all that they had been married only two months.

Macarthur ran a finger slowly down the centre of her face, starting at her forehead and running it along her nose.  She woke just as he touched her lips, and smiled.  “You found a place?” she asked.

“Jackson,” he said.

“Good.  Hasta, North California,” Evelyn said.

--

14 January 1886

Dear Mum and Dad,

I received your letter of the 19th of November last, and am glad to hear that you and all of the family are well.  Please pass on mine and Evelyn’s best wishes to Emily, Robert, Celia, Tom, and all of our cousins as well.  Andrew is too young to offer them his best wishes yet, but I’m sure that they will be glad if I offer them on his behalf. 

It’s good to know that you are all doing well, and that the war [7] did not trouble you greatly.  We’d hoped as much.  Europe was riven by the war but it touched only light here and there too, it seems.  Hopefully you can visit us here in Jackson someday.  Now that the war is over, travel is safe once again, at least from the hazards of man, even if nature can still cause problems.

As for us, Evelyn, Andrew and I are all in good health.  This is one of the few places in America which has decent weather all year around.  The biggest problem we’ve found here is the summer cyclones – they call them hurracanes [8] here – but they hit us less since we’re away from the coast.  But you never know when they’ll strike throughout the summer and autumn, so we always have to be ready for them.  But no cyclones struck our property this year, and God willing, we’ll be spared most of them for the next few years, too.

The estate is expanding every week.  I’ve renamed it Cowpastures, if you’ll forgive me [9], since the cattle are thriving here.  The only real challenge to running cattle here is finding decent help.  It’s not a good idea to use too many peons here, since if you give an indentured man a horse there’s always the danger that he’ll run away on it.  I use a few peons to help run the cattle, but only those who have wives and children closer to the house where they can be watched.  Not many men run away from their families.

For the rest, I’ve been using hired help.  Hired white help, that is.  All of my peons are rented, except for the one family I told you about.  The hired workers here are too prideful to do a proper job much of the time, though.  They hate taking orders, they hate working for someone else, and they love to quit whenever they feel like it.  The only one who’s halfway reliable is Andy, the overseer I’ve hired to watch over the peons, and even then that’s because he likes the chance to give orders, not receive them.

I’d remove every last one of the white workers if I could, and replace them with peons.  They’re cheaper, and if they have their own problems, at least they don’t get to quit in a hurry.  As a matter of fact, I’ve had a couple of the ones I’ve rented ask me to buy their debts outright and keep them here.  They said that they like to be treated like people.  Which suits me just fine, but I don’t have the capital to buy too many of them outright yet.  I’d have to go more into debt than I’d like, if I did that.

Right now, the peons are mostly working in the part of Cowpastures I’ve set aside to grow oranges.  That may not sound like much of a crop, but I’m sure that it’s going to become a big market.  Now that there’s ships which can keep fruit cool long enough to transport, there’ll be plenty of people who want to eat them.  From here, they can go to buyers anywhere in the US or New England in a few days’ sailing.  With any luck, oranges will take off for me just like bananas did for that clever woman down in Nicaragua.

It’ll be a long wait, though.  Even with seedlings grafted on rootstock, it will take years to grow a decent crop of oranges.  Maybe five years to grow a decent crop.  For a lot of that time, I can have them planting and tending more of the orange trees, but there’s other ways to make money in the meantime.  The strawberries and tomatoes I have the peons grow the rest of the time won’t sell for too much, but it’s enough to keep this place running until the oranges are growing.  If I need to, I can always return some of the peons to their owners, although I’d be happier to keep them here.

But that’s probably more than you want to hear about farming here.  Andrew seems to grow larger every time I look away from him for a moment.  He crawls all over the place, enough to run Evelyn wild, and he can pull himself up to stand now, but he still needs to be helped to walk.  He doesn’t speak very much yet, except for mama, dada, and “pa-pa”, which he uses to mean “I want that.”

But even if he doesn’t know it yet, Andrew has a great life ahead of him.  Jackson is a place where anyone can make a future for themselves, and intend to make sure that he has a place worth living in.  The railroads and the new land here should be enough for anyone to make a fortune, and I expect to make one.  There’s more labour available here than there was when we first arrived last year, and I expect that it will be the same for many years to come.

Hoping that this finds you well,

Your loving son

(Signed) William Macarthur

--

6 July 1887
Habana, West Cuba
United States of America

Habana!  “The Jewel of the Caribbean,” it had been well-named by some dead American president [10].  Amongst a generation of young well-to-do Americans – and many not so young – Habana had become a by-word for idyllic relaxation, dancing, drinking, gambling and sunshine.  The heat impressed William Macarthur not at all, since Habana was scarcely warmer than Jackson, but the rest did.  Oh yes, the rest did.

Where on the mainland too many people protested and muttered about the evils of liquor, dancing and card-sharpers, the Cubans cared far less about them.  So Macarthur had been assured by José Anderson, Ned Hooper and Matthew Hull, three native-born Jacksonians who had become amongst his closest friends.  They had been right, too.

They’d passed the three days in a state of blissful indolence, drinking rum and blends [cocktails] while playing poker.  It made for welcome relief from managing the affairs of Cowpastures.  Now, as the sun collapsed toward evening, Anderson said, “Enough with the cards for now.  Let’s find ourselves somewhere to dance.”

That comment provoked vehement approval from Hull and Hooper.  Macarthur nodded as well.  He’d heard good things about Cuban dance methods.  “Scandalous” was the word most mentioned back on the mainland.  With several glasses of rum in him, that sounded appealing.

“Ever danced the rumba?” Hooper asked Macarthur, as they started to wander through the streets of Habana.

“No,” Macarthur replied.  But he’d learned plenty of other dances, and been quick to learn them at that.  How much more difficult could one more be?

“You’re in for a treat, then,” Hooper said, and the others laughed.

They came to a dance club which Anderson obviously knew well, from the way he went straight there.  After Hooper quietly passed across a handful of banknotes, they were ushered inside, into an open dance floor where a dozen couples moved back and forth to the music.

And what music!  A rhythm of drums and resonating sticks, played by a mixture of slaves and peons, with singers voicing a catchy Spanish melody, of which he could only recognise a few words.  The couples moved in time to the complex rhythm of the music, and he needed only moments to see why it was considered scandalous.  The men – all white, he noticed – would start to reach toward their partner using their arms, legs or pelvis, and the women would dance just out of range.  All peon women, he noticed, too.

“How can we join this?” he murmured.

“Get yourself a dance tutor for the evening,” Hull said, with a gesture toward the far side of the floor.  Hooper sniggered quietly.

Macarthur made his way around the floor, and discovered another room in the back, where another half-dozen peon women were seated, along with a tuxedo-clad white man who came up to greet him.

“I need a dance tutor,” he said.

“Ciertamente, sir.  For an hour’s lesson or the full evening?”

“The full evening, I suppose,” Macarthur said.

“Ah, you are a man of energy, sir,” the man said.  “Which dance tutor would you prefer?”

Macarthur glanced over the prospective dance tutors without taking in too many details.  They all looked attractive.  All of them were peon women, too, except for one whose appearance made it hard to tell if she had Negro blood in her or not.  He pointed more or less at random, assuming that any woman here would make a good tutor.

“Consuela,” the man said, while the woman rose and came over to them.  “She is an expert in the rumba.”

Macarthur paid the man, then led Consuela out to the dance floor.  She proved to be as good a tutor as the man had claimed she would be.  Macarthur quickly learned the basic steps of this rumba – she called it guaguancó – and fell into the pattern with the other couples on the dance floor.  Moving back and forth in the almost-touching manner was just as scandalous as he had expected, and he only vaguely noticed that Hooper, Anderson and Hull had all found dance tutors for themselves, only to vanish after about half an hour.

Consuela kept teaching him more of the steps of the rumba, but after an hour or so she asked.  “How much longer should we stay out here?”

“All evening, of course,” Macarthur said, automatically.

“Sometimes learning’s easier in private,” Consuela said.  She sounded like she was holding back a giggle.

“How can I learn without the music?” he asked, and this time she did giggle.

“Just come with me, sir,” Consuela said.

Puzzled but obliging, he followed her into the back part of the dance club, which opened out into a long corridor with unlabelled doors on either side.  She led him halfway up and stepped into one of the rooms, which contained only a bed and a table.

“This is...” Macarthur said, then stopped.  Consuela had shut the door and started to reach for the buttons at the back of her blouse.  “Stop that right now!”

“Why?” Consuela asked.

“You mean you’re a... you thought I wanted you for...  God damn it, I thought I was hiring you for dance lessons,” Macarthur said.

“Would you have paid so much for dance lessons?” Consuela asked.  She sounded surprised, too, and was that a hint of bitterness hiding somewhere underneath?

“You’re a peon, yes?” Macarthur asked, and barely waited for her nod.

“Of course,” Consuela said.  This time, her voice had no inflection at all, as if she had long practice at hiding what she thought when she answered that question.

“This isn’t right,” Macarthur murmured.  Peons were people to be protected!  Of lesser race, to be sure, and who owed labour to white men, but not this.  No, not this.  “All of the dance tutors here are expected to do this?”

“What the customers pay for, they get,” Consuela said, with the same lack of inflection in her voice.

“This isn’t what I paid for,” Macarthur said.  He opened the door and strode out of the room, slamming it shut behind him.  “This isn’t right at all.”  He wondered how many dance clubs Habana boasted, and suddenly this place no longer seemed quite so jewel-like.  “There has to be something that I can do about... all of this.”

Only what could he, alone, do to stop it?

--

[1] See post #79b for William Macarthur’s last appearance.

[2] Strictly speaking, wool wasn’t *Australia’s first great export, any more than it was in OTL.  Whale oil was the largest early export.  But descendants of the early Australian graziers like Macarthur tend to ignore that.

[3] John Marshall Harlan, in OTL a Supreme Court Justice, ITTL is a former Governor of Kentucky and as of 1884 holds the position of Secretary of Immigration.  (This is a new Cabinet post specifically created by President Thomas Corbin to encourage more ‘appropriate white men to come to our beloved country’).

[4] ITTL, John Harlan as Minister of Immigration is following a policy of encouraging large numbers of ‘white’ people to find a new life in the United States, and more specifically in the northern states of Idaho, Wyoming, Nebraska, Colorado, Kansas and Wilkinson (and, to a lesser degree, in parts of Iowa, New Mexico and West Texas as well).  He is in some ways performing an equivalent role that Sir Clifford Sifton did in OTL Canada.  In particular, Harlan has set up colonial offices throughout various European countries whose main role is to reassure would-be immigrants that they will under no circumstances be vulnerable to peonage.  The largest source of immigrants comes from Russia [5], with smaller numbers coming from parts of the Habsburg dominions, particularly the Slavic inhabitants of Hungary and both (Slavic) Poles and Jews from what would become the Kingdom of Poland after the Second Napoleonic Wars.  Many of the Jewish immigrants during this period actually opted to settle in American cities instead of the countryside, but Harlan’s actions were responsible for a large boost to the population of the American northern interior states during the 1880s and 1890s.  The migration program declined considerably after Harlan’s retirement in 1901, and effectively ceased with the outbreak of the North American War.

[5] The immigration from Russia is in fact nearly zero during the Second Napoleonic Wars, but rebounded afterwards, since the United States did not actually fight Russia during that struggle.

[6] Camden is rich pastureland which was near Sydney at the time, but distinctly rural.  (In modern Sydney, it has been more or less swallowed by suburban expansion).

[7] i.e. the Second Napoleonic Wars, in which Australia and the United States were both involved to varying degrees, and which had ended in August 1885.

[8] The American word hurricane has been hispanicized into hurracane, returning closer to the Spanish word huracán (from which it was originally borrowed into American English anyway).

[9] Cowpastures was the name of the original land grant to the Macarthur family in Australia (later renamed Camden).

[10] William Macarthur has been slightly misinformed.  President Jefferson Davis referred to the entirety of Cuba as “the jewel of the Caribbean,” not just Habana itself.

--

Decades of Darkness #128b: The Colour Of Hope

“Courage without conscience is a wild beast.”
- John Ingersoll, Jr (1833-1907), New England orator

--

From The Ballington Herald [1]
14 August 1887

Letters to the Editor

Habana: the city of joy unalloyed, or so we are told.  Who has not heard of the rumba clubs of Habana?  All of us have, but sometimes people neglect to mention that they offer rumbles, more than rumba.  These are places where women who owe labour are forced to pay their life debts working on their backs.

This is not right.  It can never be right.  No-one of wit disputes that peons should be required to work for their betters, but it is equally true that those of lesser race look to the white race for protection.  No-one who believes in justice should take this lying down.  How can it be considered right for peon women to be forced to endure the intimate embraces of men, simply to earn profit for their masters?  Let them be called on to work in industrious pursuits.  Let them be called on to work in field or factory.  But do not let them be forced to break the laws of God and men.

W Macarthur
Cowpastures, Calhoun County

--

26 November 1887
De Soto [Bradenton, FL], Jackson
United States of America

Heat still clung around William Macarthur as evening drew near.  Jackson was a sun-drenched country, without a doubt.  As warm as a New South Wales summer, and the summer seemed to last longer here.  The times with sunlight were the best, since too many of the clouds here came packed into swirling tropical storms, or worse yet the hurracanes.

A few people stopped to look at him when he passed.  His height drew notice, he was sure.  He had been above normal height even in New South Wales, and he was even taller by comparison here.  But were the people watching him because they recognised who he was?  If so, at least they weren’t carrying ropes and looking meaningfully at the nearest lamp-post.  Since they weren’t, he gave them curt nods as he went by.

Macarthur reached his destination just as the shadows were lengthening into night.  The De Soto Methodist Church was a discreet granite building at the end of Spencer Avenue.  The Methodists here did not have all the same customs which he had been taught in New South Wales, which was one reason he did not attend the Sunday services as often as he had in his youth.  Here and now, though, he devoutly wished for some spiritual guidance.

As it turned out, Pastor Vincent Ramey already had another parishioner with him.  Macarthur waited discreetly out of hearing while Ramey and the other man, whom he didn’t know, finished talking.  That gave Macarthur time to settle his own thoughts before Pastor Ramey came up to him.

“William!  It’s good to see you here.  How are things up at Cowpastures?”

“Good, good.  Evelyn, Andrew and Amy are all well.  And, ah...”

The pastor gestured to a seat.  “What’s troubling you?”

“I’m having, well, a crisis of conscience,” Macarthur said.  “I suppose by now you’ve heard what’s made the papers.”

Ramey shrugged.  “Of course I’ve heard mention of one or two things, but why don’t you tell me more about it?”

Macarthur gave the pastor a brief version of what he’d seen in the rumba club in Habana.  And how, after he had made more discreet investigations here, it had turned out to be a far more common practice that he’d imagined, both in Habana and across the nation.  “That whole practice is wrong.  It goes against everything that’s good and right in the world.  And since then, I’ve been telling that to everyone who’ll listen.”

“I’m listening,” the pastor said, which made Macarthur smile.  Ramey continued, “If you’ve decided that, though, why is your conscience so troubled?”

“Because Evelyn wants me to stop.  She’s worried that I’ll get lynched.”

“Do you think that?” the pastor asked.

“No.  Well, maybe.  Do you?”

Ramey said, “No, not these days.  It’s not as if you’re calling for abolition.  I can’t recall anyone being lynched round her for fifteen years or thereabouts.  And he was telling everyone that if blacks weren’t given their freedom they should rise up and take it [2].  Even then, he was only hung because the judge was ill.”

Macarthur said, “Good, because I don’t want to stop.  This is important.”

“So you believe that is God’s will, and that it is your Christian duty to witness about it?” Ramey asked.

“Yes, it is,” Macarthur said, although he hadn’t thought of it in quite those terms.  “I just wish I wasn’t the only one witnessing about it.”  He paused.  “What is the Church’s view on it?”  The Methodists here in the United States used a system of national conferences to determine such issues of faith, unlike the Connexion system practiced in Australia.

“That the practice of peonage, like that of slavery, is a matter for the conscience of the individual.”

“In other words, they don’t want to take a view,” Macarthur said, the words coming out more harshly than he’d intended.

“That’s unfair, William.  The Church took a position on slavery once, and all that produced was a needless split with our brethren in New England [3].  There’s no need to cause further division over an issue which is, in truth, a matter for one’s own conscience.”

“How does that help us to witness to the world, when we can’t even decide what we’re going to witness about?” Macarthur demanded.

“It doesn’t stop any man from witnessing,” Ramey said.  “But it’s not wise for any church to get involved in politics, either.  The First Amendment exists for a reason.”

Macarthur let that pass, since he was less than impressed with the American Constitution anyway.  When they had created a list of rights, any right they forgot to include would be treated as if it didn’t exist.  “If some people are witnessing against this injustice, could you tell me who they are?  Better to be working with others than a voice crying out in the wilderness.”

Pastor Ramey smiled.  “Yes, I can give you a few names.”

--

6 September 1891

Dear Mr. Macarthur,

It was a pleasure to meet you last month, & I am most grateful to our mutual friend Gen’l Morales for arranging an introduction.  Truly, sir, you are an example of the best sort of man who has come to our shores & demonstrated that the strength of the United States has always been that any man may earn his path to capital, as our former president once said [4]...

To continue with the matters we discussed in person, I am of the firm opinion that an association of the form you describe would be an excellent means of advancing the cause of natural justice for the non-citizens of the United States.  The establishment of an association for the appropriate treatment of peons should be carried out as soon as we can gather sufficient like-minded men of stature.  May I suggest that we convene a conference to be held in Columbia in, say, three months from now, which should give us sufficient time to prepare the ground.

I remain, sir,

Your obedient servant.

(signed) John Marshall Harlan

--

Taken from a pamphlet distributed in Tampico, Tamaulipas, in July 1903

THE SOCIETY FOR ETHICAL PEON TREATMENT
Established in 1891

The Aims of SEPT are:

* The Protection of Peons from Cruelty

* The Prevention of the Infliction of Unnecessary Suffering

* The Abolition of Peon Prostitution

ABOUT THE SOCIETY

The Society was founded in Columbia in 1891 by a body of leading Americans, including the war hero General Francisco Morales, Secretary of Immigration John Marshall Harlan, and the esteemed philanthropist William Lewis Cabell.  The Society campaigns against all peon abuse and has a nationwide membership.

The Society advocates a nation in which all Americans act together to treat non-citizens in accordance with the principles of natural justice.  The Society supports all legal rights of property and labour, and promotes a relationship of esteem and compassion for the non-citizens in the nation’s care, rather than exploitation.  The Society fosters the protection of all peons by working with debt-holders across the nation, through investigations, and by ensuring that peons who are under the protection of the law are in truth protected by it.

ESTABLISHING PRINCIPLES

The Society for Ethical Peon Treatment believes that:

* peon protection is an important part of civilized conduct and should be a strong priority on the national political agenda

* the nation should prevent debt-holders from the infliction of pain and suffering on peons except where duly sanctioned by law

* as human beings, peons, like white men, should be treated with dignity and compassion

--

From “The Whitman Encyclopaedia: Volume 23: Famous Americans (7th Edition)”
Editor-in-chief Dr Emilio Johnson
(c) 1949, Aztec Publishing Company
Mexico City, Mexico State,
United States of America

MACARTHUR, William.  Planter, entrepreneur, philanthropist, pioneer of America’s citrus industry, and founder of the peon rights movement.  Born in Camden, New South Wales, Australia, on 19 October 1857.  A scion of one of Australia’s wealthiest families, William Macarthur attended the University of Sydney (later New Cambridge University) and graduated with a degree in Arts in 1879.  He migrated to San Francisco in 1884, where he met and married Evelyn Fields.  After marriage, he moved to Jackson and purchased land which he quickly developed into a major orange plantation, and he has continued his involvement with this industry throughout his life.  Macarthur founded the Orange Marketing Board in 1890, and is usually credited with inventing the slogan “An orange a day keeps the doctor away,” which he justified in terms of the history of citrus fruits preventing scurvy.  He remained as President of the Orange Marketing Board when it reformed itself as the International Orange Company (IOC) in 1918...

In addition to his considerable commercial enterprises, William Macarthur became the driving force behind the establishment of the Society for Ethical Peon Treatment (SEPT), although he did not assume a public role in the early years due to mistrust of his foreign birth.  Once he had built his own reputation in the 1890s, Macarthur assumed a more visible role within SEPT.  In 1900 he became Vice-President and effective leader of SEPT, after already being known as the public face of the organisation.  His actions earned considerable success in the early 1900s, with many states passing laws forbidding prostitution involving peons, beginning with Jackson...

--

[1] Ballington, Jackson [Miami, Florida] is one of the fastest-growing cities in TTL’s USA.  The Ballington Herald is the most respected of its morning newspapers, although it is generally considered to have a pro-Democratic slant.

[2] What the man actually said was: “If Negroes are given no hope of freedom by any legal means, then whites must always be watchful of a day when they may try to gain it by force.”  Things got a little garbled in the ensuing excitement.

[3] In OTL, American Methodism split along North-South lines in 1845 over the issue of slavery.  A similar division has happened ATL between Methodists in New England and the United States, although there’s also a Free Methodist Church in some of the northern American states (principally Pennsylvania) which continues to view slavery as immoral.

[4] Harlan is referring here to President Hugh Griffin, who often expressed similar sentiments.  Of course, Harlan is unaware of just how much money Macarthur brought with him to the United States, although Macarthur has also built on that capital.

--

Decades of Darkness #129: One Out Of Many

Special thanks go to Good Habit, who wrote this very detailed history of DoD Germany from 1850-1910.

The rise of Germany to the first place among the nations - a shining example of “strength through unity”

--

Taken from: “The rise of the modern world: A history of the nineteenth century”
Published by: 'Zürcher Schulbuchverlag', Zurich, GD of Zürich, German Holy Roman Empire.  (First edition 1916).
Written by a collective of authors [1].
[Original in imperial Neudeutsch, translation by John Goodfellow]

Introduction:

The German Confederation formed at the First Congress of Vienna was a heterogeneous assembly of [minor] Great Powers, some reasonable-sized middle states, and a plethora of micro-principalities.  In that form, it seemed unlikely that Germany would ever rise to become not only a true Great Power, but the indisputable leading power in the world.  And yet it happened, as the result of a long movement to integration, cooperation, and democratization.  This was accomplished through the will of the nation and its outstanding leaders, foremost of whom were the long-term Holy Roman Emperor Franz Josef I, and the very long-serving Reichs-Chancellor Otto von Bismarck.  This essay will focus on the institutional changes, and the major lines of political development, including the rise of political parties.  It will also show the census figures, which demonstrate not only the expansion of area and population of the Reich and the Verein, but how these developments mirrored the institutional changes.

Chapter 1: From the Revolution to the Confederation War

After the revolutionary upheavals of 1849, the revised 'Bundesvertrag' (Confederation Treaty) was enacted to make the German Confederation a more effective polity and to calm the widespread popular demands for reform. The King of Prussia, Friedrich Wilhelm IV, the young popular Austrian Emperor Franz Josef I, and the King of the United Netherlands, Willem III, formed a triumvirate of the most powerful monarchs and took the lead in the process for the treaty revision.

The most important changes compared to the old treaty included:

Establishment of the (as yet informal) triumvirate as a permanent joint Presidency of the Confederation, with all three members allowed to bear the title of 'Kaiser', but granting the additional title of 'Holy Roman Emperor' to the Austrian Emperor as sole external representative of the Confederation.

Extension of the 'Bunderat' [2], to give the larger states much more votes than under the old treaty, thus ending the power of the micro-principalities to block decisions.

Creation of a second Lower House of the Federal Assembly [2], the Bundestag [2], as representation for the German people, with one representative per 80,000 people or part thereof.

Agreement to set up joint military forces as well on land as on the seas, but with the explicit exemption of Austria, Prussia and the Netherlands.

The new office of Bundes-Kanzler [3] (Federal chancellor) was introduced as the head of the federal bureaucracy.  To accommodate Bavaria, the fourth largest state, and by far the largest not represented in the presidency, this office was given to the then-Bavarian Prime Minister, Ludwig Karl Heinrich von der Pfordten.

As a basis for the apportionment of the seats in the Bundestag, an all-German census was called in 1850, with the following results.

Population Data for the German Confederation and the Austrian-Empire - 1850














Land / Provinz
Area km2

Population

Bundes-tag
Bundes-rat
State / Province






Seats
Votes



Ostpreussen

36'975

1'475'201
19

East-Prussia


Westpreussen

25'483

1'015'455
13

West-Prussia


Brandenburg

43'136

2'496'711
32

Brandenburg


Ost-Sachsen / Lausitz

15'069

1'105'098
14

East-Saxony - Lusatia

West-Sachsen / Meissen

21'926

1'912'094
24

West-Saxony - Meissen

Pommern

30'121

1'197'673
15

Pommerania


Posen

28'951

1'325'411
17

Posen


Schlesien

40'545

3'061'587
39

Silesia


Ostfalen / Nord-Hessen

2'512

330'085
5

Eastphalia - North-Hesse

Westfalen

20'199

1'464'916
19

Westphalia


Berg / Köln

6'288

968'164
13

Berg / Cologne

Hohenzollern

1'142

61'487
1

Hohenzollern

Preussen
272'347

16'413'882


60
Prussia











Vereinigte Niederlande
79'165

8'557'961

107
36
United Netherlands










Bayern
81'723

4'961'872

63
18
Bavaria

Hannover
38'283

1'758'912

22
8
Hanover

Württemberg
19'504

1'726'812

22
8
Württermberg

Baden
15'081

1'362'841

18
6
Baden

Hessen-Darmstadt
7'682

852'416

11
4
Hesse-Darmstadt
Hessen-Kurfürstentum
11'232

715'087

9
4
Hesse-Electorate
Nassau
7'693

600'461

8
4
Nassau

Mecklenburg - Schwerin
13'162

534'387

7
4
Mecklenburg - Schwerin
Mecklenburg - Strelitz
2'929

96'299

2
2
Mecklenburg - Strelitz
Oldenburg
6'423

275'544

4
3
Oldenburg

Schleswig-Holstein
18'287

899'745

12
4
Schleswig-Holstein
Anhalt
2'294

157'219

2
2
Anhalt

Braunschweig
3'690

269'987

4
3
Brunswick

Hamburg
414

188'142

3
2
Hamburg

Bremen
256

79'012

1
1
Bremen

Lübeck
299

47'733

1
1
Lübeck

Frankfurt
201

70'284

1
1
Frankfort

Lippe-Detmold
1'215

104'766

2
2
Lippe-Detmold
Schaumburg-Lippe
340

28'761

1
1
Schaumburg-Lippe
Reuss ältere Linie
316

34'519

1
1
Reuss (older line)
Reuss jüngere Linie
826

79'201

1
1
Reuss (younger line)
Sachsen-Altenburg
1'324

131'817

2
2
Saxe-Altenburg
Sachsen-Coburg
562

43'206

1
1
Saxe-Coburg

Sachsen-Gotha
1'394

103'814

2
1
Saxe-Gotha

Sachsen-Meiningen
2'468

163'284

3
2
Saxe-Meiningen
Sachsen-Weimar-Eisenach
3'595

261'108

4
3
Saxe-Weimar-Eisenach
Schwarzburg-Rudolfstadt
940

69'687

1
1
Schwarzburg-Rudolfstadt
Schwarzburg-Sonderhausen
862

59'701

1
1
Schwarzburg-Sonderhausen
Waldeck
1'121

58'116

1
1
Waldeck

Liechtenstein
160

8'314

1
1
Liechtenstein












Nieder-Österreich

19'854

1'538'027
20

Lower Austria


Ober-Österreich

11'994

706'302
9

Upper Austria


Salzburg

7'163

145'987
2

Salzburg


Steiermark

22'449

1'007'027
13

Styria


Kärnten

10'333

319'118
4

Carinthia


Krain

9'965

459'987
6

Carniola


Küstenland / Illyrien

7'973

553'211
7

Coastal-Province - Illyria

Tirol

26'690

746'188
10

Tyrol


Vorarlberg

2'570

103'872
2

Vorarberg


Böhmen

51'967

4'386'085
55

Bohemia


Mähren

22'231

1'798'841
23

Moravia


Österreichisch-Schlesien

5'153

438'643
6

Austrian-Silesia

Lombardei

23'862

2'987'497
38

Lombardy


Venedig

24'728

2'299'641
29

Venetia

Deutsch-Österreich
246'932

17'490'426


60
German-Austria










TOTAL Deutscher Bund
842'720

58'205'316

753
249
German Confederation










Galizien (inkl. Bukovina)
88'988

4'936'712



Galicia (incl. Bukovina)
Dalmatien
12'862

393'659



Dalmatia

Ungarn
282'804

9'937'464



Hungary

Kroatien-Slawonien
42'501

1'877'602



Croatia-Slavonia










TOTAL Kaiserreich Österreich
674'087

34'635'863



Total Austrian-Empire










Deutscher Bund + Österreich
1'269'875

75'350'753



Total German Confederation + Austria

Although the Bundestag was designated as an institution to represent the German people, it had no clearly-defined powers.  As a concession to the member states, there was no national election law, with all states permitted to choose their representatives according to the same methods they used for the election of their respective state Diets.  And so, the first Bundestag was partly elected by universal male suffrage (in Baden, Nassau, Hesse-Darmstadt), by a special electoral college (in Prussia, with its class-based system), by the provincial (estates based) diets in Austria, and by direct elections with a wide range of different voting systems and extensions of the franchise in all of the other states.

This resulted in a rather heterogeneous composition in the first elected national parliament, and one without clear parties or factions. But still, this parliament served as a platform for more democratic participation and national unity!

Although this new union was still in truth far from united, it seemed strong enough to rouse serious concern amongst the other European Great Powers, which led to the Confederation War of 1852-1853.  And while the decision to create joint military forces had not been followed by much implementation yet, the German Confederation (and especially the Prussian Army) proved capable of holding off the attackers.

The joint effort and resounding victory gave a large boost to the sentiment of national unity. And so, Kaiser Franz Josef I of Austria (bearing the additional title of Holy Roman Emperor), proclaimed the “restoration of the Holy Roman Empire” and that the name of the German Confederation would be changed to German Holy Roman Empire (Deutsches Heiliges Römisches Reich).  This proclamation was welcomed by most of the populace, and both houses of the Reichstag [2].

Chapter 2: A new dynamic with Bismarck

The proclamation of the German Holy Roman Empire was essentially a symbolic act, but it was widely seen as a commitment to really go forward on the road to integration.

One thing the war had shown clearly was that integration of the armed forces, at least amongst the minor state, was a dire necessity.  No further stalling could be accepted.  If not for the strong commitment of Prussia to the cause of the Confederation, the war might well have been lost.  And this commitment was largely due to the valiant efforts of Otto von Bismarck, the rising star of the Prussian delegation in the Bundesrat, and the most vocal advocate for Prussia's integration.  So, Bismarck was awarded the strengthened office of Reichs Chancellor, which he would hold for almost four decades.

The former Chancellor, Karl Ludwig von der Pfordten, became the new chief organizer of the new united army from all the minor states, known as the “Deutschleger.”  The new army was organized along Prussian military structures and tradition, but in the early years almost half of the senior officer ranks were Bavarians.

During the same time of enthusiasm, the Dutch offered to “integrate” their navy into the joint German Navy.  In practice, it could almost be said that the German Navy was integrated into the Dutch Navy.  Some crewmen and captains from Hamburg, Bremen and Lübeck were included in the new navy, and the wharfs of those old Hanseatic cities received some orders for additional ships, but many critics complained that the Netherlands had basically tricked all German states in paying for their oversized navy.

Since a joint army and navy would be costly, and negotiating for payments from each individual state would be an administrative nightmare, the need for a federal military tax became clear.  The introduction of this tax, and the corresponding budget, marked the first real powers that were transferred to the Bundestag.

Other important changes during the 1850s included:

The extension of the Customs Union (Zollverein) to include the Netherlands, Hanover and most of the smaller states. When Austria finally joined in 1858, the customs union was almost complete, and in 1860 this power was also transferred to the Federal Government in Frankfurt.  The Union also included the extra-German territories of the Austrian Empire, although Hungary’s separate authority meant that concessions in other matters were required to get the agreement of the Diet in Budapest.

The extension of the franchise in many states, including the Netherlands (in 1859) to universal male suffrage.  These states opted for different voting systems, ranging from single seat plurality (first past the post) to multi-seat plurality, and some followed the Danish example of multi-seat preferential voting [4].

The census of 1860 showed the following results:

Population Data for the German Holy Roman Empire and the Austrian-Empire - 1860














Land / Provinz
Area km2

Population

Bundestag
Bundesrat
State / Province






Seats
Votes



Ostpreussen

36'975

1'673'488
19

East-Prussia


Westpreussen

25'483

1'179'896
14

West-Prussia


Brandenburg

43'136

2'831'755
32

Brandenburg


Ost-Sachsen / Lausitz

15'069

1'254'915
14

East-Saxony - Lusatia

West-Sachsen / Meissen

21'926

2'238'651
25

West-Saxony - Meissen

Pommern

30'121

1'387'412
16

Pommerania


Posen

28'951

1'482'785
17

Posen


Schlesien

40'545

3'391'477
38

Silesia


Ostfalen / Nord-Hessen

2'512

339'481
4

Eastphalia - North-Hesse

Westfalen

20'199

1'622'745
19

Westphalia


Berg / Köln

6'288

1'179'641
14

Berg / Cologne

Hohenzollern

1'142

64'113
1

Hohenzollern

Preussen
272'347

18'646'359


60
Prussia











Vereinigte Niederlande
79'165

9398712

105
36
United Netherlands










Bayern
81'723

5188412

58
18
Bavaria

Hannover
38'283

1849651

21
8
Hanover

Württemberg
19'504

1736745

20
8
Württermberg

Baden
15'081

1387455

16
6
Baden

Hessen-Darmstadt
7'682

857485

10
4
Hesse-Darmstadt
Hessen-Kurfürstentum
11'232

727689

9
4
Hesse-Electorate
Elsass
8267

1019451

12
5
Elsass

Nassau
7'693

671413

8
4
Nassau

Mecklenburg - Schwerin
13'162

564785

7
4
Mecklenburg - Schwerin
Mecklenburg - Strelitz
2'929

98784

2
2
Mecklenburg - Strelitz
Oldenburg
6'423

293687

4
3
Oldenburg

Schleswig-Holstein
18'287

952712

11
4
Schleswig-Holstein
Anhalt
2'294

174641

2
2
Anhalt

Braunschweig
3'690

280455

4
3
Brunswick

Hamburg
414

221879

3
2
Hamburg

Bremen
256

98745

2
1
Bremen

Lübeck
299

50412

1
1
Lübeck

Frankfurt
201

98745

2
1
Frankfort

Lippe-Detmold
1'215

108277

2
2
Lippe-Detmold
Schaumburg-Lippe
340

30645

1
1
Schaumburg-Lippe
Reuss ältere Linie
316

42100

1
1
Reuss (older line)
Reuss jüngere Linie
826

83212

1
1
Reuss (younger line)
Sachsen-Altenburg
1'324

137401

2
2
Saxe-Altenburg
Sachsen-Coburg
562

45888

1
1
Saxe-Coburg

Sachsen-Gotha
1'394

112794

2
1
Saxe-Gotha

Sachsen-Meiningen
2'468

171987

2
2
Saxe-Meiningen
Sachsen-Weimar-Eisenach
3'595

273106

4
3
Saxe-Weimar-Eisenach
Schwarzburg-Rudolfstadt
940

70785

1
1
Schwarzburg-Rudolfstadt
Schwarzburg-Sonderhausen
862

64101

1
1
Schwarzburg-Sonderhausen
Waldeck
1'121

58245

1
1
Waldeck

Liechtenstein
160

8215

1
1
Liechtenstein












Nieder-Österreich

19'854

1'682'745
19

Lower Austria


Ober-Österreich

11'994

712'581
8

Upper Austria


Salzburg

7'163

151'401
2

Salzburg


Steiermark

22'449

1'056'413
12

Styria


Kärnten

10'333

332'715
4

Carinthia


Krain

9'965

465'419
6

Carniola


Küstenland / Illyrien

7'973

552'817
7

Coastal-Province - Illyria

Tirol

26'690

780'645
9

Tyrol


Vorarlberg

2'570

105'915
2

Vorarberg


Böhmen

51'967

4'715'345
53

Bohemia


Mähren

22'231

1'871'462
21

Moravia


Österreichisch-Schlesien

5'153

443'200
5

Austrian-Silesia

Lombardei

23'862

3'244'615
37

Lombardy


Venedig

24'728

2'345'645
27

Venetia

Deutsch-Österreich
246'932

18'460'918


60
German-Austria










TOTAL Deutsches H.R. Reich
850'987

63'985'891

740
254
German Holy Roman Empire










Galizien (inkl. Bukovina)
88'988

5'065'977



Galicia (incl. Bukovina)
Dalmatien
12'862

404'216



Dalmatia

Ungarn
282'804

11'861'513



Hungary

Kroatien-Slawonien
42'501

1'940'717



Croatia-Slavonia










TOTAL Kaiserreich Österreich
674'087

37'733'341



Total Austrian-Empire










Deutsches Reich + Österreich
1'278'142

83'258'314



Total German Empire + Austria

As a result of the census, the apportionment of the seats in the Bundestag was raised to one representative for each 90,000 residents or a part thereof, to avoid excessive growth in the number of MPs.

The early 1860s brought a new external threat.  The opposition in the Swiss Kingdom to the French-backed regime found support from many Germans, while Austria had to defend its old imperial territories in Northern Italy (and its sphere of influence in the smaller Italian states) against Italian nationalists, also backed by France.  These conflicts escalated to general war, known as the Swiss and Italian Wars, in which the Deutschleger forces successfully passed their first test.

This war also marked the time when Bismarck established his position as de facto leader of the German foreign policy, a position based on his very good personal relationship with the nominal leader, Holy Roman Emperor Franz Josef I.

Chapter 3: From the Swiss and Italian Wars to the Second Napoleonic Wars

After the Second Congress of Vienna, the new states of Zurich, Aargau, Bern, Lucerne, Wallis, Ticino and Uri (the later three in personal union) joined the Reich.  These new states adopted constitutions defining them as parliamentary monarchies, and they reinforced the group of German states with universal male suffrage and a clear dominance of the parliament over the monarch.

One of the most significant developments during this era was the decision of Emperor Franz Josef to further integrate Austria within Germany.  This included two major steps: the merger of the German-Austrian army with the Deutschleger forces (announced at the end of the Congress, and enacted over the next four years); and the switch to direct election of the Austrian members in the Bundestag, although with the franchise still limited to male taxpayers.  Since the diets of the Austrian provinces thus lost their ability to elect members for the Bundestag, they demanded (and finally received) the right to nominate the Austrian members of the Bundesrat instead.  And so the Austrian votes were split in representations from the individual provinces.  Around this time, several other states also changed to election of members of the Bundesrat by the state parliament (instead of appointment by the state governments or monarch).  As such, the idea that upper house members should vote under instruction from the state governments rapidly became obsolete, and was abandoned at the end of the decade.

It has been said that while Germany integrated, the Austrian Empire disintegrated, for this stronger integration for Germany marked the first step toward Austrian dissolution.  While powers shifted from the Austrian Diet to the German Diet for the Austrian territories within the German Holy Roman Empire, the provincial diets of Galicia and Croatia assumed some additional powers of their own.  This gave those two provinces a similar autonomy to that which Hungary already enjoyed.  All three entities (now usually called Kingdoms) were given responsibility for those parts of the Austrian army stationed in their territory, with de jure responsibility for Hungary and de facto responsibility for the other two.  The Austrian Empire still retained across its combined territories the old Reichsrat, the system of sending delegations from the parliaments of the different Kingdoms and provinces to a combined meeting.  But the number of matters which were decided on that level slowly declined.

Another important integration step which finally passed in this decade was the establishment of a single currency.  This was adopted in 1868, with the various state currencies phased out and replaced by the new “Reichstaler,” which was one-to-one convertible with the Prussian Taler.

At the end of the decade, a new census was held.

Population Data for the German Holy Roman Empire and the Austrian-Empire - 1870














Land / Provinz
Area km2

Population

Bundestag
Bundesrat
State / Province







Seats
Delegates



Ostpreussen

36'975

1'801'672
19

East-Prussia


Westpreussen

25'483

1'298'413
14

West-Prussia


Brandenburg

43'136

3'199'677
34

Brandenburg


Ost-Sachsen / Lausitz

15'069

1'397'451
15

East-Saxony - Lusatia


West-Sachsen / Meissen

21'926

2'471'309
27

West-Saxony - Meissen

Pommern

30'121

1'422'865
15

Pommerania


Posen

28'951

1'576'412
17

Posen


Schlesien

40'545

3'681'762
39

Silesia


Ostfalen / Nord-Hessen

2'512

344'585
4

Eastphalia - North-Hesse

Westfalen

20'199

1'756'891
19

Westphalia


Berg / Köln

6'288

1'312'784
14

Berg / Cologne


Hohenzollern

1'142

65'971
1

Hohenzollern

Preussen
272'347

20'329'792


60
Prussia











Vereinigte Niederlande
79'165

10'106'412

107
36
United Netherlands











Bayern
81'723

5'412'687

57
18
Bavaria

Hannover
38'283

1'923'412

21
8
Hanover

Württemberg
19'504

1'899'645

20
8
Württermberg

Baden
15'081

1'484'766

16
6
Baden

Hessen-Darmstadt
7'682

866'917

10
4
Hesse-Darmstadt

Hessen-Kurfürstentum
11'232

819'413

9
4
Hesse-Electorate

Elsass
8'267

1'058'455

12
5
Elsass

Nassau
7'693

689'412

8
4
Nassau

Mecklenburg - Schwerin
13'162

551'412

6
4
Mecklenburg - Schwerin
Mecklenburg - Strelitz
2'929

96'845

2
1
Mecklenburg - Strelitz

Oldenburg
6'423

306'713

4
3
Oldenburg

Schleswig-Holstein
18'287

969'713

11
4
Schleswig-Holstein

Anhalt
2'294

192'766

3
2
Anhalt

Braunschweig
3'690

314'671

4
3
Brunswick

Hamburg
414

335'485

4
3
Hamburg

Bremen
256

122'401

2
1
Bremen

Lübeck
299

55'177

1
1
Lübeck

Frankfurt
201

198'485

3
2
Frankfort

Zürich
7'293

771'312

9
4
Zurich

Bern
5'781

468'615

5
3
Bern

Luzern
2'261

158'441

2
2
Lucerne

Aargau
4'185

462'573

5
3
Aargau


Ticino

2'812

119'658
2

Ticino


Wallis

5'225

96'736
2

Wallis


Uri

1'077

16'184
1

Uri

Drei Herzogtümer
9'114

232'578


2
Three Duchies

Lippe-Detmold
1'215

110'761

2
2
Lippe-Detmold

Schaumburg-Lippe
340

32'105

1
1
Schaumburg-Lippe

Reuss ältere Linie
316

44'987

1
1
Reuss (older line)

Reuss jüngere Linie
826

88'761

1
1
Reuss (younger line)

Sachsen-Altenburg
1'324

142'187

2
2
Saxe-Altenburg

Sachsen-Coburg
562

50'983

1
1
Saxe-Coburg

Sachsen-Gotha
1'394

123'112

2
1
Saxe-Gotha

Sachsen-Meiningen
2'468

187'410

2
2
Saxe-Meiningen

Sachsen-Weimar-Eisenach
3'595

285'107

4
2
Saxe-Weimar-Eisenach
Schwarzburg-Rudolfstadt
940

73'694

1
1
Schwarzburg-Rudolfstadt
Schwarzburg-Sonderhausen
862

66'757

1
1
Schwarzburg-Sonderhausen
Waldeck
1'121

56'412

1
1
Waldeck

Liechtenstein
160

7'989

1
1
Liechtenstein












Nieder-Österreich

19'854

1'990'545
21
6
Lower Austria


Ober-Österreich

11'994

782'412
9
3
Upper Austria


Salzburg

7'163

169'651
2
2
Salzburg


Steiermark

22'449

1'139'484
12
4
Styria


Kärnten

10'333

339'867
4
2
Carinthia


Krain

9'965

471'415
5
2
Carniola


Küstenland / Illyrien

7'973

601'845
7
2
Coastal-Province - Illyria

Tirol

26'690

821'754
9
3
Tyrol


Rheinquellen

9'675

201'315
3
2
Sources of Rhine


Böhmen

51'967

5'156'855
55
11
Bohemia


Mähren

22'231

2'059'612
22
6
Moravia


Österreichisch-Schlesien

5'153

512'712
6
2
Austrian-Silesia


Lombardei

23'862

3'485'222
37
8
Lombardy


Venedig

24'728

2'702'451
29
7
Venetia

Deutsch-Österreich
254'037

20'435'140



German-Austria











TOTAL Deutsches H.R. Reich
886'726

71'533'503

782
268
German Holy Roman Empire










Königreich Galizien
88'988

5'968'451



Kingdom of Galicia











Königreich Ungarn
282'804

13'334'815



Kingdom of Hungary











Königreich Kroatien
107'411

3'839'841



Kingdom of Croatia











TOTAL Kaiserreich Österreich
733'240

43'578'247



Total Austrian-Empire











Deutsches Reich + Österreich
1'365'929

94'676'610



Total German Empire + Austria

Apportionment of the seats in the Bundestag was changed to one seat per 95,000 residents or part thereof. After the elections in 1871, the following leading factions could be identified:

246          Liberal Democrats (strong in the smaller states, in the south-
             west and the Netherlands)
142          Prussian Conservatives
120          Austrian Peoples Party (moderate conservatives, in strong
             support of Franz Josef and further integration)
40           Bavarian Peoples Party (moderate conservatives, for some
             autonomy of Bavaria
36           Radical-Democrats
62           Regionalists (ethnic minorities in Bohemia/Moravia, the
             Padanian plain and Wallonia)
92           different regional conservative parties
90           splinter groups and independents.
782          Total

Reichs Chancellor Bismarck’s government usually found its strongest support from the Liberal Democrats and the Austrian Peoples Party, but alliances changed depending on the issue in question.

The 1870s saw a further growth of federal powers, since the rapid industrial development and increasing mobility of the population between states made infrastructure development and legislative harmonization a pressing need.  Thus the federal government gained the power to build transportation links of national importance, both interstate and intrastate.  This permitted a considerable expansion in the number and quality of rail lines, roads and canals.  In 1877, a decade of delicate negotiation culminated in the approval of a national civil code, which standardised laws regulating property rights, business corporations, inheritance, and marriage.

The decade’s rapid industrialization also saw the labour union movement gain momentum, and several radical parties supporting various socialist ideals gained some local influence.  But these demands for labour laws and social security regulations were ahead of their time, and were widely ignored by the major parties and factions.

One of the contentious issues in the Bundesrat in this decade was the representation of the Austrian provinces.  They had divided between them the 60 votes which Austria (like Prussia) had in the upper house, but they had fewer delegates that full states of the same size received, and thus the provinces complained about inadequate representation.  Despite the opposition of most Prussians (who still insisted on their state’s undivided vote), the majority of both houses finally approved a change in the representation for the Austrian provinces.  Notoriously, the Prussian King and Kaiser Wilhelm I refused to sign this legislation, but Franz Josef I and Willem IV approved it [5].

Population Data for the German Holy Roman Empire and the Austrian-Empire - 1880












Land / Provinz
Area km2

Population

Bundestag
Bundesrat
State / Province






Seats
Delegates


Ostpreussen

36'975

1'901'645
20

East-Prussia

Westpreussen

25'483

1'386'455
14

West-Prussia

Brandenburg

43'136

3'541'416
36

Brandenburg

Ost-Sachsen / Lausitz

15'069

1'592'481
16

East-Saxony - Lusatia

West-Sachsen / Meissen

21'926

2'833'712
29

West-Saxony - Meissen

Pommern

30'121

1'510'616
16

Pommerania

Posen

28'951

1'677'497
17

Posen

Schlesien

40'545

3'967'411
40

Silesia

Ostfalen / Nord-Hessen

2'512

378'466
4

Eastphalia - North-Hesse

Westfalen

20'199

2'041'496
21

Westphalia

Berg / Köln

6'288

1'639'845
17

Berg / Cologne

Hohenzollern

1'142

67'412
1

Hohenzollern
Preussen
272'347

22'538'452


60
Prussia









Vereinigte Niederlande
79'165

11'214'581

113
36
United Netherlands









Bayern
81'723

5'976'788

60
18
Bavaria
Hannover
38'283

2'056'781

21
7
Hanover
Württemberg
19'504

2'031'245

21
7
Württermberg
Baden
15'081

1'602'477

17
6
Baden
Hessen-Darmstadt
7'682

971'433

10
4
Hesse-Darmstadt
Hessen-Kurfürstentum
11'232

889'451

9
4
Hesse-Electorate
Elsass
8'267

1'102'716

12
5
Elsass
Nassau
7'693

766'485

8
4
Nassau
Mecklenburg - Schwerin
13'162

571'488

6
3
Mecklenburg - Schwerin
Mecklenburg - Strelitz
2'929

98'712

1
1
Mecklenburg - Strelitz
Oldenburg
6'423

327'412

4
3
Oldenburg
Schleswig-Holstein
18'287

1'098'745

11
4
Schleswig-Holstein
Anhalt
2'294

229'616

3
2
Anhalt
Braunschweig
3'690

346'784

4
3
Brunswick
Hamburg
414

449'651

5
3
Hamburg
Bremen
256

156'581

2
2
Bremen
Lübeck
299

61'688

1
1
Lübeck
Frankfurt
201

361'767

4
3
Frankfort
Zürich
7'293

842'585

9
4
Zurich
Bern
5'781

516'419

6
3
Bern
Luzern
2'261

161'412

2
2
Lucerne
Aargau
4'185

494'523

5
3
Aargau

Ticino

2'812

125'746
2

Ticino

Wallis

5'225

100'271
2

Wallis

Uri

1'077

16'485
1

Uri
Drei Herzogtümer
9'114

242'502


2
Three Duchies
Lippe-Detmold 
1'215

120'413

2
2
Lippe-Detmold
Schaumburg-Lippe [1]
340

34'956

1
1
Schaumburg-Lippe
Reuss ältere Linie
316

50'416

1
1
Reuss (older line)
Reuss jüngere Linie
826

101'187

2
1
Reuss (younger line)
Sachsen-Altenburg
1'324

154'642

2
2
Saxe-Altenburg
Sachsen-Coburg
562

55'981

1
1
Saxe-Coburg
Sachsen-Gotha
1'394

137'712

2
1
Saxe-Gotha
Sachsen-Meiningen
2'468

206'548

3
2
Saxe-Meiningen
Sachsen-Weimar-Eisenach
3'595

307'610

4
2
Saxe-Weimar-Eisenach
Schwarzburg-Rudolfstadt
940

80'143

1
1
Schwarzburg-Rudolfstadt
Schwarzburg-Sonderhausen
862

70'919

1
1
Schwarzburg-Sonderhausen
Waldeck [2]
1'121

56'520

1
1
Waldeck
Liechtenstein [3]
160

7'890

1
1
Liechtenstein










Nieder-Österreich

19'854

2'328'716
24
7
Lower Austria

Ober-Österreich

11'994

881'642
9
4
Upper Austria

Salzburg

7'163

194'585
2
2
Salzburg

Steiermark

22'449

1'213'684
13
5
Styria

Kärnten

10'333

361'616
4
3
Carinthia

Krain

9'965

485'985
5
3
Carniola

Küstenland / Illyrien

7'973

651'816
7
3
Coastal-Province - Illyria

Tirol

26'690

857'681
9
4
Tyrol

Rheinquellen

9'675

221'412
3
2
Sources of Rhine

Böhmen

51'967

5'598'481
56
15
Bohemia

Mähren

22'231

2'201'654
23
7
Moravia

Österreichisch-Schlesien

5'153

564'205
6
3
Austrian-Silesia

Lombardei

23'862

3'884'761
39
10
Lombardy

Venedig

24'728

2'956'787
30
8
Venetia
Deutsch-Österreich
254'037

22'403'025



German-Austria









TOTAL Deutsches H.R. Reich
886'726

78'898'256

821
283
German Holy Roman Empire









Königreich Galizien
88'988

5'968'451



Kingdom of Galicia









Königreich Ungarn
282'804

13'334'815



Kingdom of Hungary









Königreich Kroatien
107'411

4'024'787



Kingdom of Croatia









TOTAL Kaiserreich Österreich
733'240

45'731'078



Total Austrian-Empire









Deutsches Reich + Österreich
1'365'929

102'226'309



Total German Empire + Austria


















[1] Schaumburg-Lippe - de facto integrated in to Hanover





[2] Waldeck - de facto integrated in to the Electorate of Hesse




[3] Liechtenstein - de facto integrated in the Austrian province of Sources of Rhine




Although the key for the apportionment of seats in the Bundestag was raised to one seat for 100,000 residents or part thereof, the number of MPs rose above 800.

The next big test for the imperial system arose with the challenge that Napoleon IV and his Castilian, Russian and Italian allies brought to peace and order in Europe.  The resulting series of wars has become known to posterity as the Second Napoleonic Wars.  During this struggle, French troops devastated part of the Rhineland and for a short time even occupied the seat of the German government in Frankfurt.

The victorious conclusion to the war welded the peoples of the German states even further together.  A permanent joint command staff for all German military forces had been established during the war.  After the war, the integration of Germany’s armed forces become complete.  The Kingdom of the United Netherlands integrated its army into the Deutschleger, the Austrian fleet in the Mediterranean became part of the German Navy, and even the Prussian Army, while still nominally separate, was integrated in all but name.

Chapter 4: After the war - the last years of Bismarck's rule

The Second Napoleonic Wars redraw the map of Europe.  The biggest change in Germany’s immediate neighbourhood was the separation of the former Kingdom of Poland from Russia, and its merger with the (Austrian) Kingdom of Galicia.  The provisional Polish national assembly accepted Holy Roman Emperor Franz Josef I as King of Poland, and established a military alliance with the German Holy Roman Empire.  Poland also accepted the extensions of the customs and currency union (already valid for Galicia) to the whole of the country, under the provision that Poland become a parliamentary monarchy similar to the old Congress Kingdom.  This agreement saw the establishment of a Polish government responsible to the Seijm (the Polish parliament), elected by universal male suffrage.

After Franz Josef accepted the Polish conditions, arguments for the continuation of the heterogeneous and often less than universal election system in Germany were in short supply.  So Franz-Josef supported the initiative of the Liberal and Radical Democrats (and some radical leftists) for a national election law.  This law faced its strongest opposition in Prussia, where Wilhelm I was inclined to listen to the Junker oligarchy and refuse to sign the bill.  While it could have been passed without his approval, it would still have been very damaging for national unity to do so.  In time, Franz Josef and Bismarck worked together to obtain Wilhelm’s approval, and the reform passed into law just in time for the general election of the Bundestag in 1886.

Text of the election law of 1886:

§1. The Bundestag is the representation of the German people as a whole.
§2. All German men (citizens of the German Holy Roman Empire or one of its constituent states) who have passed their twentieth birthday have the right to participate in the election as voters or candidates, under the condition that they are a registered resident of the German Empire at the time of the election.
§3. The number of representatives in the Bundestag shall be kept as close as practical to 800, while still allowing for representation for marginal states and regions. 
§4. Every state, and every province of Austria or Prussia, each form one constituency.  States bound to each other in permanent associations will be considered one common constituency.
§5. Every 10 years, a census shall be hold, and then the seats will be reapportioned between the states according to the following formula:
P divided by (1/800 T), added 0.5, rounded to the next full number gives the number of seats per state, where (P) is the population of the respective state, and (T) the population of the entire German Holy Roman Empire.
§6. States with more than 20 seats shall be split into several constituencies, so that every constituency elects not less than 10 but not more than 15 members.
§7. Every voter shall rank as many candidates in the order of his preference as there are seats in the constituency, but at least four candidates.
§8. A new election shall be held every five years at the last Sunday in October.

At the first election held under the new law, the following parties and factions won seats:

274   [National] Liberals
51    Radical Liberals
34    Prussian Conservatives
108   Austrian People’s Party
84    Coalition of Socialist and Workers Parties
39    Christian Social Party
26    Christian Peoples Party
44    Regionalist (ethnic) parties
28    Bavarian Peoples Party
86    local conservative parties
47    independent candidates
821   Total

Important demands during this term of the legislature were:
a) responsibility of the cabinet towards the Bundestag instead of the three Kaisers
b) social security
c) labour laws, regulating work hours and minimum wages
d) temperance

None of these measures were passed.  While Bundestag cabinet responsibility had the support of most factions, Franz-Josef and Willem IV made it quite clear that they would veto every vote of non confidence against Reichs Chancellor Bismarck.  Social security had the support of the socialist, Christian and radical liberal groups, but only marginal support from the Austrian and Bavarian People’s Parties, regionalists, and National Liberals.  Labour laws had similar divisions in their support and opposition.  A policy of banning intoxicating drinks, one of the main issues for the Christian People’s Party, found slight support from the socialists, but very little elsewhere.

Population Data for the German Holy Roman Empire and the Realms of the European Union 1890














Land / Provinz
Area km2

Population

Bundestag
Bundesrat
State / Province






Seats
Seats



Ostpreussen

36'975

1'922'616
18
6
East-Prussia


Westpreussen

25'483

1'445'610
13
5
West-Prussia


Brandenburg

43'136

3'987'485
36
10
Brandenburg


Ost-Sachsen / Lausitz

15'069

1'810'522
17
6
East-Saxony - Lusatia

West-Sachsen / Meissen

21'926

3'297'787
30
9
West-Saxony - Meissen

Pommern

30'121

1'515'745
14
5
Pommerania


Posen

28'951

1'720'481
16
6
Posen


Schlesien

40'545

4'192'664
38
11
Silesia


Ostfalen / Nord-Hessen

2'512

388'712
4
2
Eastphalia - North-Hesse

Westfalen

20'199

2'401'686
22
7
Westphalia


Berg / Köln

6'288

1'999'712
18
6
Berg / Cologne


Hohenzollern

1'142

66'201
1
1
Hohenzollern

Preussen
272'347

24'749'221



Prussia











Vereinigte Niederlande
91578

15'109'776

136
42
United Netherlands










Bayern
81'723

6'374'484

58
18
Bavaria


Hannover

38283

2'211'616

7
Hanover


Schaumburg-Lippe 

340

38'794

1
Schaumburg-Lippe
Hannover + Schaumburg
38'623

2'250'410

21



Württemberg
19'504

2'145'713

20
7
Württermberg

Baden
15'081

1'699'784

16
6
Baden

Hessen-Darmstadt
7'682

1'104'587

10
4
Hesse-Darmstadt

Hessen-Kurfürstentum

11'232

937'645

4
Hesse-Electorate

Waldeck

1'121

56'784

1
Waldeck

Kurhessen + Waldeck
12'353

994'429

9



Elsass-Lothringen
14'483

1'636'784

15
5
Alsace-Lorraine
Nassau
7'693

819'745

8
4
Nassau


Mecklenburg - Schwerin

13'162

577'612

3
Mecklenburg - Schwerin

Mecklenburg - Strelitz

2'929

98'465

1
Mecklenburg - Strelitz
Mecklenburg (gesamt)
16'091

676'077

7



Oldenburg
6'423

346'784

4
3
Oldenburg

Schleswig-Holstein
18'287

1'207'498

11
4
Schleswig-Holstein
Anhalt
2'294

269'745

3
2
Anhalt

Braunschweig
3'690

389'765

4
3
Brunswick

Hamburg
414

620'450

6
3
Hamburg

Bremen
256

181'442

2
2
Bremen

Lübeck
299

77'215

1
1
Lübeck

Frankfurt
201

548'619

5
3
Frankfort

Zürich
7'293

916'745

9
4
Zurich

Bern
11'049

945'781

9
4
Bern

Luzern
2'261

163'455

2
2
Lucerne

Aargau
4'185

511'245

5
3
Aargau


Ticino

2'812

126'485
1
1
Ticino


Wallis

5'225

101'476
1
1
Wallis


Uri

1'077

15'433
1
1
Uri

Drei Herzogtümer
9'114

243'394


2
Three Duchies

Lippe-Detmold 
1'215

127'419

2
2
Lippe-Detmold


Reuss ältere Linie

316

61'485

1
Reuss (older line)

Reuss jüngere Linie

826

116'497

1
Reuss (younger line)

Sachsen-Altenburg

1'324

170'841

2
Saxe-Altenburg

Sachsen-Coburg

562

58'712

1
Saxe-Coburg


Sachsen-Gotha

1'394

147'116

1
Saxe-Gotha


Sachsen-Meiningen

2'468

220'610

2
Saxe-Meiningen

Sachsen-Weimar-Eisenach

3'595

324'845

2
Saxe-Weimar-Eisenach

Schwarzburg-Rudolfstadt

940

85'460

1
Schwarzburg-Rudolfstadt

Schwarzburg-Sonderhausen

862

75'114

1
Schwarzburg-Sonderhausen
Thüringische Staaten
12'287

1'260'680

12













Nieder-Österreich
19'854

2'662'845

24
7
Lower Austria

Ober-Österreich
11'994

964'512

9
4
Upper Austria

Salzburg
7'163

214'585

2
2
Salzburg

Steiermark
22'449

1'282'714

12
5
Styria

Kärnten
10'333

377'616

4
3
Carinthia

Krain
9'965

514'585

5
3
Carniola

Küstenland / Illyrien
7'973

741'685

7
3
Coastal-Province - Illyria
Tirol
26'690

886'415

8
4
Tyrol


Rheinquellen

9'675

261'745

2
Sources of Rhine

Liechtenstein 

160

8'042

1
Liechtenstein

Rheinquellen + Liechtenstein
9'835

269'787

3



Böhmen
51'967

6'145'712

56
16
Bohemia

Mähren
22'231

2'485'717

23
7
Moravia

Österreichisch-Schlesien
5'153

616'841

6
3
Austrian-Silesia
Lombardei
23'862

3'875'787

35
10
Lombardy

Venedig
24'728

3'261'712

30
8
Venetia

Österreichische Provinzen 
254'037

24'292'471



Austrian Provinces










TOTAL Deutsches H.R. Reich
910'623

89'671'760

829
308
German Holy Roman Empire










Königreich Polen
290759

18'277'616



Kingdom of Poland










Königreich Ungarn
282'804

15'148'542



Kingdom of Hungary










Königreich Kroatien
107'411

4'245'181



Kingdom of Croatia










Länder des Hauses Habsburg - Österreich
935'011

61'963'810



States of the House of Habsburg-
(in Personal-Union mit dem DHRR)






Austria (in Personal-Union with GHRE)










Königreich Kurland
98500

2'187'450



Kingdom of Courland










Deutsches Reich + Verein Europäischer Reiche
1'690'097

129'530'549



German Empire and Union of European Realms

Even before the election of 1891, the (National) Liberal party had divided.  Its mercantile and commercial supporters left to join the conservatives, its left/populist faction developed into the ‘Small Peasants League.’  The centrist majority of the Liberals entered a coalition with moderate monarchist parties such as the Austrian and Bavarian Peoples Parties, and the similar groups from the smaller states.

And so, after the 1891 election, the Bundestag was composed of 

128    United Conservatives
310    Alliance of National-Liberals & Peoples Parties
154    Alliance of Socialist & Workers Parties
53     Christian Social Party
51     Christian Peoples Party
64     Small Peasants League
39     regionalist parties
29     independents
829    Total

By the summer of 1892, Reichs Chancellor Bismarck faced increasing health problems, and ever-increasing difficulties finding enough party factions to support his policies.  So he resigned on the grounds of ill health, and the tenure of the man already being called “the architect of the Reich” came to an end.

Chapter 5: The parliamentary Empire

Amidst the shock of Bismarck’s resignation, the Bundestag with overwhelming majority passed a new law making the Reichs Chancellor and the government responsible to the Bundestag.  As such, any new Chancellor would require a vote of confidence before he could assume office, and could be removed with a vote of no confidence.  Although this did transfer significant powers away from the three Kaisers, Willem IV and the new Prussian ruler Friedrich III did not oppose it.  After some difficulty, they persuaded Franz Josef to sign the new law as well, in the spirit of German unity.

After lengthy negotiations to form a coalition, Friedrich Stiefenhofer from the centrist faction of the Alliance of National Liberals & Peoples Parties was sworn in as the new Chancellor.  The NLPP held significant power, since it was by far the largest faction in the Bundestag.  It could form a working majority by coalitions with the right (Conservatives), the three parties of the centre-left, and even with the leftist bloc, although that later alliance was not considered in earnest.

However, the new government was not all that stable.  In the spring of 1895, Stiefenhofer was replaced by his fellow party member, Frans van der Zaarten.  The biggest achievement of his government, with support from the Conservatives, was the introduction of a national penal code, replacing the varying state penal codes.

The election of 1896 brought significant losses for the coalition:

117   Conservatives
268   National Liberal & Peoples Parties
143   Party of Labour
47    Coalition of Radical Socialist Parties
70    Christian Social Party
74    Christian Peoples Party
69    Small Peasants League
28    regionalists
12    independents
829   Total

As a result, a new centrist coalition formed under Chancellor Jan Karel Novotny.  It included the National Liberal Peoples Party (formally merged in 1898), the (Catholic) Christian Social Party, the (Protestant and pro-temperance) Christian Peoples Party, and the Small Peasants League, took power.  Despite having a theoretical majority in the Bundestag, the coalition suffered from a lot of infighting, as all partners tried to push their agenda.

In October of 1897, Franz-Josef I suffered a stroke.  As he did not fully recover, he abdicated in mid-November.  On 22 November 1897, his son, Friedrich IV, aged 39, took office as German Holy Roman Emperor, Emperor of Austria, King of Poland, King of Hungary, King of Croatia (and a host of lesser titles).  Franz Josef lived on to see the new century, and eventually died on 19 September 1902.

With the government of Chancellor Novotny largely paralysed due to infighting, it did not enact much legislation in its first four years of office.  The coalition partners lost much ground in the various state and local elections, with the Party of Labour and even more radical leftist groups making up most of the gains.  With a new election looming and a pressing need to deliver tangible achievements, Novotny brokered a compromise set of legislation.

So, late in 1900, the Bundestag passed legislation to ensure:

a) minium standards for labour laws, and regulation of hours of work and shop opening times
b) compulsory social insurance for workers, covering health care, accidents, old age pensions and pensions for orphans and widows.
c) federally-regulated subsidies to small farms
d) restrictions on the sale of intoxicating liquours

And then, in 1900, another census was held.

Population Data for the German Holy Roman Empire and the Realms of the European Union 1900














Land / Provinz
Area km2

Population

Bundestag
Bundesrat
State / Province






Seats
Seats


Ostpreussen
36'975

1'960'451

16
6
East-Prussia
Westpreussen
25'483

1'523'781

13
5
West-Prussia
Brandenburg
43'136

4'451'862

36
12
Brandenburg
Ost-Sachsen / Lausitz
15'069

2'134'713

18
6
East-Saxony - Lusatia

West-Sachsen / Meissen

21'926

3'664'827

10
West-Saxony - Meissen

Anhalt

2'294

314'741

2
Anhalt

West-Sachsen - Anhalt
24'220

3'979'568

32



Pommern
30'121

1'610'589

13
6
Pommerania
Posen
28'951

1'820'587

15
6
Posen

Schlesien
40'545

4'558'762

37
12
Silesia


Ostfalen / Nord-Hessen

2'512

394'687

2
Eastphalia - North-Hesse

Lippe-Detmold 

1'215

139'741

1
Lippe-Detmold
Ostfalen-Lippe
3'727

534'428

5



Westfalen
20'199

3'110'866

25
9
Westphalia
Berg / Köln
6'288

2'641'713

22
8
Berg / Cologne
Preussen

272'347

27'939'733


Prussia











Vereinigte Niederlande
91578

17'001'456

137
43
United Netherlands










Bayern
81'723

7'020'745

57
19
Bavaria


Hannover

38283

2'499'764

7
Hanover


Braunschweig

3'690

454'833

3
Brunswick

Schaumburg-Lippe 

340

42'796

1
Schaumburg-Lippe
Hannover / Braunschweig
42'313

2'997'393

24




Württemberg

19'504

2'296'721

7
Württermberg

Hohenzollern

1'142

66'895

1
Hohenzollern
Württemberg-Hohenzollern
20'646

2'363'616

19



Baden
15'081

1'901'415

16
6
Baden

Hessen-Darmstadt
7'682

1'167'451

10
5
Hesse-Darmstadt

Hessen-Kurfürstentum

11'232

1'045'687

4
Hesse-Electorate

Waldeck

1'121

57'891

1
Waldeck

Kurhessen + Waldeck
12'353

1'103'578

9



Elsass-Lothringen
14'483

1'734'862

14
6
Alsace-Lorraine
Nassau
7'693

916'124

8
4
Nassau


Mecklenburg - Schwerin

13'162

600'505

3
Mecklenburg - Schwerin

Mecklenburg - Strelitz

2'929

101'200

1
Mecklenburg - Strelitz
Mecklenburg (gesamt)
16'091

701'705

6



Oldenburg
6'423

384'687

4
3
Oldenburg

Schleswig-Holstein

18'287

1'362'727

5
Schleswig-Holstein

Lübeck

299

95'712

1
Lübeck

Schleswig-Holstein / Lübeck
18'586

1'458'439

12



Hamburg
414

765'481

7
3
Hamburg

Bremen
256

223'798

2
2
Bremen

Frankfurt
201

784'966

7
3
Frankfort

Zürich
7'293

1'081'799

9
4
Zurich

Bern
11'049

1'022'842

9
4
Bern

Luzern
2'261

173'684

2
2
Lucerne

Aargau
4'185

596'763

5
3
Aargau


Ticino

2'812

130'485

1
Ticino


Wallis

5'225

110'691

1
Wallis


Uri

1'077

15'887

1
Uri

Drei Herzogtümer
9'114

257'063

3

Three Duchies

Reuss ältere Linie

316

67'698

1
Reuss (older line)

Reuss jüngere Linie

826

138'762

1
Reuss (younger line)

Sachsen-Altenburg

1'324

195'201

2
Saxe-Altenburg

Sachsen-Coburg

562

66'754

1
Saxe-Coburg

Sachsen-Gotha

1'394

162'116

2
Saxe-Gotha

Sachsen-Meiningen

2'468

250'512

2
Saxe-Meiningen

Sachsen-Weimar-Eisenach

3'595

361'684

3
Saxe-Weimar-Eisenach

Schwarzburg-Rudolfstadt

940

92'792

1
Schwarzburg-Rudolfstadt

Schwarzburg-Sonderhausen

862

80'165

1
Schwarzburg-Sonderhausen
Thüringische Staaten
12'287

1'415'684

12

Thuringian states











Nieder-Österreich
19'854

3'104'261

25
9
Lower Austria
Ober-Österreich
11'994

1'014'581

9
4
Upper Austria
Salzburg
7'163

242'782

2
2
Salzburg

Steiermark
22'449

1'376'488

12
5
Styria

Kärnten
10'333

397'864

4
3
Carinthia

Krain
9'965

541'682

5
3
Carniola

Küstenland / Illyrien
7'973

827'694

7
4
Coastal-Province - Illyria
Tirol
26'690

916'020

8
4
Tyrol


Rheinquellen

9'675

296'406

2
Sources of Rhine

Liechtenstein

160

8'655

1
Liechtenstein
Rheinquellen + Liechtenstein
9'835

305'061

3



Böhmen
51'967

6'657'852

54
18
Bohemia

Mähren
22'231

2'667'485

22
8
Moravia

Österreichisch-Schlesien
5'153

687'512

6
3
Austrian-Silesia
Lombardei
23'862

4'129'784

34
11
Lombardy
Venedig
24'728

3'518'762

29
10
Venetia

Österreichische Provinzen 

254'037

26'379'173


Austrian Provinces




















TOTAL Deutsches H.R. Reich
910'623

99'788'699

820
330
German Holy Roman Empire










Königreich Polen
290759

21'045'418



Kingdom of Poland










Königreich Ungarn
282'804

16'972'480



Kingdom of Hungary










Königreich Kroatien
107'411

5'012'764



Kingdom of Croatia










Länder des Hauses Habsburg - Österreich
935'011

69'409'835



States of the House of Habsburg-
(in Personal-Union mit dem DHRR)






Austria (in Personal-Union with GHRE)










Königreich Kurland
98500

2'501'416



Kingdom of Courland










Deutsches Reich + Verein Europäischer Reiche
1'690'097

145'320'777



German Empire and Union of European Realms

The Reich saw further institutional changes from the formation of associations of neighbouring states (especially tiny ones).  These were developed to allow efficient administration in those sectors still within the domain of the states, such as the police, the justice system, local and regional infrastructure (roads, waterworks, and so on), education, and healthcare.  This trend started in the 1870s, and gained momentum when the eight small states of Thuringia agreed to form a regional association.  It lasted into the 1890s, when even several Prussian provinces formed associations with non-Prussian states.

Prussia had also been the main holdout against equal suffrage, even after the passage of the national election law.  The key issues in internal Prussian affairs was 'devolution' – the distribution of powers between the Prussian and provincial governments.  The provinces achieved a key victory in 1890 when they were permitted to send their delegates to the Bundesrat.  (The main reason the Prussian conservatives acceded to this was because it increased the overall number of Prussian seats).  The struggle continued for several years, and it took the accession of King and Kaiser Friedrich III to resolve it.  He stated that he would not block a national bill that could force Prussia to change its electoral law.  Eventually, the Prussian conservatives relented, and in 1894 Prussia introduced direct, secret and equal elections for all levels of government and administration.

The reform bills of 1900 allowed the governing coalition to regain some ground, which led to the following election results in 1901.

131   Conservatives
244   National Liberal Peoples Party
169   German Party of Labour
55    Radical Socialist Parties
61    Christian Social Party
55    Christian Peoples Party
74    Small Peasants League
26    regionalists
4     independents
820   Total

The old government coalition of Chancellor Novotny still held a majority of 435 seats and he formed a new government at the start of the new legislative term.  But the Small Peasants League insisted on stronger protectionist measures, which led to the collapse of the coalition in the summer of 1903.  Joachim Dietrichsen, who followed Novotny as Chancellor, formed a three party coalition which included the Conservatives and the Christian Peoples Party.

The North American War of 1905-1906 had considerable effects on Germany, despite its non-involvement in the war.  Big business profited from the increase in demand for many industrial products.  But the gap between the different social classes widened, since the consumer prices for basic products such as bread, clothes and heating material saw a steep rise.  This led to considerable unrest, with strikes and demonstrations occurring throughout the war.

Against this background of unrest, the government coalition, unsurprisingly, performed badly in the 1906 elections.  The new parliamentary breakdown was:

102   Conservatives
203   National Liberal Peoples Party
237   German Party of Labour
64    Socialist Workers Party
69    Christian Social Party
47    Christian Peoples Party
74    Small Peasants League
19    regionalists
3     independents
820   Total

For the first time, the Party of Labour had gained more seats than the National Liberals.  So their young new leader Phillip Scheidemann, who had risen to prominence and then the party leadership as a union leader during the recent social unrest, claimed the Chancellorship.  After difficult negotiations, he formed a coalition with the Christian Social Party, Small Peasants League and the Socialist Workers Party.  But early in 1907 the economy slackened, as war-driven exports collapsed and unemployment rose dramatically.

Against heavy resistance from the Conservatives, the Scheidemann government passed legislation increasing social welfare (especially unemployment insurance).  It also introduced a program of government subsidies to guarantee cheap bread and coal for heating, and a range of subsidies and protective tariffs to support local production of agricultural commodities such as tobacco and sugar [from sugar beets].

With the passage of legislation, however, the Scheidemann coalition had exhausted its supply of common interests.  In particular, the Socialist Workers Party (and some members of the Party of Labour) agitated for nationalisation of key industries and the introduction of labour representation committees into large corporations, to which the management would become responsible.  These demands were unacceptable to the other coalition partners, and so the coalition collapsed early in 1908.

So, in May of that year, Joachim Dietrichsen returned to the Reichskanzleramt [6].  His new four-party coalition included the Christian Social Party in addition to his former partners.  In the new coalition, the Conservatives insisted on cuts in social spending.  But the Christian Social Party refused to accept this, and the coalition collapsed after less than a year.

A new centrist coalition, heading by Small Peasants leader Sebastian Weigelt.  He formed a minority government and hoped for the toleration of the National Liberal and Labour Parties, but his government lasted only five months.  This led to increasing discussion as to whether there should be a law permitting early elections.  In the meantime, Jan Karel Novotny returned to the Chancellorship.  But his new government could not solve many problems either, since to form a bare majority of 414 seats, he had to make considerable concessions to the few remaining ethnic representatives.

Chapter 6: Recapitulation and outlook from 1910

Chancellors of the German Holy Roman Empire (German Confederation)

Term                                           Coalition
                                               
11.1850 - 10.1853 Karl Ludwig von der Pforten  --
10.1853 - 08.1892 Otto von Bismarck            --
11.1892 - 03.1895 Friedrich Stiefenhofer       NLPP (minority)
03.1895 - 11.1896 Frans van der Zaarten        NLPP/UCP
11.1896 - 07.1903 Jan Karel Novotny            NLPP, CSP, CPP, SPL
08.1903 - 11.1906 Joachim Dietrichsen          NLPP, CP, CPP
11.1906 - 04.1908 Phillip Scheidemann          PoL, SWP, CSP, SPL
05.1908 - 02.1909 Joachim Dietrichsen          NLPP, CP, CPP, CSP
03.1909 - 08.1909 Sebastian Weigelt            SPL, CSP, CPP (minority)
08.1909 - 11.1911 Jan Karel Novotny            NLPP, CSP, CPP, SPL, Reg.

Political Parties in the German Holy Roman Empire in the first decade of the twentieth century, and the major points of their platforms:

NLPP – National Liberal Peoples Party (Centre-Right): Germany is in good shape.  No major changes are needed, but we have to ensure that we remain at the helm of science and technology, and that our armed forces are second to no one.

CP - Conservative Party (Right): Democratization and social legislation have gone too far, the country should be run like an efficient business corporation, with less taxes, less welfare spending, but strong national law enforcement, and excellent armed forces.

PoL - Party of Labour (Left): There is still much room for social improvement, and big business should be brought to respect the interest of the nation and the workers, and not merely the owners.  So strong guidelines and supervision of economic activities, participation of unions in corporate decisions, and nationalization where necessary.  A strong military is acceptable, but it must be kept under democratic control. Some sympathy for temperance and women's rights, but not top priority.

CPP - Christian Peoples Party: (Protestant/Centre). The country should be safe and clean. So there should be basic social security, and elimination of vices (alcoholism, prostitution, gambling, etc.).

CSP - Christian Social Party: (Catholic/Centre-Left). Social security is needed, but generally the country should be healed through traditional Catholic values.

SPL - Small Peasants League: (Populist Left).  Social security is acceptable, but the main priority is for subsidies for small farms and market protection against foreign [largely American] competition.

SWP - Socialist Workers Party (Far Left).  All big corporations should be run by workers councils.  In the long run new industries should be run by workers self-administration, while capital for new investment is provided by the government.  Strong republican tendencies, and holds that the army should be replaced by workers militia.

Short review of the administrative situation in 1910:

The Reich is responsible for defence, foreign policy, imperial colonies, currency, external tariffs, and national taxation.  It sets standard regulations concerning civil law, property rights, the penal code, immigration and naturalization, labour laws as well as social welfare (financed by compulsory insurance).  It has the power to subsidize economic sectors, and can nationalize them if this is considered of 'national interest'.  (In 1910, only the post office and the emerging telecommunications business are national monopolies).

The 'Reichsgericht' is the highest court for appeals.

The states are responsible for education, healthcare, local infrastructure (roads, waterworks, sewerage, etc) and law enforcement.  All states collect local taxes (especially income taxes) according to state law. They can - and often do - delegate these powers to lower levels, especially town councils.  All states have parliaments, elected by universal suffrage. The states are usually split in districts (sometimes called provinces) and towns (cities).  In most states, the district is just an administrative division of the state, without elected authorities. They do, however, often serve as constituencies for state elections.  All towns have elected town (or city) councils.

Austria has delegated all state powers to the individual provinces, and there is no elected Austrian parliament.  The Austrian Reichsrat is formed from delegations from the provincial parliaments.  However, it only recommends standards for state matters (and provinces sometimes opt out and do not implement them), and sets the budget for the Imperial household.

Prussia remains somewhat more centralized.  There is still a Prussian Diet.  Provinces have to implement Prussian law (including standardized taxation), and there is an all-Prussian police force.

Some of the smallest states have formed association of states, and only perform the duties that reasonably belong to the district and town level themselves, while delegating some powers to the level of the state association.  Some of these associations work as confederacies of states, such as Thuringia, where decisions are made by the 'Delegiertenversammlung' (Congress of Delegates) from members of the individual state parliaments.  Others are a de facto integration of very small states into a larger neighbour, and therefore the voters in the small state participate in the elections of the parliament of the larger one.

Another important level of decisions is the 'Reichsverein'.  In this association of states, the German Holy Roman Empire, the Kingdom of Poland, the Kingdom of Hungary, the Kingdom of Croatia and the Kingdom of Courland coordinate their joint policy in the fields of foreign policy, defence, currency, and international tariffs.  The permanent secretariat of the Verein is in Vienna, where the head of state of four out of five members has his permanent residence.  While it is important to try to reach unanimous decisions, majority decisions are legally possible under the treaty.  The states send delegates according to their strength, however, and so Germany could force a majority decision. (The representation is as follows: Germany 60, Poland 15, Hungary 12, Croatia 8, Courland 5).

In the German colonies, the governors of the individual colonies and its provinces are appointed by the Imperial colonial ministry in Frankfurt, while for the Dutch East Indies, the governors are appointed by the Secretary for the East Indies in Amsterdam.  These administrative differences have little effect on day-to-day living there, since in all colonies German citizens can take up residence and run business.  Of course, the Imperial government only pays subsidies for the imperial colonies.  The Netherlands in theory have to pay for the administration of the Dutch East Indies, but in practice that long-established colony runs at a profit.  The colonial administration usually employs German citizens in the top positions, while the local population is numerous in the lower ranks, including (in some colonies) police and local troops.  There are no elected parliaments in the colonies, but in many places local leaders can get their voice heard in advisory councils that assist the governors or mayors. 

The external defence of the colonies, and the occasional suppression of open revolt, is among the prime task of the Navy, and especially of the 'Reichs-Marine-Infanterie' (Imperial Marines), for Imperial and Dutch colonies alike.

Population Data for the German Holy Roman Empire, the Realms of the European Union, and the German Colonies, 1910













Land / Provinz
Area km2

Population

Bundestag
Bundesrat
State / Province






Seats
Seats


Ostpreussen
36'975

2'021'768

15
6
East-Prussia

Westpreussen
25'483

1'665'418

12
5
West-Prussia

Brandenburg
43'136

5'023'785

36
12
Brandenburg

Ost-Sachsen / Lausitz
15'069

2'402'865

17
7
East-Saxony - Lusatia

West-Sachsen / Meissen

21'926

4'219'864

11
West-Saxony - Meissen

Anhalt

2'294

330'450

2
Anhalt

West-Sachsen - Anhalt
24'220

4'550'314

32

West-Saxony-Anhalt
Pommern
30'121

1'698'465

12
5
Pommerania

Posen
28'951

2'075'492

15
6
Posen

Schlesien
40'545

5'101'810

36
12
Silesia


Ostfalen / Nord-Hessen

2'512

441'692

2
Eastphalia - North-Hesse

Lippe-Detmold 

1'215

150'216

1
Lippe-Detmold

Ostfalen-Lippe
3'727

591'908

5

Esatphalia-Lippe
Westfalen
20'199

4'065'492

29
9
Westphalia

Berg / Köln
6'288

3'377'687

24
8
Berg / Cologne

Preussen

272'347

32'164'636


Prussia











Vereinigte Niederlande
91'578

19'495'685

137
41
United Netherlands










Bayern
81'723

7'875'491

56
17
Bavaria


Hannover

38283

2'877'694

8
Hanover


Braunschweig

3'690

484'611

2
Brunswick


Schaumburg-Lippe 

340

46'200

1
Schaumburg-Lippe
Hannover / Braunschweig
42'313

3'408'505

24

Hanover/Brunswick

Württemberg

19'504

2'641'476

7
Württermberg


Hohenzollern

1'142

70'298

1
Hohenzollern

Württemberg-Hohenzollern
20'646

2'711'774

20

Württermberg-Hohenzollern
Baden
15'081

2'156'997

16
6
Baden

Hessen-Darmstadt
7'682

1'344'785

10
4
Hesse-Darmstadt

Hessen-Kurfürstentum

11'232

1'206'469

4
Hesse-Electorate

Waldeck

1'121

61'287

1
Waldeck

Kurhessen + Waldeck
12'353

1'267'756

9

Electoral-Hesse + Waldeck
Elsass-Lothringen
14'483

1'897'202

14
5
Alsace-Lorraine
Nassau
7'693

1'051'682

8
4
Nassau


Mecklenburg - Schwerin

13'162

635'402

3
Mecklenburg - Schwerin

Mecklenburg - Strelitz

2'929

104'589

1
Mecklenburg - Strelitz
Mecklenburg (gesamt)
16'091

739'991

6

Mecklenburg - United
Oldenburg
6'423

478'610

4
2
Oldenburg


Schleswig-Holstein

18'287

1'604'587

5
Schleswig-Holstein

Lübeck

299

116'485

1
Lübeck

Schleswig-Holstein / Lübeck
18'586

1'721'072

13

Schleswig-Holstein-Lübeck
Hamburg
414

1'012'777

8
4
Hamburg

Bremen
256

298'485

3
2
Bremen

Frankfurt
201

1'089'644

8
4
Frankfort

Zürich
7'293

1'214'612

9
4
Zurich

Bern
11'049

1'119'684

8
4
Bern

Luzern
2'261

195'416

2
2
Lucerne

Aargau
4'185

681'697

5
3
Aargau


Ticino

2'812

148'402

1
Ticino


Wallis

5'225

124'622

1
Wallis


Uri

1'077

17'205

1
Uri

Drei Herzogtümer
9'114

290'229

3

Three Duchies


Reuss ältere Linie

316

72'116

1
Reuss (older line)

Reuss jüngere Linie

826

152'105

1
Reuss (younger line)

Sachsen-Altenburg

1'324

214'987

2
Saxe-Altenburg

Sachsen-Coburg

562

73'861

1
Saxe-Coburg


Sachsen-Gotha

1'394

182'402

2
Saxe-Gotha


Sachsen-Meiningen

2'468

277'968

2
Saxe-Meiningen

Sachsen-Weimar-Eisenach

3'595

418'402

2
Saxe-Weimar-Eisenach

Schwarzburg-Rudolfstadt

940

100'409

1
Schwarzburg-Rudolfstadt

Schwarzburg-Sonderhausen

862

90'110

1
Schwarzburg-Sonderhausen
Thüringische Staaten
12'287

1'582'360

12

Thuringian States










Nieder-Österreich
19'854

3'531'485

25
9
Lower Austria

Ober-Österreich
11'994

1'084'266

8
4
Upper Austria

Salzburg
7'163

276'485

2
2
Salzburg

Steiermark
22'449

1'501'877

11
5
Styria

Kärnten
10'333

437'885

4
2
Carinthia

Krain
9'965

543'896

4
3
Carniola

Küstenland / Illyrien
7'973

1'095'622

8
4
Coastal-Province - Illyria
Tirol
26'690

1'076'787

8
4
Tyrol


Rheinquellen

9'675

347'516

2
Sources of Rhine

Liechtenstein

160

10'020

1
Liechtenstein

Rheinquellen + Liechtenstein
9'835

357'536

3

Sources of Rhine + Liechtenstein
Böhmen
51'967

7'348'510

52
16
Bohemia

Mähren
22'231

2'901'651

21
8
Moravia

Österreichisch-Schlesien
5'153

755'418

6
3
Austrian-Silesia
Lombardei
23'862

4'601'409

33
11
Lombardy

Venedig
24'728

4'002'816

29
10
Venetia

Österreichische Provinzen 

254'037

29'505'623


Austrian Provinces




















TOTAL Deutsches H.R. Reich
910'623

113'725'101

822
322
German Holy Roman Empire










Königreich Polen
290'759

25'385'716



Kingdom of Poland










Königreich Ungarn
282'804

18'877'644



Kingdom of Hungary










Königreich Kroatien
107'411

5'514'723



Kingdom of Croatia










Länder des Hauses Habsburg-Österreich
935'011

79'283'706



States of the House of Habsburg-Austria
(in Personal-Union mit dem DHRR)






(in Personal-Union with GHRE)










Königreich Kurland
98'500

2'988'796



Kingdom of Courland










Deutsches Reich + Verein Europäischer Reiche
1'690'097

166'491'980



German Empire and Union of European Realms




















Deutsch-Westafrika
1'880'000

7'350'000



German-West-Africa
Deutsch-Lybien
1'757'000

515'000



German-Libya

Deutsch-Madagaskar
587'401

2'610'000



German-Madagskar
Deutsche Somaliküste
35'000

80'000



German-Somali-Coast
Deutsch-Formosa
36'015

4'015'000



German-Formosa
Deutsch-Indochina
737'500

16'585'000



German-Indochina










Direkte Deutsche Kolonien [1]
5'032'916

31'155'000



Direct German Colonies










Indonesië
1'516'500

47'285'000



Dutch-East-Indies










Kolonien des Deutschen Reiches und Deutscher Länder
6'549'416

78'440'000



Colonies of the German Empire and German States










Deutsches Reich und Kolonien
7'460'039

192'165'101



German Empire and Colonies










Deutsches Reich, Reichsverein + Deutsche Kolonien
8'239'513

244'931'980



German Empire, Union of Realms + German Colonies










[1] Not included: German Protected Area in South-East-China (precise borders not defined due to the ambiguous international situation there, and no comprehensive census data is available)




This census figures clearly show, why, by 1910, Germany is the indisputable number one World Power. While the British Empire is still larger in territory and population, even if we subtract the losses in the North-American war, it has a much worse balance between the mother country, the autonomous Kingdoms, and the colonies.  The vast majority of the population lives in underdeveloped colonies, especially India, and the mother country is relatively small and far away from the rest of the Empire.

The next contenders, the Russian Empire and the United States of America, have the advantage of a large, contiguous territory with an excellent resource base.  But they still have a lower population than Germany and the combined Verein, even without the German colonies.  Furthermore, while they do not have a clear distinction between the mother country and the colonies, much of their population is de facto colonial (underdeveloped, and especially with many of the recent US acquisitions, still in need of extended pacification).  So for them, many of these colonies are a drain on their resources than a source of strength.

And so, it has become evident that Germany is the leader of the world for the foreseeable future. 

--

[1] "The Rise of the modern world" is Volume 4 of the series: "History for Upper High School," in use as standard textbooks for history classes in the Grand Duchy of Zurich and some other German states.

[2] Federal Assembly [Bundesversammlung] and Bundesrat were terms used under the old treaty of the German Confederation. Bundesrat then remained in use as a term for the upper house, representing the states. The lower house, representing the German people, is called the Bundestag.  Both Houses together are called the Reichstag (similar to the use of Congress for House and Senate in the USA).  This term is also used to refer to the German parliament in general, and to the building (in Frankfurt) where it meets.

[3] Under the revised treaty, the term used first remained Bundeskanzler, but to make it more clear that he is acting for the entire Reich, Bismarck changed it to Reichskanzler shortly after he took office.

[4] i.e. the system of Carl Andrae, an OTL figure who introduced a method of single transferable voting to Denmark in 1855, and which ITTL has been adopted in some German states.

[5] Under the German system, approval for internal legislation requires only the support of two of the three Kaisers, while external affairs require unanimous support.

[6] The official residence of the German Reichs Chancellor.

--

Decades of Darkness #130: The Days of the Jackals

“We will have peace [in Colombia].  And if not, the sword!”
- Attributed to U.S. General Charles Bull during his presidential campaign, 1908

--

12 December 1906
Washington, Maryland
United States of America

Flavio Vegara had been to Africa once, years before, during a visit to New England’s then-protectorate of Liberia.  It had been an enlightening experience in many ways.  Not least as a demonstration that black men could build a civilized nation, no matter what the chacals claimed.  But what stuck in his memory now were the monkey-bread trees [baobabs] which could be hollowed out and used for storage.

Now, he felt just like one of those trees.  Swollen, holding in water, and oh so empty inside.

He had known this moment was coming, but knowing it in his head could not prepare him for the feeling of hollowness in his heart.  Britain and New England had both signed the “treaty” which ended the war.

Or, rather, ended the war for them.  For Colombia, there was no such peace.  Only a mere ceasefire, which could be ended whenever the chacals wished it.  And now both Britain and New England, nations he had once thought of as friends, had pledged themselves to stand aside if war broke out again between the United States and Colombia.

“For what it’s worth, I’m sorry it’s come to this,” someone said, in Spanish.

“Thank you,” Vergara murmured, although he didn’t feel at all thankful.  Congressman Plutarco Bautista was an odd man.  An American, no friend of Mitchell, but – perhaps, if the word could be used of a gringo – a friend of Vergara’s.  And he was a man of clearly ladino descent and speech, yet he ranked high in the United States.  That had been an instructive lesson.  It had always been easy to remember that the chacals had swallowed so many ladino nations, yet they had not made peons of all the men who lived in them.  “But no amount of sympathy can ease the salt of betrayal.  You know what will follow this so-called peace.”

Bautista winced.  For all that he was an American, he was still a decent man.  “I wish I could stop him.  But I couldn’t prevent Mitchell from starting a war the first time around.  No-one in the United States can stop him now.”

“If you can’t, no-one in Colombia can,” Vergara said, not even trying to hide his bitterness.

Bautista gave him a long look.  “You can’t stop them coming.  You can stop another war.”

Vergara sucked in a breath.  “Surrender our country to that misbegotten wretch spawned of the union between a fornicating baboon and the devil’s grandmother?”

Bautista said, “It is a terrible choice, but you would spare your people much pain.  Consider El Salvador, for instance [1].”

“Where men were turned into peons, just as in other nations,” Vergara said.

“Where more of those men are still free today, and where more of them who were alive who would otherwise be dead,” Bautista said.  He sounded tired as he spoke, and Vergara realised that he was not the only one who had been sleeping little of late.  “Decide for it or decide against it, as your conscience dictates.”

Vergara made himself nod.  Bautista was a reasonable man, for an American.  But what he suggested sounded far easier to the man whose country would survive than to the man whose country would be no more.  “I will... consider this.”

--

17 May 1907
Bogotá, Colombia

Juan Armero, President of Colombia, wondered if anyone in the history of the world had been handed such a poisoned choice.  Mitchell, the chief chacal, had sent several letters over the last few months.  All in Spanish, and all written in what appeared to be his own hand.  Which pointed out, in carefully-worded but unmistakable language, that the ceasefire between Colombia and the United States could not last forever.  And that a peace settlement would need to be agreed on soon.

Mitchell, who perhaps should be called a snake rather than a chacal, had never been so indelicate as to point out what sort of peace settlement he would find acceptable.  He didn’t need to.  The chacals’ history in Mexico and Cuba and Central America made that clear, and Mitchell’s lesser pack-mates had also stated it in no uncertain terms: “Surrender your country, or have it taken from you anyway.”

Armero had been prepared to fight.  Indeed, Colombia had fought, coming to the aid of New England and Britain as honour and his nation’s security demanded.

Only to have New England collapse, and Britain flee back across the Atlantic.

Which left Colombia with the devil’s own choice.  Meekly submit and hand over most of his people to the same bondage that the Pharaohs gave to the ancient Israelites... or fight on alone, with bloodshed and bondage to follow.  Oh, not quite alone; there was no way to know, yet, what Costa Rica and Venezuela would do.  But if the largest empire in the world had fought the chacals and lost, Colombia had no hope.

Worse, he had heard the words of advice passed on from Bautista.  Now Armero’s thoughts kept coming back to El Salvador.  He had checked, and found out that Bautista had told the truth.  More men had escaped peonage in El Salvador than in any of its neighbours.  If one man in four staying free could be called better than one man in six.  Although more El Salvadorians were alive than there would have been if they fought.  Was that the sign of wise men, or of cowards?

Armero tried not to listen to the still, small voice inside him which whispered that if he invited the chacals in, at least he would survive.  Francisco Alvarado, the last President of El Salvador, had lived out the rest of his days as a wealthy American.  While Benito Juarez and Manuel Diaz [2] had both died at the chacals’ hands.

Armero thought for a very long time before he found his answer.

--

7 July 1907
U.S. General Staff
Columbia, Federal District
United States of America

Returning to the routine of working in an office, on a comfortable desk behind a chair, had proven to be much harder than Charles Bull expected.  For all the tribulations of war, it truly made a man feel alive.  He had found it easier to be calm when in the midst of a storm.  Now, returning to the General Staff left him with the feeling that he was doing little more than marking time.

Perhaps that was because waiting was a large part of what he was doing.  Bull was waiting, sure enough.  Waiting for 1908, and more precisely for that part of 1908 known as presidential nominations.  Waiting, and hoping that he did not fade from the public eye in the meantime.  Although he doubted that they would soon forget the man who had captured New York City, and as good as ended the war on the spot.

“Morning, sir.  Got your tea and newspapers here,” his adjutant said.

“Ah, thank you,” Bull said, as he took them.  Two newspapers, as usual: the Register and the Messenger.  One thing he did appreciate about being back amongst civilization was being better able to keep track of what was happening in the wider world.  He had noticed that some General Staff officers rarely troubled themselves with finding out about what the newspapers were saying, or indeed much else beyond their office walls.  Which made them fools, in his estimation.

He glanced at the front page of the Register first, as was his habit – and nearly dropped his tea.  The headline screamed out “MR MITCHELL’S GLORY”.  In slightly smaller type beneath, it added: “Colombia and Costa Rica Invite U.S. Annexation.”

“How in God’s name did this happen?” Bull asked.  Something like this must have been in negotiation for weeks or months, and he had not heard a word of it.  How had a secret like this been kept?  He scanned the text of the main article, and saw that it bore all the hallmarks of a Mitchell propaganda coup.  The governments of Costa Rica and Colombia had recognised that the war could not be continued – a war which had in fact stopped last year, but never mind that.  So they had accepted Mitchell’s invitation, with suitable agreements for protection.  Which surely amounted to senior government official and senior army officers – which were more or less the same thing in Colombia, anyway – being granted citizenship, regardless of race.

Or, at least, those Colombian government officials who didn’t look black.  Those would surely be granted discreet freedom to leave the country, Bull suspected.  He had come to recognise the hallmarks of Mitchell’s style.  Of course, if it had been up to him, he would have extended that discreet freedom into a decent interval for every Colombian and Costa Rican who wanted to flee to leave the country.  Let them go, really.  That would mean that those who remained were more accepting, or at least more resigned.

Only when he scanned further down the page did Bull notice the other major article of the day.  The president had called for the acceptance of “all remaining mainland territories into statehood, as they have deserved after waiting so long.”

All of them?  Mitchell sought glory, sure enough.  That probably didn’t include Suriname, but that meant seven new states of Third Mexican War vintage – Jalisco having been finally accepted last year – South California, and the Indian Territory.  No-one would even recognise the flag any more.

And how like Mitchell to announce these on the same day.  Buried in the text of this article was a comment that Mitchell hoped that Congress would grant them special representation in accordance with their population, rather than making them wait until 1910.  More and more intriguing.  How would this affect Bull’s chances to win the presidency, if he had to campaign down there as well?  And it made him wonder even more about which party he should stand for.  Both the Unionists and Democrats had approached him, informally, about whether he would accept a nomination for their presidential candidacy.

“Wait,” Bull murmured, and checked the main article more closely.  No mention whatsoever of Venezuela.  And what did that mean?  Only that the Venezuelans had refused, or this would surely have been announced all at the same time.

“And that means war,” he said.  A new war.  Why would Mitchell announce both of these at once, unless...  “This could mean he seeks a third term.”  That had been done only once before, and Andrew Jackson had also had a war to justify serving longer than Washington.  If Mitchell did push for a third term, would that make it worth Bull’s while trying to stand against him?

“Damn the man,” Bull muttered.

--

22 August 1908
Sharkview Plantation
Nicaragua, USA

Captain William J. Walker wandered up the road which led to the plantation house where he had spent of his youth, but which now seemed like another country.  Another, quite distant country.  In one sense, he thought of it as home, but in another more natural sense, he no longer had a home.  He lived wherever the Army sent him, and it had been sending him to many different places of late.

William realised he was instinctively gazing left and right in wariness as he walked up the road, and willed himself to relax.  It would take a rather audacious group of greaser guerrillas to travel this far.  The jungles of Venezuela and Colombia were a long way behind him now.

His parents were waiting for him at the front door.  His mother had a broad smile as she reached up to embrace him, but realised for the first time that she looked old.  Not just middle-aged, as she had always seemed to him, and an age which he was now approaching faster than he liked, but genuinely old.  The last couple of years had truly hurt her, it seemed.

“Something wrong, Will?” she asked.

“Just a bad memory,” he said easily.  He did have plenty of those from the North American War and the new war against the Venezuelans and the Colombian rebels, but that excuse covered lots of things.

“Welcome back, son,” his father said, as they shook hands.  The senior Mr. Walker didn’t look like he’d aged much at all, except that perhaps the silver at his temples had crept a little higher.  Certainly the hair on his forehead hadn’t crept back at all, while William’s own hairline had already started to recede.  Apparently he had to blame his mother for that one.

“Good to be home,” he said, with the same easy smile.  While he didn’t always see eye to eye with his parents, especially his mother, he still expected this leave to be pleasant.  Especially since it would be short.

“You didn’t say how long you’ll be staying,” his mother said, with only the faintest hint of accusation, which he ignored.

“Wasn’t sure.  We’re a little... stretched down south,” he said.

“Never thought the Jaguars would go soft,” his father said.  Despite sounding reluctant when William had first announced his intention to join the Jaguars, now he seemed prouder every year.

“We’re not,” William said, as he started to walk inside.  “But there’s not enough of us.  None of the Regulars have a clue about how to fight in the jungle, and there’s a hell of a lot of greasers who do.”  His gun still had its score of tally notches, though.

“So, you won’t be finishing up with them any time soon,” his mother said.

William paused, halfway inside the door, and turned around.  He hadn’t expected this to start so soon.  “No.  My country needs me.”

“Your family needs you, too,” his mother said.  “I’d like to hold my grandchildren in my arms before I die.”

William turned back around and stalked inside.  Let them not see his face, in case they read in it something other than they were looking for.  All the necessary information was in his will, if it became necessary, but some things he did not want to have to admit to while he lived.

The atmosphere in the house was chillier than he’d been expecting, after that exchange.  His mother didn’t say another word, but surprisingly, it was his father who steered him to a quiet corner a few moments later.  “Will, I want you to think about something, seriously.”

William nodded.

“You know you’re not immortal, I hope,” his father said.

Reluctantly, William nodded again.  He had thought he would live forever, once, but he’d seen too many good soldiers die to believe that any more.

“Good that you know it.  But I think you’re wasting your talents, doing what you are now.”

“Killing the enemies of the United States?  If that’s a waste, what should I be doing?”

“Teaching other people how to kill them,” his father said calmly.  “You said it yourself: the Regulars don’t have a clue.  They never did, not for jungle fighting.  But I’d bet that you do very well at giving them a clue.  By pounding it into them, if necessary.”

“But I...”  The simple truth was, he liked being a Jaguar, out in the field.  Nothing made a man feel more alive than the knowledge that there were others hunting him and trying to kill him.

“Yes, you kill a few rebels, but the country will do much better if you teach a lot of people how to do a better job of killing rebels.  I’d prefer it, and you know your mother would.”

“I’m not sure I want...”

“Just think about it, for now,” his father said.  He paused.  “Oh, and it might give you more time to think about whether we should tell your mother about her grandson.”

“What the..?”  How the devil had his father found out about that one thing William really didn’t want to talk about?  Not a bastard son born on a serf prostitute in Yucatan, and one who he was sure had a little black blood in her, at that.

“Even Jaguars talk, and what Jaguars talk about almost always ends up in James Fisher’s ears,” his father said.  “If not that son, you could always find yourself a wife and have a legitimate one.  No matter what your mother thinks, I believe you’ve done the right thing in not marrying so far.  Not while you’re a soldier on active duty.  But if you were training others, that would be another matter.”

“Dad, the war is important, and I know I can make a difference.  Things are really bad down there.  The riots started in Colombia even before our troops got there, and only got worse.  Venezuela’s army has never surrendered either.  They just hide and attack where they can.”

“No matter how good you are at killing rebels, you’re only one man,” his father said resolutely.  “Helping thousands of men to get better at killing rebels... now there, you could really make a difference.  Especially since the war will go on for years.”

After a moment’s thought, his father added, “Maybe even longer than you think.  The Mexicans and Cubans never really got much outside support.  The Colombians and Venezuelans, now, they will.”

“From who?  The Brazilians are too busy killing each other, and the Amistad [3] don’t dare.”

“Oh, so you didn’t hear the news en route?”  His father frowned.  “The bloody Australians turned out to be hiding Alfonso.  They’ve announced the formation of a Venezuelan government-in-exile there under his presidency.  I wouldn’t put it past them to create one for Colombia and maybe Costa Rica as well.”

“That’s... cowardly of them,” William said.  “It won’t matter, though.  We’ll beat the Venezuelans anyway.  But okay, dad, you’ve made your point.  I’ll think about it.”

--

Taken from: “Lords of the Land: The Story of America’s Presidents”
(c) 1952, Alexander Dowling
Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.

With Mitchell’s opportunity for seeking a third term gone, the discussion of who could replace him now began in earnest.  While a host of senators and state governors were eager to put themselves forward for the office, the public trust rested much more with the generals who had broken the siege of the United States.

Of the potential candidates for the presidency, no man stood higher in the public eye than General Charles Bull.  This man, almost alone amongst America’s generals, could point to a war career of unblemished success.  This was the man who had conquered Detroit, New Jersey and New York City.  His name on the ballot would be potentially worth millions in soldier’s votes alone.  His biggest barrier to a presidential nomination was that no-one was sure about which party he should support, as he had no clear political affiliation.  So he was courted by leading figures of both the major parties, and he ultimately agreed to stand as a Unionist.

Next behind Bull, and perhaps not all that far behind, was General Edward “Monty” Montgomery.  He did not have the same career of unbroken success which Bull could bring to the table, but he could point to his dramatic advanced to and seizure of Selkirk [Winnipeg], which many analysts described as the most crucial blow in the war.  Monty also had a penchant for dramatic gestures and a public reputation for doing what was right for America, as epitomised by his advance into Canada without orders.  Unlike the other generals, Monty did have a clear political reputation, as he had been noted as a supporter of the Democrats for some time even before the war began.

Two other generals were also given serious attention.  General Randolph Hearst was perhaps the most unlikely of the candidates, given that he had been dismissed for his apparent failure to hold the Allied advance into Illinois and Indiana.  But he had won a well-deserved reputation as a strong defender, as a commander who was calm under pressure, and he had unimpeachable integrity.  General John “Fighting Jack” Leggett had the seizure of Vancouver Island to point to as his main achievement, and his heroic survival of an assassin’s bullet also won him public recognition.

Amongst the politicians who sought nomination, only one had any serious chance of winning it in either of the major parties.  Senator Wade Hampton IV of South Carolina had strong clout within the Democrats, and was a resounding and gifted orator who could always sway a crowd.

When the time came for delegates to gather at the political conventions, Hampton and Monty were the clear front-runners for the Democratic nomination.  It required only two rounds of voting for Monty to be named the Democratic candidate for the presidency.  The Unionist convention lacked such a clear-cut result.  Both Bull and Hearst had strong backers, with Leggett’s support trailing a distant third.  After three days of deadlock, Leggett was offered the choice of the vice-presidential candidacy by both Bull and Hearst.  He is reported to have spent four hours considering in, then he decided to throw his support to Bull.

Thus, the 1908 presidential campaign presented the voters with a choice between two war heroes.  Both of them had to defend their war record, and to explain to the people how they proposed to solve the endless quagmire in the new territories [i.e. Colombia, Venezuela, and Costa Rica].  For Bull, his main accusation was that he had tried to seize credit which belonged to Alvar O’Brien for the choketroopers.  His response was well remembered: “Of course O’Brien invented the idea.  I’ve always said that.  But the job of a commander-in-chief isn’t to come up with all the ideas, it’s to recognise the good ones.  And that’s what I did.”  Monty, however, faced criticism over his eventual retreat from Selkirk.  His responses were less than diplomatic, as he famously lost his temper twice, which went a long way to costing him the election.

For, when the results came to be counted, it became clear that Bull had won victory even before the results from the West Coast began to come in.  So he won election as the first ever Unionist President.

Sadly, however, it would have been better for the nation if Bull had lost.  Most political analysts have realised since that time – as, for that matter, has the public – that the nation would have been far better if Leggett had chosen to back the unflappable Randolph Hearst instead.  Or if Monty had won the presidency, temper and all.

But this was not to be.  Rather than Heart, we got President Bull.  Who, as a general, had demonstrated the virtues of boldness, personal loyalty, determination, and supreme self-confidence.  Unfortunately, it was these same military virtues which would make him so ill-suited to public office.

--

[1] El Salvador “agreed” to American annexation in 1883, with the only other alternative being invasion.

[2] Juarez and Diaz were the presidents of Mexico during the Second and Third Mexican Wars, respectively.

[3] The Amistad is a military pact between most South American nations, except Brazil.

--

Decades of Darkness #131: Debts Of Honour

“The British Empire is dead.  We need only wait for the corpse to stop twitching.”
- Attributed to Tsar Alexander II, at the end of the North American War

--

Excerpt from: “Honour, Courage and Betrayal: A Soldier’s Memories of the North American War”
(c) 1910, Donald Livingstone
Richard Allen & Sons Publishing Company,
London: United Kingdom of Great Britain

Nothing in the world is as we once knew it, for those of us who were betrayed in the return.  Scotland’s glens and lochs are where our bodies reside, but not where our minds live.  The guns may have fallen silent, but we can still hear the shells falling inside our head.  We still hear the pop of the gas shells.  Our skins still itch from the bites of lice long dead.  The war is never over, as long as we live who remember it.

--

Taken from: “Marching Under The Green Flag: The History of Socialism”
(c) 1952, David Kelvin
Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission.

Chapter 5: British Socialism

Britain, it has been said, went into mourning after the end of the North American War.  If so, it was not a mourning which lasted for long.  Rather, it was the incentive for the people to take to the streets.  Workers began strikes against the bosses’ harsh treatment of them in the failing post-war economy.  They were joined in the streets by marches from protesting veterans.

Everyone knew that Isaac Disraeli could not last long as Prime Minister after signing the Treaty of Washington.  Only two months later, the Tory MPs chose Anthony McGowan to replace him, the former Secretary of War who had been most outspoken in arguing that the war could continue.  Yet merely changing the man at the top could not salvage the fortunes of the torpedoed Tory ship of state.

McGowan’s new government lasted barely six months.  The strikers found more reinforcements with every passing month, and the street marches, while usually peaceful, did not diminish either.  The crux came when the House of Lords began refusing to pass every piece of government legislation.  The trigger was a new anti-strike bill which criminalized most actions of the strikers, but even after that had been defeated, the House of Lords continued to reject every new government bill [1].  In such circumstances, McGowan could not hold office much longer.  There were rumours that King Richard IV intended to intervene and dissolve Parliament of his own volition, but this became unnecessary when enough Tory MPs deserted the party to pass a motion of no confidence in the Commons.

The 1907 election campaign involved considerable disquiet on the streets, with clashes between party supporters, but even before the polls opened, there was no doubt who would form the new government.  The last Conservative government of the United Kingdom was swept from office, replaced by the Liberals.  What did come as a surprise to those who lacked a proper understanding of history was the progress of the Labour Party.  Labour was now the second largest party, and for the first time became the formal Opposition.  The once-proud Conservatives, so long the main foes of socialism, were reduced to sitting on the cross-benches, there to join the Scottish and Welsh Nationalists and the handful of radical parties.  For the socialist movement, the march of history could no longer be held back...

--

16 December 1908
New White House
Columbia, F.D., USA

“Good to meet you again, Mr President,” Charles Bull said, extending a hand.

He watched Mitchell pause for a moment, probably deciding what title to give him.  The last few times Bull had met the President, he had possessed a calm veneer which made it impossible to judge the thoughts running beneath.  But Mitchell had lost some of his polish now.

“Good to see you again, General,” Mitchell said.

Not Mr President-elect, Bull noticed, and didn’t bother trying to hide the small smile on his face.

“What matter made you request this meeting?” Mitchell asked, clearly deciding that polite small talk would be wasted here.  Well, he was right about that.

“Curiosity, Mr President.  About a matter which will become pressing if it is left unattended until I assume office.”

Mitchell raised a questioning eyebrow.

“That nest of rebels in Quito [Ecuador].  Why haven’t you directed the Army to wipe them from the face of the earth?”

This time, Mitchell smiled.  “Merely because they’ve re-asserted their right to independence after eighty years of Colombian occupation?”

“Because all of Colombia is now part of the United States, but you would let them walk away.”

“Of course I would.  It’s better for all of us if they’re given de facto independence,” Mitchell said.

Bull shook his head.  “I never thought the day would come when you, of all people, would abandon rightful American soil.”

Mitchell shrugged.  “The United States has gained plenty of land of late.  The challenge is now holding it down, and letting Quito go makes that task much easier.”

This time, Bull got to raise a questioning eyebrow.

“We’ve already captured more land and peons than we know what to do with.  Let the rebels proclaim their independence, for now.  It’s not like any important nation is going to recognise them, and it gives a place for the more rebellious peons elsewhere to run to.  Let them go, since it means that the more docile ones who remain in the rest of Colombia will be easier to manage.”

“That won’t work,” Bull said.  “America’s credibility is at stake here.  We must crush them, and any other rebels.  I’ll see to it, the instant I become President.”

“That’s your choice,” Mitchell said tonelessly.  “Now, if you’ll excuse me...”

Bull rose and left.  Let Mitchell get the last word, for now.  Soon enough, he would be the President, and then he could get the country back on track.

--

From a handwritten note sent by newly-sworn in President Bull to General Lyle Kirby, head of the U.S. General Staff

6 March 1909

General Kirby,

Have noted with displeasure the talk about reassignment of General O’Brien to “less arduous duties.”  This is not, repeat not, acceptable.  America owes this man a debt of honour for his service during the war.  If we do not let him serve our country, we will be honourless, and wasting the talents of one of the greatest men America has ever produced.  General O’Brien will be allowed to continue to serve wherever his talents will best strengthen the nation.

(signed) Charles Bull

--

22 April 1909
Near Caruaru, Pernambuco
Brazil (in civil war between republicans, monarchists, and others)

Another day, and now another night in captivity.  Maria Inês Isabel Catarina de Bragança e Bourbon, former Empress of Brazil, who still believed she was the rightful holder of that title, had seen almost nothing of the outside world for three years, or however long it had been.  She had almost lost track of the days.  Why bother, when they blended into each other so readily?

Her captors had treated her well enough, for a prisoner.  If the door to her rooms was locked from the outside, if she always had someone watching her, that could hardly be unexpected.  In some ways, she was surprised that she was alive, but then the rebels had not captured her sons.  If she was dead, then she would be a martyr and there would be a legitimate heir.

Something sounded at the window, a thud which she took a moment to recognise as someone falling to the ground.  That window had two guards that she knew of.  A moment later, she heard a second thump.  What was...?

“Do not move, Dona Maria,” the female guard beside her said.  That guard had a pistol in hand, and it had been made abundantly clear that she would use it rather than let Maria be rescued.

Someone knocked at the door.  Instinctively, Maria turned to look.  As she did, she heard another faint pop, as of a pistol firing, but much quieter.  This time, the thump was that of the guard dropping to the floor.

“Deus!” Maria said.

“Empress Maria?” a voice asked, from the window.  In American-accented English.  She froze, unable to make herself move, and unsure if this was an elaborate charade for her to be “killed while attempting to escape.”

“Dona Maria,” the same voice repeated, this time in American-accented Portuguese.  “We can escape, but you must hurry.”

She still could not make herself move.  What she could see at the window did not look like a human face.

“Captain James Fisher sends his regards, by the way,” the speaker said.

“He sent you?” she asked, and this time she could let herself relax enough to hurry to the window.

“In a way,” the man said.  Up close, she could see his face, or rather where his face had been painted in a combination of white and black.  It had been marked in all the wrong places, dark where it should be light, and light where dark.  No wonder it had not looked like a face.  “Come quickly, please.”

She let the man help her through the window.  He was dressed in clothes marked in mottled patterns of green, brown and grey, just like the Jaguars she had known from so many years ago.  Like them, too, he had no insignia of rank.  None of the Jaguars did, when in the field.

“Where are we going?” she asked, as more of the same mottled soldiers emerged from the darkness to escort them.  She left unspoken the question of whether they could outrun or hide the soldiers, when the alarm must have been raised by now.  The knock had gone unanswered.

“Up, up and away, Your Majesty,” the first Jaguar said.

“You can probably outrun the soldiers, but I doubt I can,” she said.  She was far older than she liked to think about, and not used to being outside.

“We only need a few minutes to get away,” he said.  “I’m William Walker, by the way.”

“Thank you, Mr Walker,” she said.  No mention of his rank.  Well, Jaguars were often like that too, that she remembered.  “How can we need only a few minutes?  No matter how far we run, the rebels will scour the countryside by first light.”

“By first light, you’ll be off rebel-held soil,” Walker said.  His smile looked oh so strange on that painted face.

“What?  How?”

“You’ll see,” he said, and gave no further answer.  Smug as well, but then he had the right, if he had managed to make it here.

A few minutes later, they pushed through the trees to where half a dozen more Jaguars stood waiting.  At Walker’s nod, one of them lit a dazzling flare in each hand, and started waving them at the sky.

Sky.

“There’s a cloud-ship up there?” she asked.

Walker laughed.  “Oh, yes.  Be glad it’s a still night, or we couldn’t do this.”  Something descended out of the darkness, a rope which the Jaguars anchored to a tree.  Then a cabin descended from the sky too, big enough to hold a few people.  At Walker’s wave, she climbed in first, then he and two other Jaguars followed her.

As the cabin started to ascend into the sky, Maria let herself relax for the first time.  “Will everyone fit on this cloud-ship?” she asked.

Walker nodded.  “Easily.  These ships used to carry tonnes of bombs.”

“And may I ask your rank, Mr Walker?”

“Captain,” he said curtly, as if it was of no consequence.  That rank was almost as high as any Jaguar ever got.

“Was this rescue your idea, captain?”

“Mostly.  President Bull ordered it, and I planned it.”

“President who?” she asked, then held up a hand before he could answer.  “I’ve heard nothing of the world except what the rebels tell me, and I’m sure they lie most of the time.”

“Charles Bull is the new president,” he said.  “He was the general who captured New York City and ended the war.  The North American War, that is.”

“A bold man, then,” Maria murmured.  “How could I decline his invitation to meet him, when it was delivered with such flair?”

Walker laughed.  “You can meet him if you like, or would you rather go to your supporters in your own country, once we can arrange passage?”

“A good question,” Maria said.  “How strong are my supporters in Brazil?  To hear the rebels talk, they’ve all but won the war.”

“Mm, not quite,” Walker said.  “Brazil is still in chaos, if I may be frank.  The Republicans hold most of the north-east, your supporters hold the north, and the south is still in the balance.”

“And Cisplatina [Uruguay]?”

“Gone,” Walker said.  Yes, he was blunt.  “They’ve declared their independence, the Republicans haven’t done much of anything to stop them, and they’ve been admitted to the Amistad.  But that’s not the worst of it.”

Maria shrugged.  Cisplatina could be restored at a later time.  For now holding Brazil together was more important.  “What is the worse news?”

“Bahia,” he said.  “The interior of that state is full of messianic rebels, and crushing them is costing a butcher’s bill.  Neither your supporters or the Republicans have made much progress there.”

“So, in short, the whole war still hangs in the balance, not just the south,” she said.

“Yes.  Although the Republicans have had more success, on the whole.  President Bull is determined to do something about that.”

“Good,” Maria said.  She intended to do a thing or two about it herself.

--

Excerpts taken from “Revolutions and Counter-Revolutions: Examples of the March of History”
(c) 1946 by Vladimir Trotsky,
Imperial Press,
Berlin: German Reich

The Brazilian Revolutionary War, while it started as a local revolution, became the unofficial battleground for both America and the Allies to re-fight the North American War.  The returning Brazilian veterans of that war provided a solid core of battle-hardened troops around which the Imperials built their army.  They received a solid flow of volunteer troops, armaments and supplies from the United States, along with money and supplies from Portugal.  The Republicans had from the start received German financial backing, and they soon received supplies of their own from Britain.  They also received many more volunteers from the British Empire, both veterans and men who had been marshalled into the British Army but who had seen the war end before they could be deployed.

Both sides thus had the resources to commit to a long war, but the Republicans received far more foreign support, since the United States needed to spend many of its own resources on pacifying its gains from the North American War.  This fact, however, did not stop President Bull from proclaiming American support for Brazil at every opportunity...

--

3 June 1909
Westminster Palace
London, United Kingdom

Clement Churchill had a convenient seat close to where the jumped-up Frenchman, Napoleon V, was meeting Clement’s father, Prime Minister Arthur Spencer-Churchill.  He had to work to retain his natural cynicism, since he knew the importance of this moment.

The two men shook hands – Napoleon V looked much the younger, thus proving that the devil looked after his own – and exchanged a few quiet words which Clement could not hear.  Then his father spoke louder.  “This is a great day for our two nations,” Arthur Spencer-Churchill said.

“More than that, it is a great day for the world,” Napoleon V said.  “For too many centuries our nations have hated each other, fought each other, and this has brought no profit to either, only increasingly deadly destruction.  We saw how destructive that was, during the last European war.  And that struggle has left wounds which have not yet been healed.  May our friendly understanding be the salve which heals those wounds.  We need to end the distrust between our nations, so that through our example, all of Europe may see how to live in peace.”

Both men crossed to where the two copies of the treaty agreements waited, picked up the golden pens, then signed them on the same moment.  Then they crossed over and signed the other copies.  They shook hands once more, this time posing for the photographers who waited.  From where the photographers were aiming, Clement realised he would be in the backdrop of that photo.  Immortality, of a sort, and for once he could not find a cynical comment to add to that thought.

--

[1] The *British House of Lords does in fact have a slim majority of Conservative peers, but many of these are opposed to McGowan’s actions.  There has also been no equivalent to the Parliament Act of 1911 yet either, and thus the House of Lords still has the power to reject, not merely delay government bills.

--

Decades of Darkness #132: Pillars Of Fire

Credit for this post goes to Robert Conley, who wrote most of this apart from a few editorial additions.

--

“No matter how much hope seems lost, the future always remains.”
- Henry Goddard, New England rocket engineer

--

20 July 1906
Montauk Proving Grounds
Montauk, Long Island, New England

Henry Goddard [1] mounted the sheet metal tube on a bipod and sat down next to it. After putting his eye to the attached sight, he signalled his assistant one hundred meters away. He pulled a lanyard, and a thrower launched several clay birds [2] into air. Henry swivelled the tube, tracking the clay birds until they hit the ground. Then he pulled a lever.  Something shrieked as smoke erupted from the back end of the tube.  A blur streaked across the field toward the clay birds, landing just beyond them.  As it struck the ground, it exploded with a force that destroyed more than two-thirds of the birds.

Not bad, he thought, and turned to General Lansing.  “Shall I load another?”

The general shook his head.  “I’ve seen enough.”  He nodded at the nearby adjunct.  “What’s the tally?”

The adjunct glanced at a tally slate and said, “Two misfires, two right on target, three misses, and two partial hits.”  He looked up the field and corrected himself.  “Three partial hits.  And of the five bunker shots, two caused interior damage.”

Lansing turned back to Goddard.  “So, you say you put this together in two weeks?”  His tone carried clear disbelief.

Goddard lowered the tube.  “Well, the tube and firing system took two weeks.  The key’s the nozzle I use.  I call it a Dunker nozzle.  It works by...”  Goddard noted the impatient look on the general’s face, and hurried on.  “It lets the rocket fly accurately.  It took me about a month to find the right shape to use for these shells.”

Lansing stroked his beard as he considered, then said, “Fine, Mr Goddard.  Make me one hundred of these.  I’ll assign it a high priority to make sure they can be made before...”  This time the general had to change his words.  “To make sure they can be made in good time.”

“Thank you, general,” Goddard said.

“New England should be thanking you, Mr Goddard,” Lansing replied.  “We’ll form a special rocket company, and see how much the Jackals like these screaming banshees.”

--

Taken from: “Rockets: The Wave of the Future”
(c) 1953 by John Banning
Ashbury Publishing
New York City, New England

With the Eastern Army closing on the Hudson shoreline, the 1st Provisional Rocket Company were deployed into frontline service on 10 September 1906, much earlier than had originally been intended.  The “Banshees” they deployed proved to be useful mobile artillery, giving the companies of the 23rd Rhode Island Regiment convenient pinpoint firepower.  The Banshees were temperamental, failing to ignite or missing more than half of the time.  But their ability to reload quickly and to be aimed more effectively even than a mortar made up for most of their other shortcomings.

Colonel Peter Edwards in particular was effusive in praising them, stating that the 1st Rocket Company helped to fend off several choketrooper assaults around Craven Point, New Jersey between 12 and 14 September.  This allowed the 23rd Rhode Island to escape across the Hudson with their fellows before the remaining U.S. forces closed in.

--

Taken from: “Going to the Moon”
(c) 1973 by Dr. Anton Leonov
Moscow University
Moscow, Russian Federation
English Translation by Arthur Fleming

Chapter 3: 19th Century Rocketry and Henry Goddard

William Congreve developed his famous “Congreve Rocket” during the First Napoleonic Wars.  His inspiration came from reports of the use of rockets in India, where they had been used against the British Army.  Believing that imitation was the sincerest form of flattery, he constructed rockets of his own.  The British Army and Royal Navy both adopted the Congreve Rocket as an inexpensive means of mass bombardment of fortifications.  They were used to good effect in several battles, including Copenhagen in 1809 and Leipzig in 1813.  After the end of the Napoleonic Wars, the British continued to maintain rocket companies, a practice that was soon adopted by most major European nations...

In the 1850s, William Hale invented an improved rocket by including a nozzle which caused it to spin, and thus eliminating the need for the ten-foot long stick which had been used to stabilise the Congreve.  However, other advances in artillery saw most rocket companies discarded as obsolete by the late 1870s, except for a few retained in Germany and the United Kingdom.

Rocket companies enjoyed a brief resurgence during the Second Napoleonic Wars as nations attempted to find ways to minimise the high casualties involved with taking fortified positions.  These companies enjoyed only marginal success, and their most effective deployment at the Battle of Rheims was all but forgotten since the British lost that battle.  After the wars’ end, further advances in artillery continued to attract most attention, particularly the mortars which had been so successfully used by the Italians.  In 1894, Britain disbanded its last rocket company, although the Hale Rocket continued to be used in ship signalling and sea rescue operations.

In 1893, William Dunker [3] of New Jersey invented the Dunker Nozzle [4]. He was the owner of Dunker Steam Engines in Elizabethtown, which specialized in making small steam engines for the agricultural market. The nozzle gave Dunker more precise control over the high pressure flow of steam in his engines.

In 1905, 32-year-old Henry Goddard was an engineer in New York. When war broke out with the United States, he took up a position as a design engineer with Wesson Holdings, one of the largest munitions manufacturers in New England.  With the army and government clamouring for anything that would break the trench deadlock, Goddard was put to work investigating steam power plants for arlacs.  As part of this work, he was assigned to investigate the Dunker Nozzle.

On a wintry day in March 1906, which has variously been reported as the 13th, 14th or 15th, Henry Goddard took a ferry across the East River to Brooklyn.  Along the way, he saw fire-fighters using Hale Rockets from fireboats to shoot rope lines into a burning building.  Forgetting his appointment, he went over to the fire-fighters and examined one of the rockets.  From his examination, he realised how the Dunker nozzle could make the rocket much more effective.

For the next three months, Goddard worked whenever he had a spare moment, and he succeeded in combining the Hale Rocket with a Dunker nozzle.  Elated with the increase in performance and accuracy, Goddard presented the new rocket to the New England military, and by dint of much effort succeeded in having formal tests made.  During the test, the traditional rocket battery was abandoned in favor of a sheet metal tube that could be deployed by two men.  The test was successful enough for an order to be placed for enough rockets to outfit a rocket company.

The Goddard rocket came to be called the “Banshee” by the soldiers who carried them and, soon enough, by the soldiers who faced them, too.  Reliability was a serious concern.  Over half of the rockets malfunctioned in some way, although actual launch explosions were fortunately rare.  But when the rockets functioned properly, they performed good work in breaking field fortifications.  Unfortunately for New England they arrived too late to affect the war.

After the war, Henry Goddard formed the Goddard Rocket Corporation to build and market his new rocket.  His company had some success with sales to the military, which seized on rockets as one type of weapon which was not forbidden under the Treaty of Washington, and to shipping companies.  In 1908, he met Randall Johnson, a physicist with Harvard University.  Johnson was interested in the study of weather and the atmosphere, and found it intriguing as to how high Goddard’s rockets might be made to reach.  Henry Goddard took a strong personal interest in this project, and by 1910 he had developed the modern sounding rocket, along with instrumentation and recovery techniques.  By 1912, Goddard Atmospheric Rockets were reaching heights of 20km.

--

18 April 1910
Lawson Fairgrounds
Lawson [Hutchinson, Kansas]
Kansas, USA

With a quick tug to straighten his vest, Andrew Morrell stepped out of his tent and into the glare of the prairie sun.  He turned to the crowd gathered behind the ropes and announced, “Step right up, step right up, ladies and gentlemen.  You are about to see the greatest demonstration of sky riding in all the world.  Without engine or propeller, Sky Captain Hap Sewell will take the skycraft to the heights of Icarus, and return unscathed on the wings of eagles.”

Morell picked up a flag and waved to a skyrider at the far end of the field.  On cue, two black jets of smoke erupted underneath the rider’s wings, and it quickly moved down the field.  After about a hundred yards, the skyrider leaped into the air and pulled into a steep climb.

After half a minute the skyrider had ascended out of sight, except for the smoke trails.  The smoke began to drift back down to earth, and the crowd gasped when two explosions erupted somewhere up in the sky.

Morrell turned to the crowd.  “As in the days of old, the gods do not like their heights being assaulted by man.  Will Captain Sewell survive?”  He gestured to a nearby band, who began to play a dramatic tune.

A boy from the crowd shouted, “Look! Look! There he is!” as he pointed to the northwest.  Morrell and the crowd turned to look and watched the skyrider silently glide in. The crowd held their breath as the skycraft steadily dipped up and down until finally its wheels touched down on the field.

When the skyrider came to a stop, the crowd erupted in a thunderous cheer. The pilot climbed out, walked over to the ropes and began signing autographs.  After several minutes Morrell walked over and pulled the pilot away back to the tent. “That was great, Hap!  Although a little dramatic on the bobbing up and down.”

“Yeah, but Gawd dammit, you got to spend a little more on dem rockets. The two exploded five seconds earlier than they were supposed too.

“Hey! I hear ya,” Morrell answered, slapping Hap on the back.  “Let’s get the rest of the show up in the sky!”

--

Taken from: “Rockets: The Wave Of the Future”
(c) 1953 by John Banning
Ashbury Publishing
New York City, New England

After the North American War, the sky pilots were lionized as the new knights for a new technological age.  Thousands flocked to sky shows and carnivals where the best of the pilots displayed their feats of manoeuvring in the newest skycraft.

Of those shows, among the most dramatic were those organised by Andrew Morrell.  Andrew Morell was a mechanic who had been involved with carnivals before the North American War.  When he volunteered after the outbreak of war he was assigned to the nascent US Army Sky Corps. After the winter of 1905, he was sent to the Outer Banks Proving Ground in North Carolina where he began work building and maintaining prototype skycraft.  One of those prototypes was devised to use Hale Rockets to aid in takeoff in order to carry large loads into the air.

After the war, Andrew Morrell joined some of the original skymen putting on sky carnivals, including Captain Bannon and his Skymen, the Sky Boys, and Knights of the Blue Sky.  In 1909 he joined forces with some of his old friends from North Carolina and organized his own sky carnival called the Sky Captains of Tomorrow.

To give their show an edge, Andrew Morrell and his friend John “Hap” Sewell worked on adapting a glider to use Hale Rockets.  By the spring of 1910, they had built a worked rocket-powered skycraft and began to use it as the centrepiece of their show.  In addition to being rocket-powered, the Morrell-Sewell skycraft was the first to use aluminium throughout its structure for lightness and strength.

The rocket powered skycraft would climb several thousand feet in the thirty seconds that the rockets fired [5].  To minimize the danger of fire, the pilot would drop the rockets just after they were exhausted, then glide back in for a landing.  Later in the year, Morrell added fireworks to the rockets so that they would explode after they dropped. The fuses were timed so that the pilot had time to glide away before the fireworks exploded.  This practice ended in the following year after the tragic death of Luis Aaron.  While piloting the skycraft in Morrell’s show one of his rockets didn’t drop and the fuse was activated. When the rocket exploded, it sheared the wing off his craft and made it crash.

--

[1] Henry Goddard is not the same as OTL’s Robert Goddard, but from the same family.

[2] ITTL Skeet targets are called clay birds, not clay pigeons.

[3] The early history of rockets could almost be called “There’s Something About William.”

[4] The Dunker Nozzle is equivalent to OTL’s De Lavel Nozzle.  For more information, see:
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/De_Laval_nozzle" http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/De_Laval_nozzle
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gustaf_de_Laval" http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gustaf_de_Laval

[5] The Morrell-Sewell skycraft is roughly equivalent to OTL’s Lippisch Ente, and is capable of reaching a maximum of 5000-8000 feet.  See:
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lippisch_Ente

--

Decades of Darkness #133: After The Tide

“Never have I been so amazed than at how many of our politicians who voted for the war when it was declared can now reveal that they were secretly against it all along.  It must have been the best-kept secret in history.”
- New England President Nicholas Forbes, 1907

--

9 February 1907
NES Apollo
Near Boston, Massachusetts

Rear Admiral Seymour Bentley had allowed himself few moments of sentiment in his life, but he felt that he deserved this one.  The Apollo had been the pride of New England seamanship, the first of a new class of battleships which would outfight any other vessel afloat.  Unlike most other battleships, the Apollo had held its own off Long Island... but victory was decided by the overall battle, not the actions of one vessel.

Now, the Apollo was two days away from decommissioning.  Two days of long, slow travel from Boston to New York Harbour, where it was scheduled to be broken up under the watchful eyes of Jackal inspectors and sold for scrap.  The ship could have travelled there much faster, but the circuitous route which Bentley had ordered was to allow him some final time to reminisce.  A shame he couldn’t give the Jackals a final greeting, but the ship carried no shells for her guns.  The Americans had already seen to that.

Even now, Bentley watched from the bridge.  Not because he needed to, but because he wanted to see as much as he could on the last voyage.  New England was now forbidden by treaty to build or run another battleship of this class, and he doubted that those treaty restrictions could be broken openly for a long time.  He’d already heard rumours of a few submersibles being built in Britain for New England industrialists, but a battleship was a much harder thing to hide.

A shadow darkened the bridge, as something outside moved between the Apollo and the sun.  Something large and metallic.  Another of the Jackals’ accursed cloud-ships, this one keeping watch on the Apollo, just in case.  Their value as reconnaissance craft had been made clear during the war, and New England was forbidden from building any of them, either.

But could we build something to shoot them down? Bentley wondered.  Sky-riders hardly had the range of cloud-ships, but they had proven during the last days of the war that they could shoot down the floating gas-bags, too.  Would it be possible to build a ship that could carry a sky-rider or two?  Having a couple of those, suitably equipped with incendiary bullets, might keep the Jackals’ prying eyes away from New England’s ships.  It was something to consider, at least.

He heard a commotion at the entrance to the bridge, and then half a dozen armed sailors entered, followed by Captain Wyatt.  The sailors didn’t quite point their guns at Bentley, but their demeanour made it quite clear that they retained that option.  “Ah, Captain.  Some trouble aboard ship?”

“Not as such, sir.  Just a slight change of plan.”

“Oh?”

“It’s a good thing that Apollo is fully coaled, since she’s about to sail to Antwerp.  Then to... somewhere else,” Captain Wyatt said.

“Whatever for?’

“This ship means too much for it to be scrapped,” Wyatt said.  “And much as I regret it, sir, we can’t let you stay in command here any longer.”  Now the sailors did raise their guns.  “The country needs you too much, sir.  You’ll be put ashore at Antwerp.”

“Mutiny,” Bentley said coldly, as he had to.

“If you want to call it that,” Wyatt said.  “Myself, I prefer to think of it as patriotism.”

--

Taken from: “Famous Ships of the World”
(c) 1952 by Alexander Jamison
Trinity Publishing: Dublin, Ireland

The Liberty: The Ship That Served Two Navies

The RLS Liberty saw most of its service as the first capital ship of the Liberian Navy, but it was originally built for and used in the New England Navy.  Commissioned in 1904, the NES Apollo was the first of a new class of battleships, and the pride of New England’s fleet.  It saw service in the Battle of Long Island, where it performed well on the losing side, but was due to be decommissioned along with all other modern battleships in the New England Navy at the end of the North American War.

On its intended final voyage, Apollo was hijacked my mutineers with the suspected connivance of the New England government, and taken to Liberia.  Despite the vociferous demands of the U.S. government, the ship was never returned.  The New England government issued repeated protests, which were largely considered to be for form’s sake, and the Liberian government duly ignored those protests.  The mutineers were tried by military court and sentenced in absentia, and most of them lived out the remainder of their lives in exile in Liberia.

--

Excerpts from: “When Honour Is Not Enough”
(c) 1917 by Nicholas Forbes
Vanderbilt Press, New York City, LI, New England

The presidency always involves many hard decisions, for it is an office which will weary any man who accepts it.  But of all the difficult choices I faced in my term, the two which I most agonised over were whether to accept Washington [i.e. the Treaty of Washington], and whether to order the Army to disperse the rioters in Hartford after they heard of the treaty’s signature.

In my heart, I knew the reasons why the rioters were surrounding Federal House [1] and the House of Congress.  To be sure, I sympathised with their despair and hatred.  But realistically, I had to order the Army to forcibly disperse the rioters.  It is a hard thing indeed to see New Englanders turn their guns on each other.  But I had no other choice.  Anarchy would have been even worse.  While I would have sacrificed my own life for the sake of New England, an ungoverned country would only invite the United States to come back.

As for the peace treaty they were protesting, while I regretted that even more, it was a much easier choice to make.  No-one could doubt that we had lost the war.  For whatever His reasons, God had allowed the Americans to win on land and at sea.  To continue the war would only have seen New England suffer the same fate as Colombia.  So while continuing the war might have meant that history looked on me more fondly, I did not care.  I would rather have my country remember me as a traitor than have no country to remember me.

--

22 February 1907
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

Snow still covered the streets of Hartford, in a winter which had seemed the longest he had ever seen.  Cold, and oh so bitter.  When the feeble sun appeared through the clouds, it did nothing but make the snow gleam.  But at least the blanket of white covered the red which had once flowed on the streets.

Senator John Hunter knew without any false modesty that he was the leading voice amongst the Radicals in the Senate.  He had been following a long political tradition of former presidents taking up residence in the Senate and acting as one of its guiding voices.  With J. Baird Weaver, the man who followed him as President, looking always more tired and ready for a grave, Hunter had become the determining voice amongst the Radicals.  And as he had done in his previous career as Speaker of the House of Representatives, he had done his best to arrange political compromises which benefited all parties.  But what he faced here was perhaps the most difficult one of all.

He had gathered four other Radical Senators here to make the decision.  The Senate was the proving ground for any possible action against President Forbes, after all.  While last year’s elections had delivered a few more Senators to be sworn in ten days later, those junior ones would not have the influence of those gathered here.  And the House of Representatives would have a large enough Radical majority to guarantee that any impeachment proceedings would pass it.  Which would leave the Senate to decide Forbes’ fate.

Senator Mahlon Pitney, who now represented a shrunken state, opened the conversation, and was every bit as vehement as Hunter had expected.  “Forbes has to be removed.  He has dragged the country into a time of bitter bloodshed, criminally abandoned New England soil, and he cannot be allowed to continue in office.”

“You mean, you want to impeach him for losing a war?” said Senator Eugene Hale of Maine, whose voice still reminded Hunter of that man’s Scottish origins.

“Easy for you to dismiss,” Pitney muttered.  He had half a point; Maine had not exactly suffered as badly in the war as New Jersey.  “If bungling a war does not count as a high crime, what does?”

“Good question,” Hunter said.  He tried to keep his voice one of moderation.  “The question of what would qualify for impeachment was one our founding fathers never really addressed definitively.”

“Much as I regret to say it, I don’t think that incompetence is grounds for impeachment,” Senator J. Baird Weaver of Niagara said.  “Nor is losing a war.”

“It would be, if we define it as that,” Pitney said.

“Besides, we need to do something to calm the people,” Timothy Vanderbilt said.  He kept looking morosely at the window.  But everyone in the room, including Hunter, needed little reminding of how restless the streets remained.  The Army had broken the rioters who had tried to storm Congress, but street marches continued almost daily, despite the inclement weather.  “We’ve never lost a war before.  I don’t think the people know how to lose a war.”

“If we look at things that way, I’m not sure if impeachment would make things better or worse,” Hunter said.  “It would embolden the protestors, I think, more than quell them.  What the country needs now is stability.

Hale said, “Forbes in office will make an easier election campaign for us next year than if we remove him and make John Lodge the President.  He could stand for re-election and even win some public sympathy.”

Pitney said, “You really want to leave him there?”

“So long as he leaves the governance of the country to Congress, why not?” Hale said.  “If he interferes with the actions we need to stabilise the country – certainly if he vetoes anything – then we can remove him.  Otherwise, why not leave him there?”

By the nods of everyone in the room –except Pitney – Hunter knew that this was the right course to take.

--

The Ballington Express (5 November 1946)
Ballington, Jackson State
United States of America

Today In History:

On this day in 1907, in the aftermath of the North American War, the former British dependencies of Newfoundland and Prince Edward Island held plebiscites to determine whether they would unify with Canada or New England, or seek independence.  The voters in neither dependency showed much interest in joining strife-torn Canada, with Prince Edward Island narrowly voting for admission as a territory of New England, while Newfoundland voters opted for independence.  This led to the creation of the Kingdom of Newfoundland in the following year...

--

From “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Vitalism: The name given to a group of nationalistic and authoritarian political movements and governments across the world, but which is most particularly identified with that of the post-North American War movements in New England.  The term originated from one small nationalistic party within that nation, who called themselves Vitalists because they wanted to “bring life back to a dead nation.”  It soon became broadened to include the range of militaristic, populist groups which appeared in New England.  It remained as a descriptive term for that movement after most of those groups, including the Vitalists proper, were subsumed into the United Democratic Party.

There is ongoing controversy over which political parties and governments can be described as vitalists.  The narrowest definition would restrict the term purely to the New England political movement, while the widest definitions could include every authoritarian government or movement which has ever existed...

--

From “1810-1910: A Century of New England Political History”
(c) 1912 by William H. Baldwin
Sandler Publishing Company, Long Island

The 1908 presidential election was, in one sense, the most bitterly contested campaign which this nation has seen in its long history.  Yet most of the bitterness in this campaign did not come from an expectation of winning the election.  It was already widely-recognised that the Radicals would inherit the presidency.  Rather, the animosity arose amongst a wide variety of parties who vied to displace the Federalists as one of the two main parties, or even to create a three-party system as had existed for a time between Radicals, Republicans and Federalists.

In the lead-up to the election, both of the major parties had faced difficult choices in selecting their presidential candidates.  The Federalists were hardly expecting to win the election, but were most concerned with trying to salvage their position and ensure the survival of their party.  So they had to choose whether to give Vice-President John Lowell Lodge the nomination, or to seek an outsider.  Eventually, they settled on Senator George Meyer in Massachusetts, who had had little involvement in the war and who offered the chance for a fresh start.

The Radicals, on the other hand, faced another kind of choice in that so many of their leading members sought the presidential nomination.  Here too, the debates were long and vigorous, but the party eventually settled on an outsider as well, since even the existing Senators were sometimes considered as being associated with the loss of the war.  Lemuel John Tweedie had scarcely been known outside of his home state of New Brunswick, but in 1906 he had swept to the governorship of that state on the Radical ticket.  His efforts were aided by the nationwide sweep against the Radicals, but winning the governorship of this historically Federalist state was a dramatic indication of his campaigning ability.

Both of the major candidates ran quite civil campaigns, if only by contrast with the unrest which the minor parties displayed.  Street marches by the ex-soldiers’ organisations such as the Vitalists, the Patriotic Democrats and the Veterans League were commonplace.  So were brawls between supporters of those organisations, or sometimes with the Socialists, who held marches of their own.  When election day came, it was quickly followed by accusations of intimidatory tactics by Vitalist and Patriotic Democrat supporters outside polling booths in districts where they dominated.

But none of this could change the expected result.  The Radical vote surged across the nation, with the Federalists holding only Massachusetts and Nova Scotia, and Lemuel Tweedie being chosen as New England’s 22nd President...

--

13 March 1909
Offices of Baer et cie,
Free City of Geneva

Anthony Vanderbilt had heard of the renowned discretion of Genevan bankers, but for something like this, he wanted assurances doubly sure.  “There is no way for anyone to compel you to disclose the names of your clients?” he asked.

“None whatsoever,” Jean Dufour replied.  “Our confidentiality is protected both by contract and by Genevan law.  No government, either our own or foreign, may require us to disclose any details of our clients’ activities, or even whether someone is our client, without their consent.”

Vanderbilt smiled.  “Excellent.  In that case, I would like to engage your bank’s services to represent myself and... my associates.”  No need to name names yet, until the contract was signed.  He believed he was safe, but caution was part of his nature.  “Is your bank able to conduct business on our behalf in Liberia?”

Dufour raised an eyebrow.  Evidently he had not been expecting that.  “You wish us to run a business for you?”

“To route funds there from us, as necessary.  And to appoint local agents to build and run certain factories, based on our recommendations.”

Dufour nodded.  “That, we can certainly do, sir.”

Vanderbilt said, “Excellent.”  There were certain heavy industries which could be most conveniently constructed in Liberia, well away from prying eyes.  And which now would not easily be traced back to New England.  “The first will be a horst factory we have made some preliminary arrangements to construct in Liberia.  Others will follow.”  He smiled as he continued the discussions for what should be included in the contract.  A factory which could build horsts could rapidly be adapted to build other kinds of vehicles.

--

“Yesterday is not ours to recover, but tomorrow is ours to win or lose.”
- Lemuel Tweedie, President of New England, during his 1909 inaugural address

--

[1] Federal House is the formal name for the residence of the New England President.  Informally, it is most often called Pickering’s Cottage.

--

Decades of Darkness #134a: Danger Zone

Credit for this post on the history of Canada in the DoD timeline goes to Daniel McCollum.  The blame goes to me.

--

“We had no choice.  The alternative was starvation.  A man who would rather watch his child starve than reach for a gun is no man at all.  He is a dog.”
- Last words of Henry Allan York, Labour union organiser and leader of the Freedom Army

“A great victory has been won here today against the forces of anarchy and insurrection.  Let the cry go out to all corners of the land: that the people of Canada are loyal to the crown and her institutions.  May the hand that rises against those sacred forces be struck off; may the tongue which calls for treason be cut out.”
- James II of Canada following the Kingston Rising and the destruction of the Freedom Army

“My heart rests with those brave men who died in Kingston.  My tears flow for them.  But I lift up my heart with the thought that the work which they have begun is not yet over.  To those who have deluded themselves into believing that a great victory has been won; you have but won yourself more time with the spilling of innocent blood.  But rest assured: Canada un-free shall never be at peace!”
- Thomas “Dynamite” Dombeck, founder of the National Republican Party, when asked about the Kingston Rising

--

From: “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr. 
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

Chapter 10: Our Armies of Freedom

Following the assassination of King George I and the resulting backlash against radicalism, an uneasy peace descended over the remains of the Kingdom.  Exhausted by the previous year of struggle, people found it more convenient to stay inside their homes than raise their voices in the raucous shouts of street violence.  The arrival of 1909 also saw the first signs of economic recovery as the nation’s people and businesses began to return to a normal peacetime economy.  The Tories’ election platform of “Peace, Prosperity and Patriotism” began to appear justified.

The era of 1909-1911 has been eulogized by Canadian historians as “The Great Calm.”  In keeping with the aphorism, the period was truly the calm before the storm.  The apparent tranquility would prove to be deceptive.  The relative economic recovery masked a sharp increase in union membership throughout the nation, but particularly in Wisconsin.  The collective shock after the assassination of George I had not ended the desire for reform; it had merely concealed the building pressure for a time.

The fragility of the Calm would be demonstrated in the national elections of 1910.  Two Ontarian by-elections in April and June of that year had both delivered increased majorities to the Tory candidates.  Amazed by the result, and seeing an opportunity to increase his parliamentary majority, Prime Minister Adrian Sharpe asked James I to dissolve Parliament and call for fresh elections.

The Tories ran on a campaign of continued temperance, patriotism, and prosperity.  What they received was an apathetic electorate.  Where in 1908 the voter turnout had been just under 70%, in these elections the turnout barely reached 60%.  And the electoral returns revealed a sharply divided nation.  The Tories swept Ontario and won the majority of seats in Quebec, removing all but three of the remaining Whig MPs, but they did poorly in the west.  Wisconsin, in particular, returned mostly Labour MPs.

The tension in Wisconsin was perhaps most aptly symbolised by Art Fenski, a Tory candidate for office in Belfast.  Fenski had praised the Wisconsin Militia for its efforts in restoring order following the “Assassination Riots” of 1909, but lost by a large popular majority in a district which was traditionally Tory.  The Tories were returned to government with a barely reduced majority, but in an atmosphere of increasing national divisions...

Despite the broad economic revival of 1909-1911, the years of the Calm were far less profitable for Canada’s farmers, particularly wheat-growers.  While harvests were bountiful, profit margins were not.  The temporary drop in American agriculture during the war had led to their more inefficient small farmers being squeezed out of production by the more successful wheat plantations.  When international trade rebounded after the war, the more profitable American plantations delivered lower-cost wheat which undercut Canadian exports around the world, except in Britain itself where it was government subsidies and grain quotas which undercut all wheat imports to that nation [1].  Low domestic wages also cut into the Canadian agricultural market, driving the nation into a near-repeat of the 1880s: a time of good harvests which nonetheless saw the prices for farm goods plummeting and farms failing.

Many of the desperate farmers were former soldiers who had first sacrificed everything for the good of their country, and now found suffering as a reward.  On another time, the disaffected farmers would have swelled the ranks of the Labour Party, but after the violence of the previous years, that party had been divided by internal strife and discredited through the Tories’ accusations of treason.  Nor were the Tories themselves particularly sympathetic to the farmers’ plight.

Throughout the Calm, the Canadians farmers were left as angry voices whispering the political wilderness.  Many of the displaced farmers joined veterans’ organisations such as the Victory Legion or the Brotherhood of Veterans.  Yet those groups did not collaborate effectively with each other, muting their political impact.  So the farmers of the Canadian prairies languished until Robert William Baker arrived in Selkirk from Toronto.

Baker himself was no farmer, but the son of a prominent Toronto lawyer.  His own politics were more radical than his father’s; the younger Baker had served as a labor organiser before the war.  Volunteering even before he had been called to the colours, Baker rose to the rank of corporal while serving on the St Clair front.  During the war, he had become convinced of the incompetence of the government, including all of the then-government parties.  After the war, he joined the handful of Ontarian Republicans.  In 1909, Baker decided to travel west after hearing of the plight of the farmers from a brother-in-law who tilled the land south of Selkirk.

Baker did not need long after his arrival to become a local notable.  He met with people from across all walks of society, from destitute farmers to the upper crust of Manitoba as he sought an explanation for Canada’s problems.  Baker decided that farmers were being victimized by an unresponsive government which had been infiltrated by powerful “moneyed interests,” and that the only way to effect serious reform was with a strong show of force.

Baker developed a simple proposal: an alliance of the veterans’ organisations which would push for farmers’ relief.  He proposed a march on Kingston in uniform, a long protest which would end in front of Parliament.  No-one could doubt their patriotism; these protestors and their comrades had been the ones who had fought and died for Canada.  Now, they were simply looking for the chance to earn an honest living.  Thus was the genesis of the fabled Freedom Army...

Baker’s plan attracted enthusiasm amongst the people of the Great Plains, combining as it did a demonstration of their patriotism with the chance to strike a blow for the rights of the struggling farmers.  The ranks of the Freedom Army swelled in months prior to the march on Kingston.  “Army Headquarters” quickly filled with organizers and recruits; and the mail overflowed with words and sometimes funds of support.  One elderly woman sent an envelope containing several thousand dollars which she claimed was the entirety of her life savings.

The Freedom Army attracted an inner circle of leaders, men and women of renown for their radical views in support of the common man.  Quinton L. Cleary, the elected leader of the Brotherhood [i.e. Brotherhood of Veterans], brought the support of the largest veterans’ organisation.  Hiram Quincy Moore had long been prominent as the founder of the Moore School for Boys.  The Army included a number of noted speakers, of whom the most influential were Elizabeth Booth, a Socialist speaker, and Henry Allan York, a farm-labour organizer from Selkirk itself.  Of these, Moore and Booth had both been prominent before the war for their works within education and the labour movement respectively.  Combined, these leaders brought a wealth of experience and an enthusiasm for the Army that few could have matched.

The plan had called for the Freedom Army to gather in Nicholet [Duluth, MN] over the course of the second week of October and from there begin the long march to Kingston.  After reaching the capital they would encamp in the King’s Green in front of Parliament and demand to see the leaders of the nation.  Though few expected that this itself would bring an end to the farmer’s plight, it would stand as a wake-up call to the national government and also draw massive public attention to the issue.

By July 1911, other circumstances were making themselves felt.  The effects of the stock market crash of February [2] had begun to permeate throughout the economy, leading to business closures and mass sackings in cities across the nation.  The first labour organizers had met with the Army’s leadership in May, asking to make a joint march which would highlight the problems of both farmers and urban labourers.

At first Barker was hesitant to do so, fearing that this would dilute the message of the march.  A split emerged in the Army’s leadership over the issue.  Cleary made several statements about his fears that including urban labour in the movement would overshadow rural issues and encourage infiltration of the Army by the more radical branches of the Socialists and Republicans.

Despite the divisiveness of the split, on 21 July Baker allowed the Canadian Workers Alliance under James Daley to join them.  Baker declared that the Freedom Army’s ranks were open to all of the economically dispossessed, not just farmers.  Furthermore he stated that the entire leadership council was “firmly behind this decision.”

The inclusion of the CWA and other labour organizations brought new blood into the Freedom Army including many men who would become famous, or infamous, during the following months.  Most celebrated of these was Father Conrad Weizba, a Catholic priest of Four Lakes [Madison, WI], who became the unofficial chaplain of the Freedom Army and one of its most prominent martyrs...

The Freedom Army which arrived in Kingston on 25 October 1911 was much larger than even Baker’s most optimistic calculations.  Over thirty thousand people arrived with the vanguard of the march, and many more streamed in over the next few days.  One anonymous observer is reported to have said, “They call themselves an army, but I swear they got more people than the entire military!”

For the first few days, relations between the Freedom Army and the government remained cordial.  The Army’s leadership met with all politicians who promised change, but the common response was a plea for more time.  The politicians pointed to the brewing economic crisis the country face, and argued that no-one wanted to see more violence and bloodshed as had been seen in the previous years.

As time dragged on and the protest entered its second week in Kingston, tempers began to fray on both sides of the line.  The Army’s leadership had brought ample food for the number of protesters they had expected, but the sheer size of the protest defeated their preparations, and food was running out by the second week.  The soldiers had to rely on whatever donations they could find from sympathetic citizens of Kingston.

On the government side, the scale of the protest so close to home brought about increasing nervousness.  Each day they entered Parliament, the MPs and their staffers had to pass in front of this mass of humanity, dressed in military uniforms and refusing to leave until conditions had improved.  Government responses were mixed.  Even the Labour MPs, who were broadly sympathetic to the objectives of the protestors, felt that the scale of the protest smacked too much of intimidation and risked turning into violence.  A few called for passing a token measure of support to convince the Army to disperse.  The Tory Government MPs usually viewed the entire protest as a potential insurrection, and felt that its leaders should be arrested for disturbing the peace, and the soldiers evicted from the city.

Baker himself avowed that the intentions of the Freedom Army were entirely peaceful.  As he repeatedly stated, “We have brought no guns, no weapons.  We stand here in this square in peace before Canada and before God.  We hope only to ensure that those who would govern our nation must pass through our gate of heavenly peace until they can see.”  It was a message which resounded in favourable media coverage throughout Canada and across the world...

Three weeks into the protest, passions were coming to a head on both sides.  There had been isolated clashes between police and protestors, although the Army’s leadership had kept things mostly quiet so far.  But Baker faced the danger of losing control of the Army to more radical elements who wanted to continue their occupation of the King’s Green until the government made substantial concessions to reform.  The Tory Government itself faced divisions.  Prime Minister Adrian Sharpe, who had previously been considered a moderate, faced a revolt from rightist MPs who demanded the immediate dispersal of the Freedom Army from the capital.

At this point, Frank Ryan, a Tory backbench MP from Toronto, submitted a private member’s bill which would compel the national government to institute price controls for farm goods and to begin a public works campaign to improve roads throughout the Kingdom, including new highways [3].  With party control breaking down and Tory moderates and the Opposition prepared to support the bill, Sharpe made a virtue of necessity and announced his support for the bill.

The announcement brought celebrations from the Freedom Army, as it appeared that the farmers and workers might finally get some relief from the growing economic turmoil.  Baker himself was ecstatic; he had been seen the growing discontent within the protestor’s ranks and wanted to defuse the situation before things became even worse.  Other Army leaders were less sanguine.  Henry York is reported to have said, “I’ve heard the way they speak; the English language was never meant to be used in such a way.  I’ll celebrate when I see action on their part and not more words.”  Father Weirzba echoed those same sentiments: “I have seen the faces of men and women crushed by failure and economic servitude.  I shall not allow my hopes to rise until I have seen action upon the part of those who caused this horrid situation.”

On the 5th of November, as the weather began to turn from autumn to the rainy, cold weeks before full winter descended, the House of Commons approved Ryan’s bill.  The margin was narrower than might have been hoped.  Labour and the few remaining Whigs combined with moderate Tory MPs to pass the bill, but the majority of the Tory MPs themselves opposed the bill as economically irresponsible and as conceding control of the country to radical militants.  The festivities amongst the Freedom Army were short-lived, since on the 7th the House of Lords rejected the bill, reportedly under pressure from the King.

The Lords’ rejection of Ryan’s bill brought about a chain of events which moved quicker than the leaders on other side could respond to.  The news of the bill’s defeat produced a brief riot from Kingston citizens sympathetic to the Freedom Army [4].  The riot was quickly put down by the Ontario militia which had been called into Kingston to prevent just such an event.  The abortive riot only strengthened the position of the rightist Tory MPs who new demanded the arrest of the Freedom Army’s leadership, this time on the grounds of sedition.

On the 8th, Sharpe held a crisis meeting with Baker and the rest of the leadership council, and urged them to calm.  Although the bill had been defeated on its first passage through the Lords, he felt that given time a revised version of the bill would pass.  The leadership council exploded [5].  Henry York accused Sharpe of seeking to destroy the Army through false promises and inaction.  Elizabeth Booth flatly stated that the Prime Minister had destroyed whatever trust she had once held for a successful resolution.  Sharpe returned to Parliament a badly-shaken man.  The city of Kingston waited on the edge, hearing only silence around them as they awaited the fall of an axe which no-one knew doubted was coming.

On the 9th, a contingent of armed soldiers from the 1st Quebec Infantry, who had recently been called into the city, marched into the Freedom Army encampment.  Without stating their authority, they demanded that Baker, Moore, Booth, York and Cleary surrender to them to face charges of sedition.  The response they received was shotgun fire.  Despite Baker’s instructions, a great many of the Freedom Army had come armed.  During the following shoot-out, four men were killed and fifteen wounded, the majority of them government men.

Following this skirmish, Canadian regular and militia regiments began to deploy around the encampment, without attacking.  The Freedom Army was paralysed at first, unable to exploit its small victory.  The leadership council was in turmoil, with Baker’s authority diminished while Henry York, Quinton Cleary and Elizabeth Booth moved to fill the power gap.  They issued orders for the Freedom Army to organise and stand ready for combat.  Although they did not make the first move, the new leaders were unwilling to be defeated without a fight.  For the next few hours, all of Kingston stood with baited breath.  The axe had begun its fall.

--

10 November 1911
Kingston, Ontario
Republic of Canada (proclaimed)
Kingdom of Canada (recognized)

The pale Ontario sun dropped slowly towards the waiting horizon, having given up any hope of shining upon the ground for this day.  Where thick November clouds had blocked out the sun throughout much of the day, now they had been blown past to be replaced by soot and smoke hanging over Kingston.  The fires which had sprung from the corpses of broken buildings now gave more light than the sun.

Robert Baker paced restlessly through the main room of the King James Royal Library which now served as the official headquarters for the Freedom Army.  He felt sick to his stomach; his limbs were weak and a thin cold sweat had enveloped his brow.  He felt weak not from combat – this was nothing in destruction when compared to the St Clair front.  But everywhere he looked, he saw his dreams dying together with the fallen men who littered the city’s streets.

Standing around a large table, Ellie Booth, Quinton Cleary and Henry York argued over a map.  Baker walked slowly toward them; he still considered himself the leader of his army even if no one else did any longer.

“We’ve got them holed up in Parliament.  If we storm the building, we will end this once and for all!” Ellie said, jabbing her finger down on the map.  Her once fire-red hair had begun to grey as she moved well into middle age.  Lines and crevices had begun to form around her eyes and mouth; all of which added to the passionate intensity of her stare and, some would say, her beauty.

“It won’t happen.  They have that place sealed up so well the whole Jackal army couldn’t get in,” Quinton said, shaking his head.  “But if we keep them holed up, they run out of food and power.  We can outlast them.”

“What do you care?” Booth snapped back.  “You don’t even believe in what we’re fighting for!”

“I care about the people of this country.  That’s enough,” Quinton replied.  “If you don’t like that I’m no Republican or Socialist, too bad for you.  As that Yankee Benjamin Franklin once said, if we don’t hang together, we’ll all hang separately.”

“Quinton has the right of it, Ellie,” Henry said firmly.  “We control the city.  This is our ground now.  If we attack the Parliament, we’ll just be on their turf, not ours.”

Quinton said, “Besides, they’ll be sending reinforcements.  It does us no good to take Parliament if we’re so bloodied from it that a butterfly could knock us over afterwards.”

The three nodded.

“Let’s be honest,” Quinton continued.  “We don’t have a Jackal’s chance in a Manitoban winter of succeeding here without more help.  We need more men here, or insurrections in other cities to make them divide their forces.”

“Good luck,” Henry said, looking sullen.  “We can count on something in Dearborn, maybe.  Quebec, if we’re lucky and the Frenchies want to stick it in the King’s eye [6].  As for the rest... most of the men willing to help us are already here.”

“Who here truly believed that we would win?” Booth asked.  “This is the opening salvo, not the main battle.  We’ll do as much as we can here and that will inspire others to take it further.”

Hiram Moore, a tall lanky man with eye-glasses that made him seem out of place, had been so quiet that Baker had almost forgotten his presence.  “Well, at least I don’t need to worry about grading my students for mid-terms this year,” he said, with a laugh which rang hollow.  “But ff this is the opening salvo, let’s make sure it hurts them enough that those who follow will have an easier job.”

Baker turned to look at the Republican flag, a white cross on a red background.  That symbol had been gaining in popularity, but he had never expected its popularity to lead to this.  He had been trying to hold together the leadership council when the soldiers had come to arrest them all.  After his soldiers chased away the government soldiers, there really had been no turning back.  Orders to do nothing were ignored while the council sent out its own orders to organize into companies and to stand ready.  Then those companies were armed; it seemed that Ellie Booth and Henry Allan had been smuggling weapons for just this occasion.

Baker still did not know who had fired first, whether it was his own or a government man.  All he needed to know was that the air had erupted in a sound he had hoped to leave behind in the trenches.  From there, everything had followed beyond his control or that of any one man, until the Freedom Army controlled most of Kingston and Father Weirzba had climbed atop the King James Library to hoist the Republican flag [7].

The popping of rifles sounded off in the distance of the night.  Baker sighed.  Whatever he had wanted, he was here now.  He might well be the only man here who could prevent an even greater disaster.  He walked over to the table where the other leaders huddled.  “What can I do to help?”

--

From: “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr. 
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

For nine days, the Freedom Army managed to hold out against overwhelming odds, aided by the reluctance of the Canadian Army to fight in a manner which would damage the city or risk too much harm to the civilian population.  In the end, though, there could be only one conclusion.  At noon on 18 November, Robert Baker ordered all remaining members of the Freedom Army to stand down and deliver their weapons to waiting government officials.  Baker announced that continued insurrection would not succeed and would needlessly endanger the lives of innocents.  The Kingston Rising had come to an end.

For the leadership council of the Freedom Army, they knew well what fate awaited them when they surrendered to government authorities.  While the lesser figures of the uprising would be sentenced to long years in prison, only the death penalty was considered suitable for the main leaders.  Sentenced to death within a fortnight of their capture, all of the “Freedom Five” refused to appeal to the King for clemency.  Despite the lack of a formal request, James II commuted Elizabeth Booth’s sentence to life imprisonment on compassionate grounds.  On 13 December, at 9:00 am, Baker, Moore, Cleary and York were executed by hanging at Macbeth Prison, on the fringes of Kingston.  A few minutes later, the guards discovered Elizabeth Booth had succeeded in hanging herself in her prison cell.  As best as can be determined, she hung herself at 9:00am as well.  The note she left read: “True servants of freedom should always hang together.”

Amidst the backdrop of the executions, Parliament tried to restore order.  It was an insurmountable challenge.  Three MPs had died during the fighting, and those who remained had endured either a perilous flight out before the building was sealed, or the privations of a nine-day siege.  Adrian Sharpe had effectively been broken as Prime Minister, his credibility extinguished through his failure to secure a peaceful end to the Freedom Army protest.  The Tories would split over the controversy, with the more moderate members continuing to call themselves by that name, while the growing right-wing majority defected from the party as they demanded a restoration of social order by whatever means necessary.

Meanwhile, the Labour Party had fared little better.  Their own members were divided over too many issues, particularly over how the country needed to be reformed.  Labour reverted back into its old factions of the Republicans and the Socialists, who now called themselves the Socialist Workers Party.  A few of the Labour MPs reformed themselves, along with the remaining Whigs, into the National Justice Movement.  No effective government could be formed amongst these divided parties, but no-one in Parliament particularly wanted to call for another general election, fearing that it would lead only to another round of violence.  Matters were taken out of their hands when James II, seeking to salvage matters from the political chaos, invoked emergency powers to dissolve Parliament in March 1912, and scheduled new national elections to be held in April.  A state of emergency would hold in Canada until a new government could be sworn in.  But by that time, the politics of the nation had changed dramatically.

For only one man had emerged the stronger from the Kingston Rising.  King James II had refused to evacuate Frontenac Palace, remaining there within view of the rebels.  From there he had defied parliamentary tradition by organising and overseeing the retaking of Kingston.  As the bodies of the Freedom Five were being laid to rest, James II had already become the champion of the right-wing Tories, who formed a new party which was formally known as the Canadian Party, but which informally referred to themselves as the Jacobites [8].

--

From: “Sit Back, and I’ll Tell you a Tale: A Folklore History of Canada”
(c) 1949 William Boe IV
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

Editor’s Note: The following song was written by James Hendricks; a guitar player and poet from Saskatchewan in 1912.  It became immensely popular across the Great Plains following the Kingston Rising of 1911.  “The Autumn Rain” became one of the anthems of the growing Republican movement within the Kingdom of Canada.  Republican paramilitary leader Jimmy Blackfoot sang several verses of it before his execution in 1916, and it was also played at campaign rallies for Thomas and Michael Dombeck, and many other leading Republican politicians.  Within the music, one can hear the massive influence of Irish political music which migrated to Canada along with massive numbers of Irishmen following the disasters of the 19th century.

“The Autumn Rain” [9]
Lyrics by: James Hendricks

As down the glen
An October morn
To a city fair and true
An armed line of marching men
In squadrons passed me by

Their pipes did hum 
And battle drums
Proudly cried out for liberty
To fight for the rights
Of Canadian men
They marched through the autumn rain

Right proudly high over old Kingston 
They hung out the flag of war
It was better to die, ‘neath Canadian skies
Than to bow to the tyrant’s throne.

And from the West
Came that glorious cry
That all men are born proud and free
To the Jacobites they said
We are noble men
As they marched in the autumn rain

Then the night turned black
And the lightening cracked
While the cold rain fell all around
And those great shining men
From the western plains
Stood tall and held their ground

And traitorous James
Was greatly amazed
When he saw them camped in the Green
All his siren songs
And his great big guns
Would not chase them from the autumn rain.

Oh, the leaden hail
And the winds of hell
Set fire to grand old Kingston
But when morning broke
The war flag still shook
And the Freedom men held the field

And the world did gaze
In deep amaze
At those fearless men, but few
Who bore the fight for freedom’s right
And died in the autumn rain

But the bravest fell
And the mourning bell
Rang strongly through the day
For those who died that soul-black time
In the autumn of the year

Oh, had I died by Weizba’s side
Or fought with Booth and Moore
My name they would keep
Where all patriots sleep
In the nourishing autumn rain

--

[1] Following the grain embargo shock of 1905, Britain is not particularly interested in being reliant on any wheat imports, particularly from Canada, which is regarded as being too vulnerable.

[2] The Canadian economy is still quite unstable, and it took only a brief loss of confidence over poor business performance to bring about a stock market crash.

[3] The fact that these highways would also be helpful for military purposes was an unstated but clear secondary benefit for the bill.

[4] Due to the publicity that the Freedom Army has gathered, many people who are would otherwise not be inclined to join in have managed to enter the camp.  These folk are of an undeniably radical nature and include hardcore Socialists, Republicans and Anarchists.  Matt Dombeck here is downplaying the role of the Freedom Army itself in the rioting which occurred, instead blaming it on sympathizers.

[5] Figuratively, not literally.

[6] Quebec has a small but growing independence movement which started after the war, due in part to disaffected soldiers who feel that French-speaking units were unfairly committed to the deadliest offensives of the war in greater numbers than their English-speaking counterparts.

[7] Father Weizba (pronounced Vee-ish-ba)) is but the latest in a long line of Catholic priests who, historically, have become involved in radical thought and activity.  Weizba was the priest of St. Ladislaus Parish in Four Lakes, Wisconsin; a moderately sized industrial city which has long been a hot bed of union and republican sympathies.

Following his assumption of the priesthood in Four Lakes, he quickly became an outspoken opponent of the moneyed interests in the city.  Besides his duties as priest, he also marched with any union organizations and became their unofficial spokesman.  This lead to his house being firebombed during the midst of a nasty paper mill strike in 1905.  He survived, although having his left hand badly burned during the experience.  After hearing of the Freedom Army, he became a vocal supporter of the inclusion of union elements in the ranks and lobbied Baker and the others for that cause.

With the outbreak of violence, he became the first person to hoist the Republican flag over the King James Library, the largest building which the Freedom Army then controlled.  From that point onward he was a constant presence upon the front lines of the fighting; giving the last sacrament to those who lay dying of both sides, tending to the injured and also picking up a rifle himself on more than one occasion.

On 16 November, two days before the fighting ended, he was ambushed by several members of the Canadian militia while he was tending to a wounded man.  Unarmed at the time, he was shot five times; three times in the chest and stomach and twice in his left leg.  His final words were reportedly “I forgive you; you know not what you do.”

Following the conclusion of the fighting, Father Weizba became one of the most prominent martyrs for the Republican and Labour cause.  Tom Dombeck knew exactly what he was doing when he chose Four Lakes to be the place of the first convention for the newly reformed Republican Party.

[8] While this may seem at first to be an odd choice for the name of a pro-monarchical party, the first Jacobites to adopt the name saw themselves as rebels against the chaos and liberalism of their day who were rallying around a true national hero.

[9] This is sung to the tune of “The Foggy Dew”.  A much superior song to this little ditty.

--

Decades of Darkness #134b: You Say You Want a Revolution

Credit for this post on the history of Canada in the DoD TL goes to Daniel McCollum, who wrote most of it apart from some minor editorial changes.

--

“His weapons were words     wielded with skill
 That fearsome foe-man      against fiendish evil
 Who boldly battled         and braved the fight
 For liberty.               Lauded by all;
 His friends and foes       fallen-eyed in respect”

- Excerpt from “The Saga of Tom Dombeck” by Hans Kohler, published in “The Book of Howard [Green Bay] [1]”

“I am wanting; I am thinking
To arise and go forth singing,
Sing my songs and say my sayings,
Hymns ancestral harmonizing,
Love of kindred lyricking.
In my mouth the words are melting;
Utterances overflowing
To my tongue are hurrying,
Even against my teeth they burst”

- From “The Kalevala.”  Compiled by Elias Lonnrot [2]

--

19 March 1912
Dearborn, Wisconsin [Chicago, IL]
Kingdom of Canada

An unusually strong March sun shone through the brilliant stained glass windows of St. Brigid’s, bathing the interior of the small parish church in a rich variety of heavenly hues.  Tomas Dombeck closed his eyes as he walked down the central isle toward the altar.  As he took a deep breath, he imagined he could inhale the peace and serenity of this place into his core, and steady the nerves that even now threatened to make him turn away and leave this place, this city.  Maybe even the country.

Here, he was alone, just as he had wanted it.  Tom understood the need for public worship, but he lacked others’ zeal for it.  Sometimes one needed to commune with the Almighty, but during that time he preferred to be alone, with nothing to distract him from that personal communion with his Creator.

Finding his way to the front pew, he bowed to his right knee, and then knelt down, dropping his head in prayer.  “Our Father, who art in heaven,” he began.  “Hallowed be thy name.  Thy Kingdom come, thy will be done, on earth as it is in heaven.”  On finishing the prayer, he allowed the silence of the sanctuary to wash over him, gathering his thoughts for what he had to say next.

The sound of echoing footsteps shattered his meditation.  Tom cursed lightly under his breath, realized what he had just done, and asked a quick apology.

“Am I interrupting you?” a voice asked in a slurry Dearborn accent [3].  “I’m sorry.”

Recognising the voice, Tom smiled.  “No, Father.  Not at all.  I’m sorry; should I come back some other time?”

The other man smiled; a beaming grin which stretched across his broad Gaelic face and lit up his eyes.  “Oh, no, certainly not.  Far be it from me to interrupt a man speaking to the boss.”  The priest laughed; a sound which echoed through the chambers, and which Tom was sure could be heard over the din of traffic and business outside.

“Even so...”  Tom trailed off.  He managed another smile, but wanly.  “I’m sorry, Father Abe.  I just have a lot on my mind these days.”

“I’m sure you do”, Father Abe said.  “Helping to run the country, protecting those who can’t be protected.  It’s a difficult job.  A heavy weight for any man to carry.  Trust me, I know.”

“I suppose you do,” Tom said.  “Father, may I ask you a question?”

“Why, certainly,” the priest responded, absently pushing a shock of wavy white hair off his brow.

“Father, you’ve known me for many years now.  Ever since I first started coming to this church, just after being elected.”

The priest nodded.

“Father, am I a good man?  Do I do what I do because I truly believe it’s right, or because I’m ambitious and want my own star to rise?”

Father Abe considered the question for a moment.  “Those are questions which only the man who asks them can truly answer.  You know your own heart.  I don’t.”

“Sometimes, I wonder if any of us knows that,” Tom said.

“Maybe only God truly knows what drives us all.  But Tom, as you said, I’ve known you for years.  I’ve never thought of you as anything but a public servant.  As a man who tries to look out for the needs of those people who others try to forget.  Now, maybe you’ve got some arrogance in you, and maybe you’re ambitious.  But let me ask you this: if it came down to furthering your career, or saving the life of someone you never met, which would you do?”

“Save the man’s life, of course,” Tom said.

“That’s exactly what I expected you to say.  You’re a good man, Tom.  But what brings on these questions, anyway?”  Father Abe’s blue eyes passed up and down over Tom.  “You’re not dying, are you?” he asked with a wink.

“No.  Nothing like that.  It’s just...”  Tom paused to put his thoughts into words.  “I’m about to do something which is going to cause a great many people much grief if it succeeds.  It could well rip this country apart.”

Father Abe nodded.  “And you feel that, despite the upset it will cause, that it’s for the best of the people of Canada?”

“Yes, I think it will... but how can I be sure it’s worth it?  How will it look in His eyes?”  Tom pointed at the statue of the crucified Jesus which hung behind the altar.  “What if I’m wrong, and all I do is bring chaos?”

“Neither you or I could ever answer that question, truthfully.  It’s not possible.  You need to look into yourself.  If your actions are spurred by a pure heart and your intentions are good, I think that’s all we can ask for.”

Tom thought for several moments in silence before at last he managed another smile.

“Have I helped you?”

“Yes, Father,” Tom said.  “I think you have.  Thank you.  Thank you very much.”

Father Abe shrugged.  “It’s what I do,” he said.  “Oh, Tom... one last thing.

“Yes?” Tom asked, turning around as he prepared to leave the church.

“Give ‘em hell, Dynamite.  Give em hell!”

--

20 March 1912
Four Lakes, Wisconsin [Madison, WI]
Kingdom of Canada

Flags hung from the walls and rafters of the auditorium like green ivy clinging desperately to the walls of an ancient building.  Republican flags, one and all.  Most prominent among them was the white cross on a red background; that holy cloth which had so recently consecrated by the blood of martyrs.   Provincial flags flew there too, along with the odd tri-colours which had been so popular in Wisconsin all those years ago.

All the floors of the auditorium were packed.  An odd assortment of people had gathered to watch; Green Socialists, Progressive reformers, Republicans, newspaper man, and throngs of spectacle-seekers.  The walls echoed with the thundering murmurs of a crowd not yet engaged to a speaker.

Tom Dombeck, former member of the Wisconsin Labour Party, paced nervously behind the stage.  He did not look the part of a political leader.  Standing only five foot six, he had a long oval face and a pair of glasses perched precariously on a long Polish nose.  His sandy brown hair had begun to go grey at the temples several years earlier; an achievement which brought him secret pride.  There had been times during the long labour struggle in Calumet when he had feared he would never live long enough to get grey hair.  He had a solid but not muscular build, despite his love of sport which had started at an early age.  A love which had given him the slight limp in his left leg, a legacy of an injury during a particularly nasty game of hurling in his youth [4].

“You’re going to do just fine,” his son Matt said.  “You’re a warrior; this is what you were born to do.  There’s a party waiting to be born out there, and we need you to be the doctor.  Now get out there and show them what you’re made out of; go out there and show them why the Tories and Whigs have been scared shitless of us for years!”

Tom laughed.  Matt was the spitting image of himself in his younger days, except for the thin mustache he was determined to wear.  “One day it’ll be you out there, Matt.  When it is, I’m going to tell you the same thing.”

“I’m counting on it, Dad,” Matt said.   The young man’s fiancée, a short blonde girl with ice-cold blue eyes named Donelle, simply nodded.

Maud, Tom’s wife, just gave him a warm smile.  It sometimes seemed that she could communicate more in one of those smiles than others could in an hour-long speech.

Taking one last breath, he pushed his doubts out of mind, thinking instead of those young men and women dead following the disaster in Kingston.  Of the suffering farmers of the west, and the destitution he saw daily in Dearborn.  With those images to strengthen his resolve, he strode onto the stage.

“My fellow Canadians,” he declared, “We are being lied to!  They tell us that the king’s government is looking out for our best interests. They tell us that they respect the common folk of this vast and grand country.”  Disgust filled his voice with those last words.  “Tell that to the poor men buried in unmarked graves in Kingston.  Tell that to the farmers who must choose between feeding their families or paying their bankers, while silos of food rot in the summer sun!  Tell that to the war widows who must tell their children that their fathers will never come home again.  And all the while they tell us that there’s nothing they can do!

“My father was a deeply God-fearing man,” – and an abusive ass, Tom added to himself.  “One of his favourite sayings was that the truth will set us free.  Well, my friends, it’s time for us all to speak the truth in one resounding voice.  One voice whose shouts will rock the foundations of this country.  One voice which will call out the corrupt despots who think that they can ruin the common man while their own bellies swell from the fat of the land!

“Our ancestors fled their homes, leaving behind families, friends and histories that we will never know.  They left to carve out a new beginning for themselves on these virgin shores as free men.  They came here expecting to find the opportunities that were not afforded them in the old country, and the freedom from oppression which they could only dream about before.  Well, the ghosts of the old world followed them here!  Once more we find ourselves engaged in the age-old struggle between the bloated nobles who want for nothing except honour, and the sturdy yeoman farmer who has little more except the shirt on his back and the dignity of one who struggles to put the food upon his family’s table.

“Six score and sixteen years ago, this continent saw men likewise in struggle against oppression.  Those same men declared their right to freedom, and they won it for themselves in a war of independence.  Now, once they had gained that freedom, half of that nation turned their backs on it, but the better half preserved that noble experiment of democracy.  The torch of freedom that was lit so long ago burned again in New England.  Despite recent misfortunes, it burns there still.

“So, why should that land suffer less then us?  The answer, I think, is plain.  Few have dared say it for so long, because they have been labelled traitors.  But to want for freedom for your country is not treason; it is the highest form of patriotism!

“The simple truth is that New England suffers less than us because they have a more enlightened government.  A nation where every man has the same equal chance to create his own destiny, under a government where each man, from low-born to wealthiest, has the same power.  They have no House of the Bored – sorry, I mean Lords – to deny the people’s laws.  No power-mad king who allows the murder of those who simply wanted their voices heard.  The Yankee is a proud man, but no more proud or strong than we.  The difference is that he is a FREE man.  The time has come for us to earn the same freedom.  The time has come for a republic!”

Tom Dombeck keep speaking, feeling for that first time in his life that the nation really was ready to listen.  For so long he had been a voice crying in the wilderness.  Now, he imagined that every ear in the nation could hear him speak, that every heart was being moved by his words.

Tom spoke about the horrors of the war.  He spoke about the incompetence of the ruling elite, the despotism of King James II, and the overriding arrogance of the Jacobites.  He spoke of the need for reform, and how the hopes of the people had been shot down – and the people simply shot – at every turn for far too long.  The crowd stood enraptured, waiting on his every word, and shouting out at the right moments.

“And so, if you remember only one thing I have said today, remember this: the truth will set us free.  The truth is our sword, our integrity is our shield.  Let us go to every corner of this land, armed with the one weapon which cannot be stopped.  From this moment, let us go forth as the Republican Party and preach our gospel to the people.  Let us speak the truth, for we have nothing left to lose but our chains!”  And with those words, with the Republic flag flying behind him, and with the crowd chanting, “Dy-no-mite, Dy-no-MITE” [5], Thomas Dombeck strode defiantly onto the national stage.

--

From: "Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada"
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr. 
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

...The Canadian Republican Movement emerged from the first convention of the National Republican Party (NRP) with a unified and coherent message.  No longer could it be accused, with justification, that members seeking political office were anarchists simply attempting to bring down the temple on their own heads.  Under the guidance of Thomas Dombeck, the leadership committee of the new party drew up a declaration of ideals, which they called the Republican Compact.

The Compact called for the abolition of the monarchy and all the Canadian aristocracy, and their replacement with elected offices, not inherited or appointed ones.  The Compact declared that the government should be “established by the will of the people, for the good of the people.”  Further, the Compact called for the Republic Party to fight for the rights of all people, regardless of race, creed or gender.  In a clear sign of its mostly Labour and Socialist ancestors, the Compact also called for the creation of laws to ease the burden on labour, in particularly minimum wage laws, workers compensation and recognition of unions.

Although lacking much of the memorable rhetoric of the American Declaration of Independence, the works of Marx and Adenauer, or even the speeches of Dombeck himself, the Republic Compact should nonetheless be considered one of the most important documents in Canadian history.  It formed the framework for a truly national party, drawing together Socialists, former Labour members, liberal Whigs, Progressives, and other reformers...

The Convention also established committees in each province to oversee the selection of candidates for national and provincial offices.  They were forced to move at great speed to compete in the elections of 18 April [6].  Amidst the political chaos of a fractured electorate, the NARP emerged as the strongest left-wing party in Canada, with nearly a fifth of the seats in the national parliament, and working majorities in the provincial parliaments of Caroline and Saskatchewan...

Thomas Dombeck, leader of the National Republicans, won election to Kingston, while his son Matthew took his father’s old seat and the moral leadership of the largest opposition party in Wisconsin.  Given its hurried beginnings, the first elections the NRP competed in had won them stunning success.  Yet for all of that, they were only a minority in the national parliament, and indeed a minority which was openly hostile to the existing government.  Their road to national power, even if it could be travelled at all, would be a long and twisted one fraught with many dangers.  The Dombecks and their supporters were not the only ones who had learned the lessons of Kingston.

--

14 April 1912
Stockholm [Ishpeming, MI], Wisconsin
Kingdom of Canada

Lars Thorson strode into the Wooden Nickel, his eyes passing briefly over the crowd.  The pub was small, crowded and noisy; the local polka band, the Jubert Brothers, played wildly on stage and several couples were attempting to dance on the small dance floor.  Lars looked up and waved to Chad Jubert, the leader singer, who smiled back fondly; several bottles of Kohlman Ale sat empty by the stage.

At any other time, Lars would have enjoyed kicking back and enjoying one or five himself, but now was not the time.  Still, not want to appear conspicuous, he ordered a pint from the bar and took a tentative sip before resuming his search.

A small group of people sat at the back of the pub, deep in conversation.  An act which must have been very difficult over the noise.  Lars made his way slowly over to them, doing his best not to spill the beer.  The leader of the group, a man in his mid-twenties whose right jacket sleeve hung limp and empty at his side, give Lars a brief nod as he sat down.

“I’ve got it,” Lars said as he sat down, and took a healthy swig of his pint.  He set a folder down on the table.

The one-armed man, Frank Stockinger (who had gone by Frankie in their childhood, but since returning from Kingston insisted on Frank) said, “Is it all in there?”

“Oh, yah,” Lars said, in a thick Yooper accent [7].  “I got it all.  Guard rotation schedules at the armory, a list of every shipment expected in for the next three months, the names of staff and their addresses.  The whole kittenkaboodle.”

“Good,” Frank said.  He looked around at the other five men at the table and took a deep breath.  “In four days we’re going to strike a blow at the Jacobites and everything they stand for.  They may have beaten us at Kingston, but it’s like what Ellie Booth always used to say “It ain’t over, ‘til its over” and boys, I don’t think its over yet; do you?”

“No!” the other men said, and then looked around to see if anyone had noticed.

And with that, the Stockholm brigade of the Canadian Brotherhood of Socialists went out to do battle.

--

[1] Hans Kohler was one of the more famous poets to emerge from Wisconsin during the first two decades of the twentieth century.  He was one of the two most prominent poets (Janette T. Harrington being the other) most associated with the Anglo-Saxon revival which emerged in England [8] following the conclusion of the North American War and which is credited with sparking revival movements in traditional forms of poetry in many European nations.  The style would become intensely linked with the nationalistic movements of the day.  Kohler’s most famous work is the “Book of Howard”, a collection of poems written in the Old English style, which captured the passions of Wisconsin during that era.  The two most noted poems in the collection were “The Saga of Thomas Dombeck”, written following Dombeck’s death, and “The Battle of Bloomington”, a long narrative poem which follows the life and deaths of several heroes during the course of that struggle.

[2] Born before the POD, and with Finland relatively unaffected by butterflies so early, Lonrot’s life followed a similar path to OTL, including his mission to collect the Runo songs of Finland and compile them into a coherent whole.  The version quoted above is from the OTL translation by Eino Friberg.

[3] Due to the heavy Irish, Germanic and Slavic populations in Dearborn, it has developed a very distinctive accent.  It can best be imagined as a mix of OTL’s Boston and Chicago accents.

[4] The heavily Irish population of *Wisconsin has seen hurling present in the province since the early days of settlement.  It has developed into the unofficial sport of Wisconsin, popular amongst all nationalities, and its popularity has begun to spread throughout Canada and beyond the borders into New England and the northern USA as well.  In 1905, a Wisconsin team played an exhibition match against the Gaelic League champions of the Kingdom of Ireland and won, increasing the prestige of the sport in Canada.  Sadly, the North American War put an end to plans for a rematch, at least for now.

[5] Thomas Dombeck’s nickname “Dynamite” is a shortening of “Dynamite Happy”.  He earned the name during his days working in the mines of Calumet, Wisconsin and the subsequent strike.  At the time he was known as a temperamental youth who was quick to anger when his family or friends were insulted.  He had also been known among his friends for laughing and saying that the easiest way to get the bosses to recognize the union would be to “dynamite ‘em!”  He was, in fact, joking; and managed to avoid the worst of the fighting during the strike, but the name stuck.  After several years of working as a union organizer and then being elected to the provincial Parliament, Tom began to take pride in the nickname, which he thought had character.  It was, after all, much better than his previous nickname gained due to his hurling injury; “Ol’ Limpy”.

[6] The emergency dissolution of Parliament applied to all provincial parliaments (with some leeway on the dates for election), not just the national parliament.

[7] The Upper Peninsula was settled by the same sorts of people who settled it in OTL and as such the accent is nearly identical.  Similarly, the nickname “Yooper” has come to denote someone from that region.  The accent itself is largely English imposed over a Scandinavian and German mode of speech.  For example, if written in the dialect the quote would have read:

“Oh ja!  I got it all in. Gard rotation skedules at da armry, a list uh every shipment ‘spected in for da next tree munths.  A list uh staff and der addresses.  Da whole kittenkaboodle.”

Naturally this is a lot of fun to speak, but a hell of a time to write; thereby, expect that any future posts taking place in the Upper Peninsula spoken in this accent (Tom and Matt Dombeck both speak it as well, although less heavily).  Holy Wah!

[8] Yes, this means England, not Britain.

--

Decades of Darkness #134c: “A Picture From Life’s Other Side”

Credit for this post on the history of Canada in the DoD TL goes to Daniel McCollum, who wrote most of it apart from some minor editorial changes.

--

“The problem with calling yourself a patriot is that the other guy calls himself the same thing.  You both patriotically beat one another’s skulls in, for the patriotic good of the country!”
- Ralf Emerson, noted Canadian humorist and social commentator

--

23 April 1912
Kingston, Ontario
Kingdom of Canada

James II, lord and sovereign ruler of the Kingdom of Canada, was not a happy man.  He squinted up into the glaring April sun, which responded by gently caressing his brow.  Around him winter was ending, with the snow in retreat and the palace gardens turning to mud.  On another time, that should have brought him relief.  But not here, not now.  Not after the elections.  He thought: Winter isn’t ending; winter is still with us and it’s only growing worse.

“Dammit”, he cursed, and slammed his fist into his thigh. “Dammit, dammit, DAMMIT!”

Robert Churchill, the closest thing James had to an official advisor, looked up sharply from his walk.  His face was calm, at least.  “What troubles you, Your Majesty?”

James gave his aide a smile.  A short squat man with snow-white hair, Churchill looked fat on first appearance.  In fact he was solid, both in body and more importantly in mind.  Churchill had been a nameless face in his father’s court, one of the discreet, competent bureaucrats who ran the palace.  But after his father’s death, James had grown close to the man.  He felt that he could trust him, which was so important of late.  And their minds worked in the same way, because they cared about the same thing.  Canada.  Canada above all.

“Merely a few thoughts on the election results, nothing more,” James said, trying to maintain a dignified regal posture.

Churchill nodded.  “I would not grow too worried over the Republicans.  They see only that the nation has problems, and lacking real solutions, they suggest that changing the system of government will fix things.  Which it won’t, and the people will see that.  For now, a few charismatic men have found troubled and gullible listeners.  When the people realise that they offer only smoke and mirrors, they’ll return to the fold.”

James sighed.  Churchill’s words seemed so comforting and reasonable, but he still felt a nagging fear.  “Who the hell is this Dombeck, anyway?  No-one had heard of him before.”

Churchill shrugged.  “A mere gadfly on the rump of the state.  A minor MP from Wisconsin with plenty of words but no real solutions to offer.  No-one had heard of him before; soon no-one will remember him.”

“I’m not so sure.”  James let out a curse when his foot landed in a patch of snow that was much deeper than he had thought.  He pulled his foot up and kicked the loose snow out.  Wonderful, now his foot would be soaked until he got back to the palace.  “We’re in dark times, Robert.  The people are falling into the fold of traitors and liars.  We need to show them the light, somehow.  But I can’t close down Parliament again.”

Slowly, Churchill said, “It would be... imprudent to do anything drastic.  Let the Republicans burn themselves out.  Our friends in Parliament [1] hold the majority, thankfully.”  A sly smile crossed the advisor’s face, but James knew better than to ask just how that majority had been achieved.  “Anything which aggravates the people will only add fuel to their fire.”

James looked up at the sun again, shielding his eyes.  This was the first time he heard birds singing in the trees.  “Summer shall come,” he said.  “Summer SHALL come.”

--

From: “The Chief: The Memoirs of Matthew Dombeck”
(c) 1948 Matthew Dombeck Sr.
Reinhardt, McCarthy & Zimmerman Publishing

The April 1912 elections marked the first great test of the Republican doctrines which my father and I had declared.  At the Dearborn convention, we had managed to hammer together a coalition of many different factions.  But no-one knew whether that coalition could hold together in the face of persecution from the king and his Jacobite stalwarts.

Common wisdom said that we were going to get crushed.  We had only a few wealthy backers, and our party machine consisted solely of grass-roots workers, many of whom had only the shirts on their backs, and their passion and enthusiasm.  But then, the common wisdom had said that the government would never have opened fire on the Freedom Men, either.  Common wisdom wasn’t worth much in those days.  What he hoped would work was some uncommon wisdom.

The times were crazy back then.  No-one born since the upheaval can truly understand what it was like.  We were all trying to save Canada; I can see that now.  Even the Jacobites were, in their own misguided way.  Street speakers motivated mobs, militias were forming and sometimes marching through the streets, and everyone knew that the struggle would only get worse.  We knew we might well find ourselves in a civil war before it was over.  I sometimes wonder if Judeans felt the same way during the time of Christ.

Into all of this, you throw me.  A twenty-six-year-old kid fresh out of law school and with a fiancée.  I’d certainly never hold office before.  The thought had flittered in the back of my mind from time to time, but I’d never seriously considered it.  But as they say, great times call for great actions.

Looking back, I sometimes try to figure out if things could have turned out differently.  If, somehow, we could all have made different decisions.  But I don’t think that was possible.  Events had taken control of us by then, like an out-of-control train, with all of us just along for the ride.  Some have called me a hero, but that’s lunacy.  I was just another passenger caught up with everyone else on the same ride.  I just had the benefit of being closer to the front of the train and could see what was coming ahead...

In all honesty, looking back, there should never have been any doubt that I would have won my father’s seat in the Wisconsin Parliament, or he the national seat.  By then the name of Dombeck was well-known across the Upper Peninsula.  We were known as supporters of the common people; men who fought the good fight, come what may.  We could both have run on a platform calling for the immediate annexation of Wisconsin by the Reich, and people would have shown up to our rallies waving the three-headed eagle and shouting in German [2]!  Wisconsin’s long tradition of agitation and republican sympathies only made assurances doubly sure.

Not that I realized any of this at the time, of course!  I was an idealistic young one, and had no confidence in my own ability to get elected.  I vowed to campaign hard and honest, to try to visit every neighborhood in Escanaba and the smaller communities in the countryside.  Those smaller communities often get overlooked in an election.  I wanted to comfort them and let them know that I hadn’t forgotten them, and that I wouldn’t.

I still remember it clearly; it must have been a week or two before the election.  I was driving a back road outside the village of Tigerton, about fifteen kilometers out from Escanaba.  One of the tires on my horst had blown, so I’d pulled over to the side to patch it.  There was a man there, an elderly gentlemen who looked as if he’d spent his entire life working lumber in one way or another.

He came up to me and asked if I was one of those folks working in the election.  I smiled, put on my best politician face, and answered that I was.  The old man just laughed and in broken English, with a thick Finnish accent, said, “Oh, you’re wasting your time, then!  We here are all Dombeck men!  You might as well go back home,” and then burst out laughing.  I tried to tell him who I was, but he refused to believe it, and so gave up, fixed the tire and drove off.  I wonder what he thought when he saw my posters later on!

... In the end, my father and I both won by a landslide.  He was elected to the seat of Escanaba in the national Parliament [3], while I won his old seat of Escanaba in the provincial Parliament.  I remember feeling so excited that I jumped up and did a little jig.  The news grew even better when we heard that the Republicans had captured enough seats to form the largest opposition party in the province.  When we figured this out, the Polka band at our headquarters burst into song and all of us danced until the early hours of the morning.

When I let my mind wander back to those earlier times, the thing which strikes me is just how much fun I had campaigning!  The elections in the Upper Peninsula were not marked by the violence which was seen in other parts of Wisconsin, Ontario or other provinces.  No Jacobite thugs appeared to attack our rallies or burn down our headquarters; although these things did happen in other areas and we would get our fair share of it in later years.  The only violent incident was when a military depot was attacked outside of Stockholm by a group of radical Socialists.  We denounced that action immediately.  At that point we still believed in following the rules of regular politics; although that would change.

--

From: “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr. 
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

Following the election of 1912, the Republican Party faced its first great internal dispute.  The party had gained control of the provincial parliaments in the West and had been able to send a sizable bloc of MPs to Kingston.  However some in the party believed that elected MPs should not take their seats, as a protest against the King and his government.  Rather, they should set up a shadow parliament to act as the true national government of Canada.

This notion was one which Thomas Dombeck emphatically disapproved of.  He felt that the Republicans would grow stronger by taking an active role in the parliament, to prove that they were not the dangerous bomb-throwing radicals which the Jacobites made them out to be.  Furthermore, he argued, there were important social reforms which the Republicans could champion in parliament while they built up their support base.

Dombeck’s firm stance on the issue convinced a large majority to vote in favor of his proposal to force elected MPs to take their seat or face expulsion from the party.  However, the disagreement boded ill for the party and for Dombeck’s leadership.  Although he remained the leader of the Republicans, a vocal minority of radicals felt that he was too conservative in his beliefs to ever effect the desired change of wiping away the Canadian monarchy and all that it entailed.  The ongoing struggle between the Moderate and Radical factions would dominate the early history of the Republican Party and play a part in its eventual dissolution.

--

[1] i.e. the Canadian Party (informally called the Jacobites).

[2] One suspects that if the Dombecks had campaigned on a platform of annexation by the United States, though, that there would be shotguns rather than the stars and stripes.

[3] The national seat of Escanaba corresponds roughly to the western half of the Upper Peninsula.

--

Decades of Darkness #135: Playing With The Boys

Credit for this post on the history of automobiles in the DoD timeline goes to Good Habit, who wrote all of it apart from some minor editorial alterations.

--

”There are two things which no man will admit he does poorly: driving a horst [car] or making love.”
- Attributed to Stanley Sinclair, New England champion racing driver

”Except for the German woman, nothing interests the eye of the German man more than a Wagen [car], or seems so important to him as an object of aesthetic appreciation.”
- Han de Kooning, German art historian

--

13 April 1907
Grand Duke Friedrich Racing Court
Müntschemier, Seeland District
Grand Duchy of Bern, German Empire

Louis Chevrolet still relished taking part in the race, no matter that some of the competitors said it was not exactly fair play to let him participate in the race on his home track.  Why would they expect him to abandon the joy of racing on the Grand Duke Friedrich racking track near Bern, where the Chevrolet Brothers motor company did all the testing of their new Motorwagens [cars] [1]?

Besides, few things were more satisfying than driving behind the wheel of his brand-new Chevrolet Rocket III which he had built [2].  Here, he could hear the engine roar, and he could see how everything worked together with a precision worthy of the clockwork which many of his mechanics used to build before they joined the Motorwagen business.

After forty laps, he finished the race almost a lap ahead of the second place-getter, Carlo Ponizetti at the wheel of the Bugatti Falcon.  Maybe this wasn’t fair play after all, but not for the reasons his competitors thought.  Louis Chevrolet designed as well as drove his Wagen, and he knew the machine by heart.  More than that, he had a free hand for mechanical activities, since his brother Henry used his excellent commercial and administrative skills to take care of all the back office jobs and sales in their joint company.

Louis waved to the watching public as he brought his ‘hot oven’ to a stop in the presentation area near the start line.  He climbed out of his seat to take the trophy, which today was presented by Princess Juliana, the youngest daughter of the Grand Duke.  He bathed in the adoration of the crowd, and after kissing the hand of the Princess, took the trophy and held it above his head.

When he descended the stairs, he saw his brother Henry pushing through the crowd, followed by two unfamiliar gentlemen.  When they reached him, Henry introduced the two visitors as Robert Du Bois and Pieter van Nuffel, two Dutch investors who wanted to offer a business proposal.  They arranged a meeting for the following day, and Louis Chevrolet returned to celebrating.

--

14 April 1907
Chevrolet Motor Works
Biel-Bienne, Seeland District
Grand Duchy of Bern, German Empire

In only its fourth year of commercial activity, the Chevrolet Motor Company was still rapidly expanding.  The factory site at the northern end of the city of Biel still looked mostly like a building site, with many temporary shelters housing the different departments of the factory.  Production had certainly been booming.  In 1904 they had built a mere fifty Motorwagens, which had risen to two hundred and eighty in 1905, over eight hundred last year, and he expected it to triple again this year.  But the company didn't own a well-presented headquarters yet, and so the visitors from the United Netherlands had to be welcomed in a temporary wooden construction which served as a conference hall.

After short introductory remarks, van Nuffel came to the main point. ”We, the investment board of the Netherlandse Bank Association, have watched your company closely.  The Motorwagens built here in Biel show excellent workmanship, high reliability, and great performance. But the market segment you’re operating in, luxury sports Wagens, while still fast growing, will reach a plateau within less than a decade. On the other hand, the middle class of Germany, and that of all the Verein, will be unable to purchase Wagens in the price range above 4000 Talers in the foreseeable future.

”This doesn’t mean that they should be denied their own Motorwagens.  But these new vehicles will have to be mass produced, thoroughly standardized, while still well-designed and reliable.  So we have decided to hold a public competition for the construction of a simple, reliable Motorwagen, one that can be sold to the people.  A Volks Wagen, as it were.  One where production will be kept above 20,000 vehicles a year, and which should be sold for below 800 Talers.  Since we know the excellent quality and the spirit of innovation from your designs, we invite you to present a prototype. We hope to choose the winner from several proposals before the end of the year, and we expect the presentation of prototypes to be held at Amsterdam on October 30th.  The successful prototype will be manufactured in a new, large-scale factory, held as a joint venture, but marketed under the brand name of the winner.  We hope that we will find you among the participants.”

--

7 September 1907
Headquarters of Zurich-Creditanstalt
Zurich, Grand Duchy of Zurich, German Empire


Martin Fischer was not a rare visitor in the office of Ludwig Escher, Director General of the Creditanstalt.  Quite the opposite.  A good working relationship between an industrialist and his banker was important, especially in a business as fast-growing as the Motorwagen business.  While Martin Fischer and his Ajax Motor Works did not participate in the competition of some Dutch bankers to build Wagens below 800 Talers, he was well aware that the future lay in the mass market. And that was the reason he had to meet his banker once more.

Carefully, Fischer explained his new projects, including the background market situation.  Ajax Motors was one of the leading producers of comfortable motor coaches, which were usually just called Wagens, particularly in Germany, and also one of the leading suppliers of Güterwagens [trucks].  With an estimated production of 3200 coaches and 800 Güterwagens for 1907, Ajax stood amongst the leading producers in its class, second only to the Benz Brothers works in Stuttgart.  But the factory at the southern end of Zurich could not be readily expanded due to lack of land.  While demand was still rising fast.

So Martin Fischer proposed to Ludwig Escher a new business plan, including the construction of an entirely new factory in the northern suburb of Oerlikon, near the railroad line linking Zurich with Munich, Vienna, Prague and Stuttgart.  The factory would produce several models of motor coaches, including the best selling (luxury) Ajax Grand Duchess Isabella, and the Ajax Taxi, that had started to replace the horse-drawn taxi coaches in recent years.

Another plan included heavier Güterwagens.  To power those, Fischer had started to cooperate with the Sulzer Works in Winterthur, who had developed 'Oelhochdruckmotoren' (OHDM) [3] for the Winterthur locomotive works, replacing steam engines in some of their smaller models.  While Sulzer intended to build even larger such engines to replace steam even in ships, Fischer hoped to build a lighter version as an engine for his heavy Güterwagens, and for his most secret plan.

For this plan, Fischer drew on the recent developments with military vehicles.  The use of steam-powered Arlacs in the North American War had won the notice of military planners.  One year ago, the government of Reichs Chancellor Dietrichsen had ordered the construction of eight hundred copies of the New England Arlac-IIs by the Bohemian Skoda works, under the official name of ‘Dampfkampfpanzerwagen’ (DKPW).  Under the curent Scheidemann government, strengthening the Deutschleger forces wasn't top priority.  But the government did not look as if it would be here to stay, and so Ajax would have to be ready when the wind changed. Martin Fischer finally succeeded, and convinced Ludwig Escher that the Creditanstalt should not only invest in a new factory for Motorwagens and Güterwagens, but as well in to the development of the new, secret OHDM-powered Panzerkampfwagens.

--

30 October 1907
Amsterdam Exhibition Centre
Amsterdam, Holland Province
Kingdom of the United Netherlands, German Empire

An attentive crowd waited in the hall, and an even larger one in front of it.  Johan Stuyvesant, the director of the Netherlandse Bank Association, stepped back to yield the podium to Prince Willem, heir presumptive to the throne of the Kingdom of the United Netherlands and expected future co-Kaiser of the German Empire.  Prince Willem, after a short cheer that he quickly calmed, spoke to the crowd.

”It's a great honour to present to you the works of those ingenious engineers.  We should thank the board of directors of the Netherlandse Bank for inviting them to this contest to design a reliable, fair-priced Motorwagen.  One which can be mass-produced so that many of our citizens will be able to buy their own Wagen soon.  This will bring the benefits of motorized mobility to all.  Not just the nobility and the wealthiest commoners, but to hard-working small business owners, independent farmers, and industrial workers.”

The curtain rose to give a clear view to the five top prototypes lined up on the stage: the Walter Leichtwagen, the Bugatti Spider, the Philips Volksedition, the Schneider David and, last but not least, the Chevrolet Basis.  These would undergo further testing in the next few weeks, until the Bank’s board made its final decision which vehicle they would support building.

Louis Chevrolet, who had attended the meeting, was quite confident that his Basis could win, although the Bugatti was a serious competitor.

--

4 December 1907
Biel-Bienne, Seeland District
Grand Duchy of Bern, German Empire

Yesterday, the news had come from Amsterdam that the Netherlandse Bank had decided to build a new plant for the mass production of the Chevrolet Basis.  Louis felt a sense of quiet pride that the simple and handsome vehicle he had designed had won the competition.  Now, of course, the main challenge lay ahead of them.  A prototype was one thing, but turning it into a concrete business success was quite another.  Fortunately, his brother Henry would do most of the organising for that.  Henry had a meeting with van Nuffel in two hours to clear all the details, since van Nuffel would be bringing the draft contact for their joint venture.

Of course, Louis Chevrolet would have to welcome the delegation of investors himself.  So he had organised the meeting at the See Hotel, where the guests could spend the night.  It had to be there, since the construction of an adequate corporate headquarters hadn’t progressed much further since spring.

The delegation from Amsterdam finally arrived in late afternoon.  At the first business lunch (albeit rather late in the day for lunch), Pieter van Nuffel explained the details of the contract.  The new corporation would be an independent joint venture between the Netherlandse Bank group and the (Bernese) Chevrolet Motor Company.  The Chevrolet brothers would have a controlling interest of 51% of the new corporation (funded by bonds the bank had issued to their more conservative customers), with the remaining 49% in the bank’s hands until it could be sold to the public when operations started.  The new corporation would be listed on the Frankfurt stock exchange.

Even better, from Louis’ point of view, the investors had already made preparations for an early launch.  The new factory that would produce the Basis model would be built in Krefeld, in the Jülich province of the United Netherlands.  That whole area between the rivers Maas and Rhine was booming with industry, in the eastern Netherlands and extending into the Prussian province of Berg and Cologne.  The investors hoped to be ready to launch production late in 1908.  It didn’t take Louis long to realist that to keep this ambitious schedule, he would need to provide a lot of input about the technical details, starting right now!

--

22 April 1908
Oerlikon, Glattal District
Grand Duchy of Zurich, German Empire

Today as always, Martin Fischer had a busy schedule.  He was visiting the building site for the new large Ajax factory, whose construction had started as soon as winter’s snow vanished.  Fisher hoped to start production on some of the newer models in August, and that would need the new plant.  The old side to the south of Zurich had grown increasingly cramped.  His goal of producing six thousand Motorwagens and fifteen hundred Güterwagens this year would be impossible without the new works coming on line on schedule.

It didn’t take him long looking around the site to see that the construction company had made good progress.  Of course, most of the material had already been delivered, thanks to the proximity of the Oerlikon railroad nexus.  That gave him an ironic smile, since while he did his best to make sure that individual Güterwagens on roads would some day take over many duties now operated by rail lines, for now he depended on good rail links to build them.

Even during his visit to the building site, Fischer was more concerned of what the current political crisis might mean to Ajax’s plans.  He had never wagered much on a long life for Phillip Scheidmann’s Labour-led governing coalition.  But the resignation of the Chancellor and his cabinet on the Easter weekend just past made it much more likely that a new coalition – likely more right-leaning – would soon make new armaments orders.  At least, they would if the loud claims of the Nat-Lib and Conservative leaderships could be believed: ”Scheidemann endangers the nation, since he doesn't see that time matters.  If we tarry, Germany will fall behind other nations in the modern technology of warfare, that proved so devastating in the recent war in North America.”

If those claims were followed by action, he had to make sure that the Ajax Works would be ready both in production and the most modern technology, when the time came for the government to place new orders.  And for that, of course, the efforts on prototypes for the new Leicht Panzerkraftwagens would have to be sped up.  As the saying went, those who come late are punished by life [4].

Which meant that the engineers and mechanics would have to redouble their efforts with the latest concepts.  Such as when a heavy gun would be mounted on an ironclad turntable, and placed atop a well-armoured, caterpillar operated, OHDM-powered heavy Wagen.  This could be the wave of the future, although he still disapproved of his chief mechanic’s proposal to call the turntable platform a ‘turret’.  Compared to a castle, even the largest Panzerkraftwagens weren't really high rising.  Although, come to think of it, in terms of their armour and the smallness of their windows, the comparison might not be that misguided.

--

15 September 1908
Military testing range, between Ingolstadt and Nüremberg
Kingdom of Bavaria, German Empire

Quite a crowd had gathered to watch the demonstration.  More than a dozen Generals from the Deutschleger, the military attaches from Hungary and Poland, the Secretary of Armaments from the war department in Frankfurt, and many others who hadn’t bothered to identify themselves by name or title.  But it was more than enough for Martin Fischer to feel confident that there was an interested audience for the new Ajax Panzerkraftwagens.

The Ajax team had built two prototypes, and trained teams to operate them.  Each PKW had a crew of six [5], hand-picked from the mechanics of the Ajax works.  They had to be good, since demonstrations these days were challenging indeed.  The PKWs had to drive through a variety of difficult terrain, up and down hills, across small streams and through underbrush.  The gunnery requirements were equally tough, with the crew expected to fire in relatively close sequence while still in motion, and with a variety of targets at different angles.

The PKW crews were lucky, since neither of the prototypes broke down throughout the demonstration.  When it was concluded, Fischer and the commanders of the two crews, Johann Keller and Balthasar Wydler, were called to meet the audience. General Kirchoff, the spokesman for the military experts, thanked the team leaders and asked them to congratulate their crewmen as well.  He added that he and his colleagues had been impressed by the demonstration, especially with the mobility, speed and accuracy of the new models.  They were quite different to the heavy, steam-powered Arlacs which they had modelled on New England designs.  While he said that he would need to make further tests, he would recommend an order for a small advance series to the General Staff and the Ministry of War in Frankfurt.

--

10 November 1908
Chevrolet Basis Motor Factory
Krefeld, Jülich Province
Kingdom of the United Netherlands, German Empire

Finally, only a week later than scheduled, the great day had arrived.  Today, the first Chevrolet-Basis would leave the assembly line.  The last few months had been tough, what with building a factory from scratch, recruiting and training the workers, while still maintaining the old factory back in Biel.  There, Chevrolet still had its corporate headquarters and built its more luxurious and stylish models.

And of course, they needed to hurry to be first on the market for low-cost, mass-produced Motorwagens.  Rumours already claimed that Ettore Bugatti, the second-place getter from the public competition, had made his own agreement with a group of Prussian investors.  Their new factory would reportedly be built across the Rhine from Krefeld, in the town of Duisburg in the Prussian province of Berg.  There, they would launch a version of the Bugatti Spider, modified just enough from the competition prototype so as not to violate the competition’s conditions.

To combat that, Chrevolet’s investors had insisted on a German-wide advertisement campaign, and had taken out space in most of the leading newspapers.  Every large city had representatives appointed with prototypes on display [6].  If everything ran as planned, the first twenty Basics would leave the factory today, and the production would be accelerated to one hundred per day within a week.

--

25 November 1908
Temporary Ajax Headquarters
Oerlikon, Glattal District
Grand Duchy of Zurich, German Empire

Martin Fischer had had a rather busy week.  In fact, it had started ten days ago, when Grand Duke Leopold died.  As one of the leading industrialists of the Grand Duchy, Fischer had been called on to attend the state funeral last Sunday at the Grossmünster Church in downtown Zurich.  Two days before the funeral, Grand Duchess Isabella, who had held the office of Grand Duke jointly with her husband, abdicated in favour of their first born son Ferdinand.  So there would be yet another celebration soon, with the coronation of the 42-year-old new Grand Duke.

He didn’t mind the celebration itself, since he knew Ferdinand personally.  The new Grand Duke had always shown an interest in new developments in industry and technology.  But it was a very busy time.  The new factory would be ready to start production soon, and the development of the new light cabriolet was making progress.  Come to think of it, Fischer still hoped to get that new vehicle named after Princess Clarissa, Ferdinand’s daughter.  That would need permission, and that should wait until after the period of mourning was over.

But most of all, what kept him busy was preparing for the new order from the federal War Department in Frankfurt.  The letter they had sent him yesterday had informed him that the Cabinet had approved an order for two hundred of the first series of his Panzerkraftwagens.  To be delivered in spring next year.

--

Excerpts from the Christmas Address of Henry Chevrolet, Chairman of the Board, held on Friday, 24 December 1909, at Chevrolet Motor Works, Biel
”The past year has been a turning point in our corporation’s history.  With the success of our new low-price models and the continued growth in sales of our sports Motorwagens, the Chevrolet Motor Works has become established as the best-known Motorwagen producer in Germany, and indeed in all of Europe.

”With more than 36.000 Basics produced at our Krefeld factory, we are far ahead of our closest competitor, the Bugatti Works in Duisburg which produces only 17,000 Spiders.  Indeed, we have already begun construction of new lines for increased production.  But while these are impressive numbers, we should never forget that we still make more than half of our revenue in the motherhouse here in Biel, where we built over 8,000 exclusive sports Wagens.  And this success is highlighted by the triumphs of our Rockets on the European racing grounds.  All of you helped to accomplish this success.  It is our team spirit that makes Chevrolet great, and we will build on it to deliver greater success!”

--

Quotes from the Annual Report of the Board of Directors of Ajax Industries to the shareholders, dated 18 March 1910.

1909 saw many noteworthy improvements in the market position of our company. Ajax is now a leading producer of comfortable coaches (1909 production 13,500 vehicles), of specialized taxi cabs (4,500 vehicles) and of light and heavy Güterwagens (3,900 vehicles).  For 1910 we expect to double our output, since the new factories in Oerlikon will be able to operate at their maximum capacity.

In addition to our civilian production, this year saw new opportunities open in the armaments sector.  We completed delivery of the first two hundred vehicles of our new, light Panzerkraftwagen Type A in June.  This has been followed by new orders for the combined Deutschleger forces for a further 2000 vehicles to be delivered over the next three years.  We have also received declarations of intent for additional orders from the governments of Poland and Hungary, who plan to buy 400 vehicles each.

--

[1] This racing ground has been built on new land gained by draining the large swamps which had covered most of that area until quite recently.

[2] To be more precise, built by Louis Chevrolet and a team of skilled mechanics from the heights of the Jura Mountains, including several from his own home town of La Chaux-de-Fonds.

[3] ‘Oelhochdruckmotoren’ means oil-high-pressure-engines, or OHDM for short.  This is the ATL German name for diesel engines.

[4] ITTL, this quote does not come from a Russian politician, although Fischer wasn’t quite sure where he had heard it from before.  (It’s been variously attributed to Edward Mahan, Otto von Bismarck, and Benjamin Disraeli).

[5] A driver, a navigator, a gunner, a commander, a mechanic and a loader.

[6] Prototypes built the old-fashioned way in Biel, which had each cost much more than the 800 Talers for the new production models.

--

Decades of Darkness #136a: Reasons Of State

“How will we be remembered when we are gone?  What will be the measure of our worth when this mortal flesh we inhabit is dust and forgotten?  From the moment a man realises that he is alive, the question which inevitably follows is what will happen once his life is over.  All men seek to find some answer to that question, and the form of their answer will give you the measure of the man.”
- Amber Jarrett, American author and philosopher, in “All Too Human”, 1951

--

Excerpts from the New England President’s Annual Message to Congress [1]
Read to Congress on 9 February 1909 [2]

Mr. President, Mr. Speaker, Senators and Representatives in Congress:

I write this address with heavy heart, not because of the reputations of the members of this esteemed institution, but because the burden which lies on us is not one which any nation can carry easily.  I scarcely need name the origin of our present winter of discontent, a winter which has seemed to continue for years without summer.  For a century the Republic went from strength to strength; our fields bloomed, our manufacturing and commerce thrived, and our arms were successful in all wars.

With this new century, the Republic has faced the greatest challenge since its founding.  The battle drums sounded once more in the new century, and for the first time our arms were defeated.  The echoes of that defeat still ring out, as we hear through the marches and discontent which still mar our cities.  Our institutions are threatened, and only by making common purpose can we rebuild the Republic.  So I ask that without partisanship we may all work together to carry out the mandate of the whole people.  Together, we may cooperate in the restoration of our national wellbeing and thus to build on the ruins of the past a new structure better designed to meet the present problems of our modern civilization.

Such a rebuilding will require the combined efforts of all branches of government and all the elements of society.  We need to draw together the relations of industry and agriculture and finance, each to work with common purpose in their functioning so that we can harness the effects which all of these three have on our individual citizens and the Republic.  This will require some special and detailed items of legislation, and for those I will ask of you in due course.

But first, let me note that we may see from the past two years that while events can turn dark, there has already been some small process of recovery.  To continue this recovery, lines have been rightly drawn between those to whom this recovery means an abandonment of our laws and institutions—and the number of these people is small—and those for whom recovery means a reform of many old methods, a permanent readjustment of many of our ways of thinking and therefore of many of our social and economic arrangements.

Civilization cannot go back; civilization must not stand still.  We can undertake new methods.  It is our task to perfect, to improve, to alter when necessary, but in all cases to go forward.  To consolidate what we are doing, to make our economic and social structure capable of dealing with modern life is the joint task of the legislative, the judicial, and the executive branches of the national government.  We must in all instances work together and within the rule of law, that by our good conduct and genuine efforts the people may not seek to support those who would stand outside the law and the Constitution.

Without regard to party, the overwhelming majority of our people seek a greater opportunity for prosper and find happiness.  They recognize that human welfare can be found not through mere materialism and luxury, but that it will progress through integrity, unselfishness, responsibility and justice.

I congratulate the continuing members of this Congress upon the courage, the earnestness and the efficiency with which you have met the crisis which our Republic has faced since the war.  I venture to say that the task confronting the First Congress of 1811 was no greater than your own.  It was your fine understanding of the national problem that furnished the example which most of our people have splendidly followed.  I ask of you, and the new Senators and Representatives who have taken office with this Congress, that you continue with these same efforts.

It is the solemn duty of all elected members of this government, both legislative and executive, to best serve the interests of the people.  To this end, I ask that Congress consider most earnestly the items of legislation which I will lay before you during the coming year.  We have many needs: to stabilise the currency; to balance the Republic’s finances against its many demands; to restore the public trust in our banks and corporations; to regulate the conduct of business where necessary; to hold accountable those persons who unscrupulously profited from the last war [3]; to provide government support for those who are unable to aid themselves; to construct internal improvements, dams, roads, and the like, so that our nation’s commerce may be restored; to bring together the owners and the workers to produce just, equitable settlements of labour disputes; to institute measures to maintain public order and safety[4]; and to continue our previous efforts of producing proper working conditions.

...Where the government can make laws and build institutions to better the lives of the people, we must do so.  When we would do best to withdraw the hand of government from monitoring the lives of the people, then we must also withdraw it.  To that end, I ask this Congress to consider a new constitutional amendment to place before the States, to repeal the Eighth Amendment.  The adoption of such an amendment should give material aid to the elimination of those new forms of crime which came from the illegal traffic in liquor.

Further, we seek the definite end of preventing combinations in furtherance of monopoly and in restraint of trade, while at the same time we seek to prevent ruinous rivalries within industrial groups which in many cases resemble the gang wars of the underworld and in which the real victim in every case is the nation itself.  Under the authority of this Congress, I hope to bring together the component parts of each industry together around a common table to a common purpose [5]...

--

17 July 1909
The Pineapple Merengue
New York City, Long Island
Republic of New England

Three times, various current or former soldiers had asked ex-Captain James Ingersoll to rejoin the military, or more specifically the new Sky Force [6], and three times he had said no.  They called him a hero, and been most surprised when he kept turning them down.  No matter that he had made no great success of civilian life, he could not stand to be in the military any longer.

Oh, in one sense he could be called a hero.  He still had the Army Cross he had been awarded for being the first pilot to shoot down a cloud-ship, but he rarely wore it these days.  What was the point?  Winning nations had heroes; the United States must be full of them.  Defeated nations only had people who hadn’t been able to do enough.

Ingersoll had thought a couple of times of joining the volunteers down in Brazil.  They were reportedly building their own sky corps down there, mostly staffed with Yankees.  But if all his efforts hadn’t kept the Jackals out of New York, then kicking them out of Brazil would be scant comfort.

Besides, comfort was hard to come by these days.  So Ingersoll was spending this Saturday afternoon, like most of them, in the Pineapple Merengue.  Which by all reports had been more of a dance club before the war, if one where the dancers usually held something illegal in their hands.  All that was left of that these days was the stage where four Dominicans were playing something mournfully melodic.  Nowadays, people came here to drink openly.  Enforcement of Prohibition had been haphazard since the war – about the only piece of good news in that whole sorry business – and lately it had stopped completely.

Already on his fourth – or was it fifth? – rum blend of the afternoon, Ingersoll sat in the circle of men still holding his drink, letting the talk wash over him.  The talk was mostly of the New England cricket team’s recent victory in the Second Test at Lords, which soon degenerated into the eternal argument about whether cricket or baseball was a better sport.  He listened only half-heartedly to the discussion.  Partly because it would never be settled, but mostly because he was agnostic on which of the two was the better religion, since he believed in Harrow [7] himself.

Soon enough, the conversation shifted to talk of the war.  He had heard most of the war stories before, but listened to them anyway.  Ingersoll didn’t offer to tell his own; he was not yet feeling drunk enough.  If he started speaking about the war, then he might start wondering about why the war was lost.  And who should take the blame for it.  That was a good way to start a brawl in any drinking house, even the Pineapple Merengue.

Before that could happen, someone came hurrying inside and pushed his way into the cluster of men.  Like Ingersoll himself, Timothy Anderson was a veteran of the war.  Unlike Ingersoll, who’d come through the war without a scratch, Tim had been a ground-pounder and taken several bullets, especially the one which had miraculously run a line across his cheek.  It had missed killing him by inches, but Tim was still around to talk about it.  And talk and talk about it, sometimes.

“Mullins is down by the Pink Door, ready to give a speech!” Anderson said.

“Who?” Ingersoll said.  By Tim’s tone, he’d expected everyone to know who this Mullins character was, but Ingersoll had no idea.  Probably yet another of the rabble-rousers who’d been forming new parties every week since the war ended.  It got too hard to keep track of them – Patriotic Democrats, Vitalists, True Patriots, Veteran’s League, Socialist Republicans, and a dozen or more others that he couldn’t trouble himself to remember.

“Mullins!  You know.”

“I don’t know, actually,” Ingersoll said.

“Runs the National Front,” someone – Steve? – put in.

“I’ve heard enough speeches lately,” Ingersoll said.  He had heard of the Front a few times, but he’d never taken more notice than with any other lot.

“Not like this one,” Anderson insisted.  “Trust me.  No-one gives a speech like Mullins.”

“Come on, the rum’ll still be here when we get back,” someone – yes, it was Steve – said.

After a bit more arguing, Ingersoll joined the half-dozen other men as they ambled down the road a couple of blocks to the park where Mullins had apparently decided to hold his rally.  A crowd had already gathered around a platform which someone had built out of crates.  Mullins himself wasn’t on the platform yet that Ingersoll could see, but a dozen or so men in red shirts and black pants had lined up neatly in front of the platform.  They had the look of soldiers about them, sure enough.  Not ex-soldiers like Ingersoll and his drinking buddies, but men who looked ready to fight on the instant.  Their faces were all hard, and one other detail was so obvious it took him a few minutes to notice.  The red-shirts were almost exactly the same height, and they’d spaced themselves evenly around the platform.  Even in his half-drunk state, Ingersoll knew that was no accident.

“Where is he?” Ingersoll muttered, after they’d been waiting a few minutes.  His patience, and more precisely his rum in the glass smuggled out of the Merengue, had run out.

“Waiting for the crowd to call him,” Tim said.  Obviously he’d been to one of these speeches before, but he’d never mentioned it.  Or maybe he’d spoken of it during one of those times when Ingersoll was too drunk to remember.

More people were still drifting in from the streets, and maybe Mullins was waiting for enough of a crowd.  He’d better hurry, or he’d have at least one less listener, Ingersoll decided.

Moments later, the red-shirts turned around as one to face the platform, and started to chant, “Mul-lins, Mul-lins,” over and over.  They had booming voices and a rhythmic chant, which soon had most of the crowd joining it.  The chant continued, building in rhythm, until a man stepped onto the platform.  He had the same red shirt and black pants as the rest.  From this distance, Ingersoll couldn’t make out much about him, but he had a square-cut black beard which left his upper lip bare.

Mullins raised both of his hands slowly, and the chanting grew louder in resonance with his arms.  When Mullins raised his hands all the way above his head, the chanting became shouting, and Ingersoll found himself joining in.  Abruptly, Mullins brought both of his hands slashing down, and the chanting stopped.

“Folks, I’m Shane Mullins, and I’m here to open your eyes.”

The crowd cheered once more, although Ingersoll stayed quiet.  Mullins raised one hand this time, and the cheers subsided.

“Do you want to hear the truth?”

He got another cheer, which ended when he brought his hand down again in the same slashing motion.

“The truth is, the country is in big trouble.  Everyone knows that.  But you think you know why.  Tell me, why are we in trouble?”

“Because we lost the war!” a dozen voices cried out.

“Nope,” Mullins said.  He certainly didn’t speak like any other politician Ingersoll had seen.  Mullins had the right kind of booming voice which could be heard across a crowded rally, but no-one else had ever given a speech like this that Ingersoll could remember.

“The fact is, everyone looks for someone to blame for the war.  Am I right?”

The cheers erupted again.  They had to be from some people planted in the crowd, Ingersoll realised, with the small part of his mind which wasn’t being lost in what Mullins was saying.  The cries were too well-organised to be anything else.  But he soon forgot about it as he was listening.

“The Canadians blame the British.  The British blame us.  And us, we blame each other.  The navy blames the army.  The army blames the navy.  And you know what, folks?  Everyone is right!”

He paused, letting that sink in, then said, “The fact is, the Brits swear we stabbed them in the back.  Sold them out, they say.  Stuff and nonsense, that’s what that is.  The fact is, we’d already lost the war before it started.”

He held up a hand again, this time to quell the murmurings.  “Oh, we all fought bravely.  But the Indians fought bravely against the Jackals, and how many of them are left?  A nation needs courage, but it needs more than that.”

“Think about it.  We had more men than the Jackals, and that’s the God-honest truth.  Even if you count the slaves, we had more men than the Jackals.  We had more guns.  We had more ships.  We had more factories.  So ask yourself this: why did we lose?  What did the Jackals have that we didn’t?”

“Something to drink!” someone called out, and a wave of laughter rippled across the crowd.

Mullins smiled, too.  “That they did.  But we could drink, too, couldn’t we?  The law said we couldn’t, but we all did.  And how much trouble did that bring to our beloved country?  Chaos, that’s what it brought us, when we needed order.  And that, folks, that’s why we lost.”

“The Jackals are bastards, no two ways about it, but they’re organised bastards.  They have order.  They have discipline.  They didn’t have more men than us, or more guns, but by God, they knew how to make use of what they had.  No-one on our side had it, not like them.  The fact is, this country was in trouble for years before the war.  So were the Brits and the Canadians.  The war showed us how far the rot had gone, but the problems were there beforehand.”

“What we need, folks, is a new government.  The war’s over, but what’s changed here?  A few new Congress-critters, but they just talk and talk about this and that.  They never do anything.  Tweedie stands up and talks about passing this law or that law.  What’s he actually going to do?  He talks about changing our beloved Constitution, but by getting rid of a law which was already ignored!  We need more than that.  What does this country need?”

This time, Ingersoll found the cry along with the rest.  “Order!”

“That’s right, folks.  We need order.  We need discipline.  We need to put people in charge who know what needs to be done, and who can do it.  The National Front is about order.  It’s about organising everything properly, so that we can fix what needs mending.  I hope you’ll join us, so we can get on with putting this country to rights.  My friends here can tell you all about it.”

Mullins stepped back from the platform, and the red-shirts stepped up onto the edge, obviously ready to take new members.  Ingersoll pushed forward to speak to them.  He wasn’t the first, but he knew he would be far from the last.

--

7 June 1909
Schönbrunn Palace
Vienna, German Reich

Friedrich IV, German Holy Roman Emperor, Emperor of Austria, King of Poland, King of Hungary, and King of Croatia, was not an entirely happy man.  The British, so long the allies of Germany, had recently completed an alliance with France.  The British leader Spencer-Churchill had assured him that the purpose was to ensure peace with Europe, and to keep France from allying with Russia, who after all was the real enemy of both Germany and Britain.  For now, that would have to do, and Napoleon V was not really the sort to start wars anyway.

Besides, Friedrich faced bigger challenges at home.  By everything that he had heard from his father, ruling Germany had been much easier when he could rely on working with Bismarck.  Now, it seemed like the Chancellor changed every six months, and the government along with them.  Which made it much harder for him to steer Germany toward any consistent policy on any subject, but particularly in foreign affairs.

Most of the time, anyway.

“So, this aptly-named Bull thinks that he can dictate what Germany can and cannot do?” Friedrich murmured.

Oh, the American leader had not stated things in so many words, but what else could his resounding declaration be called?  Bull had announced that the former Empress Maria was the legal ruler of Brazil, and that the United States would provide “every support necessary” to see that she was restored to her throne.  With generous promises of support in cloud-ships, armaments, and encouragement of American volunteers.  And he had called on other nations not to interfere in the “restoration of the legitimate government of Brazil.”

And if that was not an insult to Germany’s collective pride, Friedrich had never seen one.  It shouldn’t matter if the government changed again, since even a new government would agree to fund some suitable endeavours.  Ensuring the security of German loans to Brazil’s republican government would be an additional incentive.  And the Deutschleger would love the opportunity for a few of its men to get some genuine combat experience.

The only problem that might crop up was that of Kaiser Willem IV of the United Netherlands, whose loathing for the British seemed to grow worse with every passing year.  Willem had never forgiven the British for what happened in South Africa, and the continuing commercial struggle between Dutch and British merchants only made matters worse.  And, lately, the struggle for influence in China.  Given that supporting Brazil’s new government would require cooperating with the British, that might antagonise Willem IV enough to veto endeavours out of sheer spite.

Wait.  Friedrich realised that there was a perfect solution to get Willem IV onside.  Just link the intervention in Brazil to Willem’s ongoing naval ambitions.  The German navy had always been effectively the Dutch navy with some small German support, and Willem had been announcing that since they had been handed the control of the world’s seas, it would be foolish to let that opportunity slide [8].  A modest expansion of ship construction could actually be of some use in Brazil, since the monarchists had control of the seas down there, and would appease Willem.

“And if we need, we can show these Jackals an eagle’s claws,” Friedrich IV murmured.

--

[1] The President’s Annual Message to Congress (sometimes called the State of the Republic Address) is New England’s equivalent to the State of the Union Address.  It is traditionally delivered on the second Tuesday in February, although there is no constitutional provision for this.  (New England Presidents are inaugurated on the last Tuesday of January, after the passage of the Third Amendment; 26 January 1909, for the inauguration of Lemuel Tweedie.)

[2] In New England, the President’s Annual Message is not actually given by the President in person, but forms a written address which a clerk reads to a joint sitting of both Houses of Congress.  Ironically, this practice was one instituted by one of New England’s most loathed figures, U.S. President Thomas Jefferson, and for the first two-thirds of the nineteenth century, the Annual Message was also read by a clerk to the U.S. Congress.  U.S. President Hugh Griffin reinstated the practice of delivering the address in person in 1870, and was also the one responsible for calling it the State of the Union Address.

[3] In other words, anyone suspected of war profiteering is in big, big trouble.  Especially since most of those businessmen (and a couple of businesswomen) had firm connections to the Federalists, not Tweedie’s own Radical Party.

[4] Partly anti-rioting laws and the like, but mostly the introduction of an equivalent to the FBI to act against crime at a federal level.

[5] Lemuel Tweedie’s address is based in part on Franklin Roosevelt’s 1934 State of the Union Address, largely because there are certain similarities between post-war New England and OTL 1930s America (and also because I couldn’t find any examples of Tweedie’s own speeches [9]).

[6] Shortly after the North American War, the New England Army Sky Corps was re-established as an independent body, the Sky Force.  Unlike many areas of military technology, New England has no treaty restrictions on the building of heavier-than-air craft.

[7] Harrow football is closest to OTL rugby or rugby league.  New England also has some association football (soccer).

[8] i.e. with the naval losses on both sides in the North American War, the Krijgmarine (German Navy) is now the single largest in the world.

[9] Lemuel Tweedie is a historical character, who in OTL became lieutenant governor of New Brunswick.  For more information about him, see:
http://www.biographi.ca/EN/ShowBio.asp?BioId=41872
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lemuel_John_Tweedie

--

Decades of Darkness #136b: Conventions Of State

“Hurry up, I’m freezing to death out here!”
- Reported last words of Neville Wood, to his firing squad

--

25 July 1909
Nowra, New South Wales
Kingdom of Australia

George I, King of Australia, felt tired these days.  The business of government never ceased, not in the nearly thirty years he had worn the crown.  Oh, he could do almost nothing, if he so chose.  The monarch of Australia did not have very much formal status in running the country, and he could leave most things to Parliament if he wanted to.  But confining himself to the ceremonial duties of the office lacked appeal; they might as well dress up a kangaroo in boxing gloves and give it a crown.

No, while he had minimal formal power, what he had was a great deal of influence.  Particularly when he was called on to mediate between the provincial and national governments, something he had been doing increasingly often of late.  The West Australians had never really wanted to be part of the nation in the first place, and made every effort to maintain practical independence.  The New Zealanders had always been afraid that living on distant islands, they would be neglected by the federal government, and relied on George to ensure that their concerns were heard.  The territorial government of the Northern Territory kept on trying to use him to make them into a provincial government.  And the Prime Minister, Sir David Philby, while he would listen to George’s ‘concerns’, sometimes chose to disregard them for apparently no better reason than to show that Parliament made the laws.

George glanced up at the clock: ten to five.  He had an appointment with Allan Judd, the Premier of New South Wales, in ten minutes.  Undoubtedly, Judd was outside the office right now.  Let him wait, though.  Better early than late, but best of all to be on time.

In the meantime, George reached for the as-yet-unopened letter from his second cousin James II, King of Canada.  The previous year, George had felt his own sorrow after the death of his namesake, George I of Canada, but he had come to terms with it.  So far, James had not.  James II was painfully young and had a lot to learn.  If only he was willing to learn it.  He had been unreceptive to all the advice George had offered so far, and reportedly to that from Richard IV in London, too.

Indeed, as George scanned the letter before Judd came in, he saw absolutely nothing about political affairs in Canada, and rather more stories of his celebrations and pursuit of women.  James didn’t need to ask questions about how to rule Canada; there, he already had the answers.  So be it, George thought, with a mental shrug.  One way or another, James would learn what he needed to rule.

His secretary knocked at the door, then announced Allan Judd.

George stood.  “Come in, Allan.”  As was his habit, he didn’t bother with much in the way of ceremony.  Formality could wait for public audiences; for this, he preferred simplicity.  “Good to see you again.”

They shook hands, which was always an interesting question, since with Judd you wondered whether you would get a whole hand back afterward.  A short man with the same general shape and temper of a barrel of gunpowder, Allan also had a handshake which could bend a crowbar.

“And you too, sire,” Judd said.  “There’s a couple of things we could really use your help with.”

“And those are...?”  George could make a very good guess what one of them would be, but he was intrigued about the other.

“Immigration.  There’s too many people coming into New South Wales these days,” Judd said.

Oh dear.  Yes, Judd did have in mind to discuss the most sensitive subject first.  Immigration restrictions had been a bitter subject of discussion even before Australia had become a nation, and hadn’t grown any less acrimonious since.  Speaking about “limiting the numbers of people coming to our shores” was usually code for those who wanted to keep non-whites out of Australia.  Too many of the labour unions still insisted on it, and the Christian Socialists like Judd had close links to the union movement.

“The Empire’s policy is for free movement of all British subjects within its borders,” George said, as he had to.  Judd knew that as well as him, but some things needed to be said.

“And we aren’t in the Empire any more, or haven’t you noticed?” Judd said.  “Or else we wouldn’t be keeping President Alfonso here, would we [1]?”

“A certain... independence of action does not cast us out of the Empire,” George said carefully.

“Sure looks that way to me,” said Judd.  “Being a Kingdom within the Empire means that Britain sets our foreign policy.  They aren’t doing that any more.  We’re still friends of Britain, but not subjects of Britain.”

In lieu of continuing a pointless argument, George said, “Be that as it may, any discussion of immigrations restrictions would be very... sensitive.”

“Look, I don’t give a damn what colour the migrants are.  Hell, most of ’em are from Europe these days anyway; not like anyone’s going to get worked up over that.  What I care about is how we can fit them all in.”

The king held back a sigh.  He had to be careful in dealing with the New South Wales Premier, who represented the most populous province.  Especially with the national government located within its borders.  He said, “Yes, the floodgates of Europe have been opened of late [2].  But these newcomers can find jobs, surely.  If migrants aren’t finding jobs, they’ll stop coming, which solves the problem neatly.”

“Jobs are one thing.  They find them, or most of them do,” Judd said.  “But the government has to support them, one way or another.  There’s not enough housing – too hard to build so much of it so fast – not enough trams, and above all, not enough water for everyone, which was the second thing I wanted to talk to you about.”

“There’s ways to solve those problems, but keeping people out of the country isn’t one of them,” George said.  “We’ve been calling for citizens of the Empire to come here.  We can’t just close the door on them.”

“Course we can.  We can slam it shut, if we like,” Judd said.  “With respect, sire, Sydney is getting over a thousand migrants every week, and that’s not counting people who were born here.  We have to do something.”

“Then we should do something to make them go elsewhere in the country to Sydney, not keep them out of the country,” George said.  “I’d suggest you find schemes to encourage them to go elsewhere.  It shouldn’t be that hard; send them to the places in the country which do have water.  Palmerston [Darwin, Northern Territory] wants to become a province, and this would be their best bet.  New Zealand and Kingsland have plenty of water, too.”

Judd stroked his chin, and for a moment looked lost in thought.  It wouldn’t be hard for him to get lost, since he usually didn’t think very far.  “Better yet, we could find a way to give them jobs and create water at once.  We need a new dam near Sydney for water, probably one on the Warragamba.  Maybe even some really big dams in the mountains, too – I bet our farmers would love to have reliable water supplies.  The Snowy Mountains should be ideal.”  He coughed.  “Of course, that would need the federal government to support it.”

“That, I might be able to help with,” George said.  “Might, I say.”  He knew better to leave Judd with anything which the premier might interpret as a promise.  “But I hope this has given you a few more things to think about, too.

“Oh, that it has, that it has,” Judd said.  George would wager that the premier would still come back with some other way to try to restrict immigration, but for now, this would have to do.  Judd talked for a few minutes more about the sort of schemes that could be put into place to attract immigrants out of New South Wales, until the king half-rose, a sure sign that he had heard enough for now.

“Thank you for your time, Your Majesty,” Judd said, and rose himself.

After he had shown Judd out, the king wrote himself a few quick notes about the meeting.  He had just finished when his secretary tapped on the door.  “President Alfonso is in the waiting room.”

“Give me two minutes, then send him in,” George said.

He rose from his desk and went to the adjoining room to check his appearance – informality was one thing, but it would not be good to appear out of place for someone who was in theory a head of state.  A slight touch of stubble on his cheeks from the day’s growth, but that could be forgiven.  His dark suit showed no unforgivable creases, and also did an admirable job of concealing where the firm muscles of his stomach were overlaid with the strata of thirty years of royal dinners.  A shame that he couldn’t do something to conceal the absence of hair on his head, but then toupees were just the best way of drawing attention to baldness.  This would do.

He returned to his seat just before the secretary ushered President Hugo Alfonso inside.  George rose, smiled, and stepped from behind the desk to exchange a much more mild handshake with the Venezuelan President-in-exile.  “Good to see you again, Mr President,” he said, as he gestured to the much more comfortable chairs in the conversation area of his office.

“Thank you for inviting me, Your Majesty,” Alfonso said.  Once they were seated, Hugo added, “And let me repeat my gratitude, and that of Venezuelans, for your nation’s continued recognition of our existence.”

The king nodded.  As if we would have done anything else!  The Venezuelans had joined in the North American War, and while George understood why Britain had been forced to abandon them, it still grated on him.  He would do everything he could to correct that injustice.  “Have you heard that any more of the members of your government have reached here?”

Alfonso frowned.  “Marshal Juan Gómez has made it to the Sandwich Islands, I’ve heard, and will soon be coming here.”

Not so glad to hear that, I see, George thought.  A personal rivalry, perhaps, or maybe this Marshal had knowledge of some of Alfonso’s more corrupt practices during his rule of Venezuela.  The Americans had never stopped talking about all of those which they had uncovered, or about the military rule which had been so common in that nation.  As if it mattered!  No matter how bad Alfonso might have been – and the king had no illusions about that – the Americans were much worse.

“I’m glad to hear it,” the king said.  He would have been gladder if he had more promising news of his own to offer the Venezuelan President.  Finding nations willing to recognise the Venezuelan government-in-exile had turned out to be harder than he had thought.  Everyone in Europe seemed to be waiting; they hadn’t recognised the American annexation of Venezuela or its neighbours, but they took no official notice of Alfonso’s exiled government, either.  South Africa had dropped a few hints about it, but so far the only nations besides Australia who had recognised the new government officially were Argentina and Uruguay.  And even then, the Uruguayan government went unrecognised through most of the world.

Alfonso paused for a moment.  “Your Majesty... your nation’s recognition has been valuable, but I would like to ask what further can be done to drive the Americans out of my country.”

He wants it to happen so quickly? George wondered.  He had thought the Venezuelan President understood the strategy.  What was it about this news of Gómez that had him so worried?  George made a mental note to find out who this Marshal Gómez was, and whether Alfonso was right to be worried.

For the meantime, he said, “Everything we can do to make the Americans give up and leave.”  That was what they had discussed before; nothing much had changed.  George doubted that the United States could be made to disgorge Colombia or Costa Rica, but the Venezuelans were fighting harder than either of those, except perhaps for the black Colombians.  The United States was trying its hardest to over-stretch itself, sure enough, not just in Venezuela but in Brazil as well.  If Venezuela could be turned into a bleeding sore on the American body politic, they might have to give up and leave.

“The Jackals do not give up a country easily, once they have sunk their teeth in,” Alfonso said.

“The world sat quietly by during their previous conquests,” George replied.  “No-one did much of anything to keep them out of Cuba or Nicaragua or Mexico or the rest.  Note that no nation on earth, except the puppet Nephites, has recognised the American claims of annexation here.  With patience, they can be made to give up.”

The king paused, then added, “Patience and plenty of arms to your patriots.”  No need to mention the several paths which had been chosen to do that.  Some by sea, as much as was possible through the American naval blockades.  More by land, through Peru and the jungle interior of Colombia, where the Americans’ claim of control was laughable.  And even some through Brazil, although the chaos that nation was in made large-scale arms shipment impossible.

“I hope it’s enough,” Alfonso said, to which the king could only nod.

--

14 January 1910
Château de Versailles,
Republic of France

Napoleon V had been greeting many delegates to Versailles recently, for the convention which he hoped would change the world.  It had brought so many people from across Europe, and no few from beyond the continent’s shores.  So he had given plenty of smiles, and plenty of variations of greeting.  But for this latest delegate, his smile was broad and genuine.

“Welcome to Versailles, General O’Brien,” Napoleon V said, extending his hand.

“Thank you for inviting me,” Alvar O’Brien replied, with a firm handshake.  The man looked just as young as all of the rumours about him made out.  How had a man of his age made colonel, let alone general?  It bespoke enormous talent, and no doubt plenty of luck besides.

“Of course I wanted the United States represented at this convention,” Napoleon said.  His invitation had naturally not been for O’Brien specifically.  It intrigued him more than a little that such a man whose treatment of prisoners was so... notorious would arrive for a convention such as this one.  But he was glad that the Americans had sent someone.

And he was gladder still that the man they had chosen had been O’Brien.  “I was surprised – and honoured, but also surprised – that you were chosen to represent your nation.  I understood you were busy governing... New Caledonia.”

“New Caledonia was restored to civilian rule last month,” O’Brien said.  “No need for a military governor now.  And I am glad to be here.  I’m sure that what we can achieve something great here.”

Napoleon said, “That’s my earnest hope, too.”  He gestured ahead of him.  “Let’s go and help to civilize the world.”

--

Extract from: The Encyclopaedia Recidivus (3rd edition)
Editor-in-chief Lord Percy Kelvin III
(c) 1949 New Cambridge University Press
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Versailles Convention (1910):

This landmark international treaty provided the first recognised statement of the laws of war and obligations of both belligerents and neutral powers during time of war.  It established standards for declaration and conduct of war at land and sea, provided rules for the treatment of prisoners, banned some kinds of weapons, and laid out the rights of neutrals.

The Convention was called and hosted by French President Charles Bonaparte [i.e. Napoleon V], with the explicit aim of civilizing the conduct of war and minimising unnecessary suffering.  The delegates laid out a series of separate protocols which in many cases merely standardised what had been informal European practice before that time, but which in some cases extended into new areas.  The Convention laid out the following protocols:

I: The Peaceful Resolution of International Disputes:
This protocol exhorted all signatory nations to seek peaceful resolutions of disputes were possible, and encouraged mediation by other nations to solve disputes short of war.

II: The Initiation of Hostilities:
This protocol laid out the expected procedures for declarations of war, including appropriate notifications to all relevant nations.

III: The Law and Customs of War on Land:
This protocol laid out procedures for capture and treatment of prisoners, developing truces, and treatment of the wounded.

IV: The Rights and Obligations of Neutral Powers and Persons in Case of War on Land:
This protocol established the rights and duties of neutral powers in terms of protection from invasion, not supporting one side over another, and treatment of soldiers from both sides.

V: The Conduct of Merchant Ships in Time of War
This protocol laid out the treatment of merchant ships at the commencement of hostilities and during wartime, including conducting traffic between neutral powers and belligerents.

VI: The Law and Customs of War at Sea
This protocol laid out standards for the conversion of merchant ships into warships, for the announcement and conduct of blockades, for the conducting of naval bombardment, and conditions for exercising the right of capture by both surface vessels and submersibles.

VII: The Rights and Obligations of Neutral Powers in Case of War at Sea:
This protocol established the rights and expectation for neutral nations in terms of conducting shipping and what could be declared as blockade-worthy.

VIII: The Law and Customs of War in the Sky (not ratified):
This protocol would have established strict limitations on what sky bombardment could be conducted as part of war.

IX: Restrictions on Armaments:
This protocol established restrictions on certain kinds of weapons which were deemed to be inhumane and cause unnecessary suffering, chiefly hollow-tip bullets and poison gas.

The initial signatories to the Versailles Convention were: France, Germany, Hungary, Poland, Croatia, Russia, Britain [3], Serbia, Bulgaria (with reservations), Greece, Italy, Denmark, Sweden, Norway, New England, Canada, the United States (with reservations), Argentina, Nippon and Australia.  Portugal, Castile and Aragon all ratified the Convention with two years, and many other nations have since done so.

The negotiations of the Convention involved some considerable dispute over certain aspects of warfare.  The disagreement over sky warfare eventually went unresolved, but some other arguments came close to stopping the entire convention.  The most notable area of disagreement was over the conduct of soldiers and who should be considered lawful combatants, due to the wars some of the attending nations were involved in.  The language of the convention was eventually drafted in strict terms, defining those who could be considered as soldiers of recognised nations and who fought in uniform.  Any civilians who took up arms, or those who otherwise did not fight as soldiers on behalf of a recognised sovereign nation, were not protected by the Versailles Convention.

Even within those restrictions, some nations still chose to maintain reservations over certain aspects of the convention.  The most well-known limitation to the Versailles Convention is one which continues to the present day, namely the reservation which the United States specified:

“Nothing contained in this convention shall be so construed as to imply a relinquishment by the United States of America of its traditional attitude toward purely American questions [4].”

Nevertheless, for all its limitations and reservations, the Versailles Convention represented the most widespread and successful attempt to minimise unnecessary suffering in time of war…

--

[1] President Alfonso is head of the Venezeulan government-in-exile in Australia.  In theory, Australia should be bound by the Treaty of Washington, which forbade such an action, but the Australian government has ignored this.  In effect, they’re saying that they control their own foreign policy in all particulars, despite the protocol that Kingdoms within the British Empire have their foreign policy controlled from London.

[2] The decade of 1900-1909 in OTL saw over eight million migrants to the United States from Europe.  ITTL, while the pool of potential migrants has been reduced due to greater economic opportunities in Europe, there’s still somewhere around seven million potential migrants looking for opportunities.  Immigration to the United States was declining even before the North American War, and Canada and New England are no longer attractive destinations.  With Brazil in civil war, this leaves the main target for migrants as the Southern Hemisphere nations of Australia, South Africa and Argentina, and they are receiving a large portion of the migration which in OTL went to the United States (and a bit of that which went to Canada, too).

[3] Britain signed on behalf of the Empire (as it still represented those nations in terms of foreign policy and defence), except that Australia chose to be represented and to sign on its own behalf.

[4] The United States actually included this reservation (and another on non-interference in the affairs of other states) to the OTL Hague Convention as well.  It’s just that the ‘traditional attitudes’ are slightly different ATL.

--

Decades of Darkness #137a: The Start of Wars: A New Hope?

“Dona Maria is the legitimate ruler of Brazil.  She has long been a friend of the United States, and now it is our turn to help her.  We will provide every support necessary to restore her to the throne.  With cloud-ship and rifles and courage, we will crush those rebels against the Brazilian government.  And I hope that no nation in the world will recognise these illegitimate rebels who have miscalled themselves the government of Brazil.”
- From an impromptu speech by U.S. President Charles Bull, delivered beneath the Washington Monument [1], Columbia City, 2 June 1909

--

Taken from: “Nails in the Southern Cross: The History of the Brazilian Civil War”
(c) 1950 by Professor Miksa Fenyő, Charles University of Prague
Saint Vitus Publishing: Prague, Germany
Translated by Victor Emmanuel Lopez

Introduction

The Brazilian Civil War, often called the Brazilian Revolutionary War, has often been argued as a defining moment in shaping the modern world.  As with the near-contemporaneous North American War, the Brazilian Civil War marked the development of a number of modern military developments, such as the first practical use of military radio and the first arlac versus arlac battles.  The war, particularly its early phase, can also be considered as the first modern example of a proxy war.  But most significantly of all, the war marked the beginning of the long entanglement and mutual antagonism between Germany and the United States, two of the world’s leading powers, which has been so decisive in shaping the modern world...

At the time, the Brazilian Revolution and the civil war which followed caught almost the entire world by surprise.  There had been occasional rumours of discontent in Brazil, but no more so than in most nations.  Brazil had appeared to be a tacit United States ally as the North American War drew to a close, and the expectation had been that Brazil and the United States would divide most of South America into spheres of influence after the war ended.  Instead, Brazil disintegrated, at least for the short term, as the club of Great Powers was reduced by one member.

With hindsight, the underlying instability in Brazil should have been obvious.  The Brazilian Empire had offered only a limited franchise – available to barely ten percent of the population – and its social structure had been built on inherent racism.  While not quite as rigid in its racial views as the United States, Brazil offered very few opportunities even for its free black citizens, and only an indirect political voice.  The continued presence of slavery brought about its own instabilities, with resentment in the ruling classes over the future of that institution.  Perhaps most destabilising of all, Brazil lacked internal unity amongst its geographically diverse provinces, which was readily reflected in the confused geographical divisions which formed in the opening months of the civil war.  Ironically enough, this regional instability which brought about the Brazilian Civil War would be one of the things that would be much reduced by the war itself...

--

15 June 1909
South-east of Teresina, Piauí
Brazil (Monarchist-held territory)

Sometimes, José Arámbula felt that he had been born on a horse, or near enough to it.  Growing up in the cattle country of South Durango, he had spent much of his youth riding.  Those had been wilder times, when American rule over the land had been new, and a man who knew the land could still make a living for himself without the inconvenience of either taxes or working forever in a field.

By all reports, in the old days it had been easier to be a bandit than anything else, but that was foolish these days.  Still, there had been ways aplenty to avoid hard work.  He had spent an instructive few years moving cattle from where they were to where he wanted them to be.  Until about ten years ago, he had tried one time too many to enter the wholesale meat business.  Even his connections amongst the haciendados could not save him from a brief incarceration in another place where hard work was also not required, but where horses were harder to come by.

Fortunately, Arámbula had not lost his talent for moving things, and in this case he moved himself from where he was to where he wanted to be, which was anywhere outside of those four walls.  He had left his name of Arámbula behind along with his imprisonment, and chose instead to be called Miguel Juárez, a name which Arámbula had borrowed from the judge who had sentenced him to prison.  Anglos being what they were, often unable to pronounce Hispanic names, he had become known to the world in the anglicised variant of “Mike Yarwood.”

Still often sitting atop of a horse, usually one borrowed from someone who didn’t know they were lending it to him, Arámbula had made a new name for himself as a leader of men.  Or, more precisely, as one who led them from where they were to somewhere else they wanted to be, which was often escaping from the debts which one rich man or another said they were owed.

This role was often the hardest of them all, since many anglos and the worst of the haciendados frowned on his new occupation, but over the years Arámbula had developed both a network of good connections amongst the planters and an intimate knowledge of the countryside of the Durangos, Chihuahua and Neuvo Leon.  Plenty of men who had been forced to work as peons for harsh masters found themselves working for easier ones and who were more than willing to adjust their paperwork to show that their new labourers had in fact worked for them all their lives.  A few of Arámbula’s escapees had been fortunate enough to find themselves citizenship papers and jobs amongst the militia of one planter or another.

He let out a small wistful sigh.  Those few years of running people – and still, occasional cattle – had been amongst the most enjoyable of his life.  But all things must end, after all, and those had ended as the new century turned, and the authorities became far more organised about how they recorded and tracked people.  They began to catch his trail again.

Fortunately, Arámbula had been forewarned by one of his many contacts, Governor Luis Terrazas of Chihuahua, who had once been Vice-President, and who had a very long reach.  Terrazas had not known the full extent of Arámbula’s activities – no-one did – or he probably would not have helped, but help he did.

Arámbula had time to go into hiding, and learned to read and write in English while he was at it, before it became politic to leave the country for a while.  Terrazas had helped again, and in mid-1905 “Mike Yarwood” had found himself in the Brazilian province of Piauí.  Cattle country again.  Terrazas had made a well-informed choice.

Being the sort of man he was, Arámbula had quickly built up some new connections and a part-time career in the wholesale meat business, helping cattle to get to somewhere he wanted them to be.  It had taken him only two years to fall into the rhythm of wet and dry season which dominated the caatinga country of Piauí.  Adjusting to speaking Portuguese had taken him a few months, but he had always been quick to learn things.  He had felt that he could enjoy himself here too, just like the old days.

And then the revolution came.

Far-away Rio de Janeiro might as well have been on another world for all that it mattered to Arámbula, but when the revolutionaries had announced the deposition of the Empress, things had gone out of control very quickly.  Men took up guns everywhere, and declared for the Empress or the new Republican government.

With war raging, his old quiet occupation of moving things around was no longer practical.  He had to join the army, one side or another, or else leave the country.  He didn’t want to go back to the United States, since there he might get dragged into what sounded like a much bloodier war, and so he had joined a band of men who proclaimed their loyalty to the captured Empress and her two sons.

Being in such an army made it impossible to avoid fighting altogether, although Arámbula was quick to show his fellow soldiers how to elude their pursuers on the occasions when the enemy out-numbered them.  If his side outnumbered the enemy, then of course they fought, and Arámbula had to fight with them.

One thing led to another, and he soon found himself not just with a band of men, but at the head of a band of men numbering thirty, then sixty, then two hundred.  By then, “Mike Yarwood” had won wider notice from the Imperial generals in Piauí.  The province was largely under Monarchist control, but they wanted this “brave American friend” to help them do more to secure it.  Arámbula found himself given the rank of Colonel, three thousand men on horses to command, and a lot of former American guns to arm his men as they tried to drive the remaining Republican forces from Piauí.

Arámbula managed to do that quite well for the next two years, chasing and catching Republican forces first in Piauí, then in time the western fringes of Ceará, Pernambuco and Bahia as well.  He was given command of an increasing number of soldiers, including some American volunteers, and he soon took to styling himself as a general.  He had no trouble recruiting plenty of followers for his army.

And now, after so long helping unofficially, the United States had declared open intervention in this war Arámbula was fighting.  They had sent all sorts of military ‘advisers’ to Brazil to help the Empress.  Including one middle-aged American general with a neatly-trimmed moustache who had come to ask for him in person.

“I tell you, you’ve led me on a merry chase, General Yarwood,” the other general said.  “Back and forth across the province, and I was only trying to find you to help.  I dare say that if you had been trying to avoid me, I’d never have caught you.”

Arámbula chuckled.  “No doubt, General...?”

“Pershing.  General John. J Pershing, at your service,” the American – other American, really – said.  “You’ve won quite a name for yourself back in the States.  And now we’d like to make your connection official.  Well, unofficially official, if you know what I mean.”

Arámbula raised an eyebrow by way of answer.

“Swear you into service as a General of Volunteers in the Army,” Pershing said.  “If half of the stories about you are true, you deserve to be a general in the Regulars, but one thing at a time.”

Arámbula threw back his head and laughed.  Oh, how could he explain to Pershing why he found this so amusing?  He had escaped from America as a fugitive, now he would come back someday as a hero.  “Yes, I’ll swear, gladly,” Arámbula said.

--

Taken from: “Nails in the Southern Cross: The History of the Brazilian Civil War”
(c) 1950 by Professor Miksa Fenyő, Charles University of Prague
Saint Vitus Publishing: Prague, Germany
Translated by Victor Emmanuel Lopez

The first year of the war was marked by considerable shifts of territory as both the Imperial and Republican forces tried to consolidate their positions.  The initial geographic breakdown of support for each side was extremely mixed, and it took several months for each side to gain even reasonable control of those areas which they claimed.  Far from all Brazilians were supporters of either Monarchists or Republican forces.  The most notorious of these ‘third forces’ were the messianic rebels of Bahia, but there were also separatist movements in Cisplatina and in parts of Mato Grosso [2]...

The northern provinces of Pará, Maranhão, and Piauí marked one of the more contiguous blocs of territory under the control of one side from early in the war, since these provinces largely declared for the Empress during the first month of the war.  Although there was some local opposition in parts of Maranhão, and Piauí would take some months to secure against Republican incursions from Ceará, these provinces nonetheless represented a solid base for Imperial forces.  The north also received the returning Brazilian veterans who had fought in the North American War.  These experienced soldiers would form the core of the northern Imperial forces...

The Monarchists also had considerable support in the adjacent northern regions of the province of Goiás, in that part of the province which had seen its own separatist movement for nearly a century before the outbreak of the war.  Prince Ronaldo declared that the northern parts of Goiás would be accepted as the new province of Tocantins within the Empire.  This helped to consolidate the Imperial control of the northern half of Goiás, although the Republicans gained control of the remainder of that province.

The Republicans also had strong support in north-eastern Brazil.  The provinces of Ceará, Rio Grande do Norte, Paraíba, Pernambuco, Alagoas and Sergipe were largely Republican in their orientation since the start of the war, although consolidating control would prove to be difficult since there was relatively more Imperial support in those provinces, particularly Sergipe.  Some of the interior regions of Ceará and Pernambuco saw considerable Monarchist incursions even in the first year of the war, and Sergipe would not come under full Republican control until March 1908.

No province more epitomised the divisions which the civil war brought than Bahia.  Most of the coastal areas of that province supported the Republicans; the Nabuco family, the instigators of the Brazilian Revolution, came from Salvador in Bahia.  But the messianic movements of the interior had been opposing the Brazilian government for more than a decade before the Revolution, and with the civil war they took the opportunity to announce their own independence.  These rebels would prove to be extremely difficult to subdue, as both the Republicans and Monarchists would learn at various times in the war.  The Monarchists also found some support in the western parts of Bahia...

The provinces of Espírito Santo and Rio de Janeiro formed the core of Republican support in Brazil.  Holding the capital of Rio de Janeiro itself gave the Republican forces considerable international prestige and the best claim to be the legitimate government of Brazil.  Espírito Santo itself had more Imperial sentiment from the ruling classes of that province [3], but the Republican forces had been prepared to seize that province since before the eve of the Revolution.  Their quick action and beginning to free slaves ensured that the Republicans had majority support in that province.  The border between Rio de Janeiro and Imperial-held São Paulo was quickly established as a key front-line in the war, and while both sides made gains in that area at various times, neither of them was able to force a decisive advance there in the first year of the war.

Caught between both sides, the province of Minas Gerais would see some of the largest battles of the war.  The inhabitants of that province were quite divided in their loyalties, but the deciding factor in who gained control of which regions of that province came from their proximity to both sides’ core areas of support in Republican-held Rio de Janeiro and Imperialist-ruled São Paulo.  The Republicans gained control of most of the north and east of the province, while the southwest was mainly under Imperial control.  But this province was one of the main areas of conflict, and the front lines shifted back and forth regularly...

São Paulo, Brazil’s wealthiest province, was the heartland of Imperial support in the south.  Given that it was surrounded on most sides by Republican-controlled territory, the southern Imperial forces would stand on the defensive much of the time, but even during the first year of the war São Paulo served as a base for Imperial advances into parts of Minas Gerais, Mato Grosso, and Santa Catarina.

The interior province of Mato Grosso was another sharply-divided province.  The majority of the population were pro-Republican, but the Monarchists found some support in the eastern parts of the province, and they were aided by Imperial forces from neighbouring São Paulo.  The formerly Paraguayan parts of the province also rebelled during the first year, and it would take considerable Republican effort to suppress them...

The two southern provinces of Santa Catarina and Rio Grande do Sul were also very sharply-divided, and being further from the main power bases of both sides, the divisions within those provinces would not be easily resolved.  The northern portions of Santa Catarina were brought under Imperial control with aid from São Paulo, but the remainder of that province was largely Republican-controlled.  Rio Grande do Sul would take far longer for either side to gain firm control; their conflicts would continue well past 1907.  While the Republicans probably had broader support in both provinces, they were unable to readily capitalise on that support, particularly since in the first year of the war, the Republicans also attempted to regain control of Cisplatina.

Cisplatina, Brazil’s newest province, sought to reassert its independence almost on the instant the Brazilian Revolution was announced, and it was quite effective in doing so.  The majority of the province was under the control of the secessionists within two months, and the half-hearted attempts by the Republicans to recapture the territory were rebuffed.  The main exception was the city of Colonia del Sacramento, which was the main naval base in the south of Brazil.  The Imperial control of the Brazilian Navy let them keep control of Colonia del Sacramento and its surrounding areas throughout the first year of the war...

--

16 October 1909
Noordereiland, Rotterdam
United Netherlands, German Reich

Even the cool autumn sun had managed to burn away all but remnants of the fog by the time that Kaiser Willem IV of the United Netherlands took up his vantage point on the island overlooking Rotterdam Harbour.  That pleased him; some things had to be seen in person.  Such as the greatest overseas force which Germany had ever assembled.

The ships sailed in a double line along the river Nieuwe Maas toward the distant North Sea.  The first smaller ships, the destroyers and cruisers, had already passed, to where they would form the screening force when the convoy reached the open sea.  As Willem took up his vantage point, the first of the battleships passed.  Eight of the most modern battleships in the world [i.e. *Dreadnoughts] passed two by two.  A pair of battlecruisers followed, then a series of more cruisers and destroyers.  Then came the transport ships and commandeered merchant vessels to carry the supplies.  A long line of merchant vessels, as was needed to carry the Observation Force on its long voyage which would end in Rio de Janeiro...

--

[1] Like OTL’s Washington Monument, this is named for George Washington rather than the city it resides in.  TTL’s Washington Monument includes a colonnade was well as a central obelisk, and is finished in Indiana limestone.

[2] Cisplatina is the formerly independent nation of Uruguay, annexed to Brazil in 1885, and Matto Grosso includes the former Paraguayan territory which Brazil annexed at the same time.  Although the “separatist” movements described in Matto Grosso are largely an exaggeration; the province saw general chaos rather than a concerted attempt to break free of Brazilian rule.

[3] Espírito Santo has considerable coffee plantations, where Brazil’s remaining slaves are concentrated in at the outbreak of the civil war.  There were also some sugar planters who had found themselves unable to keep their slaves, and they were more Republican in their sentiments.

--

Decades of Darkness #137b: The Start of Wars: The Reich Strikes Back

“I have a very bad feeling about this...”
- Attributed to U.S. Congressman Plutarco E. Bautista on hearing of the despatch of the German Observation Force to Brazil, 16 October 1909

--

Taken from: “Nails in the Southern Cross: The History of the Brazilian Civil War”
(c) 1950 by Professor Miksa Fenyő, Charles University of Prague
Saint Vitus Publishing: Prague, Germany
Translated by Victor Emmanuel Lopez

On the surface, the military and political status of the war at the start of 1907 appeared reasonably straightforward.  The Monarchists held the north of the country, a bloc of territory around São Paulo, and a few outposts elsewhere, while the Republicans held the east, the north-east and most of the south.  There were certainly contested areas, particularly the Jubilee rebels in the interior of Bahia, and the separatists in Cisplatina and Matto Grosso, but most external observers thought at the start of 1907 that the war would be concluded within the year, barring substantial foreign intervention.  In fact, the war would last for much longer than anyone had anticipated.

On the face of it, the Republicans controlled the greater territory and population.  Even with their difficulties subduing Bahia, it seemed unlikely that the less numerous Monarchist forces could hold them out for much longer.  Yet this ignored the considerable divisions within the Republican ranks.  For much of the war, particularly the early stages, the Republicans were a united force in name only, lacking a combined strategy or even a central command.

The roots of their division could be traced much further back than the Brazilian Revolution which began the civil war.  Imperial Brazil had been in practice a decentralised nation, with the provincial governors and other local notables running their own areas according to their preferences with only minimal central control.  The chief opposition to the Republicans came not from the relatively few remaining slaveholders of the coffee regions, but from the broader ruling classes and citizens who feared more centralised government.  More than a few Brazilian who were in themselves anti-slavery still nonetheless felt threatened by the actions of the revolutionary government in forcibly emancipating slaves [with compensation, at first].  Several provincial governors, particularly in the north and the interior of Brazil, declared for the Monarchists for this reason more than for any personal sense of loyalty to the Empress.  Even those provinces who were largely Republican in name often withheld cooperation with the Revolutionary Council in Rio de Janeiro.  In particular, the north-eastern provinces of Brazil had once sought independence [1] and now loudly advocated a Confederation of Brazil, rather than a centralised republic.

Their Imperial opponents were in practice not much more united than the Republicans, but they had at least the rudiments of a combined strategy.  Apart from the Imperial supporters involved in the inconclusive struggle to dominate the southern provinces of Santa Catarina and Rio Grande do Sul, there were two main blocs of Imperial support.  The Imperial forces in the province of São Paulo attracted the most international attention, with the presence of Prince Pedro, the elder son of Empress Maria, and who had proclaimed himself joint regent with his younger brother.  Internationally, his rule in São Paulo was usually viewed as being under the control of the coffee fazendeiros, who were thought to be fighting only to hold onto their slaves [2].  The crushing of the short-lived Comite de Defesa Proletaria in the city of São Paulo itself only added to that suspicion.

But in truth the core of Imperial support came from their other bloc of territory in the northern provinces.  While the northern provinces had a lower population, they were more united in their distrust of any centralised government.  More significantly, they had the backing of what was at the time the best military force in Brazil.  Three divisions of Brazilian soldiers had gone as volunteers to fight in the North American War.  With the outbreak of the Brazilian Revolution, they began their return.  Combined, the Águia [Eagle], Castelo [Castle] and Santa Cruz divisions comprised forty-five thousand battle-hardened men lavishly equipped with the best weapons which the United States could provide.  They would continue to receive aid from the United States throughout the war, mostly paid for by Portuguese coin or just sent as gifts.  And while the northern Imperial forces were in theory under the rule of Prince Regent Gustavo de Bragança, in practice the commands he gave were recommended by one or another of the generals of those divisions, usually Marshal Bruno Gomes [3] of the Santa Cruz.

The Imperial forces were thus divided in geography, but they had in practice a more effective combined strategy.  Their strategy was credited to the two princes, but in truth it was devised by Marshal Gomes and Admiral Roberto do Amaral.  Their strategy called for making use of Imperial naval predominance, since all but a few small ships had joined the Monarchist forces on the outbreak of war, and capitalising on the geographical division between the northern and southern Republican territories.  With the Navy cutting off supply routes, the southern Imperial forces would stage local advances where necessary, but the main pressure of attack was to be in the north.  There, the core of the Imperial forces would make a concerted attack on the northern Republicans, first against their enclaves in Piauí, then further east in a drive into Ceará.  There they hoped to secure the province, and thus to put pressure on the divided Republican forces.  Marshal Gomes reportedly said that he hoped to persuade the north-eastern provinces that their hopes of a Confederation could be more readily achieved under the Empress, and that the Rio Republicans could not be trusted....

--

4 May 1907
Near Volta Redonda
Rio de Janeiro, Brazil
(Republican-controlled territory)

Two men on a field, beneath a blazing tropical sun.  Two men with white skins which would burn so easily if not covered with flight suits and flying goggles needed for when they would climb onto their skycraft, aim them across this field which would have to do for a runway, and take them into the heavens where they belonged.  Two men who met for the first time and shook hands, and the world was changed.

“Call me Hans,” one of the men said, in Bavarian-accented German.

“Call me Luke,” the other man said, in the flat accent which English speakers often gave to German.

English, probably, but who could be sure?  Perhaps a New Englander.  Maybe even an Australian.  Hard to say, and the man who called himself Hans knew better than to ask.  The Uitlander Luft Freiwilligers [4], the UHF, had only three rules.  Kill only Royalists.  Speak only German or Portuguese.  And never, ever ask what a man had been doing before he came here.

“I’ve heard of you,” the man who called himself Luke said.  “Hans der einsame Kämpfer [Hans, the lone fighter].  You like to fly and fight solo.”

“Take off in a team, if I need,” the man who called himself Hans said.  “Fly and fight... however it works.”

“The only thing which matters in war is to win,” Luke said, in what could have been tones of agreement.  “That your skycraft?”  The probable-Englander ran his eyes over Hans’s twin-winged skycraft, and this time his voice conveyed doubt.

“Looks old, but I’ve made a few modifications,” Hans said.  “He flies well.  Trust me.”

Luke wandered over to take a closer look, and read the name labelled into the side.  “Jahrhundert Falke?”

Hans nodded.  If the other man couldn’t figure out the symbolism of the name... worse luck for him.  “Time to get skyborne and find some rebels [i.e. Royalists].”

“I like that,” Luke smiled, and turned to climb into his own skycraft.

With Luke’s back safely turned, Hans smiled to himself.  Jahrhundert Falke.  The Century Falcon.  Those fools back in the Luftritter [5] had wanted to keep him out of flying.  Well, out here, he would show them all.  A new way of flying for a new century, and his deeds here would be remembered for a hundred years.  As the ground crew started his propeller turning, the man who called himself Hans murmured, “Lets go find something to kill [6].”

--

FROM: ADMIRAL PIETER KRUGER, KINGDOM OF SOUTH AFRICA
TO: REICHS CHANCELLOR SEBASTIAN WEIGELT, FRANKFURT, GERMANY
DATE: 14 JULY 1909

HAVE RECEIVED MOST DISTURBING NEWS REGARDING SOUTH AFRICAN MERCHANT VESSEL ANNABELLE STOP THIS SHIP HAD VALUABLE SOUTH AFRICAN MILITARY PURCHASES INCLUDING FIFTY NEW STURMPANZERWAGENS STOP ANNABELLE HAS BEEN FORCIBLY BOARDED AT SEA OFF MOROCCAN COAST DURING VOYAGE TO CAPE TOWN STOP REPORTS FROM DISEMBARKED CREW NAME MUTINIED NEW ENGLAND SHIP APOLLO AS HOSTILE VESSEL STOP CREW REPORTS THAT ANNABELLE AND CARGO WILL BE ESCORTED BY APOLLO TO UNKNOWN PORT STOP THIS IS MOST DISTRESSING STOP PLEASE ADVISE OF GERMANY’S RESPONSE STOP

--

FROM: REICHS CHANCELLOR SEBASTIAN WEIGELT
TO: ADMIRAL PIETER KRUGER, CAPE TOWN, SOUTH AFRICA 
DATE: 16 JULY 1909

HAVE RECEIVED CONFIRMATION OF SEIZURE OF SHIP ANNABELLE AND CARGO STOP LIBERIAN AND NEW ENGLAND GOVERNMENTS BOTH DENY ANY KNOWLEDGE OR APPROVAL OF MUTINEERS ACTIONS STOP APOLLO REPORTEDLY BOUND FOR SALVADOR, BAHIA, BRAZIL STOP ALL MILITARY CARGO INCLUDING STURMPANZERWAGENS LIKELY TO FALL INTO BRAZILIAN HANDS STOP CONTINUED STATE OF UNREST IN BRAZIL MAKES RECOVERY OF ANNABELLES CARGO OR PUNISHMENT OF MUTINEERS MOST UNLIKELY STOP AS SIGN OF WARMTH AND TRUST BETWEEN GERMANY AND SOUTH AFRICA GERMAN GOVERNMENT WILL REFUND COST OF ALL CARGO ON ANNABELLE TO YOUR GOVERNMENT STOP PLEASE CONVEY MY BEST WISHES TO YOUR KING AND PRIME MINISTER STOP

--

Taken from: “Nails in the Southern Cross: The History of the Brazilian Civil War”
(c) 1950 by Professor Miksa Fenyő, Charles University of Prague
Saint Vitus Publishing: Prague, Germany
Translated by Victor Emmanuel Lopez

The course of the war in 1907 did not bring full satisfaction to either side.  Both sides found their plans hindered by the strain placed on logistics by the poor transportation networks in Brazil, although the Republicans had more difficulties due to their continued lack of a navy.  Most campaigning could only take place during the dry season, which in most of Brazil runs from April to September, but even during those times the poor roads made major campaigns difficult.

In the north, the Imperial forces had most success, although their intended strategy of pressuring the north-eastern provinces to switch sides produced no notable results.  Marshal Gomes reformed most of his three divisions into a new army he called “Espadas do Norte”, the Swords of the North [7], and organised a drive to the east.  The Republicans were driven from their last strongholds in Piauí (although raids would continue) and the Imperial forces pushed into Ceará.  But despite gaining some territory in the west and south-west, they could not come close to the capital at Fortaleza.  Yet while Gomes’s forces gained the most ground, the most recognition was won by the ex-American Colonel Miguel Juarez, who was better-known internationally in the anglicised variant Mike Yarwood.  Yarwood’s dashing cavalry raids took him through Piauí and into southern Ceará and western Pernambuco.

For their part, the northern Republicans had two main aims in 1907.  They wanted to secure the remaining Monarchist strongholds in Sergipe, and they planned to crush the Jubilee rebels in interior Bahia and thus gain access to the Rio São Francisco, which would allow them easier connections to southern Republican territory.  They were mostly successful in defeating the Monarchist forces in Sergipe, although Ilha das Flores would hold out until the following year.  They would have no such success against the Jubilee rebels of Bahia.  The messianic communities – “farms” – of Bahia were well-organised, determined, and proved to be very difficult to subdue.  Every farm captured usually cost the lives of several thousand Republican soldiers, and even by the end of the year, the Republicans seemed no closer to securing control of Bahia’s dry interior.

The struggle between the southern Republican and Imperial forces continued throughout 1907 without a clear-cut winner.  The difficulties of moving and supplying large armies over the expanses of Brazil was nowhere more clearly demonstrated than the contest for dominance of Minas Gerais.  The Imperial forces made raids as far as Pirapora on the São Francisco, but were only able to consolidate a small part of their gains in the southwest of the province.  Closer to the coast, the Republican forces won a series of victories in south-eastern Minas Gerais and parts of São Paulo, most notably the Battle of São Lourenço in Minas Gerais, but again were able to consolidate only a small part of their gains.

The more southerly parts of Brazil showed the most gains for the Republicans in 1907.  Although they had for practical purposes given up on recapturing Cisplatina by halfway through the year, they gained control of most of Rio Grande do Sul and pushed from Santa Catarina into southern São Paulo.  They were assisted in these endeavours because the southern Imperial forces did not always make the most effective use of their naval control.  Although they were able to move men and supplies between São Paulo and the northern provinces, they did not focus on supporting the remaining Imperial forces in Rio Grande do Sul, which helped the Republicans to consolidate their control there.  Most of the southern Imperial naval power was diverted to a futile effort to keep Colonia de Sacramento, their last outpost in Cisplatina, from falling into separatist hands.  The Argentine-supported Cisplatinians had the city under siege for most of the year, and it finally capitulated in October 1907...

The course of the war in 1907 become more complicated by increasing foreign intervention, usually undeclared.  Portugal, which had made no secret of its support for the Empress out of a sense of family honour [8], had been sending money and supplies to the Imperial forces since the early days of the war.  America had sent a small number of volunteers, and allowed the Imperial forces to purchase war surplus weaponry at cheap prices.  In November 1907, this aid became more open when the United States sold two cloud-ships and three battleships, the Zacatecas, Sonora, and Guatemala [9] to the Brazilian forces, although the price was in fact largely paid for with Portuguese money.

On the Republican side, international aid was slower in coming, and sometimes had difficulty arriving due to the Imperial Navy.  But the Republicans received a steady stream of volunteers from Germany, Britain, and Italy, with smaller numbers from New England, France and Hellas, among other places.  Military aid was also comparatively smaller, but included considerable amounts of small arms, and a few German-built skycraft.

In 1907, the first direct intervention, also undeclared, came from Brazil’s neighbours.  Argentina sent a few batteries of heavy artillery to the Cisplatinian separatists to help them to capture Colonia de Sacramento.  Paraguay intervened in a larger way, with Paraguayan troops reportedly first crossing the border to Matto Grosso in February 1907 to help the separatists in that province who were seeking readmission with Paraguay.  In truth, there were very few of these, as most of the population’s inhabitants were recent Brazilian migrants, but this provided the Paraguayans with a figleaf of justification.  The Paraguayans in effective control of most of their former territory in Matto Grosso by September...

--

25 December 1909
DOK [10] Headquarters
Outside Rio de Janeiro,
Brazil (Republican-held territory)

General Helmuth Hans Ludwig von Moltke had to work to keep from showing a smile on his face.  This was Christmas, no less, and it was meant to be a time of joy.  He had plenty to be happy about, come to that.  Including the reason for this meeting with the representatives of both sides in the Brazilian Civil War.  This message would need to be delivered by someone with a straight face, and it had to come from him, as the commander.

Four men, to hear his message.  Two of them, of course, already knew what he was going to say, and what he really meant.  Marshal Floriano Peixoto, the elderly but distinguished man who was the closest things the Republicans had to a central commander and General Lúcio Nabuco, instigator of the Brazilian Revolution, knew well what his force’s arrival meant.  They, at least, didn’t bother to hide their smiles.

The other two men looked distinctly less happy to be here.  Von Moltke rose to shake hands with each of them, as if unaware of their discomfort.  Through his interpreter, Augusto de Campos said, “I greet you in the name of the Empress Maria and Governor Manuel Ferraz de Campos Salles of São Paulo.”  As far as von Moltke could gauge de Campos’s words in a language he could not understand, de Campos would rather be saying those in the other order.

“Emile Rivers,” the last visitor said, in German.  At least he had that much courtesy.  “American consul in São Paulo.  Here to find out what has prompted this unexpected German action.”

“Thank you for coming, gentleman,” von Moltke said to the room as a whole.  “As Mr Rivers has mentioned, you are here to hear why Germany has despatched the Observation Force to Brazil.”  Well, that had been announced from Frankfurt already, but they were to hear how von Moltke would carry out his mandate.  “As His Majesty the Holy Roman Emperor stated, “German blood must be protected.”  My first mandate here is to protect the lives of German citizens currently in Brazil or sailing through its waters.  And people of German descent who are resident in this nation.”

There were plenty of German immigrants to Brazil, especially in the southern provinces, but the main German citizens who needed protecting were those who were currently taking part in the civil war.  If de Campos and Rivers could not figure that one out, it would be their own loss.  “To do this, I will deploy the Observation Force anywhere it becomes necessary to offer such protection.  And, of course, I am also here to preserve German commerce.  As such, I will use our naval forces to protect German merchant vessels – and other international shipping – which happens to be in Brazilian waters.”

“Even in those areas were we have declared a blockade?” de Campos demanded.  “We have-”  The interpreter fell silent at von Moltke’s upraised hand.

“You, or your countrymen, have sunk German merchant vessels,” von Moltke interrupted.  Only one which he could prove, but that was enough.  “Declaring a blockade does not give you the right to take German lives.  As such, I cannot recognise the validity of any blockade you declare, and Germany reserves the right to send its navy anywhere necessary to ensure the safety of its citizens.”

“That is violating the sovereignty of the legitimate government of Brazil,” Rivers said.  “My government will be displeased at this course of events.  It comes close to a declaration of war on Brazil.”

“Not in the slightest,” von Moltke said.  “Germany is neutral in this dispute.  German forces will not participate in battles between Royalist and Republican forces, on either side.  However, if we are attacked, we will of course defend ourselves.  And in the course of preserving law and order and the safety of our citizens, we will suppress any bandits we encounter who seek to take aim of the current civil unrest in Brazil to prey on commerce and our citizens.  We are here to maintain security, nothing more.”

He rose.  “Thank you for coming, gentleman.”  Of course, it had been harder for some to come than others.  The Republicans would recognise the diplomatic immunity of Emile Rivers, but de Campos had required a safe-conduct before his arrival.  “I hope that Germany’s contribution here may ease the bloodshed.  And may I also take the time to wish each of you a merry Christmas.”

--

[1] A reference to the Confederation of the Equator, which both in OTL and ATL attempted to form an independent nation out of Brazil’s north-eastern provinces in 1824.

[2] Which, of course, a lot of them were, but there was plenty of Imperial support from non-slaveholders, too.  Some from loyalty to the Empress, but more from distrust of any government in Rio de Janeiro.

[3] Gomes was a Brazilian hero of the War of the Quadruple Alliance (See posts #88 and #89.)  Although he only led one division during the North American War, he was Brazil’s most senior and most respected soldier in that fight.

[4] Loosely translated, the Outlander Sky Volunteers.

[5] In pre-NAW Germany, various German aristocrats established flying clubs, the most famous and exclusive of which was the Luftritter, the Sky Knights.  They continue to dominate the slowly developing German flight industry post-war, leaving men like Hans believing that they will find better opportunities elsewhere.  Thanks also go to Scarecrow for suggesting the idea of the Luftritter.

[6] In fact, the main duty of the volunteer Republican sky force in 1907 is reconnaissance and occasional strafing and bombing, rather than the enemy skycraft which he hopes to find, since they Monarchists don’t really have many enemy skycraft to fight yet.  But that doesn’t stop Hans hoping to find one.

[7] Marshal Gomes fought with “Monty” in the North American War (of First Sword Army fame), and some of his attitudes seem to have rubbed off.

[8] Portugal is still a monarchy under the Braganca dynasty, and thus its government feels honour-bound to support Brazil (to say nothing of the favourable trade terms they’d received from Imperial Brazil).

[9] This is less generous in military aid than it might seem, since the cloud-ships in question were obsolete and being replaced by newer, helium-filled models, and the battleships were obsolete pre-Vanguards which were sold for only a little above the price they would have received as scrap metal.

[10] DOK stands for “Deutsche Observations Kraft”, i.e. the German Observation Force.  Thanks also go to Andrew Donelson for suggesting some of the activities of the German Observation Force.

--

Decades of Darkness #137c: The Start of Wars: The Return of the JD-Is

“Civil war?  What does that mean?  Is there any foreign war?  Isn't every war fought between men, between brothers?”
- Victor Hugo, French-American writer and poet

--

Taken from: “Nails in the Southern Cross: The History of the Brazilian Civil War”
(c) 1950 by Professor Miksa Fenyő, Charles University of Prague
Saint Vitus Publishing: Prague, Germany
Translated by Victor Emmanuel Lopez

The course of the war in 1908 brought home to both sides, including their would-be foreign allies, the difficulty of waging war in a country the size of Europe [1] but which lacked reliable transportation links.  Despite some large-scale battles, both sides found it difficult to consolidate their control on new territory even after victories, except at the most local level.  While both sides made some gains of territory, the status of the war at the end of 1908 was much as it had been when the year started: hanging in the balance...

The most co-ordinated forces in 1908, as in the previous year, were the northern Imperial armies under the nominal command of Prince Regent Gustavo de Bragança, but the effective control of Marshal Bruno Gomes.  Gomes’s forces advanced deep into the province of Ceará during the year.  While they were unable to unable to capture the provincial capital of Fortaleza, they reached the coast east of the city in October, cutting Fortaleza off from resupply and putting pressure on the provincial government to make an accommodation with the Monarchists.  Further south, the Imperial forces under General Yarwood made more dramatic gains for a time, with pushes into much of western Pernambuco, but they were unable to secure much of that territory.  The Monarchists also made some small but significant gains in Bahia, clearing the Jubilee rebels from west of the Rio São Francisco, culminating in the capture of Ibotirama in late September, bare weeks before the rainy season brought a stop to most military action.

For their part, the northern Republican forces could best describe 1908 as the year of missed opportunities.  Their focus continued to be on defeating the Army of the Jubilee in the province of Bahia, with the hope of re-uniting their geographically divided forces, but this hope proved illusory.  The Republicans did defeat several more of the messianic farms in the north-east of Bahia, but by the dry season’s end they were no closer to securing control of the São Francisco...

The Republican forces had more success in Minas Gerais and Rio de Janeiro.  They succeeding in driving the Imperial forces out of most of southern Minas Gerais, and even advanced into parts of São Paulo.  These gains were counter-balanced by Imperial advances further into western Minas Gerais.  In southern Brazil, however, the Republicans made their greatest gains.  The last of the Imperial forces were subdued in Rio Grande do Sul, although the Cisplatinian separatists continued to hold part of the province, and the Republicans captured the city of Curitiba in São Paulo...

The international intervention in the war also became open in 1908.  In April, the U.S. government abandoned its pretence of selling supplies to the Monarchists and started sending open military aid.  Most notoriously, this aid included half a dozen sea wolves [submarines], complete with volunteer American crews.  Paraguay continued its unofficial occupation of its former territory in Matto Grosso, and extended this campaign to parts of the Gran Chaco region.  The continuing chaos in the Brazilian province of Matto Grosso also encouraged Charcas to send troops into Brazilian territory in 1908, although with less success than Paraguay due to the difficulty of conducting operations in the arid Gran Chaco.  The nations of Europe also increased their aid to the Republicans, although less of this was acknowledged.  Germany continued to rely on sending volunteers and discreet aid, although Hellas admitted its own support openly.

But perhaps the most portentous announcement came from the nations of the Amistad [2].  On 21 June, after the fall of Curitiba, the Amistad announced joint diplomatic recognition of the Cisplatinian rebels as the restored nation of Uruguay, and opened discussions for admitting it to their alliance.  On the same day, they made another far-reaching announcement.  The Amistad had used British army and naval advisers to modernise their armed forces since the formation of the alliance, but they now proclaimed a new series of military reforms using German military advisers.

For its part, the new nation of Uruguay announced that it would continue to occupy those parts of Rio Grande do Sul that it held until “the present situation in Brazil is resolved and a new border can be negotiated.”  The Republicans did not openly recognise the new government of Uruguay, but provided de facto recognition by ceasing all attacks onto Uruguayan-held territory.

--

6 November 1908
Above Rio de Janeiro
Brazil (Republican-held territory)

Three cloud-ships moved through the sky above the Brazilian capital, silvery ghosts in the evening light.  If they’d been expecting opposition, they would have come at night.  But the fools must have decided that without opponents, they could bomb during the day to improve their accuracy.

“Fools are the best sort of enemies to have,” murmured the man who called himself Luke.  He wished sometimes that his previous enemies had been fools.  But whatever else could be said about the Jackals, buffoons they were not.  Wanted posters had still decorated Asbury Park in New Jersey when Luke had fled.  Posters which showed the moustache he no longer had, and a name which he no longer answered to.  The war against the Jackals would still go on, but for now he had to carry it out elsewhere.

And right now, it looked like he could do a good job of continuing it.  He lurked in his skyrider in the clouds above the cloud-ships, waiting for them to come to him.  Luke had found that this worked well against other skyborne opponents, too.  But it seemed especially appropriate to hide from cloud-ships in the very things which gave them their name.

The position was perfect; the cloud-ships were below him and moving slower, as they always did.  Someone on the left-most cloud-ship saw him as he began his dive, and the flashes of a Hoover [machine gun] erupted from that cloud-ship.  So, the enemy weren’t complete fools.  But they were far too late.  His skyrider’s own Hoovers were loaded with the same incendiary bullets which had been developed during the dying days of the North American war, and which could be put to good use here.  Luke had his finger on the trigger as his two wing-mounted Hoovers raked twin lines of fire from end to end of the central cloud-ship.

And the fiery bullets worked.  Oh, yes, they worked!  Flames were already falling from the front of the cloud-ship before Luke swept past them into the night sky.  He turned his skyrider around for another pass, just in case, but the surviving cloud-ships were already too far ahead and heading downwind.

The one he had shot, though, was now a pillar of smoke and flames crashing back down to earth.  He’d heard that most cloud-ships back in the Jackals’ home country were now filled with solisium [helium] rather than hydrogen, and would not ignite so easily.  But that gas was more expensive and gave less lift, so they must have gambled on using hydrogen here.  More fool them, and better luck for him.  Luke kept smiling the whole trip back to the skybase.

“Great work, kid!” Hans the Lone Hunter announced, once they were both landed.  “And I’ll be damned if that doesn’t deserve a better name for you.”

Luke just grinned.  Most of the UHF had acquired nicknames for themselves, one way or another.  Sidewinder, who struck his enemies when they were least expecting it.  Handsome Pete, the ugliest man Luke had ever seen, with a face which wouldn’t look out of place on a horse’s backside.  And Lufthaai, as he preferred to be called, or Sky Shark, as Luke thought of him.  But so far, the man who called himself Luke hadn’t managed to acquire one.

“Only one name for you, if you jumped those gasbags like that.  Hello, Luke Cloudstalker.”

Luke’s grin grew so wide he wondered if he would split open his face.

--

Taken from: “Nails in the Southern Cross: The History of the Brazilian Civil War”
(c) 1950 by Professor Miksa Fenyő, Charles University of Prague
Saint Vitus Publishing: Prague, Germany
Translated by Victor Emmanuel Lopez

During 1909, the foreign intervention in the war became far more widespread, with direct actions by both Germany and the United States.  That year saw the inauguration of a new American President, Charles Bull, who was far more determined to intervene in Brazil.  For the first time, American soldiers fought openly in Brazil, without even the fig-leaf of justification offered by being called volunteers.  The first dramatic demonstration of this came with the actions of American special forces, the Jaguars, in freeing Empress Maria from Republican hands, and delivering her via U.S.-flagged cloud-ship to São Luís, Maranhão, which she quickly established as the new Imperial capital.  Further open American involvement came from the despatch of a number of American-flagged cloud-ships and sea wolves, this time even without being classed as volunteers.  The U.S. sent only relatively small numbers of ground forces, most notably a regiment of artillery to assist in capturing besieged Fortaleza, and a consignment of thirty of the first major American-built arlacs [tanks].  But during the year, America began to swear some of its previous “volunteers” into official military service as volunteer soldiers, starting with General Yarwood...

Germany’s own direct intervention was slower in building, and included a number of subterfuges before it came to open involvement.  The most notorious of these was the staged piracy of a merchant vessel carrying military cargo, including fifty early Jäger-Doter Model-I panzers (JD-Is), which were delivered to Republican forces at Salvador, Bahia.  Despite apparently vigorous protests, those panzers were never returned to Germany.

The pressure for open German intervention came from growing concerns over the deaths of a number of German citizens.  Some of these were volunteers in Republican service, who could have been argued to have accepted the risks, but some German private citizens had also been killed in the course of conducting business in Brazil.  The people of German descent in the southern Brazilian provinces were also under threat, and people remembered how Germany had not been able to intervene in the previous instance of such threats [3].  But the crucial moment came from the sinking of the German merchant vessel Raetia, which was torpedoed without warning by a Brazilian sea wolf off Rio de Janeiro, within the Imperial-declared blockade zone.  Despite the court-martial of the Brazilian commander and a personal apology from Empress Maria, Germany announced its own intervention in the form of the German Observation Force.

The Observation Force was officially neutral in the war, with its ostensible purpose as the protection of the lives and property of all foreign citizens within Brazil, not just Germans.  In practice, its actions were carefully calculated to benefit the Republican forces.  Supplies were convoyed between Republican-held ports in German-flagged merchant vessels, escorted by Krijgmarine ships, in order to “prevent loss of life and ensure uninterrupted commerce.”  The soldiers under General Helmuth von Moltke, nicknamed “the Father” by his men [4], would arrive to patrol newly-captured Republican territory just after a battle, effectively preventing Imperial counter-attacks.  The Observation Force received copious supplies of materiel from Germany, including valuable Güterwagens [trucks].  Many of these supplies were reported missing and ended up in Republican hands...

--

Taken from: “Blood and Iron: The Concise Encyclopaedia of Military History”
(c) 1949 General D. Hanson (retd)
Vanderbilt Press
New York City: New England

Battle of Pilão Arcado (12 July 1910)

A relatively minor battle in the Brazilian Civil War, Pilão Arcado is notable as the first military engagement which saw the use of arlacs on both sides [5].  The battle was fought as part of a push by Republican forces who had used German-built arlacs to break the messianic resistance in the province of Bahia.  Some of their advance forces came into contact with Royalist forces driving across Bahia from the west, and they fought an unplanned battle outside the city of Pilão Arcado on 12 July.  The result was a battlefield draw but the withdrawal of the under-supplied Imperial forces from the environs of Pilão Arcado over the next few days.  The battle would go largely unnoticed if not for the clash of about fifteen JD Model-I arlacs against ten American-built General Mahan model arlacs [6].  The General Mahans were a lighter design and, while more manoeuvrable than the JD-Is, were effectively outgunned.  Combat losses were five General Mahans against three JD-Is, enough for Germany to loudly proclaim the battle as proof of the superiority of German military engineering [7].  While the clash had few immediate effects on the Brazilian Civil War, the first arlac-versus-arlac engagement lead to a revolution in arlac construction as nations tried to develop vehicles which could fight each other as well as support infantry actions...

--

[1] Like most *German authors, Professor Miksa Fenyő regards Europe as ending at the Russian border.

[2] The Amistad is a mutual defensive pact between Argentina, Charcas [Bolivia], Paraguay and Peru.

[3] i.e. during the *Boer War.

[4] In German, Der Vater.

[5] The United States didn’t build any meaningful numbers of *tanks during the North American War, and the few rushed models were built too late to be deployed in combat.

[6] The JD-Is are closest to OTL’s British Medium Mark C Hornet.  The U.S. General Mahans are similar to a steam-powered, heavier version of the French Renault FT-17.

[7] Even though the Germans were officially disapproving of the actions of their *tanks, they were hardly likely to stay quiet about something like this.

--

Decades of Darkness #138a: Call of the Kulullu

Credit for this post on the history of art and literature in the DoD timeline goes to Scarecrow, who wrote most of it apart from some editorial changes.

--

“The beast turned to me, and spoke in a voice that chilled the blood and turned the stomach.  ‘You have caused this misery, this death and destruction. You yourself summoned me here. Gaze upon my eye and fulfil your destiny.’ And so I gazed upon the eye, the terrible Red Eye of Yog-Silloth [1], and madness entered my soul. And I was powerless to stop it.”
- Fields of Madness, L.H. Philips

“The Nowhere Nightclub: the greatest hive of sin, crime and debauchery.  It is a pestilence on this city, where anarchists, socialists, atheists, sodomites and artists mix with the naive and curious.  Its lewd burlesque acts are a cancer on Boston.”
- Richard J. O’Connell, Catholic Archbishop of Boston, in a 1908 sermon

--

Taken from: “Effects of the North American War”
A series of lecture notes used by Professor Shawn Passmore in 1941 at the Macquarie Institute of Technology (MIT), Liverpool [Melbourne], Australia

Part Four: Cultural changes, 1906-1920

The Raven Movement

The Raven movement emerged against the backdrop of the shared experience of a generation shaped by the North American War.  Many artists and writers saw this war as nothing more than insane butchery writ large; often it was called “mankind’s collective homicide.”

This revulsion to the war was widespread, as demonstrated by the international scope of the Raven movement.  Ravenism began independently in Boston and Kingston, but soon emerged across the Atlantic in Paris, London and Frankfurt, among other cities.  It even found a smaller but receptive audience in the United States.

The movement was more of a collective attitude than a single identifiable style.  As Simone Charlet, the founder of the later Transcendentalist movement, commented, “Synthesism was a school of painting, Dynamism a political movement, but being a Raven is a state of mind [2].”

The Ravens believed that reason and logic had been responsible for the disasters of war, and concluded that the only route to salvation was through political anarchy, the irrational, and the intuitive.  Therefore, an element of absurdity is an integral part of the movement, which is even reflected in its name.  The Ravens were called thus in reference to the most famous poem by E. Allan Poe, who was celebrated within New England but barely heard of outside of it, in which he laments the loss of life on the battlefield, and proclaims that the only winners in the war are the ravens.

Further, the pessimism and disgust of these artists surfaced in their disdain for convention or tradition, characterised by a concerted and sustained attempt to undermine cherished notions and assumptions about art.  Because of this destructive dimension, art historians often describe Ravenism as a nihilistic enterprise.  Indeed, the Ravens’ contempt for all traditional and established values, and their derisive iconoclasm, resonates through their numerous manifestos and declarations of intent.  For instance, as the prominent Raven Felix Frankfurter wrote in “This Is Not Art”:

“Just as on the battlefield the raven will pluck at the flesh of the bodies of the dead, so we pluck at the dead forms of art and society, from the dead form of Momentism to the rotting carcass of bourgeois ideals of the middle class.  We oppose the ideals of the old. Where art embraces aesthetics, we dispose of them.  While art can be interpreted, our anti-art has no meaning, and thus cannot be interpreted.  We believe that as in life, art does not have any meaning.  We do not try to interpret the chaos of our times, but embrace it…”

Although cynicism and pessimism underlay Ravenism, what developed was phenomenally influential.  By attacking convention and logic, Raven artists unlocked new avenues for creative invention, thereby fostering a more serious examination of the basic premises of art than had prior movements.  Although they defined themselves as anti-art, the Raven art movement was extraordinarily avant-garde and tremendously liberating in its subversiveness.

Although originally prompted by horror and disgust with war and modern society, an undercurrent of humour and whimsy, often sardonic and irreverent, runs through much of their art.  For instance, David Salzar painted moustaches and goatees on a print of Leonardo da Vinci’s “The Last Supper.”  When the Quebecois painter François Thibault, Salzar’s collaborator in moulding the Raven movement in Paris, was asked by the director of the Louvre to present an exhibition of Raven art, Thibault set up an elaborate maze of arrows and directions, which led the patrons to the public toilets of the Louvre.

In their emphasis on the spontaneous and intuitive, the Ravens paralleled the psychological views of Carl Jung [3] and others.  Particularly interested in the exploration of the unconscious that Jung promoted, the Ravens believed that art was an immensely practical means of self-revelation and catharsis.  In addition, they were convinced that the images arising out of the subconscious mind had a truth of their own, independent of conventional vision.  The filmmaker Jonathon Buchanan offered perhaps the best summary of the attitude of the Ravens:

“Possessed, as we were, of the ability to entrust ourselves to “chance,” to our conscious as well as our unconscious minds, we became a sort of public secret society... we laughed at everything.  But laughter was only the expression of our new discoveries, not their essence and not their purpose.  Pandemonium, destruction, anarchy, anti-everything of the recent war.  How could Ravenism have been anything but destructive, aggressive, and insolent, on principle and with gusto [4]?”

--

Taken from: “L.H. Philips: A life in the presence of the Great Gods”
(c) 1949 by Edward Wood
Arkham House [5]: Boston, New England.

Lewis Herbert Philips was born on 31 August 1887, into the wealthy Philips family of Rhode Island.  His father Adam Philips had a minor role in the family company, and he could trace his lineage back to Providence Plantation.  His mother Jessica Strangelove was the daughter of German immigrants who had arrived in New England in the late 1850s.

Raised at home until the age of ten, Lewis demonstrated a precocious talent for reading even before he was of school age.  In 1898, tragedy struck when Adam Philips was bitten by a spider (believed to have been a black widow) and died.  It is now believed that Adam was mad, but that his father relegated him to a clerking job in his company rather than have the shame of having a son sent to an asylum.

When he died, Adam Philips left no inheritance for his wife or young Lewis, instead leaving all his possessions including his house to the Rhode Island Egg Council.  Lewis and his mother had to move into a smaller house in Providence, and the rest of the Philips family cut them off from nearly all contact.  Jessica had to take up work as a seamstress to put Lewis through school, and became a heavy drinker to drown her sorrows.  Continually distraught over the loss of her husband, she would often dress Lewis in his father’s clothes and lock in his room for days on end.  During these periods of torment Lewis developed the arachnophobia which would so heavily influence the rest of his life.

At the age of sixteen, Lewis left school and took a job at the local grocery store.  His natural talents began to come to the fore when he started to write letters and articles for Providence’s newspapers.  When war was declared in 1905, Jessica forbade Lewis from enlisting, and locked him in his room when he protested.  Determined to escape from his mother’s control, Lewis broke through his window, shimmied down a drainpipe to the street, and from there walked straight to the nearest enlistment office [6].

Lewis was assigned to the Providence 2nd Infantry Division (the Chicken Chasers).  They were shipped to the New Jersey front in October 1905, where they took part in the successful Battle of Second Picton.  In January 1906, when the front had largely stagnated, Lewis was injured in an American bombardment.  He had to be removed from the front and taken to New York for medical treatment.  It is there that he is believed to have become addicted to morphine...

--

Excerpt from: “The Letters of L.H. Philip”
Edited by Mark Hansen
(c) 1947 Arkham House: Boston, New England

17 February 1906

... I have been in this hellhole of a hospital for almost a month now, yet my arm shows no sign of healing, and so I must lie here and listen to the pain-filled moans of other patients.  My only comfort is the release that morphine provides, and in the conversation with my fellow patients.  The most recent addition to our ward is actually a prisoner of war who is kept under guard a lot of the time, but who shows no interest in trying to escape.  He’s a Brazilian who answers only to the name of Alberto.  Despite being an enemy, he’s also been a good sport about being captured.  He talks mostly about things that fly, and he sounds fascinated both by American cloud-ships and our own sky-riders.  But he’s never managed to talk his way onto flying one of them yet.

A doctor saw me today, and said that I should only need to wait another couple of weeks before I can get back to the front.  The food here is terrible, all scraps and porridge and broth.  I wonder how it would be back in dear Providence?  More or less the same one would imagine, perhaps worse.  American cloud-ships have bombed Boston and Hartford, and no doubt, a bomb or two has fallen on my dear hometown...

--

Taken from: “L.H. Philips: A life in the presence of the Great Gods”
(c) 1949 by Edward Wood
Arkham House [5]: Boston, New England.

Lewis returned to the front in early May, and rarely for soldiers at the time, he rejoined his original unit.  He took part in the Twenty Days, where he was among the Allied soldiers who recaptured Woodbridge, only to be driven back in the American counteroffensive which followed.  He was among the soldiers temporarily trapped in the New Jersey pocket, although he was among those who escaped, too.  He was stationed in New York until the city surrendered in September.  After the Armistice and the Treaty of Washington, the Chicken Chasers were disbanded and sent home.

When Lewis returned to Providence, he found that everything had changed.  Not long after he left, his mother had sunk into depression, taken ill, and eventually died.  Most of his neighbours blamed Lewis’s sudden disappearance as the reason for her death.  He sought refuge with his father’s family, who allowed him to stay in the mansion for a month.  But they soon wished to be rid of the lonely, strange and depressed Lewis, and his grandfather sent him to Boston to live with his two distant great-aunts.

One of his aunt’s sons ran a restaurant, and gave Lewis a job cleaning dishes.  Dissatisfied with the work, Lewis returned to his old hobby of writing in his spare time, where he expanded old Gothic ideas from before the war.  Even the frequently morose and loner Lewis could not fail to notice the political upheaval around him, and through this he came into contact with the Nowhere Nightclub, the Ravens, and the magazine Weird Tales…

--

13 September 1907
The Nowhere Nightclub
Boston, Massachusetts
Republic of New England

Manfred Raymond closed the door of his office and looked at the small pile of manuscripts sitting on his desk.  He had had high hopes once he started as founder, editor and production manager of Weird Tales, but had quickly found out about the endless amount of work involved in managing a magazine.  Not to mention Boston’s lacklustre response to the magazine.  The inner circle of Ravens and the most dedicated Nowhere Nightclub patrons had bought the poorly printed first two issues of the Raven magazine, but apart from that, it hadn’t sold much from the Nightclub’s kiosk.

At first the idea of a magazine had seemed promising.  It would be a way to expand Raven literature and provide reviews for the burlesque acts and Raven plays.  But most of what had been written just... didn’t work.  He flicked through the manuscripts, and found his expectations confirmed.  There were a couple of god-awful poems, a short story about a town in occupied New Jersey where everyone committed suicide a day before the armistice, and one vaguely promising one about ghosts formed out of the gas of cloud-ships, all written by the usual suspects.  He set the last of those aside to have a more detailed look later, then turned to the final manuscript.

It read “The Mirror”, by one L.H. Philips.  At least the name was unfamiliar; a new contributor would be useful.  Half-heartedly, Manfred started to flick through the pages, but he quickly became engrossed in the story.  In the tale, an unnamed man inherited a strange mirror from his grandfather. When he gazed into the mirror one night, he saw a monster within the mirror.  The monster promised him eternal life, if he were to perform an occult ceremony around the mirror.  When the man did so, he and the monster traded places, and he was forced to inhabit the mirror for all eternity.

Manfred smiled.  The story was strange, slightly disturbing, and would no doubt upset the establishment.  Not to mention well-written in a way which might have broader appeal than the previous stories.  He started to write a reply to Philips...

--

Taken from: “L.H. Philips: A life in the presence of the Great Gods”
(c) 1949 by Edward Wood
Arkham House [5]: Boston, New England.

Lewis’s first published work was his short story The Mirror, in the third issue of the Raven magazine Weird Tales.  Lewis is usually credited with beginning the explosion of Raven literature, and for dramatically increasing circulation of Weird Tales.  The third issue of Weird Tales sold out in a week, when the first two issues could not be moved from the shelves.  The third issue is now a sought-after collector’s item.

In 1907 and 1908, Lewis wrote seventeen gothic horror tales to Weird Tales, which were regarded as similar calibre to The Mirror.  Weird Tales’ circulation grew from several thousand to almost a quarter of a million, and Lewis was taken on as a full-time writer for the magazine.  The magazine could be found as far away as London and Frankfurt, and in the former city a group of artists had founded their own Raven-like group, where they called themselves the Anti-Artists.

In March 1909, Lewis wrote the short story that would become the turning point of his career: The Fields of Madness...

--

Taken from: “Yellow’s Notes on Philips’s The Fields of Madness” [7]
(c) 1953 Sovereign Publishing Company: Retief [Pretoria], South Africa

Introduction

By far his most popular and widely-read short story, The Fields of Madness represents Philips at the end of his gothic horror phase, and the beginning of the cosmic horror phase which would last until his death.  Fields can be read as having a strong pacifist leaning, especially since it is set during the North American War (1905-1906).  Philips himself served in that war, and was permanently scarred both physically and mentally by the experience.

As usual for Philips’ early writings, the protagonist of Fields is unnamed.  Judging from his letters, he cast himself in the central role in The Fields of Madness.  In one sense it is autobiographical, but in a stronger sense it appears to have been a tribute to E. Allan Poe. As Philips wrote in a letter to his later protégé Matthew Hammer:

“I would say that of the major influences on my writing, Poe would have to be the foremost.  I read Amongst the Ravens as a young child, and thought little of it then. After I had experienced war, I found that I could connect with Poe, and understand Amongst the Ravens to a much greater extent then before. After re-reading the poem, I decided that it was incomplete.  It dealt with the horror of war, but not in a sense that could be understood in modern society.  It is with this thought in mind that I composed The Fields of Madness.  By exaggerating the horror of war, combined with the sense of the gothic, I felt that Fields of Madness could be read and understood not only by soldiers who fought in the War, but also by those who hadn’t served.”

Synopsis

Fields takes place during the Twenty Days, a temporarily successful push by Allied forces to retake part of New Jersey.  The unnamed protagonist of the tale is a soldier who is fearful of death.  In desperation to save his own life, he deserts from his platoon, and ends up in the basement of a house which has survived in the war.  There he finds an old manuscript, the now infamous Deus Necromania, written by the mad Polish monk Satz in the fifteenth century.  The protagonist unwillingly reads a passage of the book, and unleashes Yog-Silloth, the Joker.  The Joker then transforms the battlefield around the soldier, calling on the dead to arise and fight the living.  Terrible creatures appear, and the soldier is forced to partake in Yog-Silloth’s deeds.  Eventually the soldier manages to break away from the monster, and finds his way back to his platoon, but is shocked to find that they are fighting on as usual, unable to distinguish between the undead and their human enemies.  Eventually the soldier is the last human left on the battlefield, as Yog-Silloth keeps him alive to torment the soldier.

--

Taken from the editorial in The Harvard Journal of Literature, 1908.

It appears that this ‘Raven’ phenomenon is aptly named.  These so-called artists do nothing but scavenge and defecate on art as we know it.  Not content with exhibiting toilets as art pieces [8], or painting the horrors of the mind, these rabble- rousers have extended their influence into the realm of theatre and literature.  I was unfortunate enough to attend a performance of such a play by Earle Forrest, simply called “Meeting in the Workplace”.  The play’s subject is that a workers union has called a meeting to discuss the removal of certain medical provisions from their contract.  Not that you would know this from watching the play!  For half an hour, the two actors stand in the middle of the stage, repeating the same lines:

Lennard: Dental plan

Carlson: Lisa needs braces

Lennard: Dental plan

Carlson: Lisa needs braces 

Lennard: Dental plan

Carlson: Lisa needs braces

Lennard: Dental plan

Carlson: Lisa needs braces

Who Lisa is was not revealed, nor why she needs a dental brace.  Perhaps in the second half Lisa and her dental condition would have been revealed, but like most of the audience, I left during the interval [9]. Should this malformed art dare to spread from its dark nest in Boston, then the destruction of proper art, literature and true culture could be a worse catastrophe for the nation than Mr. Mitchell’s War.  Already at least one promising author has been wasted; a Mr. L.H. Philips whose excellent gothic prose has been ensnared within the despicable publication known as Weird Tales.  Mr. Philips demonstrates a vivid writing style, resurrecting a dead genre in a manner that would make Poe proud.  In the handful of short stories he has published, all in the reprehensible Weird Tales, he builds suspense, dragging the reader into the horrible little world he has created.  I hope that his career will continue unaffected by his Raven surroundings...

--

Taken from: “The Tripod Has Three Legs: The three founding fathers of modern science fantasy”
(c) 1943 by J.R.R. Lewis
Sovereign Publishing Company: Retief, South Africa

The Third Leg: the Cosmic Horror of L.H. Philips

The publication of The Fields of Madness is usually acknowledged as the defining moment of the influence of the third father of science fantasy.  Philips total written output may have been less than that of HE Grillparzer or JE Hanson, but his influence was equally profound.  Most of this was demonstrated through his cosmic horror stories, often called the Kulullu Mythos, of which Fields is usually held to be the first example.

Some authorities have argued that the first Kulullu Mythos text was Philips’ first published story, The Mirror, with the assumption that the unnamed monster within the mirror is a Great God (specifically, Yog-Silloth the Joker).  Others claim that it was not until Kulullu itself that the Mythos was created, arguing that Yog-Silloth and the Deus Necromania were never mentioned in any of the later Kulullu stories, and that Fields is structured differently to the seven later Kulullu Mythos stories.

It has been suggested that Fields and The Mirror should be classed as Faustian horror, since the true terror of the tales comes not from the monster, but from humanity’s own failings.  The monsters are just a tool used by the characters to achieve their goal.  A good example of modern Faustian horror is David Fitzpatrick-Smith’s Yog series (1939-present).

The second tale in the Kulullu Mythos is Kulullu, first published in December 1909. The story of Kulullu is believed to be semi-autobiographical in showing Philips’ return from the war.  Kulullu follows a soldier returning to his hometown of Innsmouth, a fictional town in Vermont, where all is not as he remembers it.  He finds out that a spider-like creature, Kulullu, has taken over the town, and turns the townspeople into puppets to do his bidding.  By the end of the tale the protagonist has become a puppet of Kulullu, and is unable to see that the diary entries he wrote when he came back to Innsmouth are his own.

More mediocre tales followed Kulullu, such as D’argon, The Violinist, and In the Lair of the Beast.  All of these short stories concern entities similar to Yog-Silloth and Kulullu, and have found themselves in the Kulullu pantheon, as compiled by Matthew Hammer in 1929.  In 1910, Philips began work on his only full-length novel, Childhoods End...

--

[1] The names which Philips uses have a vague similarity to those of H.P. Lovecraft.  L.H. Philips’ father is an ATL brother of H.P. Lovecraft’s mother, Sarah Susan Phillips Lovecraft, and L.H. Philips himself has had a similar background.  Thus many of the names are similar (Kulullu, Yog-Silloth, Arkham House, etc), although often with different meanings.

[2] TTL’s Transcendentalism comes from a cultural and artistic movement to “transcend mundane reality in pursuit of higher thought.”  It has nothing to do with OTL’s Transcendental movement of the mid-nineteenth century, and is closest to Surrealism.  Synthesism (or synthetic realism) is an artistic style which involves a combination of smaller parts to create an abstract version of the complete whole, and is closest to OTL’s cubism, particularly the later synthetic cubism.  Dynamism as an artistic and political movement (most prominent in Germany) which emphasises new developments in technology, and seeks to cast aside the old world.  Dynamism is closest to OTL’s futurism.

[3] Carl Jung is similar to OTL’s version in some forms, in that he encourages analysis of the unconscious, particularly the collective unconscious, and the integration of the study of dreams and myth into psychology.  However, he has some differences due to having no contact with Sigmund Freud.  (He never met Albert von Moltke, TTL’s closest equivalent to Freud.)

[4] In OTL, Hans Richer offered similar sentiments about the Dada movement.

[5] As in OTL, Arkham House is a specialty publishing house, but is located in Boston rather than Sauk City.

[6] According to Lewis’s more lurid accounts, anyway.  It is more widely believed that he simply never told his mother about the war (she never read the newspapers, and was virtually a recluse from her neighbours), and simply left for work one morning and never came back.

[7] Yellow’s Notes are an ATL literature study guide, somewhat reminiscent of Cliff’s Notes in OTL.

[8] With apologies to Marcel Duchamp.

[9] The editor is exaggerating considerably; perhaps a third of the audience left Meeting during the interval.  Given that this production was an experimental style even with Raven circles, such a “high turnover” was to be expected.

--

Decades of Darkness #138b: The March of Madness

Credit for this post on the history of art and literature in the DoD timeline goes to Scarecrow, who wrote most of it apart from some editorial changes.

--

“I was trapped in the chamber as the world around me was transformed.  Strange shapes flew across the sky.  Buildings grew tall, and then suddenly shrunk.  And then the most terrible of all things, I saw the world burning; vast creatures walked the earth, spraying death and destruction.  From my readings in the Arkham Library [1], I knew that these were what I had come to fear the most; the terrible Shoggoths themselves.”
- From “Childhood’s End,” by L.H. Philips

--

Taken from: “L.H. Philips: A life in the presence of the Great Gods”
(c) 1949 by Edward Wood
Arkham House [2]: Boston, New England.

In mid-1910, as Lewis was writing what would become his magnum opus, he paused to check a letter from a reader.  While many readers had written to Lewis over the years, this letter was different.  Written by someone who called himself Matthew Hammer, it caught Lewis’s eye, and it would change the course of history.

Matthew Hammer [3] was born Joseph Simons on 4 March 1890, in Clayton, New Jersey.  During the American occupation of New Jersey [4], he and his older brother formed part of the resistance, engaging in bombings and other sabotage against the occupiers.  In September 1906, his elder brother Timothy Simons was captured and executed, and a bounty placed on Joseph’s head.  Joseph went into hiding until the armistice, after which he fled north and arrived in New York just after the occupiers withdrew.

Once there, Joseph adopted the alias Matthew Hammer.  He took on a variety of jobs for the years he lived in New York, rarely holding any employment down for long, before finally settling into a position as a photographer’s assistant for the New York Herald.  He first encountered Lewis’s work in the magazine Harrow’s Sporting Life, where he read D’argon, and reportedly was much impressed by it.  He sought out and read everything he could find of Lewis’s work.

Matthew took the ideas and setting which Lewis had created, and wrote his own tales about Kulullu and other Great Gods.  His first short story, Ky’ig Ky’og [5], was about a group of explorers who travelled to an island ‘east of Madagascar’, where they hear of a great beast which the natives called Ky’ig Ky’og.  The explorers try to capture the beast, but it uses its psychic powers to avoid them and then to turn the explorers against each other, eventually killing them all.

Matthew Hammer sent Ky’ig Ky’og to Weird Magazine, along with a cover letter to Philips, in December 1912.  In January Matthew received a reply...

--

9 February 1913
Boston, Massachusetts
Republic of New England

Mid-winter in Boston: cold even for someone accustomed to the winters of southern New Jersey.  The street air felt crisp and cold even now at midday as Matthew Hammer dodged people, the occasional trolley, and an ever-increasing number of horsts [cars].  Fortunately, he needed only a couple of numbing minutes before he reached his destination, the large box of a building that contained the Nowhere Nightclub.  But he couldn’t go straight in, since across the street people had gathered into a line to await entry.

Automatically, Matt lit a cigarette to pass the time and distract himself from the cold while he waited.  Then he saw the sign plastered onto the Nightclub’s wall.

MEET AUTHOR L.H. PHILIPS!!!
BUY AN AUTOGRAPHED COPY OF
HIS FIRST FULL LENGTH NOVEL:
CHILDHOOD’S END!!!

Matt felt his heart quicken.  Mr Philips, his idol, was inside the nightclub right now!  He’d already taken three steps before he remembered to stop and check the traffic.  Luckily, there were no horsts or buggies right there, and he hurried across the road to join the end of the long line.

The line moved forward slower than the queue at a soup kitchen.  After he had waited for some interminable length of time, and was about to start on his third cigarette, someone shoved a pamphlet in front of his face, which he caught automatically.

“Wake up from the evils of this place, son,” said a stout, well-clothed man with a bushy Boney moustache [6] and a large pile of pamphlets in one hand.

Matt glanced at the paper in front of him.  It proclaimed “Bishop O’Connell’s Crusade against the Evils of the Ravens.”  Under that appeared a photo of a dour, thin priest in Catholic vestments.

“No, thanks,” Matt replied, trying to give the pamphlet back to the ‘crusader’, but the other man ignored him and moved down to the next person in the line.  Matt tucked his still unlit cigarette into his ear, folded the pamphlet into a dart, and flicked it toward the ‘crusader’, who was several people down the line by then.  Unfortunately, the dart missed.

The line had still barely moved forward when a deep voice boomed from across the road.  “Beware the Ravens!  They have no order!  They have no discipline!  They are nothing but the old ways reborn.  The time of socialists and do-gooders and do-nothings [7] must end!  By patronising this club, you are only sending New England walking back down the dark old road!”

Another lot of vitalists, Matt thought, as he glanced over.  So many groups of them, each with their own name but similar hatreds.  This lot had built a wooden platform across the other side, and the speaker was surrounded by intimidating men in red shirts and black pants.

“Redshirts,” he muttered.  About the worst of the lot, in his estimation.  When they marched in New York, they brawled more often than not.  This bunch didn’t look to make any threatening moves, though.  They just stood there looking off-putting while their speaker continued to rant and rave about how the road back to the light couldn’t be followed if ravens blocked out the sun.  It was a more effective image than he’d have expected from a vitalist orator.  The banner behind the speaker proclaimed this group to be the United Democrats.  Another new name; the redshirts had called themselves the National Front the last time he’d seen them.

In a louder voice, Matt said, “Catholics, now vitalists.  What next, socialists?”

The man in front of him laughed.  “Too late.  That lot would have been here first thing this morning, and bought every book they could carry.  Socialists love the Ravens.”

Soon, the line moved forward enough for Matt to stand inside the foyer, out of the cold and away from the shouts of vitalists and crusaders and other self-righteous folk.  The foyer walls were covered in posters for the latest theatre productions, which mostly consisted of women wearing not many clothes.

The main theatre was full of people; most of the chairs and tables had been removed to make room.  The walls here were covered in large paintings, but most people had eyes only for the gaunt figure behind a table on stage.  The line of people snaked its way through to him, where he signed one copy of the book after another.

Some of the tables they passed had copies of the book, and Matt bought one.  Childhood’s End, eh?  He silently flipped through the pages, barely aware of moving forward to the stage.  Now he got to look directly at Philips.  He wordlessly handed over the book.

“Who should I make it out to?”

“To Matthew Hammer.”

Philips looked up.  “Matthew Hammer?  I know that name...”

--

Taken from: “Yellow’s Notes on Philips’s Childhood End” [8]
(c) 1953 Sovereign Publishing Company: Retief [Pretoria], South Africa

Introduction

Childhood’s End is Philips’ only published full-length novel, and is usually considered to mark the pinnacle of his career.  It was popular on its initial release in 1913, and had continued to sell well ever since.  It has been translated into seven languages and sold over a million copies worldwide.  It is, by far, his most controversial work...

Unlike Philips’ earlier work, Childhood’s End features a named protagonist, Frederick Samson.  The most popular interpretation of the nameless protagonist in Philips’ earlier work is that the author casts himself as a central character.  Since by this novel the protagonist is named, it could be considered that by this time Philips had separated himself from his stories.  This interpretation is supported by his last two published short stories....

The most controversial part of Childhood’s End is the notorious passage in Chapter 7:

“...carefully I turned the pages of that terrible book, and found the truth behind my most terrible of visions; those vast Tripods that burned the earth clean in that far future were once the slaves of a vastly more powerful race.  As their masters fell into decadence and lost their edge, those Tripods known as the Shoggoth overthrew their masters and wreaked a terrible vengeance...”

Whether deliberate or not on the author’s part, this reference to slaves caused immense controversy.  In New England, the idea of a successful slave revolt received approval, but also condemnation for the notion that the slaves could be worse than their masters.  In the United States, the mention of a slave revolt was disapproved of in principle, although the outcome of the revolt supported their existing beliefs.  To avoid any threats in that country, Philips’ American publisher simply substituted the word ‘servant’ for ‘slave’ in the first edition released there.  Weird Publishing was asked to do the same in New England, but refused to do so until the third edition in 1919.  A first or second edition from Weird Publishing with the original word remains a collector’s item...

One more modern reading of Childhood's End suggests that Philip's magnum opus can be read as revanchist literature.  This interpretation is based on the idea that the Shoggoths are representative of New England, who were seen to be crushed by the Americans, and who would rise up against their oppressors...

Childhood’s End also features the first appearance of The Trinity: Satz, the Mad Monk; Aloysius, the Stainless Steel Doctor; and Frederick the real estate agent.  The Trinity have become an enduring feature of the later books by Matthew Hammer, usually acting as a kind of chorus in commenting on the actions of the story.

Synopsis

In the first part of the novel, a young real estate agent named Frederick Samson is sent to value an old mansion in the Niagara backwoods, the now infamous Arkham House. When Frederick arrives at the house he finds that it is completely deserted.  All of the rooms have been emptied, apart from the library.  Frederick browses the library and discovers a vast glass chamber.  He becomes trapped when he steps inside, and he is carried high above the house.  Once there, he begins to move forward through time, and sees terrible horrors inflicted on humanity by mysterious tripods.

Frederick passes out, and recovers to find himself in the library.  There, the house’s occupants, a medieval Polish monk and a doctor from the far future, confront him.  Frederick passes out, and when he comes to, he finds himself in the Library, where the houses occupants; a medieval Polish monk, and a doctor from the far future confront him. The doctor, Aloysius, warns the young Frederick that only he can save mankind, and then Frederick passes out again.

Frederick awakes outside the gates of Arkham House, which is aflame, and finds he has been rescued by the firemen fighting the blaze.  Determined not to see humanity suffer the fate he saw in the glass capsule, Frederick decides to kill as many people as he can, so that they do not suffer at the hands of the Shoggoths.  Frederick manages to kill the firemen, and sets his sights on the town of Matmoor (based on Ithaca, Nigara).  Here, he recruits a group of men to aid him in his terrible plans by biting them on the neck.

After the destruction of Matmoor, Frederick’s army spreads across the countryside.  Again, Frederick meets Doctor Aloysius and Satz the mad Polish monk.  They tell him that he has been tricked by the Shoggoths, and that by killing innocent people, he is becoming a Shoggoth himself.  Frederick tries to deny it, but soon loses control over his changing body, and is forced to watch through his own eyes as his body destroys all it can see.

In the second part of the book, Frederick is in his human form again, but this time in a distant frozen part of the Siberian tundra.  Aloysius and Satz appear again, and urge Frederick to accept what the Shoggoths are doing.  They offer him the same role which they have, as eternal servants of the Great Gods, who use the chaos Shoggoths create for their own means.  Reluctantly Frederick agrees, and the three men perform a ceremony to open a vast portal in the ground, which allows the true Shoggoths to escape their eternal torment from the city of R'lyeh.  The book ends with another tour de force of history, as Aloysius and Satz show Frederick the actions of the Shoggoths along with those of the other Great Gods, such as Kulullu and the Iythic.

--

Taken from: “Effects of the North American War”
A series of lecture notes used by Professor Shawn Passmore in 1941 at the Macquarie Institute of Technology (MIT), Liverpool [Melbourne], Australia

Part Four: Cultural changes, 1906-1920

Decline of the Ravens

By 1914, the Raven movement had begun to dissipate as it expanded outside of Boston.  Its expansion in turn led to its demise.  The Raven movement was primarily concerned with the destruction caused by war, but as more years passed from the war, the influence of that war on the collective experience declined.  Even the Nowhere Nightclub, once the prime source of Raven plays and ideas, suffered a similar decline.  By 1914, all it produced were burlesque performances and musicals.  Even the original Ravens had disbanded.  Manfred Raymond handed over ownership of Weird Tales to Matthew Hammer, and gave the Nowhere Nightclub to Neil Smith.  The most famous of the Raven playwrights, Earle Forrest, was killed when the Redshirts raided the Nowhere Nightclub in 1914.  But the legacy of the Ravens lived on in a number of successor movements...

Successors to the Ravens

Transcendentalism [9]

The first major successor to the Ravens was the Transcendentalists, founded by the French artist Simone Charlet.  In her own words, Transcendentalism was “to transcend the mundane reality in pursuit of higher thought.”

Like the Ravens before them, the Transcendentalists were horrified by the loss of life in modern warfare, first the Second Napoleonic Wars and then the North American War.  They saw this destruction as the culmination of the industrial revolution and rational thought.  The Transcendentalists sought to liberate the unconscious mind to tap its creative and imaginative facets.

Many of the early Transcendentalists experimented with drugs such as cocaine and mescaline, ironically supplied by the very nation which they most despised as the epitome of “scientific rationalism” [i.e. the United States].  Others used heavy alcohol such as absinthe to achieve similar effects, and they viewed the hallucinations as being the true state of mind.  Famously, the Transcendentalist author Damien DeGroot sat down in his kitchen and sniffed cocaine, and wrote about the changes he saw in his environment.  Transcendentalists also developed the idea of automatic art and automatic books.  With automatic art, the artist would paint a portrait of an object or person without looking at the canvas.  Automatic novels where written in a stream of consciousness style, often in a public environment.

In the visual arts the Transcendentalists explored this analysis of the unconscious, and developed a different style even to that of the Ravens who preceded them.  The paintings would usually be absurd in nation, such as Ford’s Light of Other Days.  The cosmic horror writings of L.H. Phillips were a great influence on the Transcendentalists, and many artists painted their interpretations of many of the Kulullu.

Synthesism [10]

Synthesism proper pre-dates the Raven movement, although it would go on to subsume many of their ideas.  Its genesis comes from artists in late nineteenth-century Paris, such as the great Breton artist Aodren Drezon, who experimented with early forms of Synthesism.  With considerable commonality in their experiences, the Ravens quickly established communities of their own in Paris, who continued to develop their ideas within the broad movement.  Synthesist art often comprises murals and collages, with many different layers and different forms of media being used in a single work.  The Synthesists pioneered the use of photography as a medium of choice.

Prontoism [11]

Prontoism was started by Nyssa Colquhoun, a Scottish migrant to New England.  On her arrival, she quickly became involved in the Raven movement, and married the author LH Philips in 1914.  Prontoism was concerned with the idea that art could only be appreciated in a singular moment, and the next second later the art had changed, and was now worthless.  Unlike the other successor movements, Prontoism did not create a new style of its own, but borrowed from the big three of Synthesism, Transcendentalism and Dynamism, although it was closest to Synthesism.

Early Prontoism exhibitions were more like an interactive theatre, as the artists would produce the pieces of art, allow them life for an hour or so, and then destroy them publicly.  A good example of this was the famous Quentin Kennedy “Infinite Moment” exhibition in 1917.  Kennedy, along with three assistants, painted twelve paintings on a stage while their audience watched.  Once the paintings were complete, the canvases were torched.  The flaming and then smouldering pieces of art were left on stage, and later auctioned off.

In the latter Prontoism movement, artists were more concerned with creating pieces of art that would change over time.  The simplest of these was the exhibition of food, without refrigeration, so that the decay could be watched over days.  In its most technical examples, statues would be made from the old parts of horsts, which could be automated to move like huge clocks.

Dynamism [12]

Dynamism developed later than the other successor movements.  While it had its roots in the 1910s and the influence of the Ravens, it became more distinctly organised during the 1920s, toward the end of the interwar period.  Unlike the other movements, it continued after the Great War, and indeed some authorities have reserved the name Dynamism for the post-Great War phase of the movement.  Dynamism was mostly a German movement, in the same way that Synthesism was mostly a French movement.

The early Dynamists were concerned with the rejection of all of the old ways that had led to the mass murder of the North American War, and by extension to all traditions which they viewed as holding back humanity.  As Helmut Daimler wrote in his manifesto:

“We will fight with all our might the fanatical, senseless and snobbish religion of the past, a religion encouraged by the vicious existence of museums.  We rebel against that spineless worshipping of old canvases, old statues and old bric-a-brac, against everything which is filthy and worm-ridden and corroded by time.  We consider the habitual contempt for everything which is young, new and burning with life to be unjust and even criminal [13].”

Dynamism became a much broader movement than any of the other successors of the Ravens, including as a socio-political movement.   It advocated the advancement of technology and improvement of society.  The Dynamists were amongst the earliest artists to embrace film and funk [radio] as new media.

--

Taken from: “L.H. Philips: A life in the presence of the Great Gods”
(c) 1949 by Edward Wood
Arkham House [2]: Boston, New England.

After the publication of Childhood’s End, Lewis’s role in the creation of the Kulullu Mythos declined, due to several factors.  Foremost amongst those was his marriage to Nyssa Colquhoun, the founder of Prontoism, in 1914.  Two weeks after the wedding, Lewis was hit by a horst while crossing a road in Boston.  He was hospitalised and confined to a wheelchair.  His injuries led him to take up the use of morphine again, a spectre that had haunted him from his army days.  In 1915 Lewis and Nyssa moved out of Boston and back to his childhood home of Rhode Island.

His role at the head of the Kulullu Mythos came to an end, and he was replaced by three new authors: Matthew Hammer in New York, and Rosa Frankfurt and Samuel Clementine in Boston.  Of the three, only Hammer maintained steady contact with Lewis.  They had a stream of letters and other correspondence, but these slowly declined as Lewis’s morphine use became more frequent.  The two had a falling out in 1917 over the cosmology of the Kulullu Mythos, particularly the fabled ninth planet of the solar system, Yuggoth, which Hammer supported and Lewis dismissed [14].

After two short years of marriage, Lewis and Nyssa divorced.  This drove Lewis into heavier use of morphine, but also inspired him to begin writing again.  His last two published works were Death of a Travelling Salesman, and Wolfcry, published in Weird Tales in 1917 and 1918 respectively.  In 1918 he was diagnosed with cancer, and confined to his house.  He held on longer than most had expected, but was constantly in pain throughout 1919, and lingered on until he died quietly in the night of 15 March 1920.

Amidst the far more ominous events which happened that day, few people found time to lament the loss of LH Philips.  The public had largely forgotten his tales of cosmic horror as soon as they had something else to read, and the Ravens were too busy squabbling amongst themselves to notice his death.  His funeral was a small affair, held in Providence, Rhode Island, where he was buried next to the plots containing his mother and father.  His one-time protégé Matthew Hammer gave the eulogy at the funeral:

“By most of our society’s standards, Lewis Herbert Philips was no great man.  Some may consider him a failure.  He spent most of his life unemployed, showed little romantic attachment, had few friends in Providence or Boston, and lived most of his life under the care of his mother or his aunts.  Even when he set out to become a writer, he was financially unsuccessful; he spent much of his time too tired or depressed to write, and diverted a great deal of his energy to his letters or revising other's works for a pittance instead of writing his own fiction.  At the same time, he made friends across the country through his letters, and was always willing to help younger writers when they needed advice on their fiction.  Though his stories may be few in number, they more than make up for this in quality.  In this sense, Philips was a success [15, 16].”

--

[1] The names which Philips uses have a vague similarity to those of H.P. Lovecraft.  L.H. Philips’ father is an ATL brother of H.P. Lovecraft’s mother, Sarah Susan Phillips Lovecraft, and L.H. Philips himself has had a similar background.  Thus many of the names are similar (Kulullu, Yog-Silloth, Arkham House, etc), although often with different meanings.

[2] As in OTL, Arkham House is a specialty publishing house, but is located in Boston rather than Sauk City.

[3] Matthew Hammer fills a role in the Kulullu Mythos which as an analogue falls somewhere between Frank Belknap Long (when Matthew is at his best) and August Derleth (when Matthew is at his worst) and their work with OTL’s Cthulu Mythos.

[4] i.e. during the North American War.

[5] There’s something tragically inevitable of writers of speculative fiction in almost every timeline, who feel strangely compelled to write names with lots of a’po’strop’h’es.

[6] Named for Napoleon V, who is famous for his busy moustache with its upturned ends.  In OTL, it would be called a Kaiser Bill moustache.

[7] By socialists and do-gooders and do-nothings, he means both of the major parties, since the Radicals are variously called socialists and do-gooders, and the Federalists are denounced for doing nothing.

[8] Yellow’s Notes are an ATL literature study guide, somewhat reminiscent of Cliff’s Notes in OTL.

[9] TTL’s Transcendentalism has nothing to do with OTL’s Transcendental movement of the mid-nineteenth century, and is closest to Surrealism.

[10] Synthesism (or synthetic realism) is closest to OTL’s cubism, particularly the later synthetic cubism.

[11] TTL’s Prontoism has some similarities to OTL’s Nowism, but also has a few distinct differences.  Its development ITTL is partly from Nyssa Colquhoun and also by Shawn Passmore himself.  The name comes from an instance of one of the many Spanish loan words incorporated into *American English, some of which have been adopted in New England as well.

[12] As a movement, Dynamism is closest to OTL’s futurism.

[13] OTL’s equivalent of this quote was written by Umberto Boccioni.

[14] At this point, Pluto had not been discovered even in our history; it took until 1930 and was a lucky find even then.

[15] This is a modified version of an OTL quote found at http://www.necfiles.org/mythos.htm

[16] As seen in part #138a, Woods takes rather a positive outlook on Philips’ life.  As such, Matthew Hammer’s eulogy is closer to the truth of Philips’ life, although he has his own biases.

--

Decades of Darkness #139: Riders On The Storm

Credit for the “funk” section of this post goes to Greg Baker, who wrote most of it apart from a few editorial additions.

--

“My work is done, why wait?”
- Last words attributed to B. Scott Harrison, American inventor and cloud-ship pioneer

--

2 August 1908
USCS Velocity
In flight between Granada, Nicaragua and Baltimore, Maryland

Standing on the starboard side of the promenade around Velocity’s dining hall, Julia Gordon Walker could see the blue expanse of Lake Nicaragua stretching away to her right, and beyond that a pattern of green vegetation broken only by the thin brown line of the railroad.  A vision which until recently she would never have believed would be offered to her.

“Glad you came yet?” she asked Yolanda, with a smile.  Julia and Harry had business concerns in Baltimore and then New York, trying to rebuild markets for CFH [1] which had been shattered by the war.  But the prospect of travelling by cloud-ship had made Yolanda more than a little nervous, and Jeffrey too, although he hid it better.

“Oh, yes.”  Yolanda started to add something else, but stopped and gestured to the front of the promenade.

The man who stood there couldn’t have commanded Yolanda’s attention merely by his presence; she must have already known he was.  From the look of him, the man never commanded anything by virtue of his presence.  He was a squat man who hadn’t figured out that combing his hair over a balding scalp drew attention to it rather than concealing it, and who wore a moustache which could be used to strain soup.  The immaculately-pressed pin-stripe suit he wore made up for some of that, but then everyone on board the Velocity dressed in the height of style.  The crew were required to, and the passengers could all afford to.  Only the wealthiest could pay the fares for a cloud-ship journey.

“Welcome to the Velocity, ladies and gentlemen,” the man said.  “I’m Scott Harrison, and I’m glad to be travelling with you on this marvel of the modern age.”

A marvel indeed, Julia thought.  They’d already been welcomed on board, of course, but to have Harrison himself here was an honour.  Especially since this triumph of American engineering was one which Harrison could take most of the credit for.  He may not have come up with most of the designs for cloud-ships, but he had set the vision, financed the development, and made the aluminium available for building them [2].

“This is the first visit of a passenger cloud-ship to Nicaragua.  The first of many.  I hope you all have a pleasant trip, and I hope to speak to all of you during the three days it will take to reach Baltimore.”

“Three days,” Yolanda murmured, almost to herself.

“Try and do that in a ship,” Julia said.

“This is a ship, just a ship of the sky,” Yolanda replied, to which Julia could only nod.  The Velocity was almost the length of a passenger liner.  It had certainly caused a stir when it first appeared over Granada.

Harry and Jeffrey came up behind them.  The outside world thought Harry was her husband, and so he was in law, no matter what the truth of the matter was.  Julia only knew that they were approaching because of Jeffrey’s heavy footsteps; even half a lifetime after leaving service with the Jaguars, Harry still walked silently without even meaning to.

Harry said, “The cabins here are a bit cramped, but this dining room is magnificent.”

Julia nodded.  Tables with seating for fifty or so people filled the centre, and on either side the promenade offered comfortable seats and large windows with a view of the world they were passing above.  She’d never imagined before how the world would look from the sky.

“Wait until you see the grand piano in the lounge,” Jeffrey said.

Yolanda and Julia looked at each other, both trying to hold back smiles.  Or at least Yolanda was trying and failing, and Julia suspected that she was doing an equally poor job.  “Think we should let anyone else play it on the trip?” Julia asked.

“Maybe when we’re asleep,” Yolanda said.

She and Yolanda both tried to sidle inconspicuously toward the lounge, only to have Yolanda nudge into Harrison, who’d come up behind them.

Harrison ran his gaze between Harry and Julia.  They’d met once before, briefly, at a ball in Columbia.  “Good to see you again, Mr and Mrs Walker.”

Harry extended his hand for Harrison to shake, and then Julia offered hers to be kissed.  After that, Julia said, “May I introduce you to Mr Jeffrey Garrison, who’s our plantation manager at Sharkview, and his wife Yolanda.”

“Charmed,” Harrison said, after the rest of the round of introductions.  He looked at Julia.  “I know you’re keen to go play a melody of the ages, so I won’t keep you for now-”

“How did you know that?” Julia asked.  They hadn’t been talking that loud, surely.

“I have good hearing,” Harrison said.  “Besides, I remember that ball in Columbia... four years ago now.  You asked the pianist for a turn, as I recall, and made him look like an amateur when you did it.”

Julia laughed, although saying that she was better than a trained pianist was surely just polite flattery.  “Your memory is even better than your hearing.  Until this evening, then.”

The lounge turned out to be everything Julia had expected, and more besides.  The mural which ran around the walls showed a sequence of explorers from throughout history.  She recognised Columbus, Cortes, Hudson, Lewis and Clark, and in what had to be a recent addition, Darryl Benedict leading the first expedition to reach the North Pole.

No doubt she would have recognised others if she looked closely, but she focused her gaze on the piano which Harry and Jeffrey had promised.  It didn’t look quite the size of the grand piano they’d said, more a baby grand covered in pig-skin, but it was still an impressive sight for being on a cloud-ship.  She’d taken two steps toward it when she realised that Yolanda had stopped.

“That man’s smoking.  On a cloud-ship,” Yolanda said, almost in a hiss.

The man in question, a tall fellow with the clean-shaven face which current fashion abhorred but Julia found more suitable on a man’s face, was standing at one of the windows, looking down at the view.  He heard the words, though – probably half of the people in the lounge heard them – and gave Yolanda and Julia a polite nod.  He removed his cigar long enough to say, “Not a problem on new cloud-ships.  Solisium [helium] doesn’t burn.”

Yolanda reddened, which was unusual for her.  The man took another puff on his cigar, then smiled.  “Don’t let it trouble you.  Senator Luis Mena, at your service.”

After the usual ritual of hand-kissing, Julia gave her name, then said, “A pleasure to meet you at last, Senator.”  In fact, she’d made a point of avoiding Mena since his recent election to Nicaragua’s junior Senate seat.  By all reports, he was a man conservative enough to make even most Democrats seem reform-minded.  No doubt he was the sort of man who would assume that Harry really ran CFH, and convincing him otherwise would not be worth the trouble.  “But if you’ll excuse us, we were going to try out that piano.”

Mena dipped his head in acknowledgement, and returned to his study of the vistas outside.  Glad to be left alone – or as alone as they could be on a cloud-ship – Yolanda and Julia made their way to the grand piano itself.  When she sat in front of it, Julia could see that most of it was made of aluminium.  Of course.  They wouldn’t want the weight of good timber here.  Hopefully that wouldn’t ruin the sound.

It didn’t.  Julia enjoyed those rare opportunities when she could lose herself in music without needing to worry about how much time it took, and this was no exception.  There was more than enough music stored beside the piano to keep them playing for the entire flight, though she knew they wouldn’t be at the piano for that long.  She did more of the playing than Yolanda, although they did several duets, and before long, the other passengers in the lounge had gathered around to listen.

Julia didn’t particularly worry about having an audience, and usually didn’t play for them, but with Mena watching, she put extra effort in.  She wanted to say, “See, women are capable of doing anything men are,” but thought that showing it through music would be more effective.  She lost track of the time early on, and only let things draw to a close when her fingers were starting to tire.  After a hushed conversation with Yolanda, Julia picked out a final piece to play for the moment, Chopin’s Thirty-Second Étude [3], called the Revolutionary Étude, reportedly written when the revolutionary tides of 1849 swept across Europe but did not free his native Poland.

The rhythm of the étude was complex, like all études but especially Chopin’s works, involving evenly played passages with the left hand accompanying the more sweeping melodies played with the right.  Julia had to concentrate more with this than with most of the pieces they had played, but she could still sense how the lounge had fallen silent with people listening.  When she rose after finishing this piece, it was to loud applause.

That evening, the four of them found their way to Scott Harrison’s table for dinner, only to find that the sixth seat was occupied by Senator Mena.  He acted unsure of how to treat Julia, and for the first part of the dinner he more or less ignored her.  When the conversation drifted into talk of commerce and power, though, Julia joined in, and Mena did not seem to know how to respond.

Mena said, “These cloud-ships of yours are reshaping the world, Scott.  I begin to think that it’s not the soldiers and the statesmen who’re going to run the country in the future, but the men of industry and commerce.”

Harrison flicked a quick glance at Julia, and said, “Oh, of course the men and women of wealth and breeding have influence over the government of the country – how could they not –but I don’t think it’s right to say we’ll run the country.”

“That’s already happened,” Julia said.  “It was more true in the previous century than today.  Leland, Corbin and Richards were more beholden to the men of commerce than any other Presidents before or since.  Why do you think the Third Mexican War started?”

“Er, yes,” Mena said, fidgeting with his fork.  “Brutus Clay had rather a hand in that [4].”

“He certainly did,” Julia said.  “I don’t think running the country has much to do with the power of businessmen.  More to do with the character of the president.  If the president is strong, then he runs the country.  If not... then others do.  I can’t imagine anyone forcing Mitchell’s hand, for instance,” she said.

At that, Mena and Harrison shared an amused glance.  What was that about? Julia wondered.

After a moment, Harrison said, “Oh, I wouldn’t say that.  Someone found a way to force his hand just now.”  His chuckle was almost a snigger.  “Mitchell wanted a third term, I understand.  But he’s not going to get it now.”

Julia asked, “What man could force Mitchell’s hand?”  If any president since Jackson could win a third term, Lewis Mitchell was the man.

“Not a man,” said Harrison.  He shared another glance with Senator Mena.  “His wife, Anna.  She stopped him.”

Julia shook her head.  What the devil were they concealing?  She was tempted to voice that thought aloud, but some conventions of decorum even she didn’t want to violate.  “How could she talk Lewis Mitchell out of running for a third term?”

“She didn’t talk him out of it,” Mena said, finally unbending enough to talk directly to her.  “She left him.”

“I haven’t heard that,” Julia said, raising an eyebrow.  “Though I can see why reporters would keep quiet about it.  But I’d have thought his wife leaving him for another man would win him sympathy, not force him to stand aside.”

Harrison and Mena exchanged even more looks, and this time they didn’t hold back laughter.  Eventually, Harrison turned back to her.  He looked awkward, of all things.  “This may not be a subject you want to hear about.”

Julia just waited.  In her experience, leaving the right kind of silence would make people talk to fill it.  “She didn’t leave him for... a man.”  Harrison’s pause gave her the answer right there.  Luckily, she’d had many years of steadying her face to calm about situations like this.  Sure enough, Harrison continued, “Anna left him for... a woman, you see.”

“No need to act embarrassed, Scott; I’ve heard of that practice before,” Julia said, trying to keep irony from dripping from every word.  Poor, poor Anna Mitchell.  How many years must have she lied to herself before finally admitting the truth?  And how much harder would her life become now?

Harry and Jeffrey had both laughed when they heard Harrison speak, in a way which Julia at least recognised as forced.  Yolanda, though... dear Yolanda had her own private reasons for sympathy there, even more than Julia.  “What will happen to their children?”

Mena shrugged; plainly he didn’t care.  “Mitchell will raise them, I presume.  Not that it matters now.  He’s gone from politics, and the only question will be who runs the country next.”

“Not one of your men of commerce,” Julia said.  “It’ll be a general.  Randolph Hearst, if we’re lucky.”  It had been Hearst whose brilliant defence had saved Nicaragua from the British.

“I’d have thought Charles Bull,” Mena said.  “What makes you think Hearst would do a better job?”

“My son speaks very highly of him,” Julia said.

Mena raised an eyebrow.  “Your son has met him?”

“My son is Captain William Walker of the Jaguars,” Julia said.  No need to make it clear, since even Mena should already know, that a captain in the Jaguars was the equivalent of a colonel in the regular forces, at least.  “He worked with Hearst in the defence of Nicaragua, and he said he’s never seen a steadier man during a crisis.”

Harrison said, “That’s a good endorsement, all right.”

Mena looked intrigued, too, as if he had finally realised that a woman could think clearly.  “Certainly something I may... take up with my friends in Colombia.”

Good.  Think about it most earnestly.  Julia wanted to say more, but getting Mena to listen to her thoughts even once would be a triumph.  Doing it twice would probably be a bigger miracle than that which had brought cloud-ships into existence.

--

Taken from: “A Boy’s First Book of Funks”
(c) 1924 by John Flinders
Liberty Press: Halifax, New England

Though they were once thought to be almost magic, today we use funks [radios] for many purposes.

Ships use funks to stay in contact with each other and with the shore.  You may remember hearing the story about the French ocean liner Cherbourg that hit an iceberg in 1916.  Because the Cherbourg had a funk apparatus, they were able to call for help from other ships. The New England liner Abraham Lincoln and the American battlecruiser John Calhoun were able to take off almost all the passengers.  Although the Cherbourg was sunk, only a few people were drowned [5].

Weather reports transmitted by funk enable forecasters to determine the locations of storms and of good weather, which help farmers save crops from hail or hurricanes.  They are also vital to sky transport, since cloud-ships use funk weather reports to avoid storms...

The first funk sets came from two brothers in Florence, Italy: Marco and Cesare Francona.  They owned a horst repair shop.  One day, Marco was trying to fix the distributor on a broken-down horst. He cranked the magnet to generate electricity.  A wire loop Cesare was working on generated a spark.  Marco turned the magnet again, and the spark appeared again.  The two brothers stopped working on the horst and spent the rest of the day playing with the magnet and spark.  Marco developed the idea of using a second loop, powered by the magnet. This worked up to fifty metres away, depending on how vigorously Marco cranked the magnet.  Cesare rigged up a generator; Marco bought a telegraph key, and the two brothers had the first working funk apparatus, though they still didn't know why it worked.

The Francona brothers patented their apparatus, and with the backing of Krupps, the German industrial firm, began to work out new developments.  By 1901, a Francona funk set could transmit the receive messages over ten kilometres away, depending on the weather.  No-one knew exactly why the funk waves could do what they did.  Until in 1902 the physics professor Martin Sigereff of Frederick William University [6] developed the wave equations which let scientists predict the behaviour of funk waves [7], and funks began to change the world...

--

Excerpts from “The 100 Greatest Events That Changed The World”
By Josiah H. Canterbury, Richard Irving and Emily Vasquez
(c) 1950, Vanderbilt Press
New York City, Long Island, New England

25. The Hugh Griffin’s Circumnavigation of the Globe

“What a man can dream, so he can achieve.”
- B. Scott Harrison, American inventor and industrialist

Perhaps no event better symbolises the technological achievements of the twentieth century than the first flight around the entire world by the cloud-ship Hugh Griffin.  When Ferdinand Magellan’s ships sailed around the world in the sixteenth century, it took them over three years.  When B. Scott Harrison sailed through the sky around the world in August 1914, it took him only 22 days, including stops.

The Hugh Griffin represented the pride of America’s cloud-ship fleet.  Named after one of their most celebrated presidents, it was over 240 metres long, designed to carry sixty passengers in comfort, or a smaller number of crew on a very long sky voyage.  According to Harrison, the ambitious decision to send it all the way around the world was designed to raise the prestige of the United States at a time when it had been weakened, but also to demonstrate to the world the value of cloud-ships as peaceful vessels, not just weapons of war.

On 4 August 1914, the Hugh Griffin set out from Baltimore on the first leg of its journey across the Atlantic.  It arrived in Versailles, where it was greeted in pomp and ceremony by President Napoleon V.  After refuelling, the Hugh Griffin continued on a long flight across Europe and the vastness of Siberia, where they saw vast swathes of territory which had never before been glimpsed by modern explorers.  It stopped again in Tokyo, where the crew were given the rare honour of an audience with the Emperor of Nippon.  From there, the cloud-ship made a non-stop flight across the Pacific, landing in San Francisco to refuel before flying across North America to Baltimore, which they reached on 28 August.  The total travel time had been 22 days, 3 hours and 16 minutes...

The flight of the Hugh Griffin had several effects on the world, including ushering in the age of trans-Atlantic sky travel.  As long as this involved cloud-ships, it would remain an American near-monopoly, since the United States refused to export solisium except to France.  The use of hydrogen in cloud-ships, the only other choice, had tragic consequences for those nations that tried it, but cloud-ships would remain the premiere method of luxury long-distance travel until after the Great War.  The cloud-ships faced increasing competition from heavier than air skycraft over shorter routes, and the developments in sky technology during the Great War sealed the cloud-ship’s fate for anything except a few niche applications.

Nevertheless, the voyage of the Hugh Griffin remains the best symbol of the development of modern sky travel, and was as dramatic in its day as Ferdinand Magellan’s ships circling the globe.  While cloud-ships have since been eclipsed by skycraft, that does not change the grandeur of the achievement.

--

[1] Consolidating Fruit Holdings (CFH) was formed in 1889 from a merger of the Gordon & Associates Banana Company (founded by Julia Gordon, as she then was, in 1873) and the Baltimore Fruit Company.  Harry and Julia Walker are the largest shareholders in CFH, which has fruit-growing interests in American states from Chiapas to Nicaragua, and in Puerto Rico and other parts of the Caribbean.

[2] B. Scott Harrison invented the Harrison Process, TTL’s equivalent of the Hall-Héroult Process which allows much cheaper aluminium production than previous methods.

[3] Frédéric Chopin was still born ITTL –  he was born in late February or early March 1810, depending on which source you consult – but he managed to avoid the chronic lung infections which plagued him in OTL.  His career was thus longer and more productive.

[4] See post #75.

[5] The author of this book did not mention the reason why John Calhoun was near the Abraham Lincoln; this would not be revealed until the memoirs of Admiral Admiral Henry Clarin Vargas were published after the Great War.  “It was a fortunate accident for New England, though not for France,” Vargas said.  The rescue of over one thousand people by vessels of former enemies had a temporary boost to relations between New England and the United States.

[6] OTL’s Humboldt University of Berlin.

[7] Martin Sigereff’s equations are the same as OTL’s Hertz’s equations for reformulating Maxwell’s equations into the wave equations.  TTL has in general seen a slower development of radio, due to the non-existence of James Clerk Maxwell.  The theoretical underpinnings of electromagnetism took about a decade longer to work out without Maxwell around, with the *Maxwell equations being formulated in the early 1880s rather than 1873.  The *Michelson-Morley experiment (which demonstrated that the luminiferous aether didn’t exist) was conducted in 1901, not 1887.  While there were quite a few people ITTL who noticed some of the effects of ‘wireless’ technology before the Francona brothers, these effects were difficult to control until Sigereff’s equations.

--

Decades of Darkness #140: That's How The World Goes On

“The world needs anger.  Too often, the world allows evil to endure because men are not angry enough.”
- From a speech to the Imperial Parliament by Andrew Kelvin (later Baron Kelvin), junior member for Macquarie, 1946

--

This post provides a brief tour of the wider world through to the start of 1910.  It summarises some of the main developments in the timeline, and expands on some of the other history which has not been previously mentioned.  This timeline continues to deal mainly with events in North America and Europe, but this post fills in some of the details of what is happening elsewhere.

--

The KINGDOM OF AUSTRALIA [Australia, New Zealand and New Guinea], is one of the most rapidly-developing parts of the British Empire.  Formed in 1882 out of the former self-governing British colonies of New South Wales, Macquarie [Victoria], Kingsland [Queensland], New Zealand, Tasmania, South Australia and West Australia, the Kingdom has recently added New Guinea (1896) and Northern Australia (1899) as additional provinces.  Australia’s population is booming; what was founded as an outpost for surplus convicts was transformed by the gold rushes of the 1830s into a group of thriving settlement colonies.  Since then, Australia has become one of the most popular destinations for immigrants from Europe, China and India, particularly since the build-up to the North American War cut off most immigration to the nations of that continent.  In 1910, Australia has a population of 19 million people, with the majority of European descent but with significant Chinese and Indian minorities.  While the most common international perception of Australia is that of a nation built on wool exports, in fact Australia’s largest industry is mining, and it has a booming industrial sector, particularly in steel.  In foreign affairs, Australia has been a source of support for Britain for more than half a century, sending troops to most British wars including the Maori Wars, the Second Napoleonic Wars, the Anglo-Boer War and most recently the North American War.  But Australia has now apparently begun to pursue a foreign policy independent of Britain, effectively repudiating its role as a kingdom with the Empire by ignoring the restrictions of the Treaty of Washington.  Australia harbours the Venezuelan government-in-exile which fled that country after the American invasion of 1907, and is suspected to be providing covert support to Colombia and Costa Rica as well.  Domestically, Australia’s main problems are absorbing the large number of immigrants, and the strain placed on the country’s natural resources (especially water) by the burgeoning population.

--

Many of the islands of the PACIFIC had long avoided the colonisation spree which Europe had conducted on most of the world, but during the late 1880s and the 1890s, the Great Powers divided the rest of the Pacific between them.  Distracted by concerns closer to home, the United States has had little involvement in this ocean, taking only the Washington Islands [Marquesas Islands].  Nippon had long ruled Okinawa and the Ryukus, then conquered the Ladrones [Marianas] during the Second Napoleonic Wars, and has since claimed the Caroline Islands [including Palau], the Marshall Islands, and the Gilbert Islands.  Britain has claimed most of the rest of the Pacific, with the Solomon Islands, the New Hebrides [Vanuatu], New Caledonia, Fiji, Samoa [including Tokelau] and Tonga administered directly from Australia.  The Ellice Islands [Tuvalu], Pleasant Island [Nauru], the Cook Islands, Society Islands, the Tuamotos and Pitcairn Island are administered as separate British colonies.  Britain also claims the uninhabited Phoenix Islands [including Howland and Baker Islands] and the Southern Line Islands, which are mined for guano but otherwise have no human presence.  Portugal has a small presence in the Pacific, having claimed Christmas Island [Kiritimati] and the neighbouring Northern Line Islands [Tabuaeran, Teraina, Palmyra Atoll and Kingman Reef].

With perhaps the most delicate position of any Pacific islands, the SANDWICH ISLANDS [Hawai’i] were for a long time an informal protectorate of Britain, and this status was formalised in 1882.  Many Americans have tried in more or less subtle ways to acquire the islands for the United States; there were two overt filibuster raids in 1868 and 1891-2, and several other abortive attempts.  The most well-organised of the filibuster raids in 1891 succeeded in gaining control of the islands for several months, only to be defeated by Nipponese intervention.  Since then, while still formally a British protectorate, the Sandwich Islands have moved increasingly into the Nipponese cultural orbit.  The islands have seen some small-scale immigration, at first largely from New England and Europe but now mainly from Nippon and to a lesser degree Australia.  After the liberation of the islands from American filibusters in 1892, all then-American citizens living there were expelled, and it is still illegal for any American citizen to set foot on the islands.  As of 1909, this restriction was extended to citizens of the Nephi Free State.

--

NIPPON [Japan] has become one of the emerging Great Powers.  Its attempted isolation was abruptly ended in 1856 when Admiral Fokker led a combined German expedition (mostly Dutch) to open the country.  First Germany and then Britain, France, the United States, New England and Russia (after the end of the Turkish War) followed with trade treaties.  Nipponese resentment over this foreign encroachment brought about the overthrow of the Tokugawa Shogunate in the “Renewal”, a movement which culminated in the establishment of a new government in 1868, theoretically under the rule of the Emperor.  After that, Nippon used well-chosen foreign advisers to modernise its military and economy, with careful attention to ensure best results (replacing French military advisers with German ones after the Second Napoleonic Wars, for example).  The success of their modernisation was demonstrated to the world in 1884, when Nipponese forces defeated the (admittedly rather weak) Spanish garrisons in the Ladrones [Marianas] and retained these as the newest Home Islands during the peace settlement, and subsequently gained further Pacific colonies.  In 1892, Nippon’s entry to the club of ‘civilized nations’ was demonstrated when it signed a formal alliance with Britain, and intervened in the Sandwich Islands to defeat American filibusters.

Since 1892, Nippon has itself become a colonial power, albeit one with a lighter touch than most of the European powers.  Nippon claims an ever-increasing part of China, although its effective control of its inland claims is limited, and its local allies are often in conflict with Russian-backed Chinese forces.  Nippon has had quite a difficult relationship with Russia.  Both nations claim Sakhalin Island, and have never resolved the dispute, although there is a de facto partition into northern and southern sections.  They continue to rival each other for influence in the Far East.  Besides their rival interests in China, their main area of contention has been CHOSON [Korea], the “dagger hanging over the Home Islands.”  Choson had long sought to keep itself isolated in the same way as Nippon, and had successfully rebuffed emissaries of Germany, New England, Britain, Nippon, Russia and the United States who tried to secure trade treaties.  But after several years of diplomatic pressure and nonviolent naval demonstrations of power, Choson agreed to become a Nipponese protectorate in 1900, despite Russian protests.  Since then, Nippon has ruled Choson with a very light hand, to avoid giving Russia any excuse to intervene.

--

After so long as the most advanced nation on the planet, CHINA received a harsh shock with its defeat in the Opium War (also called Anglo-Chinese War of 1839-1842), and further demands for concessions from France and Germany.  The humiliations inflicted by the foreign powers spurred the development of new ideologies within China.  In particular, Hong Xiuquan developed his own syncretic semi-religious ideology, including some aspects of Christianity, and inspired the Taiping Revolution which culminated in his accession as Emperor in 1864.  The surviving Qings fled to Manchuria, where with Russian backing they subsequently recaptured much of northern China, including Beijing.  Taiping White China did not long survive the death of Hong Xiuquan, collapsing into civil war in 1889.  The Taiping’s model of personal loyalty to army commanders led to the establishment of regional warlords, and continuing Chinese resentment over foreign influence saw attacks on foreigners.  Drawn into the power vacuum, the colonial powers began the “Scramble for China” which continues to the present day.

The initial stages came when the colonial powers of Russia, Nippon, Britain, Germany, and Portugal sought to provide military protection for their citizens, but this soon turned into a contest first for influence, then for direct control.  For a time it seemed that colonial wars might break out, but the Geneva Conference of 1894 saw the colonial powers agree to partition the coastal regions of China into five sections under direct foreign rule.  The five foreign zones were: Portuguese China, consisting of Macau and a strip of coastal territory on the west bank of the Pearl River; separate British territories of British South China (Hainan and the coastal mainland up to the border with German Indochina) and British East China stretching from Canton to Xiamen; German China from Fuzhou to Huangzhou; Nipponese-ruled China from just north of Shanghai to Qingdao; and Russian China consisting of Manchuria, Beijing and a coastal strip to the Yellow River.  Shanghai itself had been designated a free port under the joint administration of Germany, Britain and Nippon, but open to traders from across the world.

But the nations at the Geneva Conference could not agree on who should control the interior of China, and compromised on a broad agreement that spheres of influence would be recognised, but with precise borders to be dependent on asserting control within the interior of China.  In fact, no side would find it easy to gain control of the vast, heavily-populated Chinese interior.  The remaining Taiping leaders set up a new government at Nanking in 1895, and sought to regain control of the interior from the warlords, only to have Nanking fall to a joint British-Nipponese expedition in 1898.  Rival Taiping claimants established themselves in Wuhan and Chongqing, but in practice these two leaders were merely the most powerful of the warlords.  For the Taiping era had one important effect; soldiers were encouraged to build personal loyalty to their commander, and to keep this loyalty even when their commander switched his own allegiance.

The colonial powers found themselves unable to wield effective control by direct military force.  For instance, a German raid on Wuhan in 1903 weakened the power of the local warlord, but did not bring willing submission to German rule.  The colonial powers have thus begun to work through the regional warlords and army commanders, seeking to persuade them to switch allegiance.  The Russian-backed Qings have proven to be the most effective at this contest, with Russia now controlling (or as much control as any colonial power has) not only Manchuria and Beijing but the (OTL) provinces of Inner Mongolia, Shanxi, the northern two-thirds of Shaanxi including Xi’an, Gansu, Qinghai, Xinjiang, and parts of northern Henan.  Nippon controls Shandong and Jiangsu provinces, and the adjacent parts of Henan and Anhui provinces.  Germany had gained control of Zhejian and northern Fujian provinces early in the century, and with Britain distracted during the North American War, Germany gained effective control of the more inland parts of southern Fujian, most of Jiangxi except the southernmost extremities, and parts of southern Henan.  From their base in Indochina, Germany has gained control of Yunnan.  Germany has also claimed Hubei and Chongqing provinces, although their control of those regions is nominal even in 1910.  Britain’s control of the Chinese interior has faded since 1905, but it still controls the coast between Canton and Xiamen (effectively the eastern half of Guangdong province and the southeastern third of Fujian), and the separate region of British South China, with the island of Hainan, the western two-thirds of Guangxi.  The British also rule TIBET separately, having acquired it as a protectorate in 1898.  Portugal has also proven to be quite effective at gaining the support of local warlords within its own claimed territory of western Guangdong, eastern Guangxi, and most of Hunan.  The remaining interior areas of China, the (OTL) provinces of Sichuan, Guizhou, Chongqing, western Hubei and southern Shaanxi are still areas where effective control is in the hands of local warlords, although between them, Germany, Britain and Russia claim all of these provinces.

--

In SOUTH-EAST ASIA, the Netherlands continue to maintain the DUTCH EAST INDIES as a separate colony under the direct rule of the Dutch Kaiser, outside the direct rule of the German Reich.  Portugal still rules the colony of TIMOR, including not just the island but the neighbouring islands of Flores and Sumba.  INDOCHINA had first been colonised by France, but Germany annexed the colony after the Second Napoleonic Wars.  BURMA tried unsuccessfully to modernise and preserve its independence, and fought a number of wars with Britain until it was finally annexed in 1884, and became ruled as a province of India.  The neighbouring country of SIAM has been more successful in its modernisation attempts, aided in its survival by filling a useful buffer role between British Burma and German Indochina, although at various times it has been forced to concede some territory to Britain and Germany.  Siam uses a variety of military advisers from Portugal and the United States to keep its army up to date, and has begun to introduce railroads and telegraph lines.  The PHILLIPPINES, a Spanish possession for more then 300 years, were occupied by an Anglo-Australian force in 1884 and annexed to Britain in 1886.  In 1890, uprisings occurred throughout the islands, with Filipino groups variously demanding either full legal equality or independence.  Both claims were rejected by Britain, and a major insurrection followed.  The Anglo-Philippine War was largely a guerrilla campaign, and continued until 1904.  Despite fears that the islands would rise up again during the North American War, they stayed relatively quiet, and continue as a British possession until 1910.  There is a growing peaceful movement for Kingdom status for the Philippines, but so far Britain has shown no inclination to grant this.  Germany has ruled FORMOSA [Taiwan] since 1854, using it as a staging area during the Second Napoleonic Wars and the invasions of China.  The island is one of the most prosperous regions in the Pacific, with a developing class of German-speaking magnates (some European immigrants, some native Formosan and ethnic Chinese), and an emerging industrial base.  Some Formosans have advocated incorporating the island as a sovereign polity within the Reich, but so far the distances have made this impractical.  The British maintained rule over MALAYA after the First Napoleonic Wars, establishing SINGAPORE as a major port and fortress, and have subsequently added BRUNEI, SAWARAK and SABAH to their empire.

--

INDIA is the core of the British Empire, built both by conquering the various Indian states and by driving out the other European powers, except for the Portuguese enclaves of Goa, Daman and Diu, and Dadra and Nagar Haveli.  The Indian Mutiny of 1858-1861 came close to driving the British out of India completely, but was eventually subdued.  The main result of the Mutiny was to bring India officially into the British Empire under the rule of Edward VII, Emperor of India.  For a long time India remained largely loyal to Britain, with Indian troops deployed throughout much of the Empire.  There has also been considerable Indian migration within the Empire, particularly to Australia, southern Africa, the British Caribbean, and a lesser amount to Britain itself.  But there has still been growing peaceful resistance to British rule.  The Indian National Congress, formed in 1886, has become a pan-Indian political movement dedicated to full legal equality between British and Indians and eventually to Kingdom status equal to that received by Canada, Ireland, Australia and South Africa.  The INC renamed itself the Bharati National Congress in 1898, and some of its more extreme factions have begun occasional acts of sabotage.  The BNC’s cause has received an immense moral boost from Britain’s defeat in the North American War, and its influence and membership is growing rapidly in the subcontinent.  The Indian émigrés from the former British Caribbean formed their own diaspora within the Empire, with a substantial number returning to India and adding their voices to the calls for full independence, beyond even Kingdom status.

--

PERSIA [Iran] saw a decade-long civil war (1883-1893) between the Russian-supported Qajar Dynasty and the British-backed rebel forces under Mirza Reza Shah Jamaluddin.  Shah Jamaluddin finally won the civil war, and announced a plan to modernise Persia and earn the same recognition which Nippon has achieved.  While he has been friendly toward Britain, he has sought to avoid having his country become a protectorate or have any other formal connection to the British Empire.  Russia attempted to reassert its influence over Persia in 1906, while Britain was entangled in the North American War, but was rebuffed by a joint Anglo-German stand.  Since 1907, Persia has increasingly looked toward Germany rather than Britain, becoming one of several nations which has sought German military and economic advisers.  There are several German companies prospecting for oil within Persia, having been granted new trading concessions which replaced those of several British companies.

--

In the MIDDLE EAST, the OTTOMAN EMPIRE collapsed during war with Russia (the Turkish War of 1858-1862).  The bulk of the Ottoman Empire, including Mesopotamia, has survived as the Sultanate of Turkey.  SYRIA [including OTL Lebanon] is a French colony, one of the few which remained in French hands after the Second Napoleonic Wars.  The British rule PALESTINE as a separate colony, where there is some talk of establishing it as a Kingdom, and the British have a formal protectorate over EGYPT.  The Arabian Peninsula has seen French influence largely replaced by British influence on both the Red Sea coast and around the Persian Gulf; QATAR, BAHRAIN and the TRUCIAL SHIEKDOMS [United Arab Emirates] are British protectorates, while ADEN, YEMEN and OMAN are all under British colonial rule.  The state of RASHIDI ARABIA has gained control of Arabia and the former Hedjaz; it is an informal British protectorate but Britain has avoided staking a formal claim to the region for fear of angering the Islamic world.  TRIPOLI is a fast-developing German colony, while ALGERIA (including the former Italian colony of TUNIS) has seen considerable European immigration and displacement of the former inhabitants.

--


AFRICA became a major focus of European colonial endeavours during the later half of the nineteenth century, culminating in the Second Napoleonic Wars where the Spanish were driven entirely out of Africa and the French confined to Algeria and West Africa.  The Third Congress of Vienna saw the European powers divide the continent according to their own priorities and interests, with Britain claiming the largest share and Portugal and Germany claiming most of the rest.  The United States has a small, moribund outpost in Whydah, Aragon was granted much of the Congo, and much of the interior of the Sahara was left unclaimed.  The divisions established in Europe often did not correspond to the facts on the ground; Aragon did not develop influence over much of the Congo until the late 1890s, but the European powers had largely turned their claims into fact by 1900, leaving only the interior of Sahara to be divided amongst themselves during the last decade.  The only nation which remains recognised as under native rule is ABYSSINIA [Ethiopia], although it has been the focus of some attention from Russia, particularly some members of the Russian Orthodox Church who are seeking ecumenical recognition.  Greece acquired the last stretch of unclaimed coastal Africa, in Somaliland, in 1896.  Southern Africa was long a source of dispute between Britain and other powers, but it has now been divided into Portuguese, British and Liberian regions.  The nation of LIBERIA [southern Angola and northern Namibia] proclaimed itself ‘Greater Liberia’ after the successful pressing of claims to their hinterland.  It was built on the large migration of former slaves and free blacks from the United States, including Spanish and French speakers from the Caribbean, and some migrants from New England, and has developed into a democratic republic.  Liberia has recently received a massive surge in population with refugees from Haiti and the former British Caribbean.  Britain conquered the former Boer Republics of Orange Free State, Transvaal and Maritzia in the Anglo-Boer War (1890-1893).  These were unified with the other British southern African colonies (Cape Colony, Natal, Lesotho and Bechuanaland [most of Botswana plus part of Namibia]) into the Kingdom of South Africa, where Jonathan I was crowned on 1 January 1901.  Some influential South African leaders have openly talked about acquiring further territory from their neighbours, which has caused tension between Britain and Portugal and Liberia.

--

In southern SOUTH AMERICA, PERU has experienced unstable government for most of its existence since it acquired practical independence from Spain in 1825, with alternating periods of military and civilian government in the country.  CHARCAS [Bolivia] had a long dispute with CHILE regarding the Pacific coast in the Atacama Desert, which was resolved by force when Chile invaded as part of the War of the Quadruple Alliance (Brazil and Chile versus Argentina, Uruguay, Paraguay and Charcas), which also saw Charcas a substantial part of its territory in the Gran Chaco region to Brazil.  Defeated in the same war, PARAGUAY was stripped of over half of its territory (but much less than half of its population) with Brazil acquiring large parts of the country.  ARGENTINA was likewise defeated, but suffered no territorial loss beyond conceding the disputed Misiones region to Paraguay.  Although it suffered defeat in that war, Argentina has nonetheless become the wealthiest country in South America in terms of per capita income, and has received considerable immigration from Europe, especially since the North American War.  Argentina’s continued wariness of Brazil and Chile led it to form the Amistad [friendship] in 1889, a mutual defensive pact between Argentina, Paraguay and Charcas.  Peru, also concerned over possible border conflicts with Chile, joined the Amistad in 1895.  All of the signatories sought military advisers to reform their armies, and navies in the case of Argentina and Peru.  At first the Amistad powers received British military advisers, but these were replaced by German advisers in 1908.  URUGUAY was annexed by Brazil in 1885, but rebelled during the recent Brazilian Civil War and declared its independence.  In 1908, the Amistad nations recognised Uruguay and admitted it to their alliance.  There have been rumours that Chile has begun discussions with the Amistad, but so far nothing public has been announced.

--

BRAZIL was for a long time an empire and the only major remaining slave-holding power in the world except the United States.  Brazil developed increasingly close links to the USA since the 1820s, and was a major trans-shipment point for slave traders until growing European control of Africa slowed that trade, and which ended completely when the United States stopped all imports of slaves from Africa in 1881.  American- and British-financed railroad expansion since the 1840s improved transport links within Brazil and strengthened its economy.  Brazil had unresolved territorial disputes with Britain (over British Guiana), Venezuela, Colombia and Peru, but these became more significant when the United States first annexed British Guiana and then invaded Colombia and Venezuela in 1907.  The United States has not made any formal announcement of where it believes these borders should be, and is awaiting the outcome of the Brazilian Civil War.  Brazil annexed Uruguay in 1885 and also acquired additional territory from Charcas and Paraguay.

After the end of the First Napoleonic Wars, Brazil shared a joint crown with Portugal.  Don Joao ruled as King of Portugal and Emperor of Brazil until 1826, to be followed by Don Pedro I.  The two nations were formally separated into separate realms in 1837, but they remained closely linked in trade and culture thereafter.  Although the Portuguese Empire was formally under the rule of Lisbon, many of the soldiers and much of the finance for the colonies came from Brazil; the Portuguese Empire is in truth as much Brazilian as Portuguese.  Brazil was under the rule of the Americophile Empress Maria since 1884 until the Brazilian Revolution of 1906 saw the Republican forces depose and imprison her.  This triggered the Brazilian Civil War which has continued into 1910; the Republican forces have been broadly more successful but have not yet managed to score a decisive victory.  Uruguay has taken advantage of the civil war to re-assert its independence from Brazil, and Paraguay and Charcas have unofficially invaded Brazil to reclaim their former territory.  The civil war has also seen intervention from outside of South America.  Portugal and the United States have been providing open support to the Royalists, while Germany, Britain, and a variety of other nations have sent aid to the Republicans.  Germany has recently dispatched an observation force which is theoretically neutral in the civil war but whose actions have “unintentionally” aided the Republicans.

--

The CARIBBEAN, CENTRAL AMERICA and northern SOUTH AMERICA have gradually fallen under American rule over the last century.  Through a variety of filibusters and diplomatic manoeuvres, the United States acquired Cuba, Puerto Rico, Nicaragua, Honduras, Guatemala, and El Salvador during the nineteenth century.  The United States purchased the former colonies of Suriname and the Dutch Antilles (in 1869) and French Guiana (in 1875).  It annexed British Guiana [Guyana], British Honduras [Belize] and all of Britain’s Caribbean possessions except JAMAICA in 1906 as part of the settlement of the North American War.  Dominica [the Dominican Republic] was first a New England protectorate and then a New England state, but was ceded to the United States as part of the same peace settlement, which also saw recognition of American rule of Haiti.  Colombia [Colombia, Ecuador and Panama], Venezuela and Costa Rica were long-time allies of Britain until the end of the North American War, and have all since been invaded and occupied by the United States.  The United States has announced the annexation of all of these countries, but has not received international recognition for them.  Most countries remain studiously neutral on the issue, although Australia openly harbours a Venezuelan government-in-exile and is known to be providing covert military aid to rebels in all three occupied countries.

--

The continent of NORTH AMERICA is currently divided between five nations: the UNITED STATES OF AMERICA, the REPUBLIC OF NEW ENGLAND, the KINGDOM OF CANADA, the KINGDOM OF NEWFOUNDLAND and the NEPHI FREE STATE [Vancouver Island].  No European powers have any formal links to any part of North America (unless Denmark’s rule of Greenland is considered as such).  The United States has developed into one of the world’s Great Powers, having recognised control of territory from Pennsylvania to the Caribbean, and from Alaska and New Caledonia [British Colombia] to Nicaragua.  Victorious in the North American War, the United States is dominated by slaveholding interests but has a massive resource and industrial base.  New England had been an emerging social democracy, wealthy and heavily industrialised, with trading links across the globe, but suffered considerably with the loss of the war.  It still has democratic institutions and remains relatively wealthy, but has growing political discontent.  Canada has been having even greater political problems since the loss of the war, particularly since the assassination of King George I in 1908, with his successor James II taking effective control of the government.  Newfoundland is an independent kingdom but effectively an economic dependency of New England.  The Nephi Free State is a Nephite theocracy and an American client state.

--

The UNITED KINGDOM spent the nineteenth century reforming internally through Catholic Emancipation, gradual extension of the franchise and quietly accumulating a great deal of wealth while becoming the centre of the largest empire in the world, and quietly accumulating a great deal of wealth.  At its height, the British Empire included Canada, much of the Caribbean, large parts of Africa and the Middle East, Turkey, India, Tibet, Malaya, Australia, parts of China and most of the Pacific.  The British Empire suffered considerable territorial losses after the end of the North American War, with Britain’s Caribbean possessions almost all lost, and Canada and Newfoundland severing all formal ties to the Empire.  The defeat also loosened the ties that linked the remaining Kingdoms of Australia and South Africa considerably (not so much for Ireland).  There are growing tides of nationalism within much of the Empire, particularly in India, although so far Britain has avoided granting Kingdom status to any ‘non-white’ polity; the region which seems to have the best potential for earning that status is Palestine.  The second half of the nineteenth century saw the emergence of a Pan-Celtic movement in Ireland, Wales, Scotland, Cornwall and Brittany, which emphasised the common heritage of the Celtic peoples.  Its greatest effects to date have been increased use of Celtic languages, particularly within Wales, and thriving literature, art and music in Celtic themes.  It has also resulted in relatively small but high-profile nationalist movements pushing for separate Kingdom status for Scotland and Wales.  They have had the greatest political success in Wales, where the Kingdom movement has been advocated as a way of forcing disestablishment of the Church of England.

--

FRANCE has seen many changes of government since the French Revolution, from republic to empire to monarchy to new monarchy to republic to empire to republic to new republic.  The Third Republic formed after the abdication of Napoleon IV was described with wry amusement by the French as a state of anarchy interrupted by regular general elections.  The political instability did nothing to stop France prospering economically as part of the general European economic growth of the 1890s and 1900s.  France, especially Paris, has a burgeoning cultural reputation during Le Fleuraison, the Flowering, which has produced modernist thought, radical literature, art and music, and ferocious consumption of absinthe.  France’s colonial empire has been much reduced, consisting only of Algeria, Syria and French West Africa, and it has also lost Nice, Savoy and Corsica to Italy.  After the suicide of his father in 1888, Prince Charles Jean Louis Napoleon Bonaparte became the target of Bonapartist sympathies to proclaim him Napoleon V.  While he refused to accept the calls for a crown, after the Third Republic collapsed he won election as first President of the Fourth Republic.  Although openly referred to Napoleon V, he has been strictly republican in his actions, and has sought to act as the unifying voice of Europe.

--

After a series of troublesome wars throughout much of the nineteenth century, particularly in the former nation of Spain, the Iberian Peninsula has become a more prosperous and peaceful place during the last two decades.  The new nation of ARAGON, while it suffered invasion and annexation during the build-up to the Second Napoleonic Wars, was liberated afterwards and has begun to recover, and has even received the colonial territory of the Congo.  CASTILE, while losing the former Spanish colonial empire, has begun to rebuild its economy.  PORTUGAL avoided most of the Iberian wars during that century, although it was invaded during the Second Napoleonic Wars.  While it has lost Brazil, it has maintained much of the rest of its colonial empire and in some cases (Africa, China, and the Pacific) it has expanded it.  Portugal also acquired the Galiza and Olivença regions from the former Spain.  Portugal has begun to reorganise its colonial empire, slowly granting full citizenship rights to all citizens of its colonies, and establishing Kingdoms within the Empire based on an extension of the British model.  Portugal’s colonial empire is divided as follows: Kingdom of Portugal, Algarve and Galiza [Portugal, Algarve, Galiza, Olivença and the archipelagos of Azores, Canaries and Madeira]; Kingdom of Zambesia [*Angola minus Cabinda, Mozambique, Zambia, Malawi, and the Portuguese regions of OTL Zaire and Zimbabwe]; Vice-Kingdom of Morocco [Morocco, Western Sahara, Mauritania, and the Portuguese territories in Algeria, Mali and northern Senegal]; Vice-Kingdom of Guinea [Portuguese Guinea, coastal Guinea, Casamança and the Cape Verde Islands]; Vice-Kingdom of Equatorial Africa [Equatorial Guinea, Gabon, Congo, Sao Tome & Principe, and Cabinda]; Vice-Kingdom of Goa [Goa, Daman and Diu, and Dadra and Nagar Haveli]; Vice-Kingdom of Timor [Timor, Flores and Sumba]; Dependency of Portuguese China [Macau and the Portuguese claims in China]; and the Dependency of Portuguese Polynesia (Christmas Island, Tabueran, Teraina, Palmyra Atoll and Kingman Reef].

--

ITALY emerged as a unified nation during the Swiss and Italian War (1858-1863), and has since acquired Rome, Nice, Savoy and Corsica.  Lombardy and Venetia are part of Austria (and hence Germany), and SAN MARINO is an independent republic.  Being on the losing side in the Second Napoleonic Wars cost Italy the colonies of Tunis, Tripoli and Albania.  Since the acquisition of Nice, Italy now surrounds MONACO, but under the terms of the Second Congress of Vienna, Monaco will revert to France if the monarch dies without male heirs, rather than Italy.

--

GREECE won its independence in 1829, aided in part by their supply of frigates from New England.  New England was also the first nation to recognise Greek independence, and there has been ongoing commercial and military contact, especially between the Greek Navy and the NEN.  Greece has gradually acquired territory since that time: the Ionian Islands from Britain in 1834 in exchange for its neutrality during the Russo-Ottoman War of 1834-6; Grevena from the Ottomans at the end of the war; Epirus and Macedonia during the collapse of the Ottoman Empire and the Second Congress of Vienna; part of Albania from the Third Congress of Vienna; and Greek Somaliland acquired as a colony after two military expeditions in 1892 and 1895-6.  Since the end of the North American War, Greece no longer has any official military contact with New England, but a surprising number of former New England cruisers and destroyers have ended up in Greece, in many cases complete with crews.

--

The Balkan Peninsula, long a contest of interests between Russia and Austria, has been increasingly drawn into the German orbit since the Second Napoleonic Wars.  SERBIA is ruled by a monarch from a cadet branch of the Habsburgs, who does maintain the interests of his Serb subjects, but the nation is increasingly linked economically to Germany.  Similarly, ALBANIA had Italian colonial rule replaced by a Habsburg monarch.  MONTENEGRO has a Wittelsbach [Bavarian royal family] monarch and is similarly close to Germany.  BULGARIA, once part of Russia, [smaller than OTL Bulgaria, with the southern regions still Turkish-ruled] is now ruled by a Swedish prince who has established a constitutional monarchy and maintains careful neutrality between German, Russian and Anglo-Turkish interests.

--

By 1910, GERMANY has emerged as the colossus of Central Europe, incorporating nearly every German-speaker in Europe (including the Dutch-speakers of the Netherlands [and Belgium and northern France]), except for the ethnic Volga Germans in Russia, some of whom have chosen to return to Germany.  Initially developed after the First Napoleonic Wars as a German Confederation of the three Great Powers of Prussia, Austria and the Netherlands, and lesser German states, the century saw political, cultural and economic integration into a single entity.  Fighting together in several wars both greatly increased the sense of national unity, and united further German-speaking territories from Schleswig-Holstein (acquired without war), Switzerland, and from France.  Germany also includes some non-German-speaking areas, such as Venetia, Lombardy, Bohemia and Moravia in Austria, the French-speaking parts of the Netherlands, and some Polish-speaking areas in Prussia.  HUNGARY, CROATIA, and POLAND are separate states in personal union within the Holy Roman Emperor, effectively economically unified with Germany, and with German-trained but separate military forces.  COURLAND [most of OTL Lithuania and parts of Latvia] is a separate nation under a Hohenzollern prince, but similarly economically and militarily linked.  German princes are also monarchs of several Balkan states (Serbia, Montenegro and Albania), although these tend to look out for the interests of their own subjects first.  Germany has unquestionably the single most powerful armed forces in Europe, but their relations with their formerly closest ally, Britain, have become strained of late.

--

The power of the RUSSIAN EMPIRE has waxed and waned throughout the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries.  It pushed into much of Central Asia and the Far East, although Alaska was lost to Britain.  The centuries-old struggle with the Ottoman Empire saw Russia reach as far as Bulgaria and Kars, until military defeat saw Kars restored to Turkey and Bulgaria win independence.  Russian Poland and Lithuania were also stripped from it during the Second Napoleonic Wars.  Russia’s historical influence has for now been blocked by British and German diplomacy.  Russia’s greatest territorial gains in recent times have been in China, where it has solid control of Manchuria and indirect control, through its Qing clients, of large parts of northern, western and central China.  Internally, an attempted revolution in 1885-6 saw Tsar Peter IV create a Duma and hold elections from across Russia.  The Duma has developed into a powerful political body, and in 1906 produced a political crisis over the Tsar’s attempted conquest of Persia, leading to the abdication of Peter IV in favour of his son Alexander II, and a new Russian Constitution which has granted increased power to the Duma.

--

In SCANDINAVIA, the two kingdoms of SWEDEN and DENMARK have become increasingly close since Germany acquired Schleswig-Holstein from Denmark.  Both powers have proclaimed neutrality from most world affairs, and were the only major powers in Europe to remain neutral during the Second Napoleonic Wars.  There had been calls for the formation of a united Scandinavia, but this movement has largely failed to have any effect, and NORWAY separated peacefully from Sweden in 1906.

--

Decades of Darkness Interlude #6: Destination Unknown

Credit for part of this post goes to Mike Ralls, who wrote much of the “Striking the Balance” and “Promised Land” sections.

--

“Of course there's a lot of knowledge in universities: the freshmen bring a little in; the seniors don't take much away, so knowledge sort of accumulates.”
- John Cabot Lowell, New England educator

--

Hobson University [1] Undergraduate Program 1950

Department of Modern History

Semester One

AUST100 Australian Viewpoints I: Myths, Dreams, History
Assoc. Prof. D Clarke

HIST111 Introduction to World History
Assoc. Prof. A Disraeli

HIST190 The Path to Modernity: Europe 1500-1792
Dr M Olsen, Prof. E Kelly

HIST201 European History from the French Revolution to the Great War
Prof. A Mayr, Assoc. Prof. J Lavoisier

HIST225 Film, Media and History
Assoc. Prof. D Clarke

HIST241 Women in Australian History 1788-1938
Dr W-T Teo

HIST266 Mathematics, Economics and History
Prof. Y Slutsky

HIST297 World Relations in the Twentieth Century
Dr W Chou

HIST319 History, Culture and Immigration
Dr A Sierra

HIST325 Russia in the Twentieth Century
Dr A Sierra, Prof. Y Slutsky

HIST350 New Perspectives on the Australian Involvement in South America
Prof. F Maturana

HIST364 Convicts, Slaves and Peons
Dr M Davies

HIST398 The War that Shaped the World
Sir Thomas Winchester

Semester Two

HIST112 The World Since 1933: An Australian Perspective
Prof. CV Subramaniam

HIST194 The Late Medieval World: Europe to 1550
Assoc. Prof. R Wrigley

HIST215 Australia, Britain and the Old Empire 1770-1881
Dr W Chou, Dr M Davies

HIST230 Imperialism 1815-1945
Dr M Davies

HIST266/321 Modern Europe: from Empires to GEEU
Prof. A Mayr

HIST270 Nations Without Borders: The Experience of Colonialism
Prof. F Maturana, Assoc. Prof. J Lavoisier

HIST318 Indigenous Australian History since Unification
Prof. CV Subramaniam

HIST331 Asian Worlds
Dr W-T Teo, Dr A Sierra

HIST342 Australian History since 1881
Assoc. Prof. D Clarke

HIST358 World Histories
Assoc. Prof A Disraeli, Dr W-T Teo

HIST362 From Drive-Ins to Cocaine Schick [2]: Popular Culture Since the Thirties
Dr A Sierra

HIST365 From Columbus To China: Perspectives of Colonialism
Dr M Olsen

HIST378 Common Folk and Herrenvolk: The Development of Modern Democracy
Assoc. Prof A Disraeli

--

Hobson University [1] Staff Guide, 1950

Department of Modern History

Academic Staff

Head of Department

Anthony Mayr
Professor
BA Oxon, BA Hons. Adelaide, MA & PhD RAU [Royal Australian University]
Special Interests: Political and social history of Western Europe since 1815; British moral reform movements, 18th to 20th centuries; political history of Edwardian Britain; history of abolitionist movements within the British Empire.

Duncan I. Clarke
Associate Professor
BA Hons. & MA Hobson, PhD Rich. [3]
Special Interests: Australian history since unification; Australian social policy; film, media and history; Australian biography.

William C. Chou
Senior Lecturer
BA Hons. & MA New Camb., PhD Hobson
Special Interests: British colonial history; intercultural studies; history of travel; twentieth-century international relations.

Michelle Davies
Lecturer
BA Hons. Eden., PhD Eden
Special Interests: Australian convict history; history of New World slavery; history of peonage; American-Australian relations (particularly 1905-1947).

Adrian Disraeli
Associate Professor
BA Hons. MA Cantab., PhD Stir. [Stirling University]
Special Interests: History of democracy; world history; history of the British Conservative Party; political history of the United Kingdom.

Jacques R. Lavoisier
Associate Professor
BA Paris, PhD Yale
Special interests: French social history; Anglo-French relations 1688-1929; the French Diaspora; French colonial history.

Fernando Maturana
Professor
Chair of South American Studies
BA Hons. Santiago, MA & PhD New Camb.
Special interests: South American cultural history; Chilean history; history of Australian-Amistad relations.

Michael W. Olsen
Lecturer
BA Hons. & MA Capetown, PhD KEU [4]
Special Interests: South African history; comparative colonial history; colonialism and expansion.

Andrew Sierra
Lecturer
BA Hons. New Oxf., MA UNSW [University of New South Wales], PhD Hobson
Special Interests: History of Australian immigration; Russian history 1815-1929; cultural history.

Conjeevaram Velupillai (CV) Subramaniam
Professor
BA Hons & MA Rich. [3], PhD Kings. [5], D.Litt. New Camb.
Special Interests: Economic and social history of colonial Kingsland; social and cross-cultural history of post-unification Australia; history of Marxism in Oceania; indigenous Australian history.

Wei-Tsing Teo
Senior Lecturer
BA Hons Poneke [Wellington, NZ], PhD Hobson
Special Interests: Historiography; women’s history; history of travel; race and sexuality; Bharatian history, particularly 1858-1932; world history.

Sir Thomas Winchester, KCSA [6], EC [Edward Cross]
Senior Lecturer
LLB New Oxf., PhD (h.c.) Hobson
Special Interests: The Great War, particularly the Pacific Theatre; history of espionage; military history; history of post-Renewal Nippon.

Visiting Fellows

Eamon Kelly
BA Hons. Dub., PhD INU [Irish National University]
Special Interests: Irish migration and settlement in Australia; history and philosophy of science in the seventeenth century; early modern Europe.

Ienaga Saburo
B.Ed. Tokyo, PhD Tokyo
Special Interests: Modern history of Nippon; history of education.

Yevgeni Slutsky
LLB & MA Kiev, PhD St. P. [University of St Petersburg]
Special Interests: Economic history of Russia; statistical methods of historical analysis; mathematics and history.

Adjunct Professors

Richard Wrigley
Assoc. Professor
BA Hons. Hobson, PhD Eden
Special Interests: Medieval and Renaissance Europe, particularly Italy; history of the family, 950-1950.

--

Excerpts from recommended readings for HIST297: World Relations in the Twentieth Century

From: “Striking the Balance: The Rise of Hegemony and the End of the Old Order”
By William C. Chou, Hobson University
(c) 1946 Hobson University Press.  Used with permission.

The balance of power was originally a European state of affairs that was then exported to its colonies.  It exists when there is parity or ‘just equilibrium’ between the members of the family of nations, and is most blissful when it ensures and prevents any one nation from becoming sufficiently strong so as to enable it to enforce its will upon the rest.

It was this principle that allowed peace to reign in North America (between the major powers) for over seventy years, and in Europe for over forty years.  This is quite a different state of affairs from that of our modern era, where memories of war are so vivid in our minds.

Many have criticised the balance of power, but as Professor L. Oppenheim (Internal. Law, i. 73) justly points out, an equilibrium between the various powers which form the family of nations is, in fact, essential to the very existence of any international law.  In the absence of any central authority, the only sanction behind the code of rules established by custom or defined in treaties, known as 'international law', is the capacity of the powers to hold each other in check.  If this system fails, nothing prevents any state sufficiently powerful from ignoring the law and acting solely according to its convenience and its interests.

And with the rise of the United States in the Americas, Germany in Europe, and Russia in Asia, this brings us to the state of affairs where we find ourselves living in modern times.  Now the superpowers feel free to act as they wish within the areas of their control.  The rise of the hegemonic system has produced the most profound reshaping of international relations since the French Revolutionary Wars.

In the old order, the nations recognised a club of Great Powers, the premier nations of the world, but this was a system which recognised the rights of lesser powers, who were formally equal with the Great Powers and could, in time, aspire to join the club the Great Powers.  The rules by which nations could climb or fall in this game were those of international law, which was enforceable only by the opinion of other nations, and thus by the balance of power.

Even when the principle of the balance of power was most widely recognised by the nations of Europe, it was clear that it had limits.  Some nations were considered part of the club of civilized nations, and were thus protected by the bonds of treaty and convention, while others were outside that club, and were not protected.  The presence of these unprotected regions helped to preserve the balance of power, since any tension between the Great Powers could be alleviated by a struggle for influence in the wider world.

Soon enough, the nations of the wider world fell under the sway of the European and European-descended powers, or under Nippon, which was considered in effect an honorary European power.  With all of the world flying the flag of one of the European nations, the safety valve of colonial expansion was shut off.  This brought the attention of the Great Powers back to their home territories, and now the inevitable tension between the Great Powers could no longer be relieved by colonial expansion.  Now nations began to test the principle of the balance of power in much greater earnest...

From: “Promised Land versus Crusader State: The New England and American encounter with the world and each other since 1811”
(c) 1948 Walter Ramey
Jefferson Davis University Press: Puerto Veracruz, USA

To many observers, American and New England foreign policy and actions appear to be in direct dichotomy, with New England's high-minded idealism butting heads with American crass realism.

As Senator Fulbright wrote, “The inconstancy of North American foreign policy is not an accident but an expression of two distinct sides of the American and New England character.  Both are characterized by a kind of moralism, but one is the morality of decent instincts tempered by the knowledge of human imperfection and the other is the morality of absolute self-assurance fired by the crusader spirit.”

So while American hegemony has coincided with an unprecedented degree of increase in material prosperity for freemen in America and New England, still most see New England as the beacon and America as the beast.  What connects these two diverse traditions is the belief that foreign policy should never compromise liberty at home.  What is more, these traditions coexist in the American and New England mind and influence their foreign policy.  In that sense simple dichotomies between realism and idealism miss the mark; both American and New England foreign policy is at the same time “good, bad and ugly.”

It is not in a lack of ideals that our differences lie, but in the understanding of how lofty ideals can be enacted in an imperfect world.  Both America and New England have a foreign policy driven by their morality of conduct; the only change is in how they apply.  America looks to bring unity for the betterment of all, while New England hopes to bring unity of purpose and believes that through firm examples the world may be made to improve itself.

But these differences are merely a reflection of the individual circumstances of each nation.  New England has never been a dominant nation in the affairs of the world, and so it is by the influence of example that it sets its foreign policy.  America can stand before the world and can determine the course which other nations must tread, and so its morality is reflected in the message it reveals to the world.  New England and America have more in common than many people in either nation realises, and the day is fast approaching when our two nations must set aside their differences to meet our common enemy...

From: “The Weak Reed: International Law in the Superpower Era”
(c) 1947 Mark Walker
New Oxford University Press: Liverpool [Melbourne], Australia

The entire corpus of international law composes a list of restrictions on outward sovereignty and on stipulations of what one state can and cannot do to another.  This was built on the assumption that all states were sovereign and equal, and that one state may not interfere with the internal affairs of another state, except in case of war.  In its classical form, this tradition is European in origin and dates back to the Peace of Westphalia.  While some non-European nations had conventions of international recognition which pre-dated Westphalia by millennia, it was the Westphalian system which came to cover the world under the aegis of Europe’s assault on the globe in the first- and second-wave colonial expansion.

In the Westphalian system, then, states are formally at war or formally at peace, and their actions in each case are constrained by the conventions of international law.  Yet modern experience has shown what a week reed those conventions are.  Interference by one state in the affairs of another is common currency, and strong states are notorious for not reciprocating full recognition of weaker states.

Indeed, the old notion of formal war has long been replaced.  States which are not formally at war still interfere with each other’s affairs, and their actions are constrained not by any adherence to conventions of international law, but rather the capacity of other nations to retaliate.  As Clement Churchill famously observed, what we have now is “not the grand pronouncements of Loud War which marked the old era.  Rather, the world has fallen into a Silent War.  This is a war which takes place in darkness and shadow.  It is not a war of armies marching across continents, but between men who do not admit their allegiance, of proxy wars and espionage and sabotage.”

In this era, the security of nations can no longer rest on recognition of sovereignty alone.  The security of Australia rests not on old conventions of international law or the representations in the Council of Nations, but rather on the shared sovereignty of the Restored Empire and on our other alliances, particularly with Nippon...

--

[1] Hobson University is located in Eden, Australia [Auckland, New Zealand].

[2] Shick, a borrowing from Neudeutsch ‘Schick’ (elegance, fitness, style) is used roughly as OTL English ‘chic.’

[3] Rich., i.e. University of Richmond [Brisbane].

[4] KEU, i.e. King Edward University, Retief [Pretoria, South Africa].

[5] Kings., i.e. Kingsland University, Hampshire [Southport, Queensland].

[6] KCSA: Knight Commander of the Most Exalted Order of the Star of Australia, the oldest purely Australian order of knighthood, created in 1850.

--

Decades of Darkness #141a: To The Brink

“Reality is just the most persistent of our illusions.”
- Konrad Dahl (Danish writer, philosopher, and psychologist) in “The Substance of Man”, 1874

--

27 October 1910
U.S. General Staff
Columbia, Federal District
United States of America

“In your opinion, General, do you think we’re winning against Germany?” Diane Grant asked.

General Lyle Kirby, head of the U.S. General Staff, had long ago learned how to play politics.  It was an unavoidable part of his job, balancing the requirements of military policy against the endless machinations of President and Congress.  And it had been a careful political calculation on his part which had led him to grant the request for an interview from most-emphatically-Miss Grant of the Columbia Messenger.

The same careful calculations dictated his only possible answer, of course.  “We are not at war with Germany, so there is nothing to win.”

“Except control of the second-greatest nation in the Americas,” Grant said.  “The President himself has said that we will have a victory there.”

“The President is, er, has never said we are fighting Germany, though,” Kirby replied.  He allowed himself an inward smile that he had caught himself before saying something worse.  He had once had immense respect for Charles Bull.  As a soldier, Bull had brought America more victories than any military commander in, well, a long time.  Certainly since General Mahan, maybe even longer.  These days, though, Kirby had trouble holding onto that respect.  “For that matter, the Reich has been most emphatic that they are neutral in Brazil’s little civil war.”

“So neutral they have done nothing to stop an entire division deserting and joining the Republicans?” she asked.

That was a telling question, but Kirby had been ready for it, as indeed he hoped he was for all of the reporter’s questions.  “Men from a host of nations have volunteered to fight down there, many Americans among them.  What difference a few more?”

“A handful of Swedish or Nipponese volunteers hardly compares to a whole German division.  One which somehow manages to keep itself armed and supplied, including with German-calibre artillery shells,” Grant said.

“You’re well-informed,” Kirby replied, with what he hoped was a disarming smile.

She smiled back at him, but resolutely showed that she wouldn’t be distracted, either.  “Well-informed enough to deserve an answer, I think.”

Kirby shrugged.  “Off the record?”  Not that anything was ever truly off the record, of course, but a moment later Grant nodded and put down her elegant silver-plated fountain pen.

“The truth is, I don’t think that Der Vater” – the German nickname for von Moltke, meaning “the father”, had become so popular down in Brazil that even the Americans there used it these days – “could stop his men from supplying their fellow Germans even if he wanted to.  No need to get worried about it.”

There were plenty of things to get concerned about, but the Germans supplying their ‘renegade’ division wasn’t one of them.  There were plenty of Americans fighting in Brazil, and even those who the General Staff didn’t want to receive military supplies still got them, one way or another.  The simple truth was – although he’d never admit that to any reporter in so many words – was that Brazil was in chaos.  Things were going better for the Republicans, but no-one could really control everything that happened down there.

“Is there anything you do think worth getting worried about, then?” she asked, picking up her pen again.  “Cloud-ships turn out to be useless as weapons of war.  How many of them had to come crashing to earth before we learned that?  All of the bandits the Germans fight regrettably turn out to have misidentified Royalist soldiers.  The Republicans are eating up Sao Paulo acre by acre.  Now the talk is that the Argentines may join them.”

“Argentines joining the Republicans?” he said.  “I’ll believe that when I see it.”

“Civil wars can bring about some strange alliances,” she said.  “If Canada blows up into civil war, which side will we back?”

“The winning side,” Kirby said, and was pleased to see a startled laugh from Grant.

“Fair comment.  But come, now, General, isn’t the truth plain that the president has badly bungled this war in Brazil?  Our cloud-ships have failed, the German arlacs can out-fight ours, our sea wolves are useless unless we want to start sinking German warships, and our allies are in retreat everywhere that matters.”

“The Royalists aren’t retreating everywhere,” Kirby said.  “Look at what they’ve done, taking Fortaleza and most of Ceará.  They’re almost into Rio Grande del Norte.”

Focusing on that let him ignore her telling point about cloud-ships.  The arguments and recriminations about that one still filled the General Staff.  Except perhaps for reconnaissance and moving small strike forces of men, cloud-ships had been proven useless as weapons of war.  Skyriders, now, they were proving ever more useful.  No-one who mattered in the General Staff had thought it worth including a restriction on building them in the Peace of Washington.  And so the Yankees were doing much with them.  Another headache, that, and he already had enough to concern him.

“And will holding that matter any more than holding part of Illinois did the Canadians?” she asked.  “But you’re just quibbling.  Our involvement in Brazil is a disaster, and the president is the man who said that we would win there.”

Kirby knew what he wanted to say.  Bull was a fool.  He knew how to lead an army, but not how to command a war.  Or, indeed, a nation.  Mitchell may not have been much of a man – as the woman sitting in front of him had proved – but he had been a great president nonetheless.  Bull should know better than this.  He made enemies at home whenever he opened his mouth, and he had pushed America into open involvement in Brazil with no thought for the consequences.  Winning one war did not make the United States invincible.

“Alas, I can’t comment on political matters.”  A polite fiction, that one.  They both knew this interview had been arranged because Kirby was playing his own political games, and because Grant wanted to write a political story.  “Politics is not for serving soldiers.  Which is why despite all his successes on the battlefield, General Bull resigned his commission before he began his election campaign.”

“Then let me ask a military question.  Does the General Staff have plans prepared for war with Germany, if Bull drags us into war with them?”

“I must repeat: I will not comment on the political part of that question,” he said, as he had to.  “But it is the duty of the General Staff to make plans for any possible war.  That includes war with Germany, yes, but only as one nation among many.  We even have plans somewhere for fighting an alliance of Newfoundland and the Nephi Free State.  Merely because we make plans does not mean that we have any expectation that such a war will happen.  Whether a war will be fought is a matter for the President and Congress.  Our role is to be prepared if it does.”

Although preparation was an overstatement, in this case.  Kirby had severe doubts that a war with Germany would be winnable.  The Germans were white men, too – many Americans had some German blood in them [1] – and there were even more of them than Americans.  Small chance that Russia would keep the Germans busy now.

“Can you be prepared, though?  Can we fight Germany and Brazil while still so busy in Venezuela and Colombia?”

Like most Americans, she forgot about the quieter war in Costa Rica, but her question was still a telling one.  “Venezuela no longer exists.  And there is only one Columbia on the map now,” Kirby said, gesturing vaguely to encompass the city around them.

“Fine, then.  While we are suppressing the revolts in the territories of Panama, Antioquía, Amazonia, Buenaventura, Quito, Orinoco, Caracas and Maracaibo [2], and Hispaniola and Barbados come to that, territories which in fact have only military governors and no functioning civil authority... will we have the resources to fight Brazil and Germany?”

She did have an impressive memory to remember all that, Kirby decided, but then that was probably why she was a reporter in the first place.  “America’s resources are vast, as Britain and New England found out to their sorrow.  It behooves any nation who would threaten us to remember the strength of the United States.”  Hopefully Germany would remember the last contest and avoid a new war which would be difficult for the USA to win.

And with that, he had said everything which he wanted Grant to quote.  He half-rose to indicate that as far as he was concerned, the interview was at an end.

She said, “One last question, General.”  The way she held onto her pen told him she wouldn’t accept a non-answer or even off the record answer for this one.  “How will the United States look if we lose the war in Brazil?”

“We are not at war with Brazil, so the question doesn’t arise,” Kirby said.  Still, though Diane Grant left his office clearly dissatisfied by not getting a usefully quotable answer, the question she left behind was an awkward one.  How would America react to losing the not-quite-war in Brazil?  The North American War was meant to show the world that the United States was a great power, and end all foreign [i.e. European] influence out of the Americas.

Now, though...  Brazil would become a German client state if the Republicans prevailed.  That would not look good.  Especially since Brazil had a long, almost impossible to seal border with the former Venezuela and Colombia.  Two nations whose annexation the Republicans, and more importantly their German backers, had never recognised, even if they hadn’t openly recognised the Venezuelan government-in-exile either.

“Something else to think about,” Kirby muttered.

--

Taken from the editorial of the Columbia Messenger
16 December 1910

There’s something rotten in the state of Sao Paulo, and it seems right now that all of America is downwind and breathing in that scent.  The scent of blood, and of death.  American death.

Our esteemed President has made no secret of his desire to keep the Empress on the throne of Brazil, if it means keeping half of the Brazilians killing the other half from now until the end of time.  Nor have the Germans made any secret of their desire to keep the Empress off the throne of Brazil, even if they’ve never troubled themselves for a declaration of war.  Americans and Germans may have been dancing around each under the Southern Cross for the last couple of years without quite managing to kill each other directly, but we could always be sure that like all dances, this one would end.

Six Americans are dead now.  Six Americans who were duly sworn volunteer soldiers of the U.S. Army.  Killed by men from this so-called Observation Force who must have been observing with their eyes closed.  American blood is on the Kaisers’ hands.  No doubt they will proclaim their innocence, as indeed so many murderers have done before them.  They knew what would happen if they dispatched their soldiers to Brazil.  On their heads, and on the whole of the German government, rests the blame for these deaths.

And now this editor, as all Americans, will watch closely to see the President’s reaction.  His predecessor knew the importance of American prestige, and asked for a declaration of war against Britain for the legitimate but lesser cause of smuggling weapons to rebels.  If Mitchell knew the need to do that, how can Bull deny the far more pressing need to avenge the death of American soldiers?

--

18 December 1910
Guaymas, Sonora
United States of America

From the shaded bench outside his mansion, Congressman Plutarco Bautista had a magnificent view of Guaymas, and in the distance, the sparkling blue of the Gulf of California.  He often came here to appreciate the view during those rare times when he was at home and not busy in distant Columbia.  Congress was in recess now, and he had hoped it would stay that way.

Now, though, he doubted it.  The rare sight of a black horst climbing the road toward his hilltop mansion would be an ominous prospect at the best of times.  Now, though, the newspapers screamed for war over the unfortunate but hardly unexpected death of a few Americans at the hands of some German soldiers.  Mistakes happened during battle, as any reporter of sense should know.  So far, he’d found few with sense, though.

Sure enough, when the horst came close enough to let him see the occupant, it was Henry Dickens.  The head of the telegraph office in Guaymas.  Hardly a man who would come for a drive out here merely to pass the time of day.

When Dickens didn’t even bother to exchange any pleasantries first, but just handed him a folded telegram, Bautista knew the news was bad.  He quickly found out how bad:

FROM: ROBERT HALEY, SPEAKER OF THE HOUSE 
TO: CONGRESSMAN PLUTARCO BAUTISTA

PLEASE RETURN TO COLUMBIA WITH GREATEST POSSIBLE SPEED STOP PRESIDENT HAS RECALLED CONGRESS TO DISCUSS STATE OF AFFAIRS IN BRAZIL STOP SUSPECT REQUEST FOR DECLARATION OF WAR TO FOLLOW ONCE CONGRESS HAS REACHED A QUORUM STOP

Bautista managed to turn his muttered curses into a cough, for the benefit of his audience.

“Do you have any reply for this telegram?” Dickens asked.

After a moment, Bautista said, “I’ll be returning to Columbia very soon.  In the meantime, could you please send this reply to Speaker Haley: I believe you are right and hope you are wrong.”

--

[1] Although there has been less German emigration to the United States when compared to OTL, it has still been a notable amount.

[2] These are the territories which the *United States has divided *Colombia and Venezuela into, although as Diane Grant notes, their control is not exactly firm.  Panama Territory is more or less OTL Panama, and Quito is approximately Ecuador.  OTL Colombia is divided into Antioquía (Antioquía, Córdoba, Sucre, Bolívar, Magdalena, Cesar, La Guajira, both Santanders, Boyacá, Arauca, and Casanare), Amazonia (Putumayo, Caquetá, Meta, Guaviare, Vichada, Guainía, Vaupés and Amazonas), and Buenaventura (Nariño, Cauca, Valle del Cauca, Chocó, Cundinamarca and all the small departments around it, Huila, Tolima, and the D.F.).  OTL Venezuela is divided into Orinoco (Amazonas, Bolívar, Delta Amacuro, Nueva Esparta, Sucre, Monagas, and Anzoátegui), Caracas (Vargas, Miranda, Guárico, Cojedes, Yaracuy, Portuguesa, Barinas, Apure, and Caracas itself), and Maracaibo (Falcón, Lara, Trujillo, Mérida, Táchira, and Zulia).

--

Decades of Darkness #141b: Move In Time

“As Benjamin Franklin once said, nothing is certain in life except death and taxes.  But at least death only happens once.”
- Attributed to Clement Churchill

--

December 1910
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

The sun was still fighting to stay above the western horizon as Congressman Plutarco E. Bautista’s cloud-ship journey to the nation’s capital drew to a close.  He was in a foul mood after five days of travel by train and cloud-ship, punctuated by a too-long wait in Esperanza [Los Mochis, Sinaloa] for a cloud-ship to leave.  Five days to wonder whether Bull had already managed to drive Congress into a declaration of war on Germany.  Enough Congressmen had probably already returned to Columbia to form a quorum.

Fortunately, he had also had five days to make plans of his own, since he had nothing to do with his time but think.  He was first off the cloud-ship, as befit someone of his status, and quickly found a taxi to take him to the Capitol.  This taxi driver’s horst had a distinctively steam-powered engine instead of one of the new-fangled petroleum engines.  Bautista approved; he had always preferred the greater power of a steam engine.  Of course, a steam engine did require more maintenance, but that was why he had a driver at home, and a taxi driver here.

The Capitol had sentries on guard outside, which surprised him.  Deploying the National Guard in Columbia was excessive, unless Bull had gone completely off the rails and declared martial law.  Luckily for them, they knew him by sight and waved him through.  Bautista had little patience for time-wasting formalities at the best of times, and his business was even more urgent now.

Once inside, he made his way straight to the Chamber of Representatives, just in case it was in session.  In fact, while he saw thirty-odd Representatives clustered in a few groups around the chamber, there was clearly not going to be a formal session.  Even better, as far as he was concerned.  That gave him more time to marshal some support.

Bautista picked the first Representative who wasn’t actively engaged in conversation.  “Evening, Lewis.”

Congressman Lewis Tompkins [1] of Ohio smiled.  “Plutarco!  Good you see here at last.  You look like you’ve had quite a trip.”

“I’ll survive.  We have a quorum here yet?”

“Not quite.  We’ve had some discussions informally, but adjourned for the night.  I expect that we’ll have enough people then to tell Germany what-for.”

“Even Bull wouldn’t ask Congress to declare war on Germany the night before Christmas,” Bautista said.  Bull might have won election as a Unionist, but his conduct since election had made it clear that his choice had purely been one of convenience.  Bull had no great love for Congressmen of any political stripe, as his string of Cabinet appointments had made clear right from the start.  Not a single Cabinet position was held by a former Congressman or Senator.  They were all his old army amigos or other people he’d known from youth in his home state of Washington.  That had made a very bad impression, and his relations with Congress had only gotten worse since.  These days, Bautista didn’t even bother to hide his scorn.

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” Tompkins said.  “How do you think that would go?  “Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the House/ Every Congressman was stirring, all of them roused/ The speeches were full of hatred and ill-cheer/ In hopes that Mars and war soon would be there [2].”

As sternly as he could, Bautista said, “War is not a laughing matter.”  Alas, he spoiled it by chuckling.  Tompkins’s parody was funny, he supposed, but only as gallows humour.  “Does it sound like it will come to that?”

Tompkins sighed.  “I’ve even less reason to be fond of Bull than you” – which was true, given that Tompkins was a Democrat – “but damn it, Plutarco, killing our soldiers is an act of war.”

“Maybe, if the Germans fired first, and if they were acting under orders.  We have no way of knowing for sure what happened.  You know perfectly well that Brazil is a mess right now.”  Bautista waited long enough for the other congressman to nod, then said, “Even then, though, only maybe.  Do you really want us to get into a war with Germany?”

“Not necessarily, but they have to stop poking their nose into our backyard.  Brazil is our ally and on our continent.  How do you think they’d react if we supported would-be revolutionaries in Hungary or Croatia?”

Bautista flicked a hand dismissively.  He’d barely heard of those nations, and as far as he was concerned they were part of Germany in all but name.  “We can’t afford another war.  Not now.  Especially with a country which makes Britain look like a poor second cousin.”

“Can we afford not to have another war, though?” Tompkins replied.  “If Germany keeps pushing, we’ll have to give them Brazil or give them war.”

“There’s no point giving them war unless we’re sure to win,” Bautista said.

“If we kicked the limeys in the teeth, we can do the same to the Dutchmen [3] if we have to,” Tompkins said.

“Can we kick the Germans in the teeth and hold down the new territories and help out Dona Maria and do all that while hoping that the British don’t try to get revenge and hope that the rest of Europe doesn’t join in?” Bautista asked.

Tompkins shrugged.  “I doubt that it will come to that, but better to take our chances there than to run away from the Germans.  They’ve killed Americans, remember.”

“So for the sake of six men who you aren’t even sure were killed by the order of the German government, you’ll send ten or twenty thousand more young men into early graves?” Bautista said.

“You opposed the war with Britain at the time, too.  Do you still think it wasn’t worth the price?”

Now it was Bautista’s turn to shrug.  “I opposed the way in which Mitchell tried to turn Congress into a rubber stamp for his policies.  As far as I can tell, Bull’s trying to do the same thing here.”

“As far as I can tell, you’re just opposing every war,” Tompkins said.

“By no means,” Bautista replied.  “Some wars are fighting.  A war with Germany isn’t one of them, though.  Not over this.”

Tompkins raised an eyebrow.  “You been listening to the demonstrators outside?”

“Didn’t see any demonstrations,” Bautista replied.

“Probably too cold for them now, I suppose,” Tompkins said.  “But they got quite noisy earlier in the day.”

“People demonstrating against war?” Bautista said.

“Yes, and others demonstrating for it,” the other congressman said.  “It looked like it might turn into a riot.”

So that explained the sentries, at least.  And maybe it spoke better of the American people’s sense that Bautista had suspected.  He’d be willing to bet that a lot of those demonstrators were men who’d seen the elephant and knew they weren’t any more likely to collect ivory the second time around.  “Glad it didn’t.  But I suspect we won’t convince each other any time soon, Lewis.  If you’ll excuse me...”

“Sure, let’s save our speechmaking for tomorrow,” Tompkins said.

Bautista made his way throughout the rest of the chamber.  He kept his talks with the rest of the Representatives briefer than his conversation with Tompkins.  It looked like slightly over half of the Congressmen were in favour of doing something to punish Germany, although few of them sounded enthusiastic about it.  If those proportions held... it would be a lot closer than the declaration which started the North American War, but the motion would still likely pass.  He left the chamber feeling more than a little unsettled.

He returned to the chamber early the next morning, worried that if he left it too late, the debate for war would start before him.  When he arrived a little after eight, he found the chamber nearly half-full.  Speaker Haley was already in his seat at the front of the chamber, but he made no move to call for open debate yet.  Usually Congress ignored the requirement for having a quorum of members, but for a matter like this, someone would surely make a quorum call if the numbers weren’t there.

Bautista exchanged brief words with some of his fellows during the next few minutes, but people seemed to be more interested in waiting than talking.  They didn’t need long, anyway, since more and more Congressmen filed into the chamber.

After a few minutes, Haley said, “I think there’s enough of us here to begin.”  He waited a moment, and when no-one contradicted him, he said, “The President has asked this House to consider the actions of Germany in supporting the rebels against our ally, the government of Brazil, and the actions of Germany in killing American soldiers.  He has stated that he views the German interference as an unfriendly act, and acts this House to recommend whatever measures are necessary to end German interference in Brazil.”

A brief statement of business, of course, but then it usually was, coming from Bull.  And the president showed what for him was unusual delicacy by avoiding asking Congress directly for a declaration of war.  When the Speaker indicated that he was opening the floor for debate, Bautista was among those who signalled for recognition.  He was more than a little surprised when Haley gave it to him, though.  Bautista’s likely view of the proposed war would not be hard to guess.  So, Haley had reservations about the war, too?  With the Speaker’s ability to control the flow of debate, he could make a powerful ally.

“Thank you, Mr Speaker.  My fellow Congressmen and –women,” Bautista said, in deference to the one woman present, Emily Ascher of Aururia, “none of us can have any doubts about what the President has asked of us.  President Bull wants the United States to declare war on Germany.  If it were up to him, we would surely be at war with them already.  For that, as in so much else, we can be thankful to the founding fathers, who wisely chose to grant to Congress alone the power to declare war.

“Many of you will recall how, five years ago, I addressed this House and warned of the dangers of starting a war for the interests of the President, not the interests of the United States.  And of the dangers of a war which was in effect started by the President, who created a situation where it appeared that any Congressmen who opposed the war was a traitor to the United States.

“My words were not heeded then... and the results of that war may have benefited the United States in the end, but they were of more immediate benefit to Lewis Mitchell.  He secured his place in history as the victorious president in the bloodiest war the world has ever seen.  A war started over accusations about British conduct in the Yucatan which we now know to have been a lie.”

That provoked a larger than usual round of muttering in the chamber.  Bautista hurried on, “I assure this House, I am not accusing this President of being anything less than straightforward in his dealings.  But with the greatest possible respect to the President, I wonder if he has considered all the implications of what war with Germany would mean.  The death of six young American soldiers on the field of battle is a tragedy.  But it would be a thousand-fold worse tragedy if we plunged ahead into war without first being sure that this was the best course to take.

“Before we consider such an action, we must first make every effort to find out the truth of what has happened in Brazil.  We know that six American soldiers are dead.  We know that Germans shot at them.  But we do not know who shot first, and we do not know if the German soldiers were acting under legal orders.  And we do not know that the person who gave those soldiers their orders was himself following the orders of the German high command.  Without knowing all of those things, we cannot even know that this tragic incident was a deliberate act of the German government.  And without that, there is no cause for war.  Before this House considers any motion for war, let us first find out the truth, and let us be sure that we are acting in the best interests of the United States.”

When Bautista sat down again, it was to more nods and thoughtful expressions than he had expected.  So, they were not so sure about voting for a declaration of war after all.  Still, if it came to a vote, how many of those would be willing to put their name down against the President?  Disliked Bull might be, but refusing to declare war had never happened in the history of Congress, that Bautista could recall.

As he listened to the debate which followed, he still couldn’t be sure.  A little more than half of the speakers sounded reluctantly in favour of declaring war on Germany, or at least that war should be declared unless Germany showed its sincerity by withdrawing all forces from Brazil.  The rest basically said that more time and investigation was needed.  No-one directly said that they would not declare war on Germany at all, just as Bautista had avoided saying that.

The debate had gone on for something over four hours when Speaker Haley called for a motion to recess for lunch.  The motion passed on the nod, and Bautista joined the push of Congressmen leaving the chamber.  Before he could quite make it out, though, someone said, “Plutarco?”

“Yes, Cordell?”  He’d had some dealings with the Congressman from Tennessee before, when they’d both been on the committee that investigated General O’Brien’s misguided actions in New Caledonia.

“I was wondering how you’ll be spending Christmas Eve,” the Tennessean said.

“Well, I’ll be-” Bautista said, then stopped.  He’d been about to say that he had guests coming over.  He was hardly the most devout of men, and even if he had been, he would have had no interest in spending Christmas Eve in a Protestant celebration.  Then he realised that Cordell would know that perfectly well.  “Did you have something in mind?”

“I’m just having a few guests over at my house.  We’d all feel honoured if you would join us.”

“I’ll be there,” Bautista promised.

The afternoon’s debate dragged on more than the morning, since there really was little more to say, but plenty of Representatives wanted to have their say.  The proportions stayed about the same, but what intrigued Bautista was that as far he could count them, Unionists and Democrats both seemed to be about evenly split for and against war.

As evening drew near, a few people started calling for an adjournment.  It didn’t take too much longer for the Speaker to acknowledge them, although this time it required a vote before the House adjourned until the day after Christmas.

Later that evening, Bautista made his way across Columbia.  Cordell greeted him at the door.  With many men, that would have meant that the matter they were discussing was unusually sensitive, but it would be impossible to tell with this particular Tennessean.  He never made an issue of it, and he had made all the proper public statements in support of rights in property, but Bautista happened to know that Cordell owned not a single slave or peon, despite being easily able to afford one.  He didn’t even rent one for the months he was in Columbia.

“Come in, come in,” the Tennessean said.  “We’ve been expecting you.”

The gathering of guests turned out to be all legislators, not that it was really a surprise.  Bautista exchanged brief greetings with Senator Wade Hampton IV, who led the Democrats in the Senate, and the Unionist Senator Douglas Dalton of Wilkinson, who didn’t have quite the same authority but was nonetheless one of the most powerful voices in the Senate [4].  He also gave a variety of nods and greetings to half a dozen Congressmen, all of whom he remembered as being more or less opposed to war with Germany.  He had no way of knowing for sure if the two Senators felt the same way, but he suspected that they would not have been here otherwise.

“Thank you for coming, gentlemen,” the Tennessean said.  “As you’ve no doubt surmised, I asked you here because I understand that all of you are opposed to our distinguished President’s little venture.  Am I correct?”

“One war at a time,” Hampton said.

“Too much risk for too little gain,” Dalton said.

“He can’t get away with trying to force Congress’s hand,” Bautista said.  The other Congressmen agreed with varying degrees of emphasis.

“Good.  In that case, there’s one other guest I’d like you all to meet.  But first, gentlemen, I must ask for your word of honour that what is said and done here tonight will not be spoken of outside this house.”

Now Bautista raised his eyebrows.  He didn’t speak first, though, leaving that to the Senators.

“That is a... bold request,” Dalton said.

“It’s necessary,” the Tennessean said.  “Please rest assured of that.”

Hampton gave him a long, hard look, but Cordell remained unmoved.  At length, Hampton agreed to hold the evening’s events in confidence.  Everyone followed his lead, Bautista included.

“Thank you,” the Tennessean said, and left to bring in the last guest.

Who turned out to be Georg von Hartmann, the German ambassador.

Well, well, well, Bautista thought.  He hadn’t been quite sure what sort of guest would require such confidentiality, but certainly not this man.

The Tennessean continued, “Mr von Hartmann contacted me because Germany is... seeking to avoid war.  He hopes that you can help us.”

Von Hartmann said, “I understand that this is an unusual request.”

Some might consider it treason, Bautista thought, but he knew better than to repeat that thought aloud.

The ambassador added, “If I may be frank, gentleman, I asked to speak to you because your president simply refuses to discuss anything with me.  He will meet with me, but he does not listen.  His words have amounted to get out of Brazil or face war.”

“A position many people in our country hold,” Dalton said.

“And one many of your countrymen disagree with, also, to judge by the marches on your streets,” von Hartmann replied.

“Touché,” Dalton replied.  “But I’m unsure what you’re asking us to do.”

“To accept that Germany does not wish war with the United States, but that we are also committed to ensuring the safety of our citizens in Brazil.”

“To ensuring that your chosen government comes out on top in Brazil, you mean,” Dalton said.

“Germany did not make the Brazilian Revolution,” von Hartmann said.  “It was the choice of the people of Brazil.  And was not your own nation founded on the principle that the people may overthrow a government not of their choosing?”

Hampton coughed.  “We could argue about this all night, gentlemen, but I for one would rather come to the point.  Ambassador, what precisely are you asking of us?”

Von Hartmann said, “Germany is asking what reasonable course of action it can take to avoid a war which would harm both of our nations.”

The two Senators exchanged glances.  Dalton said, “As things stand now, the Senate would probably narrowly vote for war, if Bull called for it.”

Bautista said, “The House is the same, I think.”

The Tennessean said, “This is probably because of the... urgency of the situation.  So I suggest we remove some of the urgency.”

Von Hartmann said, “By what means?”

Cordell said, “It’s the death of American soldiers which gives the appearance of a casus belli.  You should make it clear that this was not an action of the German government.”

“Meaning announce the court-martial of the soldiers in question,” Dalton said.

“And apologise for the deaths,” Bautista said.  “Compensation for their families may even be in order.”

“That is... a considerable request, since my government did not authorise these deaths.  But if it is possible to do so, can you persuade your Congress not to declare war?”

Now the legislators exchanged glances.  At length, Hampton said, “I suspect that I could use this to persuade two, perhaps three Democratic Senators to change their minds.”

“And I could probably arrange the same for four or five Unionists,” Dalton said.  “Which... yes, it should stop a declaration of war from passing the Senate.”

Bautista said, “The Representatives are more difficult to judge, but I suspect that with such conditions, a declaration would fail.”

“In any case, it only needs to fail in the Senate,” the Tennessean said.

“Failing that, we can keep the debate going in the Senate until the next presidential election, if we have to [5],” Hampton said.  “I think I can ensure that, even if I have to talk for a week myself.”

Von Hartmann smiled.  “Millions of young men in both our nations would thank you for this, gentlemen, if they knew of it.”  With that, the German ambassador made his farewells and left.

--

From The Columbia Register, 6 January 1910

NO WAR!

In an unprecedented moment in this nation’s history, the Senate has rejected the President’s request for a declaration of war on the German Empire.  The Senate voted 69-54 against war [6], after the declaration had yesterday been tied in the House of Representatives.  President Charles Bull has described this decision as a grave mistake on the part of Congress, and has stated that he will continue to use all means at his disposal to support the Empress of Brazil.  He has also continued to reject the Germany’s statement of regret for the deaths of American soldiers...

--

[1] Lewis Tompkins is not named after Lewis Mitchell – he is, after all, rather too old for that – but like Mitchell himself, was named after Lewis Cass, another of America’s most popular presidents.

[2] Clement Clarke Moore, who was born pre-PoD, has still written his celebrated poem “The Night Before Christmas” ITTL.  Although none of the reindeer are named Cupid.

[3] Germans ITTL are still often called “Dutchmen” in the United States.  Of course, some of those Germans really are Dutch, too.

[4] Effectively, Hampton is the Minority Leader of the Senate, although this position does not formally exist.  Dalton is an influential Unionist Senator, but not quite the equivalent of the Majority Leader.

[5] TTL’s Senate doesn’t call delaying tactics filibusters, but the effect is the same.

[6] A figure which included three abstentions.

--

Decades of Darkness #141c: Listen To Your Heart

“The beast towered above me, its face dominated by two globular eyes bejewelled with ten thousand diamonds, and its mouth an indescribable mass of tentacles.  I no longer resented the loss of my rifle, for it would have been of no use.  The beast called Cshe would not have felt a bullet.  It could hammer me to the ground with a breath.

Cshe spoke softly for such a creature, but its voice still made me feel like my heart would burst within my chest.  ‘Peace you seek?  Peace all men seek, but peace find they will not.  Peace find they cannot, for men it is who look for it.  Peace found can only be when survive no men to seek it’.”
- Andrea Talintyre, in “Take Away For Ever More”, in the tradition of the Kulullu Mythos

--

6 May 1911
Fortaleza, Ceará
Royalist-held Brazil

“The worst has happened, Monty; the Republicans have claimed the fall of São Paulo,” Empress Maria said.

“That’s the fourth time, isn’t it?” General Edward Montgomery replied.

“Except this time I think they mean it,” the Empress said.  “There’s been no word from Pedro [1] denying it, as there was the last few times.  Even if resistance goes on, this announcement means that they’re in the city of São Paulo, at least, and that means that the war in the south is as good as over.”

General Edward Montgomery found himself in what was for him an unusual situation; he didn’t know what to think.  On the one hand, the United States was officially supporting the Imperial forces, and there were Americans fighting and dying in Brazil right now.  The world could not help but see this as an American defeat.  On the other hand, it was President Charles Bull who had declared this almost-war, no matter that Congress had refused to make it an official war.  And now Charles Bull, the man who had unjustly beaten Monty to the presidency and then bungled it completely, could now only watch his last hope of salvaging anything from this debacle vanish.

“Your forces can expect more... pressure up here, then,” he said, in lieu of commenting more on the fall of São Paulo.  Monty could not even offer official advice here, since Bull had also ensured that he couldn’t rejoin the Army after his failed presidential campaign, and thus Monty had no formal military rank here.  He would hardly swear into the Brazilian forces.  Still, the Empress had been willing to listen to his military suggestions many times; she, at least, recognised that he had always been the best general the United States had produced since George Washington.

“We can expect the whole Republican army to come storming into Ceará and Rio Grande do Norte, you mean,” she said.

“Marshal Gomes and General Yarwood will give them a welcome they’ll remember,” Monty replied.

The Empress shrugged.  “If the war’s lost, what point shedding more Brazilian blood for nothing?”

He said, “The war isn’t over yet.  Victory in São Paulo may bring the Republicans more problems than they expect.  I hear from certain sources – and I’m sure you have, too – that the Republicans have come close to fighting amongst themselves several times.  They really can’t agree on whether they want a Confederation or a Republic.  If they feel they’re winning the war, both sides are more likely to try to put themselves into a strong position afterwards.”

“The northeast is full of Confederationists,” Empress Maria said, with a nod.  “Half the reason we’ve advanced so far is because the people here don’t trust a central government in Rio de Janeiro.  But I don’t see the Republicans breaking apart.”

“Depends on their support.  The Germans may leave if they have another change of government – God knows they’ve gone through enough Chancellors lately.  The Amistad could still get entangled with the Republicans – Paraguay won’t give up Mato Grosso easily.  Things could be better, yes, but the war isn’t lost yet.”  Monty tried to quiet that part of him which hoped that the war was lost, and Charles Bull right along with it.

“I hope you’re right,” the Empress said.

--

Taken from: “Nails in the Southern Cross: The History of the Brazilian Civil War”
(c) 1950 by Professor Miksa Fenyő, Charles University of Prague
Saint Vitus Publishing: Prague, Germany
Translated by Victor Emmanuel Lopez

With São Paulo fallen, the Monarchists could no longer see any realistic prospect of winning the war.  The rest of the world certainly reached the same conclusion, with every nation in Europe except Portugal and Britain extending diplomatic recognition to the Republican government of Brazil by the end of May.  Buoyed by this recognition, the Republicans invited the Imperial forces to surrender, with an offer of amnesty for all soldiers and safe-conduct for the Empress to any nation of her choosing.

The Monarchist government rejected this offer.  The Imperial forces adopted a new strategy of playing to expected divisions within the Republican ranks.  Empress Maria sought to salvage not the whole of Brazil, but a northern kingdom consisting of the remaining Monarchist provinces and the north-eastern provinces of Brazil, since those provinces were also wary of a strong central government when the Republicans triumphed.

Despite intensive Monarchist diplomatic and military efforts, their expected support from the remaining north-eastern provinces of Brazil failed to materialise.  The Republican forces freed from fighting in the south were now brought to northern Brazil, and the Observation Force followed.  The Republicans reconquered Rio Grande do Norte and Ceará in short order, and began to press deeper into the remaining Imperial-held territory...

On 16 November 1911, with Sao Luis fallen, Empress Maria reportedly decided that putting her people through further bloodshed was futile.  She obtained safe-conduct for travel to Portugal, and the Monarchist support largely collapsed with her departure.  The American Congress effectively cut off United States support for the remaining Monarchist forces by blocking all funding for American supplies or military aid to Brazil.  While there was still a pressing need to restore order, and Brazil’s borders with the Amistad nations to be negotiated, the war was effectively over with Maria’s abdication...

Epilogue

The firm friendship and effective alliance which emerged between Republican Brazil and the Reich during and after the Brazilian Revolution would have astonished most citizens of either nation, if they had learned of it at the turn of the century.  If most Germans of in 1900 thought of Brazil at all, it was as the junior partner of the United States, another only half-civilized nation which still clung to the feudal relic of slavery.  If most Brazilians in 1900 thought of Germany at all, it was as the ally of England, and thus as their own enemy.  To be sure, the evidence for potential friendship was there to someone who looked ahead, as slavery was in truth dying in Brazil by the turn of the century, and both nations had fought on the same side against Napoleon IV.  But few could have anticipated how close the friendship between the two nations would grow.

In truth, neither side had begun with much liking for the other.  Germany’s initial involvement in Brazil was purely pragmatic.  The United States had formed an understanding with Russia against Germany during the North American War, with the intention of keeping Germany from siding with Britain during that conflict, although that would have already been unlikely even without such a threat.  Germany’s natural response, when the opportunity arose, was to support the uprising in Brazil through the relatively cheap method of providing loans to aid with the emancipation program.  This minor involvement was intended to do nothing more than keep the United States distracted with Brazil in the same way that Russia had distracted Germany.

But in a way neither side had planned, Germany’s involvement in the Brazilian Civil War escalated.  The deployment of German forces to Brazil brought the soldiers of the two nations into close contact, and a mutual respect emerged.  With the successful defeat of the slaveholding Imperial forces, a genuine warmth developed between the two nations, which would only strengthen over the following decade.  It found its first common cause early in 1912, when both nations issued a joint recognition of the Venezuelan government-in-exile in Australia as the legitimate government of that country, and Brazil privately agreed to open its borders to those who wanted to send weapons and supplies to the guerrillas in that nation...

--

Taken from a letter from Congressman Plutarco Bautista to Congressman Cordell Hull, dated 12 December 1911

Things aren’t going well for our mutual friend since the Empress left, are they?  It’s a shame that we can’t impeach him for general boneheadedness, but the founding fathers forgot to list that as a high crime.  Fortunately, there are other ways to bring a President down.

--

[1] i.e. Prince Pedro, Empress Maria’s elder son, and nominal commander of the southern Royalist forces.

--

Decades of Darkness #142: In the Shadow of the Mountain

“Chains on the flesh can be broken.  Chains on the soul cannot.”
- David Ido, “Life for Rent”.

--

Picture, if you will, the time when the nineteenth century is just giving way to the twentieth.  Now think of Martinique.  A resplendent green-covered rocky jewel in the midst of sun-drenched waters, the island has borne a reputation for romanticism and luxurious living for centuries.  The island lies in the midst of the Lesser Antilles, strewn throughout the ocean like stepping stones cast there by some giant of yore, separating the Caribbean Sea from the Atlantic Ocean.  Martinique sits astride the midpoint of those islands, anchored to the seafloor by the bulk of its mountainous heart, and anchored to the thoughts of men and women of the nineteenth century by its history of piracy, luxury, deeds of war, and recently by its reputation of resplendent living.

Still remembered in France as the birthplace of Josephine, the Empress of the first Napoleon, Martinique has flown the American flag for a quarter of a century, but its French heritage is everywhere.  The red-tiled roofs of St Pierre, the island’s most populous city, sit like much smaller islands amidst the clamour of the streets, which is mostly in French or the local Creole dialect.  More and more, the upper-class visitors to the island speak the Spanish-influenced American drawl, but not the locals.  For the local inhabitants, particularly the slaves whose wearisome lot it is to work the fields of sugar and tobacco and cacao, but also the white nous autres, the language they speak is still French or Creole.  The few words of Spanish they speak are the rare words they have borrowed from the American visitors.  Only a few people on the island speak Spanish as their native language, mostly the relative handful of peons who act as housekeepers and valets for the anglo naval officers and other newcomers in the naval base and official capital of Fort Royal [Fort-de-France].  To the people of St Pierre, Fort Royal is nothing but dull mundanity, a place of low-bred people and the least cultured of the anglo newcomers, the naval officers who unlike their army counterparts usually are drawn from the lower classes of the American mainland.  The Spanish language has in truth established itself in even in the vicinity of their own beloved St Pierre, but only the places where the upper classes rarely venture; the rum distilleries and cigarette factory north of St Pierre have a few peons and some Spanish-speaking slaves of Cuban origin who have been brought in because of their expertise in rolling cigars learned in Habana.

The free people of St Pierre, the Pierrotins, rarely think of the industry which has begun to penetrate Martinique; to them it is necessary but vaguely discomforting.  Their thoughts are on other matters.  St Pierre boasts a magnificent cathedral, several smaller churches, a theatre which despite the change in flags still receives a troupe of actors from France each year, clubs, a regular round of balls and other dances, and cafés almost on every street corner.  When they want recreation, they can go to the mountain which looms large over their town for climbing or picnics or swimming.

Mount Pelée, still known locally as La Montagne, is an imposing sight.  Its volcanic cone rises nearly a mile above the sea, and its imposing bulk shelters St Pierre from the trade winds which blow off the Atlantic.  The mountain sits at the heart of some rugged terrain; the northern half of Martinique is a place of jagged ravines separating a multitude of rivers that drain from the mountain into a series of bays.  Primeval jungle still covers most of the island, even all the way to the summit; the sugar and tobacco plantations have been carved out on the few suitably flat patches of ground, but are still surrounded by forest.  Still, there are ways up the mountain for the Pierrotins who want to venture there.  The flattened top of Mount Pelée is a popular haven for picnics for the well-to-do and those who want to be well apart from prying eyes for a while.  The wonderfully clear water of the Lac des Palmistes near the summit is an inviting place to swim.  The long-established resort of Morne Rouge is a cool retreat during the hottest months, and it receives more visitors from the American mainland than any other Caribbean island save Cuba.  Many a visitor has left with fond memories of the gardens of Morne Rouge, especially the scent of roses which greets travellers even before they catch their first glimpse of the resort itself.  From a ridge just above Morne Rouge, a guest can look out and see almost the whole island of Martinique, and the waters of both the Atlantic and the Caribbean.  In particular, they can look down on St Pierre, a colourful ribbon of red-tiled roofs and walls of yellow or orange, and a town beloved by its nearly thirty thousand inhabitants.  The Pierrotins do not think of Mount Pelée as anything particularly dangerous; the older inhabitants can still remember the eruption of half a century ago which did nothing worse than scatter ash across the countryside.

Now picture the same island, but fifteen years closer to the present day.  Martinique is a much-changed place, and the earth itself still bears the scars of cataclysm.  The upper slopes of the mountain are stripped bare of trees, as are wide swathes of the lower countryside.  Most notably, there is a long strip of devastation which stretches from the mountain’s peak in an eerily precise line toward the town of St Pierre.  The hallmarks of the destruction are evident all along this strip; grass and shrubs have begun nature’s reclaiming of the ash and pumice, but there are no tall trees left standing.  And as for St Pierre itself, the town looks nothing like what it did before.  The cathedral, the lycée, the old military hospital, the clock tower, the colourful colonial houses – all of them are gone.  Even the trademark narrow streets of St Pierre, which used to run from the harbour to the bluffs above the town, have been replaced.  For all intents and purposes, old St Pierre no longer exists.

In its place a new town has risen, smaller than its predecessor, and showing far fewer signs of architectural splendour.  The new houses have been built out of brick rather than stone or stucco, and they are laid out in repetitive rectangular blocks with much wider streets between them.  The ordered regularity of the new St Pierre is broken in places by the warehouses that surround the docks, and by the larger bulk of the new rum distilleries and cigarette factories that have been built in the centre of the town, rather than at its edge as they were before.  Around those factories and warehouses cluster a much more disordered series of houses, still with the same basic pattern but built much closer together.  Although relatively new, these houses are already showing signs of weathering under the scorching tropical sun; their paint is faded and starting to flake off, and no-one seems to have bothered to repaint them.  The faces of the inhabitants of these rougher houses are unmistakably different from the much whiter inhabitants of the other parts of St Pierre.

The new St Pierre has lost almost all traces of the old French heritage.  The theatre has not yet been replaced.  The cathedral is gone, and while there are two smaller Catholic parish churches situated close to the cigarette factory and one of the rum distilleries, the majority of the new churches which have been built are clearly Protestant.  The new inhabitants’ speech bears little resemblance to the older French and Creole.  It is mainly English, uttered either in the same anglo drawl which was formerly only used by visitors, or one or another of the dialects of English used by the slaves.  The new slaves here have clearly been drawn from different parts of the Americas, since their dialects of English are quite distinct from each other, and some of the slaves speak Portuguese instead.  The relatively few peons who live in St Pierre mostly speak in English by now too, although the older ones still sometimes use Spanish amongst themselves.

The rest of Martinique has changed too, although not as much as St Pierre.  Plantations have once again taken root in the various parts of the island, growing sugar or tobacco or cacao and, in some of the higher parts of the island, coffee.  The language used throughout the island has changed as well.  While there are still a few places where French or Creole still lingers as the main speech, especially around Le Vaudin and Le Marin in the south-east corner of the island, even amongst most of the slaves the main language is now English.  It is clear that most of the old inhabitants of Martinique have fled from the shadow of the mountain, and there are now slaves speaking Martiniquais Creole scattered across most of the stepping-stones of the Caribbean, and in a few cases in Liberia as well.

In the midst of this much-changed island of Martinique, there is one boy who is pushing his way through the trees in one of the many valleys which have been carved into the bulk of Mount Pelée.  The boy is one of the people whom the Americans have deemed worthy only of eternal servitude, no matter the talents he displays or the labour he performs.  All on the basis of a supposed heritage the boy possesses, for he is called an African slave, no matter that the boy’s skin makes it clear that he has at least as many ancestors among the white men who claim to be his betters as he has unfortunate ancestors who were defeated in war, sold and then subjected to the deprivations of the Middle Passage.

The boy looks to be no older than fifteen, and he is oblivious to the history of the island on which he currently lives.  He is clearly too young to have much memory of the cataclysm which took place here even if he was living on the island then.  If the boy has any apprehensions about this mountain, they have not been enough to keep him from climbing it.  Indeed, the boy has his own reasons for climbing the mountain, and they have nothing to do with the long romantic history of the old French-heritage Martinique or the newer, distinctly American island.  The boy has not been formally taught any history, or much of anything except how to perform the manifold chores of the sugar plantation where he has spent most of his life.  Martinique has some of its own vestiges of the older American history from the mainland, and it is still a crime to teach anyone who bears the label Negro how to read.  This law is often ignored by many of the Americans, but only when they find it useful to do so.  No-one has yet found it helpful to teach the boy how to read.  Instead, the boy is climbing the mountain because this day is a Sunday, the one day of the week where he is guaranteed not to be required to work, and because he prefers climbing and exploring amidst this forest to anything else he might be called on to do on this day, or on those Saturday afternoons which he is also often granted as ‘free’ time.

The boy has often explored many parts of this forest beneath the mountain, venturing on many different paths or sometimes along the absence of paths.  This is something which, strictly speaking, violates the laws which Martinique, like so much of the United States, has passed regarding the movements of the most mistreated segments of its population.  For a slave to be away from his plantation unescorted is illegal, occasionally enforced by punishments from the same courts which are willing to treat as crimes the actions of those which are not even legally recognised as people.  Still, Americans have also been described as people to whom “Yes, but” is a way of life.  Custom much older than the American rule of Martinique permits slaves a certain latitude in their movements on Sundays, and the boy has eagerly taken advantage of it.

Of the many paths the boy has climbed, none has taken him quite as high up the west side of the mountain as he is climbing today.  He has always been careful to return before dark, partly from the limitations which custom places on the Sunday movements of slaves, but mostly from the difficulties of finding a path through the trees at night.  Still, the boy has been growing fast over the last year, and his stamina has grown in step with his height.  He now finds himself able to climb the mountain faster than he has done before, and likewise to descend again faster than he had been able to [1].

This time, the boy has set his sights on a particular ridge which overlooks much of the north-western side of Martinique.  He has tried to climb it before, and always turned back when the sun has just passed midday and the whispered warnings of his parents repeat themselves to his ears.  This is the first time in a month he has been able to make a day-long climb, rain or his parents having kept him back before.  The boy has started earlier than he usually does, sneaking out just after dawn, and this time he is confident that he will reach the ridge before he has to turn back, and maybe even explore a bit along the ridge.

As it happens, though he has often been disappointed before, the boy is right this time.  He reaches the ridge before the sun stands directly overhead.  The boy has never even been taught to read the hands of a clock, such a device not being deemed part of his necessary knowledge, and has only ever seen a clock or watch occasionally in the hands of one of the white overseers.  While the boy does not know it, the overseers themselves are a new development of the last few years, not having been deemed necessary on old Martinique, but like many other things have come to the island since its changing.  Still, while the boy cannot read a clock, even his young lifetime has involved sufficient outdoor work for him to accurately judge the course of the sun through the sky, and thus to know that it is within a few minutes of eleven o’clock.

The boy makes his way along the ridge, having chosen the direction which brings him closer to the mountain-top.  This ridge clearly is used occasionally by travellers, for while it possesses no proper road it has seen enough human activity to keep the undergrowth from reclaiming it.  Who would come up here, the boy is not sure.  He knows that some of the anglos who live on the island go up to the mountain for the resort, but they would demand a proper road.  So, to, they would require a proper road if any of their crops of tobacco or coffee were being brought down the mountain.  Whoever travels along this path, then, are most likely slaves or perhaps some of the peons whom the boy has seen only a couple of times in his lifetime, and not travelling to transport anything valuable.  It is a mystery, then, and one which fills the boy’s thoughts with wonder.  In his climbs up and down the mountain, he has imagined many visions of other places, of strange occurrences, and of being born somewhere far away from here.  But here is a mystery in truth!

As it happens, the boy does not have to walk far to solve this particular mystery.  After a little over ten minutes walk, the boy finds a veritable cabin built to one side of the path.  It looks like a slave cabin, built sturdily enough out of wood, but without any of the comfort or grandeur which would be expected for an anglo’s home.  Sure enough, there is a black man sitting outside the cabin, his colour revealed by the pair of hands folded neatly over his chest.  The man is clearly asleep, as his hands rise and fall on his chest, but a bamboo-grass hat has been pulled low over the man’s face.

The boy walks right up to the man, who shows no signs of stirring.  The boy is unsure whether to announce his presence or walk on, but he is mightily curious.  Why would a slave be left to live alone out here?  The man’s hands show the same signs of aging as the boy’s father, but not the decrepitude of those few slaves who have reached an age when they are allowed to retire, and even then those who are granted that release are kept close by to the place where they worked, not halfway up the mountain.

Eventually, the boy coughs.  The man slowly stirs, and pushes up his hat.  Most of his face is oddly lighter in colour than the skin on his hands.  When he sees the boy, he asks what sounds like a question, but is in no language the boy can recognise.  It is not any of the dialects of English he knows, not those of his own kinfolk, or that of any of the other slave dialects he has heard, nor that of the anglos.  Nor is it the Portuguese spoken by a couple of slave families on the plantation.  As it happens, the man is speaking Martiniquais Creole, although the boy has no way of knowing that.  Most of the speakers of that tongue have left the island while the boy was still quite young, and those who remain live far from where the boy lives.  Except, perhaps, for this one.

The man looks at the boy, then spits on the ground in disgust, and switches to English which makes him sound more like an anglo than anything else.  “You’re not one of the ones who brings food, boy.  Why’re you on the devil mountain?”

Devil mountain? the boy wonders.  He has heard quiet whispers about the dangers of this mountain, but apart from an occasional burst of smoke which is hardly dangerous, he has never seen anything to make him think it deserves that name.  “Exploring,” the boy says, after a time.

“You’d explore this place?”  The man pauses, then spits again.  “This is the devil mountain, sure enough.  Old Scratch has a tunnel all the way up from hell to here.”

The boy shivers, despite the heat.  That name for the devil is not one to be spoken of lightly.  “It doesn’t look that bad.”

“That’s what we thought, too,” the man says.  He raises his left arm long enough to adjust his hat, then points down to the south.  His sleeve falls back far enough to reveal that his arm is bare of any markings.

“You’ve got no number!” the boy says, forgetting for the moment what the man had been trying to point to.

“Didn’t need none, in my time.  Now, I don’t need none, either.  But look down there.  You see the town?”

The man’s outstretched finger shows St Pierre, the town the boy has looked out over on his climbs, but never been to that he can remember.  “I used to live there, once.  Back in the days before Old Scratch showed that he lived in this-here mountain.  It was a bigger place back then.  More people, and the ones who lived there didn’t care so much what I did.”  He pauses.  “Most of the time, anyway.”

“What happened?” the boy asks.

“The devil came up out of the mountain,” the man says.  “No-one knew it was coming.  Oh, we knew there was trouble ahead, but not that.  The mountain smoked, and coated the ground in ash.  The earth shook a bit.  But no-one... well, I remember one old hoodoo woman who swore that the world would be changed, but I didn’t understand her.  I should’ve listened.  We all should’ve listened.”

The boy nods.  The practice of hoodoo is common amongst the slaves of his plantation.  Small magics, small ways of making their lives better.  He has always found it more useful than the church services which the anglos sometimes make him attend.  What point praying to God?  God is too big and far away to care.  He made the whole world, but he cares nothing for one young man.  He’s like Marse Robert, distant and terrifying and often nowhere to be seen.  It’s the simpler things which could work, which have a chance of making a difference.  Why pray to a God who’s far too busy watching over the whole world, when you can call on a local spirit who might actually listen?

“The mountain showed us who lived there, after all.  There were loud noises and smoke, and folks began to take notice.  Too late.  A few folks, white folks, left, but more came into town from outside, so it was full as ever.  And me...”  The man sighs, as if he is holding in a deep secret, but he speaks soon enough.  “Me, I got into a fight.  The man I hurt, he was another man’s slave, so I was locked in the jailhouse, not just whipped on the spot.  Locked under the ground.”

The boy doesn’t answer, as the man’s words have unlocked fears of his own.  Being locked beneath the ground would be bad.  The only thing worse would be being sold down the river away from kinfolk, as quiet whispers speak of sometimes in the cabins, when sleep is difficult to find.  Not that the boy has ever seen anyone sold from the plantation, and those who come in are brought as whole families, not men and women alone, but the threat is always there, hanging on the edge of memory.  The boy’s other hope, besides being allowed to explore here often, is to get chosen for the first labour gang.  From there, if he shows he can work hard, he may be chosen to be trained as a craftsman, and if that happens he will never be sold.  He can even earn some money for himself that way.

The man keeps speaking, oblivious to the boy’s inner dreaming.  “I was under there for three days, locked up all the time, fed morning and night but left alone.  Then... I was waiting for my breakfast the next morning, when the world turned dark.  Something hot came through the grating, and I was burned.  Burned badly, the flames stinging my face and chest.  I pushed my face into the bucket they left me to drink from, and that let me cool down enough to live.”

This time, the boy understands why the man’s face is lighter than his hands.  And now his attention is focused entirely on the man’s account, his own thoughts of craftmanship forgotten.

“I was still locked in there for what felt like forever, until men heard my cries and dug me out.  I thought that the devil had done something to punish me, but when I was let out...”  The man stops, shaking his head.  “Everyone was gone.  The only folks left were those come to rescue everyone.  Except I was the only one they found.  The devil in the mountain had taken everyone.”

“Marse Henry had been away from the mountain, and when they brought me back to him... I never seen a white man cry over a black man’s hurt before.  Marse Henry, he said that he’d have freed me right then if the law permitted it.  He said that God Himself must have spared me, to live on when everyone else in St Pierre got killed.  He said to ask anything I wanted of him, short of freedom, and if it was in his power, he’d let me have it.”

The man sighs.  “I said that all I wanted was to be left alone, to live somewhere on the side of this devil mountain.  So Marse Henry let me.  He had this here cabin built, and after I was healed he let me live here.  His slaves bring me food and water and anything else I need.  And I’ve been left here to do what I want.”

“God spared you...” the boy repeats, hearing the amazement in his own voice.

“Hah!  You should know better!  I sure do.  The next time God looks at a black man will be the first.  God is the white folks’ lord, not us.  For us, there is no God, and the only one who watches over me is the devil who lives in the mountain.  He tried to kill everyone in St Pierre, and he just missed me.  He’ll try again, I know it.  And if I just go further away, then he’ll kill a lot more people just trying to get to me.  So it’s best I stay here.  That way when the devil tries again, he can claim me.”

The man turns to look at the boy, and in his eyes dwells the terror of a thousand sleepless nights.  “I hear the ghosts every night, you know.  The screams of those who no longer have voices, those who are waiting for me.  Everyone who died from the devil’s breath that day can’t leave until I’m gone.  I’m the last, and until I’m gone, they’ll still be waiting for me out there.”

The boy wants to speak then, but he can find no words.  He turns away and leaves in silence.  He does not speak the entire time during his trip back down the mountain, or for a long time afterwards.  Even as he climbs back down, he knows that he will never climb the mountain again.

--

[1] Or, at least, to descend while climbing.  At any age, the boy would have equal ability to descend quickly by falling.

--

Decades of Darkness #143: This Land Is Mine

“I would rather die on my feet than live on my knees.”
- ‘Eunuco Mitchell’ in “El libro de la libertad” (The Book of Freedom)

--

16 June 1912
Southeast of Guanare
Portuguesa State, Venezuela (as recognised by most nations)
Caracas Territory, USA (as recognised by the United States and her allies [1], and by Canada, New England, and Newfoundland)

These days, Arturo Segovia often wondered what would have happened if he had not made the biggest mistake of his life a few years before.  He had seen ten years of misgovernment by President Hugo Alfonso.  Ten years of control by the militia which was in effect martial law, corruption, nepotism, injustice and sham elections.  Alfonso had claimed to be a man for the people, but only for the people who worshipped the ground he walked on.  Segovia and his fellow socialists had wondered what they had done to deserve Alfonso, the worst of a bad lot of caudillos.  And so a little over seven years ago, Segovia had made the mistake of asking God how things could get any worse for the Land of Grace.

And God had answered him.  With the North American War and the invasion which followed.

American invasion!  It had been a possibility that had lurked at the back of his mind most of his life, of course, but not one which he had ever taken seriously.  No-one who lived in the same hemisphere as the United States could forget it entirely.  But the chacals had never seemed likely to push across the sea to Venezuela.  Not when that would mean war with Britain, the greatest empire the world had ever seen.  Britain had triumphed over the world for a long time.  It had beaten back both Napoleons [2].  More importantly, it possessed the world’s greatest navy, the very thing needed to hold back the Americans.

Long ago, the British had made an alliance with Colombia and Venezuela, and that had been enough to halt the old American push south.  And when, however reluctantly, the chacals had fought on the same side as Britain, Segovia had thought that they were contained.  The United States had seemed very far away, and the problems within Venezuela had taken up most of his attention.  Venezuela might not have looked like it would ever fight the United States, but it had always looked like it might fight Venezuela.

Then had come the new century, and with it Lewis Mitchell.  In his wake he brought hatred, and then war.  At first the war had seemed to be one of triumph, with the chacals driven out of Trinidad.  Until first the Royal Navy failed on the seas, and New York fell.  Then the British had decided better a free Canada than a free Venezuela... and so the chacals had come.

And for all that Venezuela had fought bravely, their army and navy were hardly a match for that of a nation as vast as the United States.  The Americans had claimed ownership of the Land of Grace and everyone in it.  Some they made their ‘free’ vassals, who were in truth no better than dogs to run alongside the chacal packs.  The rest, they tried to make into their slaves.

As a man of some note within Venezuela, Arturo Segovia had been offered American citizenship and with it, ‘freedom’.  He had spurned it.  The chacals could not give him his freedom, because he already had it.  Every man was born free, and only ignorance of that truth kept them in chains.  The United States might catch him.  They might kill him.  But they would never keep him in chains.

Until they did kill him, he would fight them.  The chacals liked to think of themselves as top dogs, that they had pushed him and his fellows down into the dust.  But that just left him free to bite them in the belly.

Still, this would have to be a new kind of war.  The chacals might have won on the battlefield.  They now thought that they could win off it, too, as they had eventually done in Mexico.  But while the Mexicans had been brave, they had not understood how best to fight a long war, either.  They had tried to hit the chacals wherever they could, but they had always wanted to strike immediately.  They had not acted in concert across their nation.  They had not truly grasped the notion of a long-term strategy.  Segovia had studied the Third Mexican War, and he had learned the difference.  Worse still for the Mexicans, they had not had any outside friends to aid them, either.  Segovia had found friends in three nations to fight with him, and more friends outside to assist him, too.

He had found other inspiration, too.  He had read once of a traveller’s account of a journey to China, where they had a punishment reserved for only the most serious traitors.  They called it “the death of a thousand cuts”, and it involved a series of slow knife-strokes over several days, until the victim slowly bled to death [3].  That method would be the way to deal with the chacals, too.  Not any hasty strikes, not by regular armies or even in smaller raids designed to drive out the chacals as soon as they could.  No, that would not work.  The chacals had always been stubborn.  Push them too hard too fast, and they would find the political will to continue.  The only way to defeat them was to make them decide that Venezuela was not worth holding.

And the way to do that was to never let their soldiers and their running dogs sleep easy.  Not raids to try to kill the most chacals at once, or the most within a year.  But to keep up a series of minor raids, none of them predictable but all of them spreading fear.  A few dead chacals, again and again.  Never engage them on their terms or in their preferred areas.  And let this continue as long as it needed, a slowly-bleeding sore on the American body politic.  It would be a wound that never healed, and then like all wounds in the jungles of Venezuela it would inevitably become infected.  Just as the only way to deal with an infected limb was to cut it off, so the chacals would eventually decide to cut Venezuela loose and leave it to find its own freedom again.

Or, rather, they would if the Venezuelan freedom fighters continued to spread fear and stayed the course.  The battles of the last few years had taught Segovia not to underestimate the chacals, either.  They had their own knowledge of how to fight against a guerrilla war, born out of the conquest of a dozen nations.  Their Jaguars, especially, were murderously effective foes.  Fortunately, most of the chacals were not Jaguars.  Their elite soldiers could be avoided, sometimes, and they could be killed, even more rarely.  If not, well, the strength of the resistance did not lie in any one man, not even himself.  He had acquired some wisdom from studying the war in Mexico and his years in fighting the chacals.  What he had learned, he had passed on, not just in his words but his writings.  Under his mockingly chosen name of Eunuco Mitchell, he had told the world in the Book of Freedom how to fight the chacals.  The people of Venezuela, Colombia and Costa Rica now knew those truths, and had firm words to inspire them.  He hoped it would be enough.

And if it was, maybe someday he could forgive himself for the mistake he had made.

--

Taken from: “A Difficult Friendship: The History of the Amistad”
By Prof. Fernando Maturana
Hobson University, Eden [Auckland, New Zealand], Kingdom of Australia.
(c) 1947 Eagle Publishing Company: Eden.  Used with permission

The Amistad’s first great test as an alliance came as a result of the Brazilian Civil War.  All the Amistad members except Peru had intervened in that war.  Argentina had provided support to the Uruguayan rebels in liberating their country, and all of the Amistad powers had recognised Uruguay’s independence by 1910.  The Republican government of Brazil had effectively also recognised Uruguay’s independence by that point, although the post-war borders were still a contentious issue.

A more difficult question, however, and one which most strained the relationship between the Amistad members, was how to resolve the borders between Paraguay, Charcas and Brazil.  The former two nations had both invaded Brazil unofficially during the war in an attempt to retake the territory they had lost during the War of the Quadruple Alliance.  While Brazil was willing to concede the independence of Uruguay, it was far less amenable to yielding the Gran Chaco region to Paraguay and Charcas, as this territory was considered to have large untapped natural resources.

On 15 January 1912, Brazil’s new President Lúcio Nabuco denounced the “illegal occupation of Brazilian soil” by Paraguay and Charcas in a strongly-worded speech, although he was notably silent about Uruguay’s existence or indeed its occupation of certain parts of Brazil which had not been historically part of Uruguay.  In the flurry of diplomatic activity which followed, Nabuco’s government made it clear that Brazil would be willing to concede Uruguay’s independence in its ‘historical’ borders – i.e. those of 25 April 1884 [4] – provided that Uruguay withdrew from the other areas it occupied, but that it insisted on status quo ante bellum with regard to the borders with Paraguay and Charcas.

These demands caused considerable consternation within the Amistad.  Paraguay and Charcas both sought to push for the borders of 25 April 1884 as well, but Peru, Argentina and Uruguay were reluctant to engage in a war with Brazil over such sparsely-populated territories.  Furthermore, given that the Amistad was at this point a defensive alliance, none of those three nations would be obliged to support Paraguay and Charcas if they declared war on Brazil.  Brazil itself appeared as if it might be ready to declare war on Paraguay, but fortunately for all of the nations concerned, the war-weary people of Brazil privately refused to go to war unless all other options were exhausted.  Both sides sought mediation, although they had trouble finding a suitable mediator whom both sides trusted.  The conflict was resolved through the timely intervention of Tsar Alexander II.  Through his offices, Brazil and the Amistad negotiated a compromise whereby both Paraguay and Charcas were ceded a little over a third of the territory they claimed...

--

18 June 1912
Southeast of Guanare
Portuguesa State, Venezuela (as recognised by most nations)
Caracas Territory, USA (as recognised by the United States and her allies [1], and by Canada, New England, and Newfoundland)

Ana Carmela Parra de Vita had just passed her eighteenth birthday when she decided to return to her homeland in the Land of Grace, despite the best wishes of her parents.  Her father Rafael had been the Venezuelan ambassador to Italy, and he tried to convince her not to come back.  Longing for a life back in the land she remembered, amidst the warmth of the family hacienda, Tazón, and the joys of Caracas, she had rejected his advice.

And she had not been back in Caracas for a month before the Americans declared war.

There was no preparation which any person could have made for such a change of life, and for Carmela and her brother Pascual, there had only one thing that they held to: the desire to stay in their homeland.  Their parents had written to them, begging them to leave.  Quite a few people did, during those first days, but neither Carmela nor Pascual were among them.  She had thought that war would offer the greatest excitement, and give her family’s wealth and breeding, did not worry that the Americans would threaten her personally even if they won.  She did take the precaution of withdrawing inland to Guanare, though, no matter that it was a social wasteland when compared to Caracas.

Pascual, now... Pascual had joined the army to fight as a captain, as was his right given his breeding.  He had fought in the battles outside Caracas, then at Valencia, then at San Carlos, by which time he was a major.  And when the broken Venezuelan forces had scattered after the fall of San Carlos, he had tried to retreat toward Guanare.  In a skirmish with some of the hated American Jaguars, he had been killed when he tried to rally some Venezuelan soldiers.

A part of Carmela died on the day when she heard that news.  No matter that, bound as she was by the social conventions and expectations of women of her class, she could have done nothing differently, she still believed that if she had been there to help him, he would not have died that day.

A foolish thought, so she had told herself at first.  But one which would not go away, even as she tried to settle into some semblance of a normal life under the American occupation.  Her parents had not survived to return to Venezuela-that-was, and no matter that the doctors reported that they had both died of a lung infection, she knew that they had died of grief.  Her younger brother Vidal, though just seventeen, came back to Venezuela too, only to vanish as soon as he arrived.  Most likely he had joined the guerrillas somewhere, but she had not received any word from him in five years.  Which likely meant that he was also dead somewhere and buried in an unmarked grave by American soldiers, if they had bothered to do even that much.

For Carmela herself, that had left her the last person in her immediate family, inheritor of Tazón, and still trying to find a place for herself in this new land which the Americans claimed was now part of the United States.  And she had done so, of a fashion.  She had been white enough to meet the Americans’ criteria for citizenship, and so she had not been troubled by them even if she had not agreed to call herself an American.

She had retreated into her own world of reading and writing, carefully penning stories which could not be regarded as politically troublesome by the new rulers of the Land of Grace.  Around her, the first year of the guerrilla struggle had been the most frantic, as the scattered remnants of the army and the militias sought to strike at the Americans anywhere and everywhere they could.  Her first novel, Diary of a Man Lost, told the story of Francisco de Orellana during his voyage down the Amazon.  It sold surprisingly well, for a nation in chaos, and was also published in Castile and Aragon.  While around her the whispers of the guerrillas spoke of a nameless leader who was coordinating a new struggle against the occupiers, she had finished her second novel, Diary of a Young Lady Out of Place.  This told of the story of a woman in Portugal during the time of Vasco de Gama, who was stifled by the expectations of high-born women, and who secretly sailed on the great explorer’s voyage to India.  That novel, too, had been well-received.

By that time, midway through 1910, like everyone in Venezuela, Carmela had heard that the formerly nameless leader had chosen a nom de guerre for himself.  He had called himself Eunuco Mitchell, a name which made nearly every Venezuelan laugh when they first heard it, including Carmela herself [5].  And he had written a book of his own, one which had found an even wider audience in the Land of Grace than Carmela’s novels, no matter that it had never officially been published.

Carmela finally found herself a copy of The Book of Freedom – possession of which earned an automatic prison sentence at the least, if caught – early in 1911... and it opened her eyes.  Her old thoughts that she should have been alongside Pascual during his battle returned, and that it turn brought her on a new path, once which brought her here to this anonymous hamlet somewhere near Guanare.  She had been searched, politely but diligently, and travelled blindfolded, before she could come here.  Still, this was to be a rare, and great, honour.

By now, everyone knew that Arturo Segovia, that old socialist opponent of the last caudillo, was the man who hid behind the name of Eunuco Mitchell.  Yet everyone still spoke of him as Eunuco, not by any other name, in silent mockery of the most hated man in the world.

Eunuco proved to be younger than she had expected, looking in his late forties, with a touch of silvery hair at his temples.  His face bore scars, but then he had reportedly carried those even before the Americans arrived, marks of his old political disagreements with Alfonso’s militia.  “A please to meet you, Ana Carmela,” he said.

“A pleasure to meet you too, Eunuco,” she said.

“I’ve found your stories inspiring,” he said.

“You have...?”  She let her voice trail off, unable to finish.  “I found your sayings in your book to be... amazing.  ‘The enemy will not perish of himself.  The aggressive forces of U.S. imperialism in South America will not step down from the stage of history of their own accord.  Only through the will of the people can they be cast down.  Whoever sides with the revolutionaries is a friend.  Whoever sides with the forces of imperialism, feudalism and unvarnished capitalism is an enemy, and must be cast out of life and out of our memories as we continue the struggle for freedom’.”

Eunuco nodded.  “And you are a welcome friend of the revolution.”

“I want to be a member of the revolution,” she said.

His eyes widened, just for a moment.  “Taking up arms against the chacals?  You are willing to do that?”

This time, it was her turn to nod.  “You doubt that I can fight?”

Eunuco shook his head.  “Any true socialist knows better than that.  And women in the struggle are an advantage.  Chacals do not automatically think of women as dangerous, as they do with men.  That can be exploited, although if we do it too often we will lose that edge.  No, what concerns me is something rather more... basic.  Do you realise what the chacal soldiers will do to a woman they capture fighting against them?”

“I know,” she said.  “Some risks, I will have to take.”  Just as Pascual had taken his.

“In that case, welcome to the revolution!” Eunuco said.

--

[1] The USA’s allies in 1912 consisting of the Nephi Free State and, much less reliably, Portugal.

[2] i.e. Napoleon I and Napoleon IV.  Napoleon III tends to be forgotten outside of France, particularly in comparison to his uncle and his son.

[3] Segovia’s misunderstanding of the “death of a thousand cuts” is common amongst non-Chinese peoples of the period in both TTL and OTL, but it bears little relationship to the actual Chinese practice of “ling che”.

[4] 25 April 1884 is the date when Brazil declared war on Uruguay at the start of the War of the Quadruple Alliance.

[5] Eunuco is Spanish for eunuch.

--

Decades of Darkness #144: The Darkening Menace

Credit for much of this post goes to Nasei, who wrote most of the “Lusitanian Encyclopaedia” and “Jornal de Lisboa” sections.

--

“Portugal is caught between its history and its destiny.”
- “Cleo D. Waters” (1907), commenting on Portugal’s support of the royalists during the Brazilian Civil War.

--

From: “The Lusitanian Encyclopaedia (First Edition)”
(c) 1910 Portuguese National Press
Lisbon, Kingdom of Portugal
Translated by Emile Torres

Saldanha, Marshal and Duke.  Born in Lisbon, 17 November 1790.  Died in Lisbon, 21 November 1876.

João Carlos de Saldanha Oliveira e Daun was the maternal grandson of Marquess de Pombal.  He enrolled in the Portuguese Royal Naval Academy in 1805, and by 1807 he had been awarded the rank of captain.  From here, he joined the fight against the first Napoleon, and he distinguished himself in several battles: Buçaco (1810), Arapiles (1812), Victoria and Nive (1813).

Saldanha served as Governor of Cape Verde from 1816 to 1821.  Of a distinguished administrative record, perhaps his most significant achievement was the construction of new fortresses in Ziguinchor, Bissau, Cacheu and Bolama.  After this, Saldanha tried to establish new colonies in Fouta Djalon and Whydah, but the high disease rates in those locations prevented success.

Saldanha distinguished himself as a diplomat when he negotiated with American ex-President Madison on the sale of rights of land in Angola between the River Bentiaba and Wilkinston [Walvis Bay, Namibia].  This firm relationship would in turn cement the alliance between Portugal and the United States, which was integral to Portugal’s security throughout the rest of the century.

After leaving the governorship of Cape Verde, Saldanha served in Brazil, first as a Colonel but in 1822 he was chosen as the General-Captain of Rio Grande do Sul, where he fought with the Americans against the British-backed republican rebels.

In 1823, Saldanha was chosen as ambassador to the United States, a role he was to fill for the next eight years.  During that time, he won firm recognition within American society, and was particularly remembered for the oration he delivered at the funeral of President Wilkinson in 1824.  The closing lines of his speech, “Though he has left this world, his memory will live on as the capital of the only nation named for Liberty”, was so well-received it became part of Wilkinson’s epitaph on his gravestone in Philadelphia.  He was conducted the negotiations which ended with the sale of Whydah to the United States in 1829, due to Portuguese fears that France would conquer the colony.

In 1831, Saldanha was appointed Governor of Timor.  Here, he took advantage of the Dutch distraction with affairs in Europe [1] to press for a favourable settlement of the long-running clash of interests between the two nations.  He provided support to the Timorese tribes on the western half of the island, and persuaded the Dutch to begin negotiations over the borders.  He also personally led the beginnings of the conquest of the island of Sumba, using soldiers from the island of Flores to accomplish this.

In 1835, he was dispatched as ambassador plenipotentiary to the Netherlands, where he brought the negotiations to a successful conclusion with recognition of Portuguese control of Timor, Sumba and Flores.  With this negotiation, Saldanha brought to an end two centuries of intermittent warfare between the colonial forces of the two nations.  After concluding these negotiations, Saldanha served as ambassador in turn to London, Madrid, Berlin and Vienna.  After this, yearning for his homeland, he returned to Portugal in 1849 and served as Governor of Porto.

In 1855, Saldanha was named Vice-King of Goa [2].  During his first term, one of his main areas of focus was resolving the Vatuas [3] problem in Mozambique.  Here, he took advantage of the recent improvement in tropical medicine to send settlers and troops from Portugal, India and China.  He also began a new construction program to rebuild the moribund Portuguese Indian fleet.  His policies had started to show some success when the Indian Mutiny forced him to recall troops from Mozambique to defend Goa.  He successfully held Goa, but his actions also provoked a diplomatic crisis with Britain, when the local British governor insulted Saldanha by saying that Goat was a danger to the British Empire.  This was resolved with a written apology from London, and a British proposal to exchange Goa for Malacca, but Portugal declined this offer [4].

With the end of the Mutiny in 1861, he returned his attention to Mozambique, where he re-established the combination of military and settler presence which would culminate in the elimination of the Vatua threat in 1872.  Saldanha’s orders also began the exploration of the Zambezi and the stated of the construction of the fort lines which would in time connect Mozambique to Angloa.  His last act was Vice-King was to establish an alliance with the Boer Republics of Transvaal, Maritzia and the Orange Free State, and he thus established today’s southern and western borders of Zambesia.

On his return to Lisbon in 1862, Saldanha served in the Colonial Cabinet, and after 1868 in the War Department.  In this capacity, he began to develop plans which would see the restoration of the African holdings which Portugal had lost to France and Spain. He arranged the importation of horses from Brazil and Argentina to strengthen the Angolan cavalry, and instituted the training of new Marine units in Guinea.  Saldanha’s astute diplomatic efforts led to the restoration of full diplomatic relations with Nippon (in 1869) and Siam (in 1870).

Saldanha served as ambassador to the Congress of Versailles in 1872.  His main orders were to defend the creation of the Kingdom of Aragon, to oppose the British proposal to name Miguel de Bragança as King of Spain, and to demand the return of Olivença and Ceuta.  On his own initiative, he pushed for the acquisition of Melila for military reasons, and Galizia due to his connections with many Portuguese and Galician merchants.  His last gift to the Portuguese Empire was Morocco.

Saldanha died peacefully in his home in Lisbon in 1876, having been one of the most influential military and political figures within the nation for over half a century.  Even in death he continued to serve his nation, as it was his plans and network of alliances which allowed Portugal to recover its lost territories during the Third Congress of Vienna (1885-1886).  His legacy endures throughout the nation, but perhaps most notably in the Tropical Agricultural Institute and the Royal Medical College [5], both of which seek to better the lives of people throughout the Portuguese Empire.

--

A letter to the newspaper “Jornal de Lisboa”
Dated 15 December 1910

My dear friends,

In this time of darkness, we must be united before the world.  Many of us have friends and kin in Brazil.  Now they call for our help, as in times past they supported us.  Now honour demands that we come to their aid.

Heed not the calls of those who say it would be best for Portugal to abandon Brazil.  That would make our lives easier, for now, but what would our allies think of us then?  Our empire is as great as it is now because many peoples from many parts of the world have helped us to create it.

When on the day of darkness the Spanish raided Olivença, we were not ready to war.  Now, though, Saldanha has left us several plans to guide us in case of war.  Yet the government has only followed the African plans, and has neglected the European theatre, despite many warnings written in this newspaper and elsewhere.  With most of our soldiers in Africa, it was only the help of our allies that saved Portugal from the same occupation which befell Aragon.

It is true that Saldanha’s plans have borne fruit.  Now Futa Djalon belongs to Guinea, and that lands that were stolen by the French and the Spanish have been restored to Equatorial Africa.  Even his European goals were achieved; now all Galicians live inside Portugal’s borders, and we have acquired the Canary Islands.  In Morocco, after so many years of battle we now control the entirety of the country, with the assistance of the former king who is now the spiritual leader of his people [6].

Elsewhere in the world, it has also been our friends who have helped us to build our Empire.  It is through the friendship of the Nipponese governor of the Ladrones [Marianas] and King Jonah Liholiho II of Hawai'i that we now possess a colony in the Pacific.  Seventeen years ago when Sebastian’s expedition arrived at the Ladrones, the governor told him where to look in the Pacific for new lands, and after we met the English in Christmas Island [Kiritimati], it was the King of Hawaii [7] who ruled for us, saying “The Portuguese only worry about three things: family, land and church.  Since they do not care about politics, they will always be welcome in Hawai’i.”

In China, we have had friends from some of the oldest Chinese families in Macau, who negotiated with the Chinese warlords on our behalf, offering support against their enemies and the other colonial powers.

So, Portugal has had many allies to accomplish its goals.  Some large like the United States, some medium like Aragon, and others small like the Bushmen in Zambesia.  Some of these have been destroyed, like the Boers, others have become unfriendly, like the English, and some have too many problems of their own to help us if we need, like the Americans.

And for now we have to support the king, and most of all his law granting full citizenship to all of our allies within the Empire.  This will only make us stronger.  For there will come a time, likely when we least expect it, that some large power will look to us and think that we are a fruit ready to be plucked.

It is my hope that they will not find us as their new China, but if the worst happens, their new Boer Republics.  Portugal has already twice been conquered by another power, and twice has come back against all the odds.  I hope that a third time will not befall us.

Divided we will fall, but together we will stand.

Sincerely yours,
(Unreadable signature)

--

26 June 1912
Vienna, Austria, German Reich

As British ambassador to Germany, Sir Derek Haynes should have spent all of his time in Frankfurt, close to the Reichs Chancellor who was in theory the elected voice of the German people.  Instead, he had learned to come to Vienna whenever he wanted to have a meaningful discussion.  These days, the Germans changed their Chancellors far too often to make it worth taking any notice of them.  Unlike the chancellorship, the job of Holy Roman Emperor was for life.  Much better simply to talk through matters with Friedrich IV, and then let him sort out what the Reich did.

If the Reich did anything, that is.

Haynes had served many terms as ambassador to various nations, and until recently he had thought that being appointed to the role as German ambassador was the greatest achievement in his career.  Sometimes he still did.  But he had also wondered if someone back in London had decided to punish him for some unknown sin.  Haynes was old enough to remember when Germany and Britain had been allies as close as any friend which Britain had had in Europe for centuries.  Now, though, it was hard to tell what the Reich would do.  They had not thought it worthwhile aiding Britain during its time of greatest need, yet they were willing to help Brazil.  Admittedly only a token effort besides what would have been needed to stop the Jackals, but that abandonment stung.  Oh yes, it stung.

Still, there were still times when Britain and Germany were capable of close cooperation.  He just hoped this was one of those times.

“Good evening, Your Majesty,” Haynes said, with a bow.  “Please accept my regards and the best wishes of my King and his government.”

Friedrich IV, Holy Roman Emperor, Emperor of Austria, King of Poland, Hungary and Croatia, and innumerable lesser titles besides, nodded a stately greeting.  Those many titles did not seem to weigh him down as they had done his father, who had abdicated after the burdens of his office caught up with him.  Friedrich IV looked as if he would cling to the crowns until they crushed him.  “Please convey my fond greetings to your King and your Prime Minister.”

They spent a few more minutes exchanging the polite banalities which were the usual lubricant of social discourse, then Friedrich brought the discussion to the point.  “You have, I take it, a matter which requires discretion.”

“Something both our nations should consider, but not one for urgent action,” Haynes replied.  “But my government is considering the position of Portugal.”

“Ah.  The last American ally among the civilized nations,” Friedrich said.  “You wish it to be... otherwise?”

“Portugal backed Brazil for far too long,” Haynes said.  “That could be overlooked in itself, given their royal connection, but not when they continue to rely on the United States even after Dona Maria fled.”

“You wish Portugal to be, hmm, reduced?”

Haynes paused, weighing his next words carefully.  “They hold more colonies than any nation besides our own two and perhaps Russia.  They never could pay for them on their own; their Empire was as much Brazilian as Portuguese, no matter what they called it.  With Brazil gone, and the United States beaten back, how will Lisbon maintain their grasp on such immense holdings?”

“Ah.”  The Emperor took some time to do his own thinking.  “Your government is proposing a division of Portugal’s colonies if they go bankrupt.”

“Or if any other... events force them to abandon them.  Yes, my government is proposing that we begin discussions about how they could be divided.”

Friedrich chuckled.  “That would take considerable horse-trading, I think.  Since I suspect both of our nations would want the lions share.”  He coughed.  “China.  Morocco.  Southern Africa.  Even the smaller holdings are ones which both of us would want – such as Timor.  Still... it is something we could discuss.”

Haynes smiled.

--

[1] Around this time, the Southern Netherlands [Belgium] were trying to win their independence from the Dutch crown.  This kept the Dutch more focused there rather than trying to settle the long-disputed regions around Timor.

[2] The role of Vice-King of Goa involved a much larger area of responsibility than just Goa itself; as Vice-King of Goa, Saldanha was responsible for Portuguese possessions stretching from Africa to Timor and China.

[3] Vatuas was the name that Portugal applied to all peoples that came from southern Africa around 1820 and moved into the lands between the Limpopo and Zambezi rivers.

[4] A similar event happened in OTL.

[5] Which specialises mainly in tropical diseases.

[6] Morocco’s acquiescence to this conquest has more to do with the perceived threat of French expansionism.  In 1896, the concern over French expansion meant that the King of Morocco accepted a titular overlordship from the King of Portugal.  In practice, this means that Morocco largely is left to run itself, although the Portuguese tend to view it as more of a colony.

[7] While the standard in TTL’s English is to refer to OTL Hawaii as the Sandwich Islands, the Portuguese (and some others) refer to it by the locals chosen name of Hawaii.

--

Decades of Darkness #145: Roma Eterna America

Credit for this post goes to Mike Ralls, who wrote most of it apart from a few editorial changes.

--

“From the moment the first settlers landed in Virginia from England and began pushing westward, this has been an imperial nation, a conquering nation.”
- Charles Lewis Kennedy in The Rise and Fall of the Great Powers

--

4 July 1910
Editorial from The Oregonian

AMERICANS!  Has any man ever been able to make a prouder claim than that he is a citizen of the glorious United States, the most powerful empire the world has ever known?

Yes, my countrymen, and that claim was Civis Romanus Sum.  Two thousand years ago, when Britain was an unimportant fog-drenched island peopled by savages (time cannot change all things, friends), the Roman Republic engaged in war after war with its hated rival Carthage.

Naturally and inevitably, these two Powers found that they could not share the Mediterranean between them.  The great prize, the rich island of Sicily, lay between these two nascent empires.

Unlike Rome, Carthage was a seafaring nation.  The Carthaginians fondly believed that they could win a fight for an island against a land power.  They forgot that they opposed the Romans, and one thing that should never be forgotten about the Romans is that they never, ever gave up.  These democratic slaveholders possessed a sense of glory, honor, and pure stick-to-itiveness that could never be broken.

In other words, the Romans never got involved in a war, suffered a few setbacks, spent more money than they had expected, then threw in the sponge.  If Rome needed ships to take Sicily, she would build ships.  If Rome needed trained sailors, than she would throw the sailors into battle and whoever survived could go home and train the rest.

After battle after bloody battle, the Carthaginians decided it was not worth the candle to fight these Romans.  Why not just declare peace and go home?  It might cost a little money, but it would be cheaper than staying in the fight.  So they did exactly that.

Rome did not think that way.  To them, if an enemy gave up, they gave up for ever and ever and ever.  So when Carthage had shown its weakness, Rome expected the fallen enemy to be subservient to them forever.  The Carthaginians did not believe that, and so war returned.

That war saw the Carthaginians, led by the great Hannibal, invade Italy and destroy every army Rome sent after them.  In the Carthaginians’ minds it was now time for the loser to make peace, so that they could go home and return to making money.

Being Roman, the Romans did not give up.  Instead, they fought and they fought and they fought.  Beyond any reasonable measure, the Romans stayed in the fight and eventually took the war to Carthage.  And so Rome won.

With that, Carthage became in truth subservient to Rome.  That did not satisfy those proud Romans, and a trumped-up pretext gave them the excuse to wipe Carthage from the map forever.

Now, we all know that the United States should be like Rome.  But are we willing to pay the cost for that greatness?  Are we ready to send men and money after a cause that demands ever more, when it would be so easy to give up?  History tells us a lesson of an empire which did that.  For a time, things went well, and Carthage prospered.  But in the end it was ground into dust by an enemy which just would not give up.

So, which do we want to be, the new Rome or the new Carthage?

--

“If you Romans choose to lord it over the world, does it follow that the world is to accept slavery?” Tacitus’ “Annals,” Book XII

--

“Why the USA is Losing the War in Brazil”
An opinion piece by Michael Scheuer in The Berlin Sun, 6 July 1910

So, countrymen, take heart!  The Jackals cannot win in Brazil.  Their victories will cost them as much as their defeats.  As Plutarch said of an earlier war, “Pyrrhus replied to one that gave him joy of his victory that one other such would utterly undo him.  For he had lost a great part of the forces he brought with him, and almost all his particular friends and principal commanders; there were no others there to make recruits, and he found the confederates in Italy backward.  On the other hand, as from a fountain continually flowing out of the city, the Roman camp was quickly and plentifully filled up with fresh men, not at all abating in courage for the loss they sustained, but even from their very anger gaining new force and resolution to go on with the war.”  Once again, the future shall repeat the past.  What happened once will happen again; there is nothing new under the sun.

--

“Robbery, butchery, rape: the liars call it Empire.  Whether you are to endure slavery forever or take summary vengeance, this field must decide.” - Calgacus, leader of the Caledonians.

--

Taken from The Hartford Sentinel, 16 May 1952

Well, Hanseltown [1] is still in love with Rome this year, which should surprise no one.  No-one else but the Jackals could still look back so fondly on an empire dominated by wealthy, brutal slaveholders [2].  Their newest summer fluff, Crassus, isn’t exactly Gibbon.  Good New Englanders will of course see the edited version and will miss out on a lot of the slave auctions, bloodbaths, bared breasts, battlefield rape, human footstools, and crucifixion as a handy means to punish escaping slaves [3].

However, to give the devil his due this film does contain a number of great actors in this piece, with Michael Ellicott staring as the title character.  Unlike his portrayal in Mitchell, in this he is cold and cunning.  Ellicott has a wonderful sense of entitlement that can only come with being born a member of a ruling caste with slaves constantly at your beck and call.

--

“Caratacus, a barbarian chieftain who was captured and brought to Rome and later pardoned by Claudius, wandered about the city after his liberation; and after beholding its splendour and its magnitude he exclaimed: “And can you, then, who have got such possessions and so many of them, covet our poor tents?”  - Dio Cassius Cocceianus

--

Taken from: “Crossing the Rubicon: America’s Imperial Presidency”
(c) 1953 by Rupert C. Mitchell
Stirling University Press: Stirling [Perth, WA], Australia

Epilogue:

Some may ask in what way is America like Rome, but I think a better question is in what way is it not?  If some ancient Roman patriarch such as Julius Caesar were to be transported to modern America by some fantastical means, how would he respond?

Caesar would be amazed by skycraft and a myriad other technological triumphs, but when he studied how the American empire operates, he would find a model easily recognisable, even familiar.  A nation of yeoman slave owners eager to conquer their less technologically-developed neighbors.  A nation that can rule its continent but which has trouble ruling itself.  A nation that is pitiless to its enemies.  A nation that glories in strength.  A nation in love with sports and indifferent to scholarship.  A nation that deifies its rulers if they give them victory in war.  All of these Caesar knew in his time and they are no stranger to ours.

If anything, the Americans are Rome’s superiors in conquest and enslavement.  For there is little that Caesar could tell the Americans about domination that they do not already know.  The Americans, like the Romans before them, know that while strength is valuable, far more valuable is having your enemies know how strong you are and how readily you will use that strength.

Caesar’s propaganda, the gladiatorial games, were a poor shadow compared to the Americans’ Hanseltown movies.  Where Caesar could only show mock battles, it is a rare theatre anywhere in the world which has not at some time shown American footage of bombs bringing ruin to cities or of their arlacs [tanks] rumbling across the countryside.

Like the Romans before them, the Americans greatest accomplishment has not been in the mere conquest of far-off lands, but in persuading them to accept their conquest.  As Tacitus said of his empire’s defeated foes, “They who lately disdained the tongue of Rome now coveted its eloquence.  Hence, too, a liking sprang up for our style of dress, and the ‘toga’ became fashionable.  Step by step they were led to things which dispose to vice, the lounge, the bath, the elegant banquet.  All this in their ignorance, they called civilization, when it was but a part of their servitude.”

Today the United States offers the people of its conquered territories a complex and detailed barrage of products: American clothes, American movies, and American horsts [automobiles].  All of which can be had for the low cost of being overlords to their countrymen and underlords to the United States.

This chain of subordination extends to the very top, as empires are very rarely led by committees.  Instead, they have an inexorable trend toward giving power to one man.  One dictator, if you will.  The growth of the American presidency has been fully documented in the preceding chapters, and contains its own lesson for the future.  For just as Rome kept the trappings of a Senate and a Republic even when it became an empire, so the United States has started down the same road.  After reviewing the evidence presented here, can anyone doubt that Caesar would see the recent history of American presidents as anything but a modern reply of what he had done himself?

The ongoing consolidation of the functions of American government into the office of the presidency is one of the great trends of the twentieth century, which has been noted before but which does not draw sufficient consideration.  The present incumbent has famously declared that the United States should be a ‘good neighbour’, and imposed that policy on the American empire’s relations with most other nations.  Yet what too many observers fail to realise that a future American president will inevitably arise who is of a different character, and who can impose a far more aggressive policy.  When such a leader arises, the United States will follow him.

It is time for anti-Americans, which is to say any non-American, to ask ourselves what will be that nation’s future course.  Their military expenditure is larger than ever, even if the will to use it may seem to have been reduced.  Is the United States at the end of its imperial journey, or the brink of its most ambitious voyage?  Upon this question turns the survival of civilization.  Upon it depends our own prosperity, and the future of all mankind save for a small group of slaveholders.  If the United States endures for as long as Rome, then it will survive until 2708.  Can the world afford to wait so long?

If we can help to push the United States over the edge into chaos, then the world can hope for a brighter future.  But if America continues to grow and grow, then a new world will be born, government of the slaveholders, by the slaveholders, for the slaveholders.

--

[1] A suburb of Acapulco, and the main centre of the American film industry.

[2] The presence of a modern, expansionistic slaveholding power has given the *United States’ neighbors a less favorable view of historical expansionistic slaveholding empires.

[3] The *United States does not have the specific Hayes Codes of OTL.  Their alternate rating system developed in the 1920s, and has four main grades: AAAS, All Ages and Sexes; 16AS, All Sexes Over 16; 16MO, Men Over 16; and MM, Mature Men Only.  A film rated “MM” would be most shocking to an OTL 1950s audience, although it does not quite display exactly what the New England movie reviewer claims it does.

--

Decades of Darkness #146: The Years of Nice and Fault

“If we make peaceful revolution impossible, we make violent revolution inevitable.”
- Attributed to Leroy Frederick Abbard, New England statesman

--

Taken from: “Salt of the Earth: The Life of Leroy Abbard”
(c) 1952 by Noel Warneford
Hooper & Son Publishing Company: Detroit, New England

Leroy Frederick Abbard was born on 27 April 1869, into a Detroit which was then just starting the manufacturing boom which would make it one of the greatest cities in New England.  The growth of this city meant little to his family, at least at first, since his father did not work in any the new factories, and his mother had far too much work for herself raising a large family.  Instead of working in industry, his father Frederick Thomas worked in the salt mine beneath the city [1], a career which two of his brothers would continue for most of their lives, and which Leroy himself pursued for a few years.

Leroy was the youngest of five brothers, and he had two older sisters and would have one younger sister born eighteen months after him.  His father was of old Yankee stock, having moved to Detroit from Vermont shortly after Michigan earned statehood in 1856.  His mother was of Canadien [i.e. French Canadian] heritage...

Leroy left school at the minimum age of fifteen, having gained no particular academic distinction, but his teachers remembered him for his booming voice and already athletic physique.  A former classmate, Reginald Lovinson, described him as “a terror on the hurling field, and the kindest of men off it.”  After finishing school, Leroy started work at Robinsons Salt along with his father and two elder brothers, and he apparently enjoyed the work immensely.  He is reported to have said, “I’d still be working there today, if not for my father’s death and the chance meeting that followed.”...

In June and July of 1887, just after Leroy’s eighteenth birthday, his father’s chronic tuberculosis flared up again, and he first withdrew to the private Annandale Sanitarium, but then eventually died.  The senior Abbard’s death had been expected, since his health had been failing for years, but it still left the family in severe financial trouble, since his time in the Sanitarium had been expensive.  Leroy later recalled that even before his father’s funeral, he and his brothers (two of whom had married and started houses of their own) had begun to make arrangements to move into joint accommodation and allow their mother to live there, until they could restore their finances.

These plans eventuated, but Leroy’s involvement in them would be short-lived.  By chance, federal Senator and former president John Adams IV had been visiting Detroit at the time of Frederick Abbard’s death.  Better public health for the urban poor had long been one of Adams’ concerns, and he chose the funeral of Frederick Abbard as a suitable one to visit and hold up as a public example of the severe strains which the less fortunate inhabitants of New England faced.  Adams’ speech at that funeral did not make an immediate mark on public policy, with the Federalists under President Gould still in firm control of Hartford, but it left a strong impression on the young Leroy Abbard.  In his own words: “President Adams [2] speech let me see for the first time the difference between a government which is elected by the people and one which is for the people, especially the people who have no-one else to help them.”

After his father’s death, Leroy started to work extra shifts at the salt mine, to help his family pay off their debts, but the rest of his life was in flux.  He had joined the Michigan Radical Party two days after the funeral, and this came to involve more and more of his life.  He began to lose his faith in the Baptist Church he had grown up in, replacing it with a belief in the Radical Party and its ability to improve the life of people, while he thought that God had left his father to die.

Leroy’s new vision for his life brought him into conflict with his family, partly because his abandonment of his Baptist faith saddened his mother and angered his brothers, but also because he began to spend more time performing volunteer duties in the Radicals’ offices and not doing extra work in the mine to pay off the family debt more quickly.  He quarrelled repeatedly with his eldest brother Anthony, and eventually chose to move to accommodation of his own and quit working at the salt mine.  Leroy found new employment at a horst factory early in 1888, and while he kept sending money to his mother when he could afford to, he had only very limited contact with his siblings for many years...

Leroy’s life changed again in May 1889 when his diligent performance of administrative duties at the party office, and his strongly-expressed opinions about social justice, brought him to the notice of State Representative Burgess Steadman.  Steadman was at that time a moderately senior figure within the Radicals, but he was more particularly noted for his strong Marxist convictions.  At that time, while New England had a small Socialist party, most people with such leanings remained within the Radicals.  Steadman was rather more overt in his Marxist views than most, and he introduced Leroy to the Communist Manifesto and the collected writings of Karl Marx, Heinrich Adenauer, and other European socialists.  Leroy had never been a particularly gifted reader, but Steadman later recalled that he devoured every scrap of Marx’s words which he could find.

Leroy took on the zeal of a convert, but rather than just following the words of the old socialist writers, he sought to adapt them to what he saw as the specific needs of New England.  He started to contribute articles to Radical- and Socialist-leaning newspapers in Detroit and soon further afield, describing how he thought that the needs of the workers of New England would best be served by appropriate legislation.  His calls for protection and support for workers through labour laws, recognition of unions, limits on working hours, and old-age pensions fit neatly into the reform agenda of the Radicals, as did his adding his voice to the chorus of calls for the introduction of universal suffrage.

However, some of his other viewpoints did less to endear him to the party hierarchy.  He called for full nationalisation of most industries, although for reasons of protecting workers from exploitation and negligence of their employers, not to advance the cause of the proletarian revolution.  This fit broadly into Socialist thinking, but it was rejected by most Radical leaders, who viewed it as unnecessarily disruptive and a step down the road to economic ruin.  He condemned imperialism and colonialism, in both the European and American forms, but he angered many of his colleagues by describing Dominica’s extended languishment as a Territory as keeping it a de facto colony, and calling for immediate Dominican statehood.

More importantly, Leroy wrote an article in October 1890 criticising prohibition of alcohol as being an unnecessary distraction of government time and resources from more important activities.  Leroy dismissed alcohol consumption as “not the cause of public suffering, but a symptom.  It is the poor conditions which New England workers face – long hours, poor wages, and exploitation from the bosses – which drive them to alcohol as a temporary outlet for their suffering.  By forbidding them their means of escape, we will only create unrest where men who have been denied solace will seek more agitation.  If government puts its will into improving the lives of New England’s workers, then Prohibition will be unnecessary.  If government does not put its will into improving workers’ lives, then Prohibition not only will not be enough, it will cause more suffering.”  Leroy Abbard’s foresighted criticism of Prohibition, which had already been enacted in Michigan and would soon be implemented nationally, would earn him future respect, but in the short term it did not please his colleagues within the Radicals.  Even Steadman thought that he had gone too far.

Still, his energy, enthusiasm and stream of writings ensured that he built up recognition within the Radicals, and he developed a reputation as a spokesman for social justice.  In 1894, having just passed his twenty-fifth birthday, Leroy sought election to the Michigan House of Representatives.  He chose the Seventh District, which included northern Detroit, the not-yet-enclosed cities of Hamtramck and Highland Park, and nearby rural areas.  Leroy had chosen his target district well.  It included a growing number of factory workers who supported his labour views.  More notably, the Seventh District was majority Catholic, populated mainly by Irish immigrants and a smaller number of Poles, and the voters there were largely indifferent to or opposed to Prohibition.  Leroy successfully won nomination and election as a Representative, beginning a long political career.  Despite the demands of his new office, he still found time in 1895 to publish A New Socialism for a New World, which collected and expanded on the views he had published in dozens of newspaper articles and speeches, and which would become an inspiration for the next generation of socialists...

While he may have spent most of the North American War busy in Hartford and the House of Representatives, Leroy was nonetheless profoundly affected by the year-long American occupation of Detroit.  He worried over it constantly during the war.  He stated that when he returned, he found the city “whiter of face, but blacker of spirit.”  The nation’s defeat weighed heavily on him, as it did on so many New Englanders, and for a time he considered resigning from politics, believing that the government which had failed the people did not deserve to remain in office.

Leroy decided to remain in office, but found solace from another source.  His Baptist faith, so long quiescent, was renewed as he began attending church services again, for the first time in over a decade.  Here, he found a new generation of ministers, who were seeking to reform the Baptist church from within, and with the impetus of the war, were taking part in a new Great Awakening in New England.  In time, Leroy joined the Modern Baptists [3].

His new conversion brought a restoration of the enthusiasm he had known in his youth, and he did not delay in combining his renewed faith with his existing socialist views.  Leroy was far from the first to draw parallel’s between Christ’s work with the poor and destitute and modern labour laws, or between the system of the early Christians who held property in common and modern socialist theories.  But in post-war New England, he found common ground with New England’s existing Socialist Party, whose delegates had returned from the Third Socialist International [4] with a readiness to work alongside Christian Socialism.

At first, Leroy Abbard tried to resolve his new beliefs by working within the framework of the Radical Party, but he grew increasingly disgusted with what he saw as their failure to impeach President Forbes, and their continued rejection of his economic policies.  For Leroy recommended not just a social program of labour laws, public health policies, workers compensation and old-age pensions, but also an economic policy which involved nationalisation of large businesses, sharing the profits with workers, and cutting interest rates to allow workers easier access to capital.  He condemned President Lemuel Tweedie for being “as lukewarm as a Laodicean” and said that reforms needed to go further, faster to alleviate workers’ conditions and quell the vitalist [fascist] parties.  In November 1909, he abandoned the Radical Party entirely, and took his supporters with him.  He proposed a merger with the Socialists into a Christian Socialist Party, but the Socialists rejected that.  Instead, they created the Socialist Alliance, which was divided into Christian Socialist and Democratic Socialist factions, with a unified electoral ticket and allocation of equal numbers of districts to CS and DS candidates.  He also encouraged the Alliance to form the Workers Army, a fusion of their former paramilitary groups to defend their rallies from the raids of their political opponents [5]...

--

Taken from: “Phrases for the Ages: Memorable Political Speeches”
(c) 1951 by Harold Larsen
Crocodile Publications: Palmerston [Darwin], Northern Australia

Excerpts from New England Representative Leroy Abbard’s speech to Congress when he abandoned the Radicals to form the Christian Socialist Party, 18 November 1909

When God in His infinite wisdom allowed New England and our allies to lose the late war, I found some small solace in the renewal which could come out of the upheaval.  In the hope that with the old order broken by the war, we could build a new nation governed by the people, for the people, not by those who think they are above the people.

Alas, so far the opportunity which we have been given has been squandered.  We allowed Forbes to remain in an office where he had manifestly failed, and wasted two years with the peoples’ anger growing with every passing week.  Lemuel Tweedie has taken the presidential office now, and as the Lord is my witness, I hope that he can reform New England as it needs to be.  Yet he has done nothing, and I fear that he will continue to do nothing.  As long as he remains leading the Radicals, I fear that they will do nothing for the cause of the working man.  If we allow him to continue this course, he will surrender the nation to those who proclaim for order while they bring chaos [i.e. vitalists].

This we cannot allow.  With the war over, New England faces a new army of the destitute.  The workers in factories who are being worked harder than slaves.  The women who laboured for their country during the war but who are now being packed home with no regard for their legal rights.  The immigrants who came to our shores but now are being left for dead.  The Dominicans have been cast from their homeland by a government that betrayed them, and now have only the fruits of their labour to rebuild their lives.  That, they would offer willingly, but there are those who would use that weakness to demand more from them than any labourer should do, and those who would spurn them altogether and leave them to starve in the streets.  We see before us the hosts assembled of the poor, the dispossessed and the downtrodden.  As Our Lord ministered to them during His lifetime, so we must do likewise.  If we who are fortunate fail in our Christian duty to aid those who are struggling, the dispossessed will find their own voice.  Though the ballot box at first, and in time through the barrel of a gun...

--

“Make this country perfect tomorrow, or so my government’s critics demand.  They think that reform can be instituted in a moment, and then our beloved nation’s former glory will be restored.  Yet just as New England did not fall from grace in a single year, so its restoration is the work of years.  In my first year in office, I have accomplished one-sixth of what I hope to achieve, and already we can see the first benefits of reform.  I will continue the process of restoration throughout my term, and when I leave office, New England will be a greater country than when I entered it.”

- Excerpt from President Lemuel Tweedie’s Annual Message to Congress, read to Congress on 8 February 1909 [6]

--

Taken from: “Lemuel Tweedie: Great Reformer or Great Dose of Luck?”
An article in the Harvard Journal of Political Science, June 1950

Many kinds of men have filled the office of New England President in the one hundred and forty years of our nation’s existence.  Some have been lawyers, some have been statesmen, some have been reformers, some have been drunks, some have been fools, some have been do-gooders, and some have been demagogues.  Only three have been acclaimed as great; one in his term of office and never since, and two whom history has granted that title.

One is Timothy Pickering, the first president, the Great Founder, and few would dispute his worthiness of that accolade.  The other is Lemuel Tweedie, who is remembered as the Great Reformer, and who is usually dubbed the architect who rebuilt the nation after the turmoil of the North American War.  His greatness, however, is a source of much greater disputation.

Was Tweedie a great man whose wisdom pulled a nation back from the brink, or a lucky man leading a nation which would have recovered with or without his efforts?  Was he merely fortunate enough to occupy the presidency during the right period and acquire the credit?

Few would dispute that Tweedie was a capable administrator.  His greatest achievement is the construction of New England’s first network of modern freeways to connect all of the nation’s major cities, which brought considerable short-term employment, and incalculable long-term benefits to the nation’s economy.  His other achievements are manifold: building dams and other power stations, construction of many notable public buildings, founding the world’s first national heavier-than-air skyline [airline], and labour market and economic reform.

Yet despite his many achievements, Tweedie’s association with greatness comes from a single source: he was president during the time when New England’s economy emerged from its post-war recession into the beginning of the greatest single economic boom of the century.  This was the era of great industrial growth, when the first cloudscrapers rose to the heavens and consumer demand rose even higher.  This was the time of the Golden Years, when everything seemed possible in economics and fashion and culture...

Tweedie is usually considered to have laid the groundwork for this growth, but how much of the credit does he deserve?  The Golden Years were not exclusive to New England; the United States experienced even greater growth during this period, and Australia, South Africa, Nippon and most of Europe enjoyed burgeoning expansion.  Even most of the South American nations had similar but smaller booms, particularly during the latter half of the decade.  Tweedie’s careful economic management and administration undoubtedly helped New England to share in the boom, but does he deserve a superlative which has otherwise been reserved for the founding President?

To be sure, New England started from a worse position than many other nations.  Unrest on the streets, the moral shock of losing the war, heavy war debts and reparations to be repaid, and physical devastation to be rebuilt.  But Canada, Britain, Australia and Newfoundland lost the same war, and of those, two boomed, one endured and one foundered.  The odds favoured New England’s recovery, and while Tweedie undoubtedly helped it, he does not deserve to be named in the same breath as Timothy Pickering...

--

[1] The salt beds beneath Detroit (which are just part of a large formation which spreads over Michigan, Ontario, Ohio, Pennsylvania, New York and West Virginia) were not mined in OTL until 1896.  ITTL, the different settlement patterns of Michigan (not so many people settled further west as early as in OTL) meant that the salt mines under Detroit were exploited earlier.

[2] Former presidents of New England are often politely referred to as President even after they have left office, although they have no formal right to keep the title.

[3] The Modern Baptists are one of a number of new denominations (and some new groups within existing dominations) which form in post-war New England.  Their belief system is similar to some of the Modernist Christian movements of OTL, and includes a rejection of biblical literalism, a strong focus on the community, and some aspects of the Social Gospel movement of OTL (although not the temperance aspects).

[4] See post #123.

[5] i.e. the various vitalist (*fascist) parties who’ve sprung up in post-war New England.

[6] This is the New England equivalent to the State of the Union Address, traditionally read by a clerk rather than in person, and usually delivered on the second Tuesday in February.

--

Decades of Darkness #147: Where Eagles Dare

Credit for this post goes to Robert Conley, who wrote most of it apart from a few editorial additions.

--

“We dare.  We dare, not because it is easy, because it hard.  Because by doing so, we will bring out the best of our energies and skills.  Because this is a challenge that Russia was born to meet, unwilling to ignore, and one we intend to win.”
- From an address by Tsar Michael II, 20 September 1961

--

Taken from: “Going to the Moon”
(c) 1973 by Dr. Anton Leonov
Moscow University
Moscow, Russian Federation
English Translation by Arthur Fleming

Chapter 4: The Heirs of Goddard

After Henry Goddard’s pioneering work in solid fuel rockets, three individuals laid the foundation for modern rocketry in the decades which followed: Johann Schwartz, Coleman Carnegie, and Gregor Malinkov.  Although working in total isolation from each other, their efforts uncovered nearly all the fundamental principles of modern rocketry.  The heirs of Goddard, these three brave pioneers prepared the way for the fulfillment of Michael II’s dream.

--

19 May 1912
Frankfurt, German Reich

Johann took a deep breath, and stepped inside the office.  “You wanted to see me, Herr Leiden?”

Louis Leiden did not bother to look up from the papers he was studying, but gestured vaguely to a chair.  Strange, sometimes, how such small actions could be so unnerving.  Louis said, “Bitte.  Sit down, Herr Doktor Schwartz.”

Only after Johann had taken a seat did the other man look up again.  Louis had an oddly piercing gaze behind his small spectacles; one which would be more suited to an elderly financier than one of the Neue Mensen [new men] of the Reich.  “I understand you studied gas dynamics at Berlin Polytechnic [1]?”

“Yes, Herr Leiden.  My papers focused on turbulence and flow studies.”

“Good, good.”  Louis moved that memorable gaze away as he searched through a desk.  He found a thick folder, and passed it neatly across the desk to Johann, rather than thumping it there as he had more than half expected.  “Here, you will find studies and specifications on the rockets made by that adventuresome Yankee, Henry Goddard.  And some further studies conducted by the Krijgmarine [German Navy] about rocket-propelled torpedoes which use liquid fuel rather than solid propellant.”

Louis cleared his throat.  “The government is... extremely interested in high-speed skycraft.  I have a design which I believe will permit a skyrider to fly faster than sound, if I can find an engine to propel it.  A propeller is entirely useless in this design.  Alas, Wurtzmann doesn’t have any flame engines [2] which can provide the necessary thrust yet.  Which leaves rockets.”

Johann started to leaf through the papers in the folder, trying not to let himself get too distracted when he had one of Germany’s greatest thinkers in the same room with him.  “Wait.  You want me to look into liquid-fuelled rockets?”

Louis nodded.  “To start with, yes.  But more importantly, I want you to head a team to build one.  The Ministry of Armaments holds the view that all technology in this project must originate within the Reich [3].  So I’m setting up two teams to investigate and then to build.  Yours will develop a liquid-fuelled rocket engine for my high-skyrider, and another team will build a Goddard-style rocket engine.”

Johann gathered the papers back together and returned them to the folder.  “Why not just develop our own Goddard rockets?”

Louis chuckled, and produced another folder.  “Because it seems that using liquid-fuelled rockets has some very promising implications...”

--

22 July 1913
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia

Coleman Carnegie [4] awoke to the sound of pounding on his door.

“Mr Carnegie, I need to speak to you this minute!” a woman’s voice shouted from behind the door.

Carnegie tried to collect his bleary thoughts against a pounding in his which threatened to outdo the one at the door.  He could not even remember what he had been drinking the previous night, but it had to have been cheap –he could afford no better – and potent too.  He fought his way upright, threw on a dressing gown, and opened the door a crack to reveal the enemy; Mrs Greenhill, his landlady, waited in the hallway.

“You’re late on the rent again!” she announced as soon as the door opened.

“Yes, yes, Mrs Greenhill.  I apologize; it appears the money I’m due hasn’t arrived in the post yet,” he said hastily.

“Nonsense.  The mail delivers on time.  You don’t.  I expect payment today or you can move your things out on the morrow.”

“But, but if you just give me a few days please.  I always manage to pay,” Coleman said.

She shook her finger at him, which made its already blurred shape look like four extra fingers instead of just two.  “No buts.  There’re plenty of others who’ll pay more than you, and on time too [5].  I could find some newcomer who’d pay twice as much.  Pay today or be gone tomorrow.  Your choice, Mr Carnegie.”  She turned around and wobbled her way down the hallway, or at least that was how it looked to his barely-focused eyes.

Coleman shut the door and dropped into the one chair left in the flat.  He ran his hands through his hair as he muttered to himself.  Eventually he sighed, and turned his gaze to the bookshelves.  A set of books in handsomely-bound brown leather filled one row.  The gold foil lettering on the spine declared that they were the Encyclopaedia Britannica, 1908 Edition.

He took one of the volumes from the self and sat back down to read for a while.  Until the rumbling in his stomach overwhelmed the throbbing in his head, and he wandered over to the cupboard.  In accordance with the traditional rules of bachelorhood, it contained a few potatoes beginning to sprout, half an onion, a few tins of something too dumb to uproot itself and leave when the vegetable hunters came, half a loaf of bread, and a few other miscellaneous vegetables more black than coloured.  Fortunately, it also contained a small jar of something which had started out thick and black and was thus unlikely to go off, or at least not any more than it was to start with.

Coleman grabbed the jar and the loaf, cut off a couple of slices, and smeared butter and then some of the thick black paste over the bread.  Vegelade [6] sandwiches; something which no sane person would try sober.  Fortunately, he had first tried it while drunk, and done it often enough that he now felt that he might even try it without the benefit of a hangover.

After finishing off the sandwiches, he returned to reading for a while.  After a time, he sighed, got up, and found a large length of cloth.  He took down all the Britannica volumes from the shelf, wrapped them up, slung them into a bundle over his shoulder, and left the flat.

Downstairs, he was about to walk out of the lobby when a voice stopped him.  “Coleman!  How’re you going?”

He stopped, and turned to see the postman setting letters and packages down on the front table.  “Oh, g’day, Harry.  Not so good, I’m afraid.  Just a little behind on the rent.”

Harry set down the last letter, then walked over.  “Maybe, but you’re still not going to sell those encyclopaedias, not after you saved so hard to get them last year.”

Coleman shrugged.  “Can’t live in em.  Can’t eat em, neither, especially without croutons.  I know a few booksellers who’ll buy these, so...”

Harry said, “For what it’s worth, you have my sympathy.  Not your fault the patent office threw you out without reason [7].”

“A-yup.  The Carnegie name used to be an honoured one, once upon a time.”  But with labour relations being the way they were nowadays, and his article on rockets and the moon not being well-received...  “Oh well, who’ll miss another crazy Carnegie?”

“Me, for one.”  Harry paused for a moment, then gestured to the table.  “Come to think of it, you got a letter.”  He rummaged in the pile for a moment.  “Here.”

Surprised, Coleman glanced at the envelope.  The large stamp showed a complex vista: a statue with torch aloft and sword at its side, against a backdrop of tall buildings, with a propeller-driven skyrider flying above, and a Latin motto below: LABOR OMNIA VINCIT.  “This is from New England!”

Harry nodded as Coleman tore open the letter and read it:

Mr. Carnegie,

We are pleased to extend to you an offer of a position with the Goddard Rocket Company.  We read with interest your papers titled “Methods for attaining high altitudes" and "Techniques of Celestial Navigation.”  We at the Goddard Rocket Company believe that a role here would allow you the means and the time to further develop your studies. Enclosed are our contract offer and tickets that you can use for passage to New England.

Yours faithfully,

Henry Goddard
President

--

Taken from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

The Underground Railroad: A secret cooperative knowledge-sharing arrangement, led by Long Island financier Jacob Astor.  Started shortly after the end of the North American War and continuing until the outbreak of the Great War, this cooperative promoted a series of scientific and military exchanges between New England, Canada and potential allies, notably Australia, Argentina, Liberia, and South Africa.  Knowledge and technology were not shared openly, but arranged privately with a minimum of publicity.  All military exchanges were conducted by soldiers who had officially departed their nation’s armed forces.

--

2 February 1914
St Petersburg, Russian Empire

A pounding on the door interrupted Fedoer Kraksky’s concentration, although not enough to break his long-ingrained habits of safety.  He disengaged the feed on the lathe and then reached up to pull a lever.  The lathe’s motor-belt disengaged from the shaft system running through the shop [8].  He wiped his hands on his apron before he opened the door.

Two burly St Petersburg police officers held a young man between them.  The man looked up sheepishly.  “Hello, Uncle Fedoer.”

One of the guards stepped forward.  “Dr Kraksky, we’ve apprehended this young man without charges, this time.  Next time...”

The unfinished sentence hung in the air, until Kraksky nodded.  “Da, thank you, officers.  I’ll see if I can talk him out of it.”

The young man looked around the shop he had not seen before, obviously in awe of the variety of machine tools, and the belts running down from shafts on the ceiling.  He winced slightly against the noise, although the constant rattle of belts and shafts had long ago become background to Kraksky.

“Welcome to my shop, nephew.”

Gregor Malinkov turned back to his uncle.  “I’d never realised how complex your work was, uncle.”

Kraksky nodded.  “I like to think that we can hold our own with the Nemtsi [Germans].  But this is only a small part of why I called you here.  Gregor... the Jews are not enemies of Russia, and you must stop trying to strike at them as if they are.”

Gregor met his uncle’s gaze.  “Jews are Nemtsi, close enough [9].  We can’t allow them here.”

Kraksky sighed.  “We need to come to an understanding.  You must forget about the Jews, and anything else political, too.  You’re just lucky that I saw the arrest lists and had a word with the judge.”

“The truth must be known, uncle!  We’ll never beat the Nemtsi if we allow their brothers to betray the Rodina from within.”

Kraksky shrugged.  “The Jews have been without a homeland of their own for nineteen centuries.  They’ll cling willingly wherever they are given a home, and use their cleverness for their new nation.  The Nemtsi and the Jackals both use this to their advantage; we’d be fools not to do the same.”  He gestured around the shop.  “Besides, your talents will better serve Holy Mother Russia working here than living in a cell.

“How?  By keeping the Jews in power?”

“No, by helping me to build the machine described here.”  Gregor retrieved a document from a drawer.  “Read this, quickly.”

Gregor started to read through the document, then looked up in amazement.  “You’re joking, surely.  This must be a mistaken translation.”

“No, it’s accurate,” Kraksky reported.  “Check the maths, and you’ll see it works.  My colleagues have confirmed the energy values the Australian cited for his fuels, too.  With my knowledge of metallurgy, and your engineering skills, I think we can have a surprise ready to protect the Rodina the next time the Nemtsi decide to treacherously attack us [10].”

--

[1] Berlin Polytechnic is TTL’s closest equivalent to the Technical University of Berlin.

[2] Flame engines are the most common name for TTL’s jet engines.

[3] The Goddard Rocket Company, based in New England, is at this time the world’s main supplier of high-quality rockets.  Due to the North American War, the German government is increasingly reluctant to rely on New England technology for any military applications.

[4] Coleman Carnegie is a distant ATL ‘relative’ of the historical Andrew Carnegie; Coleman’s great-grandfather Thomas is the same man as Andrew’s historical grandfather.

[5] Australia’s high rate of immigration means that housing is at a premium in Sydney.

[6] Vegelade is a strong, salty, savoury cheap spread made from yeast paste and other things best left unmentioned.  Its closest OTL equivalent is Vegemite [11].

[7] Coleman’s grandfather and father (William Carnegie and Randolph Carnegie) are labour agitators in Australia.  Randolph Carnegie was recently arrested for sedition over labour protests.  Coleman has mysteriously lost his job at Sydney’s patent office, although the two events obviously have no connection whatsoever, as the Minister for Employment has repeatedly said.

[8] Many machine shops of this era used a single engine (steam, gas, or diesel) to power a system of shafts, and belts that hook to a motor on various machine tools.

[9] One of the side-effects of German nationalism being language-based rather than on ethnicity (e.g. they treat Poles who learn German and act German as if they are German much more readily than in OTL) is that Yiddish-speaking Jews are also considered to be Germans, or close enough.  Unfortunately, this means that some Russians reach the same conclusion.

[10] Feodor Kraksky is one of Russia’s foremost metallurgical engineers during the 1910s.  His shop in St Petersburg produces precision machinery for a wide range of projects, such as skycraft engines and high powered artillery.

[11] And for those non-Australasians who haven’t yet tried Vegemite, one word of advice: Don’t [12].

[12] Or at least, if you do, don’t go by the adage that “a little is good, so more must be better.”

--

Decades of Darkness #148: Ordinary World

“America’s present need is not heroics but healing; not nostrums but normalcy; not revolution but restoration; not surgery but serenity; not arlacs but athletes; not enemies but entrepreneurs.”
- U.S. Senator Andrew Vermillion during a speech in his 1912 presidential election campaign

--

Taken from: “Lords of the Land: The Story of America’s Presidents”
(c) 1952, Alexander Dowling
Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.

He was the best of generals; he was the worst of presidents.

Few presidential careers can be summarised so succinctly and so aptly as that of Charles Bull.  His military record has few rivals amongst America’s fighting men since the War of Independence, particularly in a struggle so otherwise bereft of heroes as the Great North American War.  His presidential record also has few rivals, but where his generalship is often compared to Washington’s, his presidency is usually compared to Madison’s...

After the rejection of Bull’s premature attempt to embroil the United States in war with Germany, the legislators of his own Unionists stopped even pretending to support him.  The scandals and indignities of the last two years of his term must have seemed like a very long, unhappy lifetime to him.  For the Unionist majority in both houses of Congress faced a simple decision: whether to be soft in investigating his activities to avoid casting a bad name on the party, or whether to push ahead in the hope that the voters would distinguish between Bull and his party.

Doubtless driven by their profound distaste for the man, they opted to punish him.  The Senate Special Committee on Expenditures in Executive Departments scrutinised every aspect of Bull’s activities, and those of his subordinates.  Only two of the ten members of his Cabinet survived impeachment proceedings for corruption and misdemeanours, and the Senate refused to confirm any of his nominated replacements.  Only one of Bull’s nomination to any office passed the Senate during his last two years, that of Julian Martin Pérez to the Supreme Court.  Even this appointment only passed because for the Unionists the ideological appeal of the first Habana-born Associate Justice trumped any concerns over whether to support Bull’s actions, combined with the fear that if they failed to accept any nomination, a Democrat successor might choose who filled the Supreme Court...

After such a public failure by a non-politician, both parties chose to nominate their 1912 presidential candidates from amongst their own.  The Unionists did not have to look any further than Andrew Vermillion of South California, their most senior [1] Senator.  While many candidates presented themselves for the Democrats, including several state governors, their convention quickly settled on Senator Wade Hampton IV of South Carolina to oppose Vermillion...

The 1912 presidential campaign marked a return to the gentlemanly conduct which had been the expectation during the old days of the nineteenth century.  Neither candidate made many public appearances, except in a few key states, and their political rallies were noted only for their tepidity.  It appeared that both sides were keen to put the scandal of Bull’s era behind them.  Hampton promised a return to stability, the primacy of the agricultural sector, and the traditional values of the Democrats.  Vermillion promised to bring in a new era of restoration and opportunity, “an America where every citizen is as good as any other citizen.”

Before the election, most pundits believed that Hampton would win easily, as he was the more gifted orator on those occasions when he took the podium, and Vermillion had not quite avoided the legacy of Bull.  Yet when the election returns were counted, Vermillion swept the Northeast and the West Coast [2], won narrowly in Louisiana, and captured most of old Mexico, the Caribbean and Middle America except Nicaragua; a narrow defeat in the popular vote but a handy margin in the electoral college for the nation’s 21st President.  Hampton’s speech conceding defeat was amicable enough, but his supporters did not wait long before beginning grumbling about how a relative handful of voters in old Mexico had such a disproportionate effect on the voting tallies...

--

“Today woman are on the whole much more individual.  They possess as strong likes and dislikes as men. They live increasingly on the plane of social equality with men, and there is more real friendship between men and women than before.”
- Angela Braidwood, American suffragette, in Perfecting the Union, 1918

--

11 May 1913
Château de Versailles,
Republic of France

Napoleon V had no spies.  Unlike the Yankees, the gringos, and lately the rosbifs [British], the French people had never seen the need to alarm the world by creating something as vulgar as a formal intelligence agency [3].

But while Napoleon V had no spies, he did have lots of friends.  He had travelled to many countries in his youth, and even more recently, and so had some of his own friends.  What could be more natural than for friends to keep in touch with each other about matters of common interest?

Especially, as it turned out, about matters of finance.  Debt collection could be such an ugly business, at times.  It had been common knowledge that Portugal’s finances had been troubled for years.  Now, it seemed that the effort of propping up the Brazilian royalists had pushed them over the edge.  Governments weren’t meant to go bankrupt in this modern era of the gold standard, but it might happen now.

Of course, Portugal had realised the same thing too, and made a valiant effort of its own to avoid it.  Through his friends, Napoleon V had known it was coming before it was announced, but he could probably have guessed it anyway.  Portugal wanted to issue a new round of bonds to cover all existing debts, and for that it needed serious capital.  More than could be found in its own country, or indeed in all but the world’s greatest financial centres.

That should not have posed a problem.  London was awash with investors looking for returns, and Frankfurt not far behind.  Surely both nations would be ready to snap up any bond issues, even without the quiet encouragement of two governments which should be glad to loosen Portugal’s ties to the gringos.

Yet no-one was buying.  Portugal’s proposed issue of bonds could find no buyer in London or Frankfurt.  And Napoleon’s friends had told him that was because quiet word from the English government and the Reichsbank had advised private financiers that Portuguese bonds would be a very bad investment.

Which meant... quite a lot.  Portugal was about to face financial ruin, and Napoleon did not need his long years of politics to guess the likely result.  Officials in the English and German governments must have struck some arrangement for relieving Portugal of the burden of her colonies.  But they had neglected to consult him.

And that made their leaders doubly fools.  Firstly because while Paris and New Orleans might not be financial centres on the scale of London and Frankfurt, they could certainly find enough investors to tide over Portugal’s ailing finances, especially if Napoleon V had a few well-chosen words with some of his other kind of friends.

But secondly and more importantly, they should have realised the problems they were creating.  This sort of manoeuvring might end up in a war.  Hadn’t the long years of wars in the Americas taught them that peace was so much more profitable for everyone?  The world’s finances had improved markedly of late, and why risk provoking a fresh crisis or worse yet bloodshed for the sake of a few miserable colonies?  It had pained his departed father to see France stripped of most of her territories across the sea, but as far as Napoleon could tell, the country was better off without them.  They were mostly nothing but trouble and excuses to lose money, as Portugal’s current troubles amply demonstrated.  If not for the loss of prestige involved, he would gladly abandon Syria and West Africa, although he thought that something profitable could still be found for Algeria.

Yes, something had to be done to keep the world on its proper course.

He settled down to write a few letters.

--

“Why in the world do you need to study what’s changing this country?  I can tell you in just five letters: H-O-R-S-T.”  A nameless resident of Charleston, South Carolina, responding to questions from sociologists Anthony and Isabelle Pope, 1914.

--

Taken from: “Cloud-ships and Cloud Music: America in the Golden Years”
(c) 1951 by Vincent Maher
Buena Vista Publishing: Esperanza, USA

Nostalgia, it has been said, isn’t what it used to be.  Yet that does not stop Americans looking back to previous eras with fondness, and none more so than the Golden Years.  Recent enough to still be near or within living memory for many, but distant enough for the gentle hand of time to erase some of the imperfections of that era.  The Noughties are remembered for bloodshed even in victory, the Twenties could never be a haven for fond reminiscence, and the later decades are too recent to be suitable for nostalgia.  The Golden Years stand in splendid isolation in the oceans of memory, the one safe harbour amidst uncertain seas.

Many elements contribute to the memory of that happier time, but they are most notable for lacking the two staples of other eras: war and politics.  Beyond the unfortunate Brazilian entanglement early in the piece, the Golden Years had few trials of war to distinguish them in the nation’s collective memory.  And the two presidents who governed in that era are eminently forgettable, albeit for distinct reasons.  Bull because America would rather forget him; Vermillion because he was the blandest of men in the grandest of eras.  Bull accomplished nothing worth remembering; most of Vermillion’s era of quiet achievement had nothing memorable.  An exception may perhaps be made for Vermillion’s appointment of Oliver Bird to the governorship of the Industrial Commission [4], and even then Bird would be remembered more for his later achievements than during Vermillion’s terms of office.

Bereft of political symbols, the Golden Years are most remembered as the time of hope, of boundless optimism, of social and technological change, and seemingly limitless economic boom.  This was the era when women first won their own social and economic voice.  A period when so many luxuries which had previously been solely for the elite now permeated down the social scale.  The time when the horst became affordable for the working man [5] rather than the planters, industrialists and capitalists...

Of all the myriad inventions of the Golden Years, two best capture the contradictions of that era.  One is the cloud-ship.  Stately, modern, luxurious, marvellous, the cloud-ship offered to the world the greatest triumph of American innovation, an unarguable demonstration that at least in one area, the United States led the world.  While cloud-ships were discredited as instruments of war early in the Golden Years, as instruments of peaceful commerce and transportation they were unrivalled.  They demonstrated how rapidly the world was shrinking, with the Hugh Griffin circling the globe, and before the end of the decade cloud-ships would link all of the major cities of the Americas, together with many in Europe.  Skycraft may be faster and cheaper today, with cloud-ships relegated to a few niche and mostly nostalgic purposes.  Yet no-one who lived through that era will easily forget the sight of one of those immense silver ghosts passing overhead and blotting out the sun.  Still, these new marvels also embodied the contradictions of the Golden Years.  Their expense limited them to the elite, and they showed that no matter what luxuries the middle class might attain, the upper class could still find a new one of its own to be exclusive...

The second great symbol of the Golden Years is nubado music.  Cloud music [6].  The music born at first out of sorrow, but which came to symbolise joy.  For while war and good government and grand achievement has always been the property of the white race, music is something common to all the races of mankind.  The old nations of Mexico, Middle America and the Caribbean had their own musical traditions, not just amongst the whites but those of other races, and these laid the foundations for a new era of music.  Nubado is a genre of music with many idiosyncrasies, born as it is out of ten thousand individual performers whose music happened to intrigue their debt-holders.  Its roots go deep, but it first rose to prominence during the North American War, when soldiers from across the nation were thrown together, and they found entertainment from any musicians who happened to be nearby, often bringing several performers together.  When those soldiers entered New England, they found the dance clubs [7] of the cities to their liking.  When those soldiers returned home after the war, they brought their taste for both music and dancing with them.

Nubado was born out of that fusion of music and alcohol.  The dance clubs became icons of the new America, places for the consumption of anything enjoyable while entertainment was provided.  The first nubado bands were shaped by the need to provide entertainment; suitable peons and sometimes slaves brought together to perform in the new venues springing up in cities across the nation.  The rhythms and dances they led were distinctly American, as much an icon of America as the cloud-ship [8].

And the cloud music brought its own demonstration of the contradictions of the era.  The music and the dance clubs where it was performed were spurned by the upper classes, but nubado became the first sign that the middle classes could aspire to something on its own merits, and not just because the elite respected it.  The style was embraced by middle class men but most of all by the new women of that era, who accepted it along with so much else that was new.  The same women who adopted cigarettes, short hair, and skirts designed for comfort rather than splendour took up nubado, and most notably the dancing that accompanied it.  No matter what the elite thought of the music, nubado became an icon of the Golden Years, and an apt symbol for the social changes of the time.  As Oliver Bird so cogently put it in his memoirs, the Golden Years were “the decade when middle class women first tried to become like middle class men rather than upper class women.”

--

[1] In terms of years in the Senate, not greatest age.  Vermillion is effectively the Majority Leader of the Senate, and his counterpart Wade Hampton IV fills a similar role amongst the Democrats.

[2] In this era, West Coast refers to the states between Oregon and South California.

[3] New England founded the first modern intelligence agency, the Department of Foreign Security, in 1865.  The United States, Britain and a few other nations have followed suit.

[4] The Industrial Commission, founded by President Mahan in 1889, has the power to break up trusts and other monopolies.

[5] Only if he were a rather wealthy working man, but horsts did became affordable for the middle class within the decade.

[6] Nubado (originally nublado) music would perhaps better be translated as cloudy music, rather than cloud music.

[7] TTL’s closest equivalent to Prohibition-era speakeasies, where music and dancing were the pretext for alcohol.

[8] Nubado music does not have a close historical analogue, but can best be imagined as the fusion of 1920s-era blues with early twentieth-century Latin American music, particularly Cuban styles such as guajira, son and changui.

--

Decades of Darkness #149a: Queen of Hearts

“Being a woman is a terribly difficult task, since it consists principally of dealing with men.”
- Joseph Hemingway, New England writer

--

Extracts taken from the private diaries of Faith Griffin [1]

6 March 1898

One day, I’ll be the President.

That’s what I told Grandpa Hugh today.  He said I should remember that.  And why I did it.  So I’ve written it all down, like he said.  I’ll write lots of things down.  Everything I want to remember.

Grandpa said I should write things down every day.  He called it a journal.  I call it a chore.  I’ll do it when I want to.  One day, I’ll only do what I want for everything.  When I’m the President, no-one can tell me what to do.  Not even grown-ups.

That’s what I said to Grandpa Hugh.  I felt sad because Mommy keeps telling me what to do.  I said that I want to be grown up right now.  Then I can always do what I want.  He said that grown-ups get told what to do sometimes.

I asked him if that’s like when Mommy tells Daddy what to do.  He said sometimes Daddy tells Mommy what to do.  But I’ve never seen that.  Mommy always gets what she wants.  If Daddy tries to say no, she tells him he can sleep on the couch.  She always does that.  Mommy always gets what she wants.

But Grandpa said that Mommy gets told what to do.  Like a police man.  I said could I be a police man.  He said probably not, and a police man has to do what a soldier says.  So I said I would be a soldier one day.  He said every soldier has a boss.  I said there must be a big boss.  He said that was the President.  So I said that that one day I’ll be the President.  Then I can do whatever I want.

He said that it might be hard, but maybe I’d be the one who got both.  I don’t know what that means [2].  But one day I’ll be the President.

15 March 1902

War is coming.  That’s what everyone says.  Dad says that the President is angry at Britain for trying to encircle us.  Mom says it’s a shame that Darrow had to die before becoming President.  She thinks that one life lost then would mean thousands spared later.

And me, I don’t know.  Boys always want to fight.  I suppose grown-up men must be the same.  But what grown-ups have worth a big fight?  Boys fight over toys, or over some stupid football game.  Or over me.  The President can’t want to fight Britain over a wife, since he already has one.  I suppose he just wants to fight over bigger toys and a sort of football game.  It’s going to be sad times ahead, if everyone is right.

I wish I could ask Grandpa Hugh what he thinks about it.  He gets older every time I see him, lots older.  He’s going to die soon, and then I won’t be able to write everything he says here.  Dad talks a lot, but Grandpa knows a lot.

18 May 1903

Grandpa Hugh is gone.  I’ll never see him again.  Never, no [here, several words in the diary are illegible] it lasts.  Maybe God will see him again.  I won’t, not for forever.  I don’t know where to start, except that these tears should stop.  Grandpa told me much, this time, and I need to write it down.

Each of us got called in to see him, one at a time, to hear what he knew would be the last words he spoke to us.  What he said to Dad, I’ll never know.  What he said to Mom had her crying when I went in.  When he spoke to me, he said more than I can remember.  But I’ll try to put down as much of it as I have left in my head.

He called me in, and he gave a smile which stretched wrinkled skin over bone.  “Ah, my little Faith, now almost a woman.  You’ll be the queen of hearts one day soon, I swear.”

I should’ve said something to him, but I was too busy holding in my tears.  Mom used up enough of them for all of us.

“You want words of wisdom, right?”

“I want you to stay here, Grandpa,” I think I said.

“Won’t happen.  Can’t happen.  God calls all of us home, sooner or later.  I’ve had a good life, all things considered.  Maybe I didn’t get everything done I wanted, but who ever does?  I even got to see the twentieth century, and that was something I never expected.”

I tried to say something then, too, but I couldn’t get out the words.

“Ah, don’t think it’s wrong to cry.  Tears are a good thing.  Someone who’s forgotten how to cry has forgotten how to care.”  He sounded like he was finding it harder to breathe, every time he spoke.

“I’ve never seen you cry,” I said.

“Men usually save tears for in private,” he said.  “Of course, some try to keep them in altogether, but they’re the ones who end up losing control.”  He looked at me then, and if he had something else to say about that, he let it go.  I’ll always wonder what else he wanted to tell me about that, even if he found other things to say afterwards.

“Enough about me, anyway.  I’m going soon, and I wanted to talk to you about what you’ll be doing.”

“I’ll be missing you.”

“Not forever.  You need to look ahead.  The world is going to be full of interesting times.”

“War?” I said, and I’m sure about that part, even if I can’t remember everything else.  The war is something I’ve always known is coming.

“Yes.  If we win, there’ll be opportunities for you.  And if we lose, there’ll be opportunities for you, too.  The world is a-changing.”

“The world always changes,” I said, and I’m sure about that one, too.  He’s told me that before.

“Yes, and it’s the new changes which matter.  New England is giving women votes, which I never thought would happen.  I don’t know if we’ll all do the same – not like those westerners matter that much – but we might.  Even if we don’t, you’ll have more choices in your life.  Make sure you’re careful deciding what you do, and don’t let anyone else decide for you.”

“I don’t know how to decide,” I said.

“The best place to start,” he said.  Then he coughed, and I remember that, too.  “And if you do go into business, or even into politics, remember this: never mix business with pleasure.  Let people see you for your office, or as a woman.  They will never see you as both.  If they see you as a woman, they will not take you seriously in other matters.  Rest assured of that.”

He coughed again, then let me hold him, and I cried then, when I couldn’t before.  He’s gone now, and I have some of what he told me written down.  Will it be enough?

--

12 July 1907
The New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

Friday night in Columbia City; always the best of times.  Summer, when even the relatively light workload of a twenty-year-old planter’s son faded to nothing.  The first weekend since two nations had fallen to the American flag.  As if that weren’t enough, the ball he and his family were attending tonight was at the New White House, there to be greeted by the President himself.

Adrian Hasler had met the President before.  Few people in his social circle hadn’t.  But that did not lessen the thrill.  Lewis Mitchell had set the United States back on its proper course, brought it to triumph after triumph.  The President was here tonight, even if Adrian had caught only occasional glimpses of him amidst the crowded dance floors of the great hall and the garden.  No doubt he would see more of the President later, perhaps even exchange a few words.

And if not... there were always other pleasures.  At twenty years old, Adrian had seen two full seasons of the round of balls and banquets festivals as an adult.  Two years to enjoy the splendour of formal evening dress [i.e. white tie], both in the wearing but more importantly the watching.

Every ball, it seemed, had several women to be presented to society.  This one was no exception.  He already knew the names of the four – Emma Hampton, Faith Griffin, Angela Davis and Yadhira Zuloaga – although he had seen only Yadhira before tonight.  The others would be here to dance, and so was he.  One of the advantages of coming unaccompanied would be that he was certain to secure the chance to dance with all four of them.  Well, thanks to coming unaccompanied and having a father who owned the second-biggest tobacco plantation in Tennessee.

Sure enough, after two glasses of an exquisite Monticello Cabernet Franc – Virginia’s finest vintage, as far as he was concerned – and a few brief dances, he was rewarded by seeing the four of them come out to be presented at once.  His gaze alighted on one of them even before the First Lady announced her as Faith Griffin.  The President claimed the first dance with her, with an offhand comment that it was fitting that the granddaughter of such a great President dance with the current one.

For his part, Adrian had trouble tearing his eyes away from her.  All of the presentees wore ball gowns, of course, but she did it with more flair than the rest.  She wore an azure stole atop a like-coloured ballerina gown which just covered her ankles and barely met the expectations for evening dress.  With the gown both shoulder-less and strapless, she had pushed the bounds of expected fashion even further adrift.  She had left off the expected opera gloves, too, replacing them with bracelets that had enough gold to pay New England’s indemnity for years to come.  Fashion dictated hair worn up, too, and she had only half fulfilled that requirement, with her auburn hair done up in a twist, but allowed to fall down at the back, and with one tendril allowed to fall artfully over her face.

Mr President, you are a lucky man, Adrian thought, and pushed himself forward in the cluster of young men eager for a dance.  His height should help him there, he expected, and it did.  It helped him to have the First Lady call him out for a dance with each of the other three women.  He did everything that could be expected of him, dancing samba no pé with Emma, tango with Yadhira, and waltz with Angela.  He led the way through each dance flawlessly and made appropriate murmured conversations, but left at the first reasonable moment.  Emma, in particular, looked disappointed when he didn’t lead her away for more wine and whispering, but he extracted himself easily enough.  He had some practice with doing that already, but for now, he had to have faith that the First Lady would let him dance with... Faith.

In time, his patience was rewarded.  The First Lady performed the introductions with her usual courtesy, then moved on to let them dance.  By luck or the quiet signals of Anna Mitchell – she’d always been attentive to such things – the music changed to the languorous rhythms of bolero, one of the slowest of formal dances, and one where he would have plenty of time to talk.  And, as he had always learned to be more important, to listen.

--

Extract taken from the private diaries of Faith Griffin

18 July 1907

Ah, the challenge of choosing what words to set down first, when so many queue for attention!  A week since I first found time to jot down anything but brief notes in this journal, and so many things which need to be remembered.  But in time, in time.

First things first: I’m now a woman, in the eyes of the world.  And in the eyes of one particular boy.  Many boys, really, but only one worth noticing right now.  Adrian is a very nice boy, but still, he’s not yet a man.  He wants from me something I won’t give him yet.  Will he stay around without that?  It’s a test of its own, I suppose, although I still don’t know whether it’s a test more for him or me.  Maybe both.

Do I need testing, though?  I need more to remember, and for that, I have this journal.  I have more to write, much more, but I’m not sure what to put down next.  How can I judge what’s worth remembering?  I remember Grandpa Hugh used to tell me to write down everything important which happens to me, so that I can look back and gain a sense of perspective.  The question is, how do I tell what’s important?  Everything I feel like writing down, I suppose, at least until my fingers grow sore from gripping the pen...

But enough of writing down the last week.  It’s what I need to know, but as I’ve written, I’ve been flipping back through the old pages.  How things have changed!  The child I was is like me in some ways, but not enough.  I was so sure that I’d be the President.  Grandpa Hugh was a good man indeed not to laugh at me when I said that.  But as a child, I was certain.  I knew what I wanted.

So determined at ten, so uncertain at eighteen.  Then, I wanted the impossible.  Now, I want to know what is possible.  So many choices, from study to travel to dancing to marriage.  I know which one would make Mom and Dad happy.  But they know what worked for them, not for me.  I don’t want to be anything in particular, I just don’t want to be made to be something.  At ten, I knew I would be President.  At eighteen, I don’t know what I will be, but I do know that I can’t guess where I will be in five years, let alone making demands to end up in the New White House.  I’ve seen how much I’ve changed since I started keeping this journal, and I’ll change even more.  So why look that far ahead?  Why make plans for something which no-one can predict?  For now, I’ll just have to decide what tomorrow should bring, and forget about the day after tomorrow.

--

[1] Faith Griffin (b. 16 February 1889) is the daughter of Hugh Griffin, Jr and Margaret Griffin, née Parkes.  Hugh Jr is the son of America’s 13th President (see post #68), and who has accomplished very little other than being born with a famous name.  Margaret is a daughter of an influential Ohio industrial family, and noted Columbian socialite.

[2] By which Hugh Griffin meant that she might turn out to be the one other family member who inherited both his brains and his charisma.  Of Hugh’s two sons, Hugh Griffin, Jr. had inherited his looks and charm, but not his intellect, while Harvey Griffin had acquired something of his father’s brains, but none of his earthy charm.

--

Decades of Darkness #149b: Dream The Day Away

“Whatever is in any way beautiful has its source of beauty in itself, and is complete in itself; praise forms no part of it. So it is none the worse nor the better for being praised.”
- Marcus Aurelius Antoninus

--

Taken from: “Woman Suffrage and Politics: the Inner Story of the Suffrage Movement” [1,2]
(c) 1928 by Ellie Anderson Richards and Angela Chapman Middlebrook
R. Leadbeater & Sons: New Orleans

The campaign for woman suffrage in America has long since ended.  Gone are the days of agitating, organizing, educating, pleading, and persuading.  No more will women descend on state legislatures and the national Congress in the effort to wrest the suffrage from state and national legislators.  The gates to political enfranchisement have swung open.  The women are inside.

In the struggle up to the gates, in unlocking and opening the gates, women had some strange adventures.  They learned some strange things.  Especially startling became their experiences and their information when woman suffrage once crossed the devious trail of American politics.  It is with that point of intersection that this book concerns itself...

Taking the year 1800 as a fixed point from which to measure progress, the investigator will find the civil and legal status of women practically the same as that of several preceding centuries, although there were signs of a coming revolt.  Married women at that date were not permitted in any country except Russia to control their property nor to make a will; to all intents and purposes they did not own property.  The Common Law in operation in the United States held husband and wife to be “one, and that one the husband.”  The legal existence of the wife was so merged in that of her husband that she was said to be “dead in law.”...

In 1826 the Gettysburg Female Seminary was opened by Mrs. Emmeline Bollard, the first institution in the United States offering “higher education” to women.  It became an immediate battlefield of abuse.  The complainants charged that time was wasted in teaching girls two subjects utterly nonsensical for them to know, physiology and mathematics.  In 1833, Oberlin College in Ohio was opened, admitting boys and girls, on equal terms.  It was the first college in the world of modern times to admit women.  Popular ideas concerning education for girls slowly evolved from the zero point of no education to the acknowledgment of a girl's right to acquaintance with the four R's to be gained in free public primary schools; from the four R's to the inclusion of geography; from geography to physiology; from physiology to higher mathematics and high schools,– each new step being an outpost around which intolerant and bitter controversy raged.

After 1800 the legal disabilities of women also began to receive attention.  Shortly before departing the Union, Connecticut gave married women the right to make a will.  From that date legislative changes concerning the civil status of women were frequent.  The first of all States to grant the married woman the right to control her own property was Mississippi in 1839.  The second State to give married women the right to make a will was East Texas (1842); the third Alabama (1843); the fourth Tennessee (1844); and the first suffrage for women in the United States was the school suffrage granted by Kentucky to widows with children in 1838.

Possibly the most permanent factor in giving impulse to the woman movement came with the announced and undisputed discovery by Von Baer, a German scientist, that the protoplasm of the ovule, the reproductive cell of the maternal organism, contributed at least half to the structure of the embryo child.  Before that date it had been held that the mother had no essential share in the formation of the child, the comparison being usual that “man was the seed and woman the soil.”  The proof of “at least” equal physical responsibility of parents opened the question of the extent of the mental and moral responsibility resting upon the mother, and by degrees this reversal of theory concerning fatherhood and motherhood changed the attitude of educated men toward all phases of the woman question...

While much discussion within other organizations was centring about woman's rights, the movement was rapidly solidifying into an organization of its own.  The first National Woman's Rights Convention was held in Washington, Maryland, October 1852.  Ten States were represented at the convention, which provided for another the following year.  The importance of the persons connected with it, and the high tone of all its deliberations secured widespread comment.  A report of the convention reaching England, Mrs. Henderson (afterwards Mrs. Reginald Fox) sent an account to the Westminster Review, from which dates the organized woman suffrage movement in England.

For the rest of the decade, a national suffrage convention was held in the United States each year.  State conventions, attended by some of the leading spirits, were held in Ohio, Indiana, Pennsylvania, Maryland, and Tennessee, out of which grew State organizations with local auxiliaries.  Indiana boasted the first State organization...

--

Excerpts from: “Women of the World: The Global March for Female Equality”
By Alexandra Samotsova
Translated by Alyssa Sherman
St Petersburg, Russian Federation
(c) 1971 Ulyanov & Trotsky Publishing Co., St Petersburg.
Used with permission.

5. Women’s Rights In The United States

During the heady days of the 1850s, it seemed that the pioneering women of the United States might win progressive justice in a nation otherwise utterly backward.  The advocates of women’s rights could point to early achievements, with the granting of property rights to women throughout most of the nation during that decade.  Suffragist petitions and speakers were well-received throughout much of the nation, particularly in the various state legislatures.

Yet this early progress turned to disappointment as the decade turned to the 1860s.  The advocacy of the most basic democratic right, the franchise, proved elusive even for those American women not held back by the barrier of race.  Even the more progressive male legislators shrank from granting women a political voice.  Such a bold step would have doubled the size of the electorate, and weakened men’s grip on power most unacceptably for them.  Effusive promises continued from legislators to grant female suffrage “some day,” but that day kept on moving over the horizon.

American suffragists now had to determine whether to persist with their same demands for universal (white) suffrage, or to seek alternatives which might yield more immediate results.  Those who clung to the futile hope of gaining immediate womanhood suffrage were perhaps the majority in the early years of the 1860s, but their calls were not widely effective for some time.  With the exception of Deseret, no American polity granted women full political rights until 1898, when Aururia became the first state to do so, followed by Idaho (1900), Wyoming (1902) and restored rights in Deseret (1903).

The case of Deseret well illustrates the paradoxical nature of the American psyche.  In 1872, the Nephite-dominated Deseret became the early beacon of womanhood suffrage, granting full political rights for women at all levels of the territorial government.  The federal Congress did not interfere with this because they expected that the enfranchised woman voters of Deseret would reject the institution of polygamy.  Yet the Nephite women, while progressive in some respects, languished in others, as they maintained an institution which weakened their status even more than traditional marriage.  Congress rightly spurned polygamy, and through a series of legislative acts, restricted and eventually outlawed the institution in 1889.  Tragically, the same act which advanced women’s status in protecting them from polygamy removed their political rights.  After the Nephite religious authorities abandoned polygamy in 1892, they won admission as a state four years later, but they did not amend their state constitution to restore womanhood suffrage until after the turn of the century.

For those suffragists of the 1860s who abandoned their calls for immediate full womanhood suffrage, two other alternatives were open to them.  Some of them saw in Kentucky’s granting of the franchise to widows with children in school elections as a precedent which could be exploited, in the right circumstances.  If widows could have a voice in elections for schools, why not in other municipal areas?  If male legislators could be persuaded that women deserved a political voice at the municipal level, that might be grounds in time for advocating representation at a state level.  And if widows could be granted a political voice, so in time could other women.

This strategy took longer to work than its early advocates could have expected, but it did bear fruit.  In 1865, Kentucky granted all widows with children the right to vote in all municipal elections; in 1869 this was extended to all widows.  Washington granted all widows the right to vote in all municipal elections in 1874, followed by Jackson (1875), Tennessee (1878), Arkansas (1881), and Jefferson (1888).  Some of these states also granted widows the right to vote for state offices, starting with Jackson in 1895.

The other alternative which the pioneering suffragists adopted was to argue for suffrage for women who met property qualifications.  While the United States had long abandoned property qualifications for men, this proposal met with a certain appeal to the highest echelons of American society.  With a suitably restrictive qualification on the amount, not many women would qualify, but it would add to the voting power of the elite.  The opposition to these proposals often came, not from men, but from middle- and working-class women who feared that such proposals would become permanent barriers to excluding their political rights.

The flurry of arguments about property qualifications for womanhood suffrage meant that this avenue, too, did not produce any quick advancement of political rights.  The first state to introduce a qualified franchise for women was Louisiana in 1888, and then the asset requirements were set high enough that effectively only planters’ wives could vote.  Only two other states followed Louisiana’s example before 1900, Coahuila (1893) and Kansas (1898).  Coahuila set the asset qualification similarly high, while Kansas set a lower benchmark but due to its own property laws, effectively only widows, women with inherited wealth and a handful of female entrepreneurs could vote [3].

At the turn of the century, the United States thus had a patchwork of differing political rights for women.  A few states made some changes to these existing rules post-1900, but these developments were quickly overshadowed by the Great North American War.  With many women obtaining paid employment, and the broader social transition imposed by the effort of an industrialised war, new opportunities beckoned...

--

Taken from the private diaries of Faith Griffin

9 September 1907

What is it about writing down my thoughts which makes thing easier to decide?  They are the same thoughts I’ve always had, whether carved out of pure mind, wafting as words in monologue, or shaped in ink and set on paper.  Yet there’s something about the act of writing them down which lends them permanence, and in their permanence I find that I can decide more readily.

Going to college is all very well, but which college?  The only downfall of having so many choices is having to make so many choices.  So many places I can go, especially with my name, but I still don’t know which is the right one to take.

Going to Rowling [4] would let me stay near Columbia, but it means that Adrian would never go away.  I’m not going to let him push me away, though.  Rowling won’t let me study Law, anyway.  I could study Arts, I suppose, but that won’t get me as far.  Studying law was how Grandpa Hugh got to be President.  I know better than to think I can follow him there, but it will be a much better step.

Illinois isn’t home for me, no matter how much Dad calls it that.  Illinois University might be near Marion, which is meant to be home, and my name is worth more there than anywhere else in the country.  But Marion is a small town a long way from civilization.  If I have to abandon Columbia, I will, but does it need to be to a complete zanj [5] like there?

Still, it’s only a quick cloud-ride away, not like some of the other places.  USC [University of South California] is even further away; a long, long way from home.  But San Diego is a real city, not like Marion.  And South California is more modern [i.e. woman-friendly] than most states, even if they’ve knocked back giving us the vote for now.  I should find it easy to practice law.  If I decide to do that.  And Adrian will be far away, anyway.  That’s got to count for something.

Yes, I think USC would be the best choice.  I hope.

--

Excerpts from: “Women of the World: The Global March for Female Equality”
By Alexandra Samotsova
Translated by Alyssa Sherman
St Petersburg, Russian Federation
(c) 1971 Ulyanov & Trotsky Publishing Co., St Petersburg.
Used with permission.

With their confidence boosted by the employment they had found in the war, America’s women found new voices in their call for full political rights.  Their cause was bolstered by the recognition of thee sacrifices they had made as wives and mothers of fallen soldiers.

Full womanhood suffrage [i.e. for white women] bills were proposed in the legislatures of a dozen states within two years of the war’s end, although they only passed in Oregon and North California (1907) and Illinois, Kansas and West Texas (1908).  During the same time, a greater number of states passed legislation granting the franchise to war widows, and sometimes also for the mothers of fallen soldiers.

After this first flush of enthusiasm, suffragists around the nation expressed fond hopes that all the nation’s (white) women could be granted the franchise within a handful of years.  They were to be disappointed.  The forces of masculinist reaction re-emerged, and in 1909 proposals for full womanhood suffrage were defeated in South California, Coahuila, Indiana, Ohio, Kentucky and Iowa.  It seemed that the long struggle of the 1860s would be repeated in a new decade...

--

Taken from the private diaries of Faith Griffin

28 February 1912

I can’t agree with Stanton; the college-bred woman is not the most contented woman.  The more I broaden my mind with learning, the more I understand the unequal conditions between men and women.  And the more I mistrust a government that tolerates it.

--

24 July 1912
Guaymas, Sonora
United States of America

Usually, lobbyists were the last thing Congressman Plutarco Bautista wanted to deal with in his time away from Congress.  But for some people and some occasions, he made exceptions.

The National Woman’s Suffrage Association had found three delegates to send to him.  Two of them acted exactly as he had expected.  Angelina Cady Henderson and Angela Chapman Middlebrook – they insisted on the full names – were both middle-aged, fervent in their beliefs, and spoke in tones which admitted of no compromise.  That was a bad sign for those who wanted to have legislation passed.  Legislation required bargaining and compromise.  If this lot did not understand that, it was no wonder their push for womanhood suffrage in Sonora had failed, the first time they tried, and that it was likely to fail again.

The third lobbyist, though, intrigued him considerably more.  Distinctly younger than others, and where most women of her age were concerned only for nubado, dancing and drinking, she had chosen a more serious path.  Yet she still dressed and looked much like her contemporaries.  Her auburn hair was cut into a short bob with finger waves, and she wore a skirt which left her ankles bare.  She smoked just as much as them, with a cigarette perpetually cupped in her right hand.

When she spoke, she had the same earnestness as the other lobbyists, but her voice had rather more warmth.  “Consider, Congressman.  In South California, and now in Sonora, I am accepted as a member of the bar.  I can represent clients before a court, and there is no barrier preventing me in time becoming a judge who can interpret the law.  Yet I cannot vote, either here or there.”

Bautista nodded.  He had never opposed womanhood suffrage himself, come to that, but he had never thought it an issue worth concerning himself over.  There were many pressing questions before each Congress, and this was a matter rightly left to individual states to determine as they wished.

He said, “It is an injustice, yes, but to change it, you will need to convince Governor Ford and the state Senate, not myself.”  And maybe the Sonoran House of Representatives, too, but no need to make his news more disappointing.  The House had passed a bill granting womanhood suffrage in 1907 and again in 1908, but the composition had changed since then.  Whether it would pass again, he did not know.

The young woman leaned forward again.  “They need convincing, but who better to persuade them than Sonora’s most eloquent citizen?”  Her voice radiated sincerity, too; if she was lying, then she hid it better than most people he had met, men or women.  If she was correct in her estimation of his talents, and he thought she was, then she was a close second behind him.

--

From a speech by Plutarco Bautista to a joint sitting of the Sonoran Houses of Congress, 8 November 1912

“...I see no reason in the world why we should continue to impose laws which have to be obeyed by the women of the community without giving them some voice in the election of the members who make those laws.  Their capacity for understanding political questions, for thinking over them, and for exercising their influence in regard to public affairs, is certainly of that order and of that level which entitles them to take that part in public affairs which the franchise proposes to give them.  My view is that the result will be infinitely to strengthen the means by which we shall get a true record of the real opinions of Sonora upon all the different questions that will come up for settlement.  I have no fear but that the influence which the vote of women throughout Sonora will exercise will be, as it has been in other parts of America where it has been tried, uniformly for the good of the Union and in the interests of the best form of legislation.

“Moreover, I am firmly of the opinion that the extension of the franchise to women will cause men to take more interest in political matters, and to vote in larger numbers than they have done heretofore.  The fact that wives and daughters in the home will be able to discuss political subjects which affect everyday life, will bring to the mind of the male portion of the community the necessity for recording their votes at election time.”

--

Taken from the private diaries of Faith Griffin Bautista

11 September 1916

It can be done.  I am sure of it.  Plutarco is as good as guaranteed election as a Senator.  And if I cannot follow into his vacant seat, then his judgement of the Sonoran people is as poor as mine...

15 March 1920

Today, the world ended.

--

19 April 1921
Cananea, Sonora
United States of America

“Mrs Bautista-” Governor Martin Knox said.

“Congresswoman Bautista, if you please,” she replied.  Her tone was polite enough, but made it clear that she would accept nothing less.

“My apologies, Congresswoman Bautista,” the governor said.  If she wanted bluntness, then she would receive it.  “You are a Unionist.  One of the few Representatives left in Columbia who can claim that.  Your distinguished husband most notoriously opposed the calling of the convention.  Given all that, why should I name you as one of the delegates I send there?”

“Because while my husband has his views, I have mine,” Faith said.

“You both oppose the abolition of the electoral college,” Martin said.  “I’m not sure about that one myself, but that doesn’t matter.”

Faith chuckled.  “Acting innocent does not become you, governor.  No matter what reasons for the convention being called, once the delegates are there, their discussions will take on a life of their own.  Think of the gold standard.  Think whether indentured inhabitants should still be counted for representation, whether states should be required to merge, whether all white women across the nation will be granted the franchise.  And a host of other questions may arise.  You know my views on those matters differ from Plutarco’s.”

He shrugged.  “Petition the legislature to name you as one of its delegates, if you like.”  He saw no reason to appoint a Unionist as one of his delegates.  Even one who would be remarkably persuasive for Sonora’s interests.

“I might,” she said.  Then she cocked her head to one side.  “But tell me, how would the women of the state view it if none of the delegates you appointed are women?”

A good question, that one.  These were already uncertain times, and anything which affected his chances of election should be avoided.  Still...  “Finding a woman willing to attend the convention would be the work of a moment.”

“Not one who would represent Sonora as effectively as I could, and you know it.  I’m sure I could convince our Senate of that – not the House, I’ll admit – but it would look better if you did it.”

Better for him, she meant, and she was right.  Besides, that pompous Senator Bautista would find it exquisitely agonising if his wife was named to attend a constitutional convention where he was excluded.  “Bueno, you can go.”

--

[1] There has been a retcon to post #149a.  The United States did not grant female suffrage in 1915, as for a variety of reasons I’ve become convinced that this was too early.

[2] Large portions of this section are based on a historical book of the same name, written by Carrie Chapman Catt and Nettie Rogers Shuler and published in 1926.

[3] This is because Louisiana and Coahuila are community property jurisdictions (which they inherited from French and Spanish civil law, respectively), and thus as joint owners planter’s wives meet the property qualifications.  Kansas has common-law property rights.  As such, while women can keep their own property on marriage, and can inherit their husband’s assets, only their own property counts toward the property qualification as long as they are married.

[4] Rowling University, in East Knoxville, Tennessee.  Founded in 1862, it is one of the premier educational institutions in the United States, largely due to its proximity to lots of wealthy statesmen looking to make philanthropic contributions and/or vote-winning gestures.

[5] From Spanish zanja, meaning roughly “hole” or “ditch”.

--

Decades of Darkness #149c: Sowing the Seeds

“And I saw three unclean spirits like frogs come out of the mouth of the dragon, and out of the mouth of the beast, and out of the mouth of the false prophet.  For they are the spirits of devils, working miracles, which go forth unto the kings of the earth and of the whole world, to gather them to the battle of that great day... And he gathered them together into a place called in the Hebrew tongue Armageddon.”
-- Revelation 16:13-16, King James Version

--

Taken from the private diaries of Faith Griffin Bautista

23 October 1915

For some questions, no answer can ever be the right answer.  Plutarco wants more children, and denying him that will only bring him sorrow.  He already has the two sons he wants to carry on his name, and a daughter besides [1].  Still, if I left the choice to him, he would have a tribe of five, or ten.  But that is not what I want, not now or ever.  To have children is a wonderful thing, but it is not the only thing in life.  With proper servants to assist with raising them, I can accomplish other things...

11 November 1918

Grandpa Hugh always used to say that enemies are the only thing that can won for free, while everything must be bought and paid for, somehow.  Yet if these modernists can be believed, wealth can be generated for free.  The stock markets of the world rise ever higher, from St Petersburg to Frankfurt to London to New York to New Orleans to Liverpool [Melbourne, Australia].  People buy and buy, and how many of them do so only because they can buy?  Sooner or later, everyone will find out whether Grandpa was right.  I hope he was wrong, or that will be a time for tears.

--

Taken from: “From Golden Years to Golden Tears”
(c) 1952 by Harris Pitt
R. Leadbeater & Sons: New Orleans

The Golden Years provided the United States with perhaps the single greatest economic boom in its history.  From the second quarter of 1908 to the last quarter of 1919, the stock market and the broader economy grew at unprecedented speed, fuelled by growing industrial demand and the endless optimism of the era.  Consumers bought want they wanted, and bought it immediately.  The boom echoed around the world, and while not all nations could match the length of America’s era of prosperity, the period of 1914-1919 saw high growth virtually all around the world.

The economic boom of the Golden Years derived almost entirely from the increase in consumer demand of that era.  This was the decade when America’s women began to find an economic voice, if not yet a political one.  Many women entered the workforce, and both they and their male counterparts sought to acquire the latest horsts, the latest clothes, and to attend the latest nubado performances.  And for most of these purchases, America’s consumers bought on credit.  They mortgaged their houses to buy furniture and horsts, or they bought shares on margin, or they bought fuel for their new horsts on their equally new credit cards.  For all of the glory of the Golden Years, Americans owed more and more, and owned less and less...

Despite an increasing number of voices raised in warning, the golden boom seemed to go forever on.  At the start of March 1910, the C&G 50 [2] stood at 112.58.  In March 1915, it reached 160.31.  In March 1917, it stood at 235.02.  In March 1919, it reached 350.97.  On 11 February 1920, at the height of the boom, the C&G 50 closed at 472.88.

From this point, the market dipped slightly, as it often did.  No-one showed any more concern than they had at previous lulls.  The market lost 4% over the following two weeks, reaching a low point of 453.96 on 26 February before recovering.  The C&G 50 had recovered to 465.31 on Friday, 5 March.  Investors appeared no more panicked than the usual jitters of a frantic stock exchange.

On Monday, 8 March, before the NOSE [New Orleans Stock Exchange] re-opened, word came from Europe that the Portuguese government had defaulted on its loan payments, and had been forced to declare bankruptcy.  The news made diplomats and vultures gather, and financiers scatter.  While the Powers in Europe argued, stock markets dropped from St Petersburg to London, and the pattern was repeated in North America when New York and New Orleans opened.  By the day’s end, the C&G 50 had lost 6% to close at 436.40.  It would slide another 6% over the following week, closing at 410.79.

Over that weekend, a group of leading New Orleans financiers agreed to act through the Vice-President of the Exchange, Peter Ebert, to purchase stocks at above market prices.  When the exchange re-opened on Monday 15 March [3], Ebert bid for a large stock of U.S. Rubber at well above market prices, and followed up with similar bids on other red-letter stocks [blue-chip stocks].  His actions stabilised the market for the morning, but the panic resumed in the afternoon.  Investors frantically sold off shares, sending stock prices plummeting.  The C&G 50 closed at 377.94, a drop of 15.5%, the largest single day fall in history, and earning it the name of Black Monday.  The market continued to collapse through the rest of year, and although there were some short-term recoveries, the C&G50 would finish 1920 at less than half of its peak value.  It fell further as the decade continued, and it would not recover its full value until September 1938...

The rapid fall in share market prices sent the economic dominoes tumbling.  Those who had bought shares on margin now found themselves struggling to repay their debts, with cascading effects on the availability of credit.  The lack of confidence slashed consumer demand, and businesses could not borrow money to sustain themselves.  Americans began to feel the pain by the middle of the year, and the struggle would only worsen [4]...

--

Taken from: “Lords of the Land: The Story of America’s Presidents”
(c) 1952, Alexander Dowling
Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.

Andrew Vermillion’s tenure in the nation’s highest office was in most respects an untroubled one, save for his final months in office.  He received quiet recognition for the boom of the Golden Years.  Luckily for him, he largely escaped the blame for the collapse which followed, although his Unionist party would not be so fortunate.

What blame did attach itself to Vermillion had little to do with the economic collapse, and rather more to do with the manner of his election.  The Unionists had always drawn a solid core of support from the states of old Mexico, Middle America and the Caribbean; Vermillion swept every state from Durango to Honduras in 1912 and again in 1916.  This solid representation allowed him to win in 1912 despite a narrow loss in the popular vote.  In 1916, he lost the popular vote by over half a million votes, but he still carried the electoral college and thus the election.

The first calls for constitutional amendment came in 1917, with Representative Harry Sinclair of Virginia introducing a bill into Congress calling for the abolition of the electoral college.  The bill died in committee that year, along with other bills for amending the representation of indentured labour within Congress.  The calls became louder each year, but Congress refused to put the proposition to a floor vote before 1919, where it was defeated in both Houses of Congress.

The frustration over the blocking of the proposed amendment led the Kentucky legislature in 1918 to issue the first petition to Congress to call a constitutional convention to consider the abolition of the electoral college.  A wave of other Eastern [Southern] states from Virginia to East Texas issued similar petitions by the end of 1919, along with a handful of other states from around the nation.

The Crash of ’20 and the economic panic which followed acted as a temporary distraction from the calls for a constitutional convention.  Only a trickle of states passed similar petitions in 1920, with most state legislatures waiting to see if Congress would pass the amendment when it met again in December of that year.  Attention turned to the new presidential election, where both parties had to find candidates who would appeal to a troubled electorate...

After much raucous deliberation, the Democrats’ convention settled on Senator Nathan Piper of Virginia as their presidential candidate.  Piper had much to commend him as a legislator and orator, but he came from a state which would certainly have voted for the Democrats regardless of which presidential candidate they nominated.

While the Democrats had chosen a veteran of Columbia politics, the Unionists had perforce been required to choose an outsider, in recognition of the blame waiting to be attached to anyone connected to the Crash.  Governor Donald Bellamy of Louisiana won the nomination, in large part due to his pre-Crash criticism of the ‘overzealousness’ of the activities of Canal Street financiers.  For his running mate, Bellamy chose another outsider, Governor Colin Michaels of South California, who had a reputation for good fiscal management in his home state.

Campaigning in 1920 proved to be hazardous to all participants, with rowdy and often violent protests disrupting the political rallies of both sides.  The worst suffering of the Twenties was still in the future, but even at that early stage the scale of the problems had become clear.  Yet what the Democrats had not expected was that some of the blame for the collapse would stick to any federal legislator, including Piper.  Bellamy’s speeches made effective use of his lack of connection with the Columbia establishment...

Even before the time had come to tally the presidential votes, it had been expected that Piper would finish ahead.  What had been far more difficult to predict was whether he would win in the only place which counted, in the electoral college.  As the reports came in to Columbia by telegraph and telephone, two things became clear: first that the Democrats were sweeping the House of Representatives and nearly every state legislature which was being contested [5], and second that Piper was receiving fewer votes than were being cast for the Democrats at state level.  Piper received massive popular majorities in the most of the core Democrat states, and even captured Pennsylvania.  But Bellamy’s personal reputation let him capture Louisiana even when the state was sending a majority of Democrat Representatives to Columbia, and his running mate’s similar advantage let the Unionists gain both Californias, albeit by a slim majority in the northern state.  With those key states secured, Bellamy won a majority in the electoral college despite losing the popular tally by close to two million votes.

Amidst this controversy, more state legislatures sent petitions to Congress calling for a convention to discuss the abolition of the electoral college.  After 4 March, the new session of Congress, usually reserved for minor procedural matters, resolved to consider these petitions.  The Democrat-dominated House of Representatives voted in favour of the proposal, but it fell short of the required two-thirds majority in the Senate.  When the wires brought this news, more states sent the same petition calling for a constitutional amendment.  Nicaragua and Sonora both passed the petition on 15 March, when only one of those states would have been enough...

As constitutionally required, Congress now needed to call for a convention to discuss the proposed amendment.  What had truly worried legislators was how many other amendments would be proposed at such a convention, and whether the delegates might indeed undertake a wholesale revision of the Constitution.  Some of the proposed amendments included national female suffrage, counting only citizens for Congressional representation, the reunification of the Cubas, and various other state mergers, particularly Oaxaca to Acapulco, Potosi to Zacatecas, and Michoacán to Guanajuato.  None of these proposals had the political support to pass in themselves, but anything could be discussed at a convention.  It was not even clear how delegates would be chosen for the convention, or how many delegates would need to approve an amendment before it could be sent to the states for ratification.

Congress debated these questions at length, and eventually settled on a compromise.  Each state would send six delegates to the convention, two to be named by each state governor, and four to be named by the state legislatures.  The delegates were to gather in Washington on 13 June 1921 [6].  The convention would end when the delegates approved the wording of an amendment to the electoral college by a three-fifths majority...

--

Taken from the private diaries of Faith Griffin Bautista

26 June 1921

Even on the Lord’s day, the politicking goes on.  No doubt tomorrow will see another endless debate about whether to insert a comma in the electoral college amendment.  Just for show, of course; did Congress really think that they could limit the progress of the convention so readily?  That amendment will be debated until all other issues have been agreed on.

Most of those other areas are tedious, too, but they need to be discussed.  For my part, I’ve done what I set out to achieve.  If the president is going to be chosen by the total of all the voters, it’s obvious that the more progressive states will have the advantage [7].  It would be better if they had adopted that through recognition of natural justice rather than political considerations, but sometimes you just take what you can get...

--

Excerpts from the Washington Convention Report, dated 3 August 1921

Resolved. That the following amendments of the Constitution of the United States be recommended to the states represented as aforesaid, to be proposed by them for adoption by the State legislatures, and in such cases as may be deemed expedient by a convention chosen by the people of each State.

First.  The President of the United States of America shall be elected by an absolute majority of the votes cast.  If such a majority is not obtained on the first ballot, a second ballot shall take place on the twenty-first day thereafter.  Only the two candidates who received the greatest number of votes in the first ballot, account being taken of any withdrawal of candidates with more votes, may stand in the second ballot.  The Vice-President of the United States shall be elected by the same election which has chosen the candidate for President.

The Congress shall have the power to establish uniform laws of presidential election throughout the United States and the several States.

Second.  The President may approve any appropriation and disapprove any other appropriation in the same bill.  In such case he shall, in signing the bill, designate the appropriations disapproved; and shall return a copy of such appropriations, with his objections, to the House in which the bill shall have originated; and the same proceedings shall then be had as in case of other bills disapproved by the President.

Third.  No new state shall be admitted into the Union by Congress, in virtue of the power granted by the constitution, without the concurrence of two-thirds of both Houses.

Fourth.  New States may be admitted by the Congress into the Union; but no new State shall be formed or erected within the jurisdiction of any other State; nor any State be formed by the junction of two or more States, or parts of States, without the sole consent of three-fourths of both Houses of Congress.

Fifth.  The right of citizens of the United States to vote shall not be denied or abridged by the United States or by any State on account of sex.

Sixth.  Representatives and direct taxes shall be apportioned among the several States of the Union according to their respective numbers of citizens, excluding all other persons.

Resolved.  If, after seven years from the date of this report, one or more of these articles shall not have been ratified by the required number of States, then the several States shall name delegates to a new convention to be held in Washington, by the same terms they chose delegates to this convention.  The new convention shall propose to the several States any amendments which shall have been passed by three-fifths of the delegates thereof.

--

[1] The Bautistas’ children are Ramon Ignacio, born 6 February 1914, and the twins Patricia Teodora and Nathaniel Jackson, born 19 March 1915.

[2] The C&G 50 is the Carlton & Gordon weighted average of the top fifty companies on the New Orleans Stock Exchange, the *USA’s largest stock exchange.

[3] In previous posts, I’d used the date of 14 March, due to a misreading of the calendar.  (14 March is a Sunday).  Thus a small retcon is in order.

[4] Unlike OTL’s Great Depression, the economic crisis of TTL’s 1920s is much sharper in its onset.  The relatively higher use of credit meant that a banking crisis started in the same year, with earlier and more frequent foreclosures and repossessions when compared to OTL.

[5] As in OTL, the various state legislatures usually hold their elections on the same day as federal election, but some states time their elections for the odd-numbered year instead.

[6] Having the convention meet in Washington’s then-notorious summer climate might well have been Congress’s not-so-subtle method of keeping the convention as short as possible.

[7] i.e. they’ll have twice the voting power due to having women cast votes.

--

Decades of Darkness #150: History Repeating

Credit for this post goes to Scarecrow, who wrote most of it apart from a few editorial additions.

--

“The era of encirclement is over.  Our destiny has been fulfilled.  The British have been driven out of the New World.  New England has been humbled.  Canada has been broken.  America stands tall on the world stage.  We have the best military in the world.  Our leader is the greatest president since Washington.  Yet our gains in the war were modest for the blood shed taking them.  We should have reclaimed the Great Lakes.  We should have taken Hudson, Michigan, Wisconsin and all of New Jersey back into the American fold.  Instead, Mr Mitchell betrayed those who died, leaving Canada and New England with only minor cuts when they should have felt the executioner’s sword.”

- Alexander Cabot, speaking at the founding of the Hemisphere Club in Richmond, Virginia (1907)

--

Taken from: “Effects of the North American War”
A series of lecture notes used by Professor Shawn Passmore in 1941 at the Macquarie Institute of Technology (MIT), Liverpool [Melbourne], Australia

Part Five: Cultural changes, 1906-1920

The Peace of Washington

In the eyes of many Americans, Mitchell’s peace at Washington was a letdown, with many feeling that the Allies should have been punished more in defeat.  General Pershing is reported to have said (although he denied it) that he needed Wisconsin “for his left army in the next war.”  With the United States bullying Costa Rica and Colombia into submitting to annexation, it seemed that America would move ever southwards.  Peru and Chile beckoned on the road to the South Pole.  As Andrew Simons stated in The Bull Years: America’s Post-War Dreams:

“Our old hopes, once so grand, now seem feeble.  America has long stretched from sea to shining sea.  For too long we were content with this triumph of shadow.  We carved out lesser achievements while Britain created an empire on which the sun never set.  We should not despise our forefathers’ actions; rather, we should build on them.  Britain has been cast down.  The time of shadow is over.  Now it is time for the triumph of the light.  Our new vision is of a United States of America which stretches from Pole to frozen Pole!”

In the first heyday of interventionism after the war, a diverse range of leagues, clubs and societies formed across America, advocating some form or other of this new manifest destiny.  Many of these groups openly advocated military action into Peru, either private or government-backed.  After the Senate refused to declare war on Germany in the aftermath of the Mornington Crisis [1], enthusiasm for interventionism abated, and it faded further with America’s failed entanglement with Brazil.  By 1915, the sentiment and the leagues had all but disappeared, with most of America’s ambitious young men rather more concerned with making money on Canal Street [2] than on uncertain foreign adventures.

Yet some of their plans had been quite ambitious.  In 1942, construction workers in Augusta, Georgia uncovered an old meeting place of the Manifest Society.  Some of the documents which had been stored there included plans for a large-scale filibuster intervention in Peru.  It is extremely doubtful than these ideas could ever have gotten past the planning stage, even with Charles Bull in the New White House.

--

Taken from: “Wonders of the Modern Age”
(c) 1951 by Renee Sánchez Navarro
Lone Pine Publishing Company
Hammersford [Salem, Oregon], Oregon, USA

The Victory Memorial

Discussions for a monument to depict the triumph of the North American War began even before the Peace of Washington was signed.  While President Mitchell did not discourage them, his focus was more on building monuments in men’s minds than in stone.  He did not propose or encourage any more tangible sign of America’s achievements.

Instead, Senator Mark Sanford of Wilkinson established a Monument Commission in 1907 to obtain and evaluate potential designs and locations.  Some of the world’s most prominent architects sent in proposals, and it took until July 1909 to sort the 127 designs received down to a shortlist of three.

The first proposal was named Lady Columbia.  Drawing clear inspiration from the Colossus of New York, the architect Ernest Holborn proposed a 330-foot high statue (including pedestal) which depicted a woman with her left hand resting on a shield, while her right hand held a sword aloft.  Various locations were proposed, with New Orleans being favoured by Holborn himself, but which lacked a convenient site.  The recommendation from the commission was that if this statue were to be commissioned, it should be built in Cape May in the District of South Jersey.

The second proposal was for a triumphal arch of the sort which had been common in Europe for a century, such as the Brandenburg Gate and the Arc de Triomphe, and which would culminate in the Bogentriomf in Frankfurt.  Designed by the French architect André Lescot, the design envisaged the modification of Columbia’s road system to produce a new central boulevard which ran toward the Capitol building, and with a triumphal arch built half a mile down that boulevard.  The arch would have been 171 feet high (deliberately higher than the Arc de Triomphe), with a list of the names of fallen American soldiers inside.

Both of the two designs were eventually rejected as being too clearly linked to other nations’ monuments, and the Commission settled on the third design, that of architect Timothy Murdoch.  In Murdoch’s original design, the memorial would consist of a hall built in the form of a Greek Doric temple, overlooking a mile-long pool with a flame which would burn eternally at the other end of the pool.  The names of the fallen were to be recorded in this hall.

The Commission amended this design considerably, taking the opportunity to commemorate some of America’s more successful presidents who had been nominated for monuments of this own.  The temple hall was redesigned to hold seated statues of three of America’s most successful presidents: Jefferson Davis in the centre, with Lewis Cass on his left hand and Edward Mahan on his right.  Despite considerable debate, Lewis Mitchell was not given a place in what became called the President’s Hall.  The names of the fallen were not recorded in the hall, but engraved in the facing around the Martyrs Pool.  For the eternal fire, the Commission added a statue of a winged Columbia holding the flame of victory in her outstretched hands.

President Bull fast-tracked the construction of the Victory Memorial, but due to construction delays and his clashes with Congress, the monument was not completed until 1916, and it was formally dedicated by President Vermillion on the tenth anniversary of the end of the war.  Discussion for how to include President Mitchell in the monument continued for several years, and was eventually resolved with the creation of the Mitchell Monument statue, a granite tribute built on a raised mound which symbolically overlooked the Victory Memorial, although it is not formally part of the same structure...

The Esperanza Colosseum

First of America’s modern giant sporting arenas, the Esperanza Colosseum changed the way people watched sports.  Built out of steel and concrete, unlike earlier wooden constructions, the Colosseum can seat 25,000 spectators in comfort.  While newer stadiums have much larger capacity, they rely on techniques pioneered at Esperanza [3].  Here, for the first time, a large building was built using reinforced concrete.  The new construction methods developed at Esperanza would be used not just for newer stadiums, but for the first cloudscrapers.

The Colosseum was originally built to host Southern football matches, but it has been used for a wide variety of other sporting occasions.  Two or three soccer [4] matches are played here each year.  Still, one moment is indisputably its proudest.  The Colosseum was one of the deciding factors when Esperanza became the first American city to host an Olympiad in 1926...

--

13 August 1913
Esperanza, Sonora, USA

“End of the line.  All out for the Colosseum!  End of the line!” the conductor announced, as the streetcar [tram] pulled into the stop.  Juan Tanner climbed down onto the asphalt, then paused to help down his wife, Gracia, then their two sons and daughter.

“Stay close to me,” he said, in the firm tone which usually worked with the boys, as they set out toward the looming concrete bulk of the Colosseum.  He had good reason to be concerned.  The route to the stadium was already crowded with people wearing two distinct sets of colours.  The majority, including his own family, wore the emerald green and yellow of the Esperanza Chiefs.  A substantial minority wore the maroon and yellow of the visiting San Jose Firebirds [5], the current holders of the Thorn Cup.

They passed several rows of parked horsts to their left as they drew near the stadium.  Juan did his best to ignore them, until his elder son Andrew muttered, “If we had a horst, we’d have beaten the crowds.”

“If we bought a horst, we wouldn’t have the money to buy tickets.  Or any dinner for the next month or six,” Juan said.

Andrew snorted, with a sixteen-year-old boy’s belief that money was available for his wants.  He hated catching streetcars or walking everywhere, and several of his richer friends’ families had them already.  Andrew had already explained the model he wanted: one of the new Coyotes.  There were plenty of the open-hatched Coyotes parked nearby, along with beetle-like M-7s and a few clunky, boxlike Goldenrods [6].  Their younger son Lewis [7] did not say anything, but he had his own fascination with model horsts already.  Juan could see trouble coming there, but what could a man do?

The Tanners reached their seats with about an hour to go before bounce-off.  Vendors climbed through the stairs of the nearly-full stadium, shouting for customers.

Young Lewis chose that moment to announce, “I’m hungry.”

Gracia gave him a warning glance, but he ignored that, too.  He signalled for a vendor and asked for five ice creams.

Instead of producing ice cream in a cup, the man produced five ice-creams which were attached to the top of cones of some thin rolled-up pastry.

“What’s this?”

The vendor gave him a tired smile. “It’s an oriental roll of pastry.  Very tasty. Try it.”

Juan handed the man two quarters.  The Tanners settled into the stands to wait and eat ice cream while spectators kept filling the ground.  The vendor had been telling the truth; the ice-cream was delicious, the pastry cone edible, and no cups meant no fuss with garbage.  Lewis and Madeline both got ice-cream on their faces, but they would probably have managed that anyway.

Andrew had just nibbled at his ice-cream, oblivious to the antics of his younger siblings, while his gaze wandered over the stadium.  Juan chuckled to himself when he realised where Andrew was looking – at the various pretty young women who had found their way into the stadium.  There weren’t that many of them, since football remained largely a sport for male fans, but Andrew did a good job of finding them.  And doubtless he wanted to do more than look at them, but he would need something to impress them.  Such as a horst, no doubt.

“Juan!” someone said, behind him.

Forgetting Andrew for the moment, Juan turned to smile at Daniel Parker and his wife.  Daniel worked with Juan in the endless corridors of the South-Central Pacific Railroad headquarters, and they often shared the same streetcar to and from work.

“Hi Daniel!”  He gave Fiona a curt nod – he’d never gotten on that well with Daniel’s wife after that incident with the spinach – then turned back to his co-worker.  “I thought you’d be here already.  Catch a later streetcar?”

Daniel laughed.  “No, I drove.  Quicker to come by horst, even with finding somewhere to park.”

At the mention of a horst, Andrew’s ears pricked up, and he turned his gaze away from the young women in the rows below him.

“You’ve got a horst?” Andrew interrupted.  Juan gave him a warning glance, but Daniel laughed.

“You bet, kid.  A brand new Coyote Mark IV [8].  Just picked her up yesterday.”

“A Mark IV?  That’s the latest model!”  Now Andrew’s gaze fell on Juan.  “Mr Parker works in the same off as you, and he can buy a horst.  Why can’t you?”

“It’s from playing the market,” Daniel said, pre-empting Juan.

“You’re playing on Canal Street?” Juan said.  “Isn’t that difficult?”

“Not at all.  Fiona’s brother-in-law is a stockbroker at the Costello [9].  He got me some good deals on stock before it shot through the roof.  I turned fifty dollars into three hundred and fifty.  Coyote lets me pay off the horst over the next year, anyway.”

Andrew’s eyes bulged.  Juan doubted he had ever seen ten dollars before, and three hundred and fifty was almost unimaginable to his son.

Of course, Juan himself could imagine it.  Very much imagine it.  Still...  “Isn’t fifty dollars rather a lot to risk?”

Daniel grinned.  “You’ve got to play big to win big, my amigo.  Why don’t you and your boy come and have a look at my horst after the game?”

Juan shrugged.  It was tempting, and Andrew would never forgive him if he refused.  “Sure.”

“Bueno.  Meet you at gate seven after the game.  See you then!”  He and Fiona walked down the concrete stairs to their seats.  Closer to the game, too, which would have cost them more.  All because Daniel got lucky to hear an inside tip about some stocks.  Life hardly seemed fair, sometimes.

Gracia whispered, “Why’d you go see that man’s horst?  I thought you disliked the things.”

Juan said, “Can’t hurt to have a look at them.  And if Daniel can afford one...”  The Parkers were a good half-decade younger than he and Gracia.  They should have more trouble paying for such things.  “Maybe the market is worth looking at, carefully.”

Gracia giggled.  “You haven’t read this morning’s Bulletin yet, have you?  A nurse in St. Louis took care of an industrialist, and he gave her a stock tip.  She invested all her savings that evening, and by the next day she’d made well over a thousand dollars!  She retired on the spot.”

“And all those who lose money don’t make the papers, I expect,” Juan said.  Stolidly conservative in many respects, more than he sometimes realised himself, he preferred certainty to wild gambling.  “Still, things might be looking up.”

“Not the only thing that was up,” Gracia said.  “Could you believe that Fiona would wear a skirt almost up to her knee?”

“Can’t say I noticed it,” Juan said, as innocently as he could manage.

--

Taken from the editorial of the Esperanza Bulletin
17 August 1953

It’s always been said that history repeats itself, but sometimes it could stand to repeat itself a little faster.  Fans of our beloved Chiefs have sure been waiting long enough for that.  Last night at the San Francisco Colosseum, we finally got our wish.  We claimed the Thorn Cup after the Chiefs beat the Sea Eagles 16.17.113 to 15.7.97 [10].  For only the second time ever, and the first time in forty years, the Cup is coming home!  The Chiefs have had so many close calls over the years, but finally Lady Luck smiled on them.

Things have sure changed since the last victory.  In 1913, 25,000 people saw the game live in the Esperanza Colosseum, while every other fan had to wait for the evening papers to find out the result.  Yesterday, twice that number crowded into the San Francisco Colosseum, but they were only a small fraction of the audience.  An estimated thirty million listened enraptured on the funk web, from Faulkner [11] in the north to Acapulco in the south.  It is said that even the President himself tuned in with the whole New White House staff to hear the game.  At least sixty million crowded into Kinetohouses across the nation to view the game’s replay last night.

In the 1913 grand final Simon O’Shea, a player from Australia, scored the winning goal for the Chiefs.  He was the most distinguished of a handful of Australian players to join American clubs in the early 1910s.  Nowadays, of course, there are not only no Australian players, but no spectators either.

In 1913, the Chiefs were the winners in a competition consisting of eight teams.  This year, with the admission of the Veracruz Conquistadors [12], the Chiefs had to do better than twenty-seven other teams.  Many other teams have been included along the way, not to mention referees who seem to have been recruited from the Blind Society...

For those lucky fans who received entry to the Esperanza Colosseum in 1913, they received food from white vendors.  These were independent businessmen and -women who flourished during the sporting heyday of the Golden Years.  Most of their businesses collapsed in the early Twenties.  Thanks to the passage of the Bird Laws, the stadium owners replaced these independent vendors with rented labour, and now it’s slaves and peons who bring the drinks...

--

[1] The Mornington Crisis is named for Sergeant Harold Mornington, the most senior *American soldier killed in an exchange of fire with German soldiers in December 1910, almost precipitating a war between those nations.  See posts #141a-c.

[2] The home of the New Orleans financial district, and whose stock market is a major item of interest to *Americans during the 1910s.

[3] Esperanza, Sonora is located approximately at OTL Los Mochis, Sinaloa.  Founded in 1866 as a new city and port at one end of the South-Central Pacific Railroad (New Orleans to Esperanza – the other main spur of the railroad connected to San Francisco), Esperanza is a major agricultural and tourist centre, as well as the site of Fernan Cortes University.

[4] Association football (soccer) exists in TTL similar to its OTL form, and the same abbreviated name (soccer) is used in a few countries, principally the United States and Australia, to distinguish it from other forms of football played in those nations.

[5] i.e. San Jose, North California.  This is the second-largest city in that state, behind San Francisco.

[6] Goldenrods are older steam-powered horsts mostly built in New England, while Coyotes and M-7s are American-built; the M-7 is TTL’s closest equivalent to the Model-T Ford, while the Coyotes are similar in design to OTL Bugatti racing models.  The North American horst industry has two main centres of production: the *Rust Belt and *Birmingham.  New England-built horsts are mostly constructed in Michigan and Hudson (primarily Detroit and Buffalo), with a few companies in nearby Ontario.  The centre of the *American steel industry is in Pulaski [Birmingham, Alabama], and the majority of horsts are built here with a combination of slave and free labour.  A smaller horst industry is also beginning to develop in Puerto Veracruz.

[7] A surprising number of children born in late 1907 and early 1908 have the name Lewis.

[8] The Coyote Mark IV is very similar to the Bugatti Type 35.

[9] The Costello is a former hotel now occupied by Esperanza’s local stock exchange.

[10] For those not familiar with Australian football, the scoring is as follows: A goal (kicked between the inner posts) is worth six points, a behind (achieved several ways) is worth one point.  The score is reported as number of goals/number of behinds/total points.  For example, the score of 16.17.113 means 16 goals and 17 behinds, for a total of 113 points.

[11] Faulkner is OTL Anchorage, Alaska.  It was constructed as a planned city starting in 1911, and named for the *American Secretary of State who negotiated the acquisition of Alaska at the end of the North American War.

[12] Properly, the Puerto Veracruz Conquistadors, but many journalists and even a few commentators forget that.

--

Decades of Darkness #151a: Architect of Dreams

Thanks go to Mike Ralls for some suggestions incorporated into this sequence of posts.

--

“A doctor can bury his mistakes but an architect can only advise his client to plant vines.”
- Frank Lloyd Wright, Canadian architect

--

Excerpts from: “Oliver Bird: The Iron Commissioner”
A biography written by Josiah A. Quigley
(c) 1950 Taylor Press
Brigham: Nephi Free State

Oliver Jonathon Bird was born on 19 March 1880 in Upper Darby, on the outskirts of Philadelphia.  He inherited a fortunate station in life, born into an upper-middle class household and inheritor of an honoured name.  His father and grandfather before him had both been celebrated neo-classical architects.  His grandfather, Oliver Frederick, had served alongside French soldiers during the War of 1833.  Inspired by their reports, he visited France, Italy and Germany [1] after the war and saw first-hand most of Europe’s great buildings.  On his return, he imported the Greek Revival style and applied it to the redesign of Knoxville as the USA’s national capital.

Bird’s father, Oliver Adam, followed in the same tradition, bringing the splendour of the ancient world back to life in Philadelphia’s boom years of the 1870s [2].  His work culminated in the construction of Philadelphia City Hall in his own interpretation of neo-classicism.  The new City Hall combined a largely Romanesque interior but with an exterior built in the Egyptian Revival style, topped with a faux obelisk which stood 550 feet tall [3].  Oliver Adam began this work in 1878 and officially retired after its completion in 1898...

The younger Bird had originally planned to follow in his forebears’ illustrious footsteps.  He enrolled in the University of Pennsylvania in 1898.  He took advantage of that institution’s interdisciplinary program to study a combined program of engineering, law, philosophy, mathematics and commerce, which he completed in 1902.  From here, it had been envisaged that he would become formally responsible for designing new buildings while still being guided by his father.

This best-laid plain failed after only eight months.  Oliver had been contracted to design a new Philadelphia headquarters for Landry’s United Beverages, which imported coffee from Brazil for distribution throughout the north-eastern states and New England.  He argued vigorously with his father over the design for the new building, but worse would follow.

The elder Bird was determined to prevent all use of indentured labour in any construction company associated with the building.  Although Pennsylvania had formally restored slavery in 1896, Oliver Adam still held to the old view that most nineteenth-century Pennsylvanians had kept.  He believed that that indentured labour was perfectly acceptable in other states if they wished it, but that it should be kept out of Pennsylvania.  Oliver had been raised in that same belief, but the restoration and his education had convinced him that it was entirely reasonable to use indentured labour in construction, provided that some positions were reserved for white men.

The dispute reached shouting point on 6 April 1903, when Oliver announced that if his father was so determined that he knew best how to build the new headquarters, he was welcome to it.  Oliver left home that same afternoon, moving to visit his cousin Anne-Marie Mosley in Chesapeake, Virginia.

Although father and son would be back on speaking terms within months, the dispute had crystallised Oliver’s growing reservations over a career as an architect.  He decided to pursue another path, and in the second half of the year he successfully enrolled in further study in exclusive Washington College [4].  With recognition of his previous study, he completed a Bachelor of Laws in 1905, graduating not long after war broke out in North America.

Given his age and family name, Oliver could easily have kept out of active military service.  It would have taken nothing more than a letter from his father to the Pennsylvanian Governor to have Oliver excluded from conscription altogether, or at least assigned to some back-of-the-lines role.

Yet the younger Bird refused entirely to have any allowances made for him.  He had been called to the colours, and he readily accepted.  His education and time in the National Guard in his teenage years won him a commission as a second lieutenant in the 33rd Infantry Division in the U.S. Fifth Army.

Oliver joined just in time for the Hammer Offensive, and he would see a memorable month’s service.  In that time, he would witness some of the bitterest fighting in the history of warfare, win promotion to First Lieutenant and then take on the role of acting commander of a company until a new captain arrived.  That captain was named Alvar O’Brien, a man one month older than Oliver and who also had a great future ahead of him.  When O’Brien seized control of a regiment which would seize Mt Bethel and ever after be known as the Alvaros.

Oliver never made it to the summit of the mountain, since he took a bullet in his right knee on the way up.  He spent the next three months recovering, and to this day he walks with the support of a cane...

With no future open to him within the Army, Oliver received an honourable discharge and returned home in time for Christmas.  But this was a winter of discontent, as he continually quarrelled with his father, particularly over his choice of career.  He left home for the last time and went to Virginia.  But opportunities for new lawyers were few in the midst of war, so he moved again, this time to the USA’s capital.

Like his grandfather before him, Oliver made his fortune in Columbia.  But while his grandfather had won his recognition by putting up buildings, Oliver became the architect of the new United States by what he did inside them...

--

Taken from: “Inside Columbia”
The memoirs of Oliver Bird
(c) 1953 St Andrew’s Press: Philadelphia, USA

Knowledge is the true coin of a nation.  Gold may lose its lustre, labour may be bought and sold, metal is mined and then used up, and land loses its fertility.  But the learning and skills of its people will always remain.

I came to this realisation slowly, when I languished in hospital and in enforced indolence in Chesapeake and Columbia.  My beloved country had more men than New England, and far more natural resources.  So why were the Yankees the ones developing all the new tools of war?  We had cloud-ships, but they had come long before the war.  When placed under the pressure of war, the Yankees developed poison gas and arlacs, new artillery and new Hoovers [machine guns].  What did we develop?  We used some gas of our own, but only by copying the Yankees.  Not too long after the war, I found out from a friend in the OKM [5] that the Yankees had even been reading most of our military codes throughout the war.

Where did this endless stream of Yankee inventiveness come from?  Not just in the field of war; so many ideas in manufacturing and business came from our northern enemies.  This question long troubled me.  The Yankees were white men just the same as us, so why were they at the forefront of building knowledge?  America’s strength had always been in organisation, in marshalling the resources we had and coordinating their use, and it was this which let us win the Great North American War.  But how much greater would our nation be if we had the knowledge as well?

The answer seemed clear to me: we needed to build the tools in the United States which would let us build our own knowledge.  To develop our own knowledge, we needed men who had the basics of learning, which could only be gained through education.  And to ensure that we had the most men with education, we needed to make the system universal [6].  This seems an obvious truth today, but it had never been implemented properly in the United States before the war.

Consider the state of public education was it was in North America on the eve of war.  The Old Northeast [7] had long followed a model of full public education, where every man was given the fundamentals of learning, and possessed universities where men could further their pursuit of knowledge.  The University of Pennsylvania pre-dated the Revolution, and Ohio University was established soon thereafter.  The states of the Old Northeast added more universities as the century progressed, particularly the University of Westylvania [in Pittsburgh] and Bloomburg University.  These institutions provided much of America’s knowledge during the nineteenth century, such as most of the designers of the modern cloud-ship who had graduated from Ohio University.  New England had copied the model of education from the Old Northeast, and it was this that allowed them to build their knowledge [8].

For the rest of the nation, however, the crucial fundamentals of knowledge had been left to each state to determine.  Alas, most states did not have the resources or the understanding to meet the need for full public education.  Most of the Northern and Rocky Mountain states [9] had developed similar although less effective forms of public education.  In the states of the East and Midwest [10], a different view prevailed.  The people had not yet realised that public education was in the public good.  Some excellent private schools were available, and private tutors filled much of the rest of the gap, but even by the turn of the century some white men in those states could not read or write.  In old Mexico and Middle America, public primary schools had been instituted since soon after their incorporation into the USA.  But these schools performed the important but narrow focus of ensuring that citizens could read and write in English.  They did not teach the range of other skills necessary to build knowledge.

Likewise, the nation’s system of higher education was highly variable.  The United States possessed only a few universities devoted to the extension of knowledge, and these were largely founded by philanthropists rather than the government.  These institutions were largely clustered in the northern parts of the nation; in particular, the Old Northeast, Iowa [11] and in the Californias.  There were a few distinguished universities elsewhere in the country, notably Jefferson Davis University in Puerto Veracruz and Trinity University in Durham, North Carolina [12], but they were rare.

Most of the nation instead followed the college system.  Here, higher education was available only to a few.  The colleges of America offered excellent prospects for gaining skill in law, medicine or engineering, but little scope to those who wished to build knowledge.  Their role as finishing new members of society was and remains important [13], but the United States needed men to generate the knowledge before others could apply it.  The nation possessed a few military academies which offered excellent education in the technical professions and the science of war, but not the chance to mint new coin in the currency of knowledge.

Until the beginning of the war, and even for a time after it, the pursuit of American knowledge was left to those who dwelt outside of society.  Their research and learning strengthened the nation, but they often went unacknowledged.  Most notably, many of the nation’s greatest institutions of learning had large numbers of Jewish students and academics, at a time when the United States was less accepting of them than today [14].  Their tireless pursuit of learning strengthened America before the war, and has continued down to the present day...

--

Excerpts from: “Oliver Bird: The Iron Commissioner”
A biography written by Josiah A. Quigley
(c) 1950 Taylor Press
Brigham: Nephi Free State

Columbia might have been designed as a city to welcome Oliver.  His family name was still well-remembered, particularly when he could point out in introducing himself that the magnificent building they were meeting in had been designed by his grandfather.  Oliver settled into Columbia society readily, a still-young entrant into the endless rounds of politicking punctuated by society balls and other celebrations.

He established a practice for himself as a lawyer, but his main interest lay in influencing the legislators.  Possessing a natural eloquence, dignified bearing and tireless energy, Oliver made a gifted spokesman in courtrooms and lobbies.  He joined the American Education Association shortly after his arrival in Columbia, and by virtue of his enthusiasm and persuasiveness, soon became the leading public face of that organisation [15].

Oliver recognised earlier than most where the power lay during the Bull presidency, and dedicated his persuasive efforts toward carefully-chosen members of Congress.  Previous efforts by the AEA had focused on implementing federal funding for a nationwide primary education system, but this had always been blocked as too expensive.  Oliver sought instead to establish a first simple goal; federal funding support for a system of national teachers colleges, to help raise educational standards across the nation.

He judged his audience well, given that the Unionists then controlled the U.S. Congress.  Oliver cast his argument in terms of allowing greater opportunity to all citizens, which appealed the Unionists’ constituency.  Given that the partial funding of these colleges would be relatively cheap, he won over a majority of both Houses of Congress.  The bill establishing teachers colleges passed the House of Representatives in August 1910, and the Senate in September.  Bull vetoed the bill, as Oliver at least had expected, and his next round of lobbying was well-tailored.  The bill passed both Houses by a two-thirds majority, overriding the veto and ensuring that the national system of teachers colleges would be created over the next two years.

Bird’s clarity of argument and effective influencing won him notice from Congress in more ways than just acceptance of his views on education.  So did his staunch opposition to President Bull.  His additional reward for the first education bill was commission as one of the advocates assisting the Senate Special Committee on Expenditures in Executive Departments.  His achievements in that role would win him fame for his successful impeachments, a reputation for staunch anti-corruption, the gratitude of soon-to-be President Vermillion, and appointment to a leading role in the Industrial Commission.  That set him onto the road to national prominence.

But he never forgot the need for public education, and even amongst his myriad other activities, he continued to lobby Congress on the subject.  While it may not have been his greatest achievement, given that there are so many to choose from, the one which he was personally most proud of was when Congress approved the establishment of a national funding system for primary and secondary education in 1916...

--

Taken from: “Inside Columbia”
The memoirs of Oliver Bird
(c) 1953 St Andrew’s Press: Philadelphia, USA

Those first students who entered the new elementary schools in 1917 and 1918 did not know it, but they had become the first of a new generation.  They found a government which granted them opportunities and learning as never before, in elementary and high schools and in the new universities.  The government guided them and sheltered them through the Panic of 1920 and rebuilt the nation for them afterward.  In exchange for the government’s aid, they gave back to the government and to the nation with their sacrifices in the Great War...

--

[1] In the geographical sense only; neither Germany nor Italy could be said to exist as united nations during the late 1830s.

[2] Due to its location on the U.S.-New England border, Philadelphia saw a delayed boom.  Where in OTL it went from roughly 120,000 inhabitants in 1850 to 560,000 inhabitants by 1860, *Philadelphia took longer to boom.  It began to receive more immigrants from the mid-1860s, when *American relations with New England had normalised.  However, it is still considerably smaller in comparison to its OTL population.  Philadelphia is at the northern end of an industrial belt rather than being in the centre of one.  Its primary advantage is as a convenient rail hub for cross-border trade with New England.

[3] TTL’s Philadelphia City Hall is overall smaller than OTL’s equivalent (which is built in a Second Empire style), although its central monument is slightly taller and lacks a statue of William Penn.  The Egyptian Revival style it’s built in is uncommon in the OTL USA, but a few examples of it do exist, such as the Egyptian Building in Virginia Commonwealth University: http://www.bluffton.edu/~sullivanm/virginia/richmond/egyptblding/medicalcollege.html" http://www.bluffton.edu/~sullivanm/virginia/richmond/egyptblding/medicalcollege.html

[4] Washington College is OTL’s Washington and Lee University, in Lexington, Virginia.  It has one of the most selective law schools in the *USA.

[5] Office of Knowledge Management.  The *USA’s first formal intelligence agency, and precursor to its modern Federal Intelligence Agency.

[6] i.e. universal for citizens.  Bird, like most *Americans, cares nothing for education of the indentured population.

[7] i.e. Pennsylvania, Westylvania and Ohio, the former “Free Trio” and the most New England-like states in the *USA.

[8] Of course, it could also be argued that Pennsylvania, Westylvania and Ohio had copied the model from New England, but that would have made the system of public education a much harder sell in the *USA.

[9] Northern states means Nebraska, Iowa and Wilkinson, and sometimes Indiana and Illinois as well.  The Rocky Mountain states include Idaho, Wyoming, Deseret, Colorado and Aururia, and are sometimes considered to include West Texas as well, even though that state has considerable non-mountainous territory.

[10] The Eastern states refers roughly to OTL’s Old South plus Florida, i.e. the ATL states of Delaware, Maryland, Virginia, North and South Carolina, Georgia and Jackson.  The Midwest is an amorphous term which includes most of the rest of the OTL Southern states and border states, plus some parts of northern Mexico.  In the sense in which Bird uses it, he means the ATL states of Kentucky, Tennessee, Mississippi, Alabama, East and West Florida, Missouri, Kansas, Washington, Arkansas, Louisiana, Oklahoma, East Texas, Jefferson, and Coahuila.

[11] Due to the quirk of receiving a large proportion of the German immigrants who made it to the *USA, Iowa has had a much earlier and stronger focus on education than most of the rest of the country.  Its state system of schools is modelled on the German system of gymnasium and vocational schools rather than general primary and high schools, with the clear aim of preparing some students for a university education.  It has a number of institutions of higher education to support this, most notably Clay University (founded by members of the Clay family after they left Kentucky) in Grant [Davenport, Iowa] and Crawford University in Des Moines.  Iowa’s universities have a strong enough reputation that they attract students both from surrounding states and even a few from Canada.

[12] Trinity University, like the predecessors to OTL’s Duke University, was founded by Methodists and thus acquired a similar name, but apart from the name it has little in common with the OTL institution.

[13] The U.S. college system which Bird describes has as its main focus helping people to fit into upper-class society.  In effect, they’re used as “finishing schools” for the elite and the children of the upper middle class who want to join the elite.  They turn out some excellent lawyers, doctors, and the like, a lot of good sportsmen, and a reasonable number of technical professionals, engineers and the like.  But they have very little in the way of pure research.

[14] Unlike in OTL, the *USA’s universities never saw an equivalent of the “gentleman’s agreement” or quota system to reduce the proportion of Jewish students.

[15] The American Education Association, as its name suggests, is a special interest group founded to promote better funding for all forms of education, and engages a number of lobbyists to help it pursue its goals.

--

Decades of Darkness #151b: Better Off Alone

Thanks go to Mike Ralls for some suggestions incorporated into this sequence of posts.

--

“Democracy is the fond hope that more than half of the people are right more than half of the time.”
- Attributed to Clement Churchill

--

Excerpts from: “Oliver Bird: The Iron Commissioner”
A biography written by Josiah A. Quigley
(c) 1950 Taylor Press
Brigham: Nephi Free State

As a lawyer who bore the family name of the Architect of Columbia, young Oliver could have chosen almost any field of law to practice, and still obtained clients.  His preferred focus was not one which many would have expected, since he chose to join the investigations into war profiteering which President Bull had created to punish the old friends of former President Mitchell.

Oliver’s tenaciousness and effective questioning quickly built up his reputation as a skilful investigator and cross-examiner.  In large part thanks to his efforts, four companies were convicted of war profiteering and corrupt conduct during 1909 and 1910.  His most notable accomplishment was the conviction of the owners of Anderson & Gould, who had contracted to build American arlacs based on their own pre-war experiments, but who failed to deliver a single one before the war’s end.

Recognition came from his investigation of profiteering, but Oliver gained fame from what came later.  His lobbying of Congress had won him the notice of that body, and he won an engagement as a lawyer investigating corrupt conduct in President Bull’s Cabinet.  His mastery of detail and boundless energy were well-suited to the tiresome task of impeaching the “Amigos Cabinet.”

Oliver’s particular focus was on the Treasury, and the rumours of graft and corruption which had plagued it since Bull swore in Seymour O’Hara as the Secretary, shortly after Bull’s own inauguration.  O’Hara had no political experience, a rudimentary knowledge of finance, and his only qualification had been a long-time friendship with the President, going as far back as their childhood in Annekar in Washington [Sikeston, Missouri].  What meagre talents O’Hara possessed had mostly to do with securing bribes and kickbacks when negotiating government contracts.  In that area he excelled, until Oliver began his investigations.

It took Bird nearly two years, from his appointment on 24 August 1910 until 18 June 1912, but by the time he finished, he had ended Bull’s already faint chances of re-election, and built himself a national reputation.  His diligent pursuit of bribery caught official after Treasury official, and he gradually accumulated sufficient evidence to impeach O’Hara, and the Senate duly convicted him on 18 June.  O’Hara became the most senior member of the Cabinet to fall.  While the public believed that some of the various Cabinet impeachments had been unjustifiable politicking, Oliver’s impeachment of the Secretary of the Treasury was regarded as entirely correct.  It won him not only immense public recognition, but a new appointment from a new President...

On paper, the Industrial Commission had some of the most wide-ranging powers of any agency of the U.S. government.  Created by President Mahan in the previous century, its original brief had been to investigate monopolistic practices in chosen industries and recommend corrective legislation to Congress.  The Commission thus had quite broad terms of reference, although it was at first used only to break up the monopolies in railroads, steel, and oil.  Under President Hughes, the Industrial Commission’s original purpose had faded, but it was given the vaguer purpose of promoting economic growth through gathering information and recommending commerce-related legislation to Congress.  During Mitchell and Bull’s tenure in office, the Commission was effectively relegated to a minor role as a source of information.

But in fact, the scope for the Commission’s activities had grown extremely broad.  The U.S. Supreme Court had allowed ever wider interpretations of the interstate commerce clause, granting Congress considerable power to set uniform standards for commercial activities across the nation.  Since the Industrial Commission was tasked with promoting economic growth, its mandate could thus be interpreted to allow it to regulate almost anything.  This potential power had been largely left untapped since President Mahan left office, thanks to the office of Commissioner being treated as a sinecure.  Even Bull had recognised this system, and in an outing for his rarely-used sense of humour, had appointed the former General Bierce, disgraced commander of the Hammer Offensive, to the role.  No-one seemed to recognise the power which could be wielded by a vigorous Commissioner, until Oliver Bird made the office his own.

Shortly after being sworn in, President Vermillion appointed Bird to the Industrial Commission.  He created a new branch within the Commission, since the existing offices of Examinations and Economics & Statistics [1] did not suit Bird’s talents.  The President appointed him as Deputy Commissioner for Government Integrity, with a mandate to investigate any government corruption.  From Vermillion’s later comments, he had originally intended this appointment to be largely symbolic, rewarding a useful political ally and providing the appearance of alleviating corruption.  Certainly, he did not intend, and could not have anticipated, how much Bird would transform the Commission.  Indeed, it is ironic that a politically-motivated appointment for Oliver would bring about the end of all political appointments to almost every government office below that of the Cabinet itself.

Before Bird accepted his new role, senior appointments in the Industrial Commission followed the same pattern as they had in most of the government; they were made by political leaders, and changed whenever the government did [2].  He viewed this as another form of corruption, and added his voice to those calling for civil service reform.  One of Oliver’s first acts was to demand a merit-based system of civil appointments.  Since this was publicly popular, and allowed the opportunity to clean out many of Bull’s remaining appointees, President Vermillion approved the creation of a Civil Service Commission to determine all but the most senior of government appointments.  This was a nominally independent body, but Bird argued that to preserve impartiality, it would need to be overseen by his own office.  He worked vigorously to ensure that the Civil Service Commission was politically independent in fact as well as name.

In this as well as many other areas, Bird made vigorous use of both his rank and his existing political connections.  He sponsored continual investigations into corruption throughout the federal government.  Since the Treasury was still discredited due to the recent scandals, he had his office take over many of its functions, such as the appointment of Inspectors General, and the vetting of government contracts.  In 1915, he instituted a system of public tenders for all federal government contracts over one million dollars, to reduce the risks of kickbacks.  He insisted on apolitical behaviour by all federal government employees.  These reforms soon spread to the state governments as well.

Although he applied his energies to his main tasks of reforming the government, he never forgot his earlier determination to improve public education.  In the later half of the decade, he lobbied for the development of a series of federal land grants to be given for the development of new universities.  His staunch support of that program let it continue despite the unsettled times of the 1920s, and many of America’s modern universities can trace their beginnings to Bird’s efforts.

Oliver’s effective lobbying and rising public profile meant that he was granted the rank of Industrial Commissioner in mid-June 1917, when Bierce retired.  This was a rank which he would hold for three decades.  Using his formal and informal power, he would transform the United States...

--

Taken from: “Inside Columbia”
The memoirs of Oliver Bird
(c) 1953 St Andrew’s Press: Philadelphia, USA

Any nation can persist when they have good fortune and prosperity.  Any government can continue if they are blessed with stability, even if not of their own making.  The true test of the National Will is how the government and the people can endure during troubled times.  The Panic of 1920 was the greatest non-military challenge the United States had ever faced.  During the worst of that time, one man in eight could not find work.  Far too many men and companies became bankrupt, and trade collapsed across the nation.

Many people at the time talked about why it seemed that the United States had failed, and their first call was for political reform.  The political changes which resulted did bring a few benefits to the nation.  But the true reasons for the crisis stemmed from inefficiencies in how the United States used its labour force and the failure to develop sufficient internal improvements to allow commerce to progress.  Without those defects being repaired, the country would have remained trapped in the attitudes and methods of the nineteenth century.

To fix the mishaps which had befallen the United States, the country needed vigorous action.  First it needed short-term measures to buy time, then more fundamental reforms.  I had long seen the need for tariff protection to shelter our industries while they could be recognised, yet tragically my first public speeches on the matter went unheeded.  Tariffs and labour market reforms could have been implemented in 1917, but only a few half-hearted measures were instituted until the panic engulfed the nation.  After that, Congress started to listen, but more timely action would have spared Americans so much pain.  Likewise, the gold standard [3] should have earlier been recognised for what it was, a bygone relic of an elder age, but the federal government clung to that relic, too, until they abandoned it in their panic, too...

The Panic brought genuine pain to the country, but it also allowed the opportunity for swift implementation of reforms which could otherwise have taken a decade or more.  We needed better infrastructure, and we needed it urgently.  We needed highways, dams, better ports, and other public works in both the cities and the countryside.  These would allow commerce and industry to function more efficiently.

To construct and maintain these public works, the United States needed a suitable workforce.  In the short-term, what better workers would fit than those Americans who had lost their old jobs?  Their labour allowed them to earn the money they needed to survive for now, and brought long-term benefits to the entire nation.  But these make-work projects were never intended to be more than temporary measures.  After the other reforms stabilised the economy and recovery began in 1923 and 1924, maintenance of the infrastructure and new public works would require a different labour force.

Fortunately, the appropriate labour force was now becoming available.  It had long troubled me that indentured labour had difficulty being reassigned quickly to where it was needed.  Renting of slaves and peons had long been possible, but subject to restrictions of availability, security and other concerns [4].

Yet these concerns could be addressed, with appropriate regulation.  The Commission had that power; indentured labour was frequently transported between states and thus within the power of Congress to control.  While the security aspects fell within the control of the Secretary of the Interior, the Commission could facilitate the economic aspects.  This required a system for the national administration of indentured labour, and laws regarding both renting and identity.  The old system of identity numbers formed a good beginning, but it required supporting national records, and newer technology such as photographs and fingerprints.  A national registry of indentured labour was essential, and under my guidance the Commission established one.

Under this new system, the opportunities for making more efficient use of labour were almost limitless.  The first person to grasp this point was Joseph Ellis Goodrich, an Oklahoman planter who had found farming soybeans difficult in his home country due to the problems with arranging for help planting and harvesting his crops.  He only needed seasonal assistance, but could not reliably guarantee that he would have labour available to rent.  After several years of frustration, he found the new labour laws and stagnant slave prices an opportunity.  In 1922, he sold his farmland, bought a bus and several more slaves, and founded Labour Hire.  His new company specialised in providing skilled labour to Oklahoman farmers, rented out as necessary.  By staggering the planting of crops across the western half of the state, he could readily find work for his labour force, and the farmers gained by only renting labour when required.  Goodrich’s firm would be only the first of many labour hire companies.  They would find opportunities to market their labour throughout the country, from crops to fruit picking to entertainment to serving at sporting events.

Of course, these labour market reforms were only one half of the process of rebuilding the nation.  In addition to drawing on indentured labour, the United States also depends on the ingenuity and determination of its citizens.  For that, Congress needed to ensure a clearer sense of which tasks would best be performed by free or indentured labour.  The old customs had been blurred during the Golden Years, with the strict separation being forgotten.  This needed to be reversed.  For instance, the manufacture of textiles had long been recognised as a skill for white workers, but slaves had been allowed to creep into those roles when they could be better used elsewhere.  Setting clear guidelines for the division of tasks into free and indentured labour would become an important role for the Commission down to the present day...

--

Excerpts from: “Oliver Bird: The Iron Commissioner”
A biography written by Josiah A. Quigley
(c) 1950 Taylor Press
Brigham: Nephi Free State

The reforms which Bird instituted saved the United States from the ruin of 1920 and gave him credit to remain in office indefinitely.  He would shape so much of the United States, in his failures as much as his successes.  He wanted to change the American educational system, and in this he was only partially successful.  He developed new primary and secondary education, but he could not fully change the old social attitudes which affected higher education.

His new land-grant colleges developed some research institutions, but the public status of occupations did not change to suit his new vision.  Doctors, lawyers and engineers continued to be regarded more highly than scientists, professors and other researchers.  His greatest effect on the new universities was his favoured neo-classical style becoming the distinctive form of college buildings [5], rather than how the people who came out of them were valued.  Still, there were more opportunities for people to gain new learning.

At times, Bird’s usual foresight failed him, such as in March 1927 when he privately advised the Senate that war in Europe would be a good thing for the United States.  Like many informed observers, he had recognised the storm clouds gathering long before the Holy Roman Emperor died, let alone before the first marines landed in Suez.  However, Bird believed that the United States could stay aloof and wealthy by selling arms to both sides in any general European war.  This view was at the same time unusually prescient and entirely misguided...

--

[1] Examination is concerned with investigating any given area of industrial conduct, as directed by the President or Congress.  It usually targets specific industries or companies, and had been moribund since Mahan left office.  Economics & Statistics had a smaller but ongoing role in gathering relevant commercial data and providing advice to Congress when considering legislation.

[2] In other words, they had a spoils system, which can be traced back to Thomas Jefferson.

[3] Similar to several other areas of his memoirs, Bird has a habit of glossing over details and exaggerating his own importance.  In this case, he has omitted the fact that the United States went off the gold standard during the North American War.  It rejoined the gold standard in 1910, after the gold mined in the Klondike gold rush allowed it to rebuild its gold reserves and rejoin the gold standard, albeit at a lower rate of exchange.

[4] i.e. leased or rented slaves and peons were more frequently badly-treated.

[5] In OTL, Charles Donagh Maginnis helped to establish a style of Gothic Revival (Collegiate Gothic) in many American university campuses.  ITTL, Bird’s heritage and inspiration means that most of the new American universities use neo-classical styles (Romanesque, Doric Greek or Egyptian) instead.

--

Decades of Darkness #152: Shards of Gold

“Sometimes, people notice all the wrong things.  Stock market collapses got headlines.  Leaving the gold standards got protests.  Mass bankruptcies caused riots.  Guerrillas rose up in revolt.  But when we instituted reforms which would strengthen the nation for the next century, we received only silence.  If the 1910s were the Golden Years, the 1920s should have been called the Quiet Years.  But in the long run, quietness was worth more than gold.”
- Oliver Bird, U.S. Industrial Commissioner, “Inside Columbia”, 1953

--

Taken from: “Lords of the Land: The Story of America’s Presidents”
(c) 1952, Alexander Dowling
Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.

When Donald Bellamy took office in 1921, he faced one of the most troublesome decades in U.S. history.  Within two weeks of his inauguration, the nation had effectively rejected him by calling for a constitutional convention to rewrite the electoral laws which had won him office.  The political turmoil this created would take most of the decade to resolve.

Economically, the United States was in the grip of the Panic of 1920, the worst financial crisis the country had ever seen.  Although the worst of that would be relieved within three years, public confidence would take longer to restore.  While overall the economy saw modest growth for the rest of the decades, regular crises ensured that few investors slept easily.  Even though the fundamentals for economic growth had been laid, the background remained one of fear.

As if the political and economic problems the United States faced were not enough for the new President, he also had to manage ongoing problems with internal security.  Eunuco’s guerrillas had never been properly silenced in the former Colombia and Venezuela, and they would only grow bolder when they saw the United States apparently failing.

In foreign affairs, President Bellamy could look out over an increasingly antagonistic and uncertain world.  America’s northern neighbours were descending into chaos.  German interference had created a hostile front in the United States’ traditional sphere of influence in South America.  The Powers in Europe were drifting into hostile alliances, and the rest of the world would need to choose sides in the coming storm.  And personally, he faced the twenty-year curse, which had struck down every president ever elected in those years.  For good reason, the decade would be known as the Nervous Twenties...

--

The Twenty-Third Amendment to the Constitution of the United States was ratified by the New Leon Legislature on 14 August 1923, the 48th state to do so.

The right of citizens of the United States to vote shall not be denied or abridged by the United States or by any State on account of sex.

--

Taken from: “Lords of the Land: The Story of America’s Presidents”
(c) 1952, Alexander Dowling
Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.

America’s presidents are notorious for falling victim to the twenty-year curse.  Whether by the assassin’s bullet or the infirmities of age, no president elected in 1800 or each multiple of twenty years thereafter has left office alive.  In the case of Mark Darrow, one did not even survive until his inauguration.  But no presidential death has attracted more controversy than that of Donald Bellamy.

The basic facts are simple, but have caused unending argument.  President Bellamy was on vacation on Pensacola Beach, East Florida on 14 August 1923.  He was a good swimmer, and had visited the same stretch of beach at least five times in the last eight years.  Yet on the afternoon of that day, he dived into the surf off Pensacola, disappeared from sight, and was never reliably seen again.  An extensive search of the beach and the sea over the next four days never found any trace of him.

Did Bellamy drown off the Emerald Coast?  Was his body swept out to sea and lost to nature?  So the commission of inquiry eventually concluded, and his death was officially certified on 22 August.  So Congress ruled too, with a special sitting of both Houses on 27-28 August confirming that the President was dead, and thus Vice-President Colin Michaels was inaugurated.  But his brief tenure in office would be dogged by rumours that Bellamy was alive somewhere, or that Michaels had been involved in his disappearance.

Still, rumours regarding President Bellamy’s disappearance had many more targets than Michaels.  At least a dozen nations were named as conspirators in arranging Bellamy’s departure, including Germany, Britain, Australia, and Monaco, along with Eunuco’s guerrillas.  Some versions of these stories claimed that Bellamy had been secretly killed, while others said that he had been spirited away to weaken the United States.  Still other rumours claimed that he had staged his own death to avoid personal problems, either financial or marital.  Only one thing could be certain: President Bellamy’s death would long be talked about...

--

From “The Atlas of American Political History”
(c) 1946 By Karl Wundt
Lone Pine Publishing Company
Hammersford [Salem], Oregon, USA

For all the states’ determination in calling a constitutional convention to abolish the electoral college, the struggle to abolish the electoral college proved to be far more difficult than its backers had anticipated.  Forty-eight states were required, as matters stood in 1921.  But while the required number of states could quickly be found to grant female suffrage, the states were more reluctant to grant the new form of presidential election, not least because Congress would gain more authority over their electoral laws.

By 14 August 1923, when the Twenty-Third Amendment was ratified by the 48th state, only 36 states had passed the electoral college amendment.  Despite intense lobbying by the Democrats, by the year’s end only another six states had been added.  Far more worryingly, a solid bloc of thirteen states in Old Mexico and Middle America – Jalisco, Michoacan, Acapulco, Oaxaca, Chiapas, Guatemala, Honduras, Yucatan, Puebla, Mexico, Guanajuato, Zacatecas and Potosi – had combined to reject the amendment.  El Salvador’s upper house had refused to call a vote on the amendment, effectively rejecting it.

This meant that now every remaining state would be required to pass the amendment, unless one of the hold-out states could be persuaded to reverse their position.  The remaining state legislatures met in January 1924, and while the amendment received ratification from another three states, it was rejected by East Cuba, Louisiana and Puerto Rico, while Durango also refused to put the amendment to a vote.

Here, it seemed that matters might end for a while.  But the Democrat-dominated Congress was determined to change the method of presidential election in time for the 1924 elections.  New Caledonia would hardly have qualified for admission as a state under normal circumstances, since it was too soon since the United States had acquired the territory.  But the tumultuous political environment of the Nervous Twenties scarcely counted as normal.

Congress admitted New Caledonia as a state on 14 February, and began debates on the admission of Hispaniola, Suriname and one or more states from the Caribbean Territory.  The former New Caledonian territorial legislature, now empowered as the state legislature, ratified the electoral college amendment on the 18th, thus giving ratification from 46 of a required 48 states.  While adding any further states would mean that forty-nine ratifications were required, no-one doubted that Congress would add sufficient new states to pass the amendment.  Durango’s legislature passed the amendment, and El Salvador’s upper house restored a new debate on the amendment.

Due to the momentum of the debate, Congress granted statehood to Hispaniola on 28 February even though it would probably not have been necessary, since El Salvador was likely to ratify the amendment anyway.  As it happened, Hispaniola became the 48th state to pass the amendment, leaving El Salvador to become the forty-ninth state required to ratify the new Twenty-Fourth Amendment.

The political debate now moved on to the more controversial amendments.  The proposed amendment counting only citizens for political representation was a non-starter, as was the proposal for Congress to have authority to merge states against their wishes.  The debate over the granting of a presidential line-item veto was much closer, as was the requirement for a two-thirds majority of Congress to admit new states.  The line-item veto would eventually be passed in 1926, but the other proposed amendments remained.  So did the question of whether the Washington Convention’s proposal for a new convention in seven years would be accepted in 1928, and what would happen if Congress rejected it...

--

The Twenty-Fourth Amendment to the Constitution of the United States was ratified by the El Salvador Legislature on 4 March 1924, the 49th state to do so.

The President of the United States of America shall be elected by an absolute majority of the votes cast.  If such a majority is not obtained on the first ballot, a second ballot shall take place on the twenty-first day thereafter.  Only the two candidates who received the greatest number of votes in the first ballot, account being taken of any withdrawal of candidates with more votes, may stand in the second ballot.  The Vice-President of the United States shall be elected by the same election which has chosen the candidate for President.

The Congress shall have the power to establish uniform laws of presidential election throughout the United States and the several States [1].

--

From “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

HOLMAN, Errol (1865-1941).  American engineer and efficiency expert.  Widely regarded as the founder of American “scientific management” principles, Holman developed a system of analysing a worker’s tasks and restructuring them to make most efficient use of time and resources.  Holman viewed existing business management systems as inadequate and amateurish, and in his “Foundations of Scientific Management” (1916), he advocated a complete restructure of methods of managing workers.  His works proved extremely influential in the United States, particularly when backed by Oliver Bird in the 1920s.  Holman’s disciples applied his principles to a wide variety of industries to improve efficiency, and he is credited as the indirect inspiration for other American business practices such as standards management and flexible inventory control [2].  However, outside of the United States, his focus on tasks and processes over people saw his methods criticized as demeaning and dehumanizing for individual workers...

--

Taken from: “Lords of the Land: The Story of America’s Presidents”
(c) 1952, Alexander Dowling
Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.

As sitting president, Colin Michaels readily won nomination for the Unionist presidential ticket in the 1924 elections.  The economy had seen some modest signs of recovery, and the most capable alternative candidates preferred to jostle for the position of vice-presidential candidate rather than try to beat Michaels’ advantage of incumbency.  Still, the choice of that candidate had became less significant since the abolition of the electoral college, and Michaels eventually opted for someone who, like him, was an outsider to Columbian politics.  He chose Henry Fitzsimmons Lee, one of the most senior members of the Virginian Senate, and who had previously served as the last Unionist governor of that state.

To oppose Michaels, the Democrats considered a variety of candidates, but eventually settled on an outsider of their own: Governor Harlan Porter of Kentucky.  Porter had three successive terms as governor, and more importantly had a good record of prudent fiscal governance which had sheltered his home state from the worst ravages of the Panic.  He also carried a reassuring demeanour when speaking from the stump, and offered stability and separation from an increasingly troubled world.  Porter was swept into office thanks to accumulated public distrust of the previous four Unionist Presidents.  In his inauguration speech in 1925, Porter pledged: “We will build a Fortress America.  Safe behind our tariff walls and the might of our Army and Navy, we will be protected from the troubles washing over the world.”

But within two years of making that speech, Porter had come to admit privately that he had his doubts about being able to honour his pledge...

--

[1] This amendment has been retconned from the version used in post #149c.  The Vice-President is now elected on the same ticket as the President, and Congress has the power to set uniform electoral laws, to limit (although probably not eliminate) how many times the dead can vote.

[2] Standards management and flexible inventory control are equivalent to OTL’s quality management and just-in-time inventory control methods, respectively.

--

Decades of Darkness #153a: The Mask and Mirror

“New England is a republic, not a democracy.  Democracy is beautiful in theory; in practice it is a fallacy.”
- Shane Mullins, leader of the United Democrats, 1920

--

From “1810-1910: A Century of New England Political History”
(c) 1912 by William H. Baldwin
Sandler Publishing Company, Long Island

Afterword

We have seen much in this century, for good and for ill.  We have seen presidents who might have been touched by angels; we have seen politicians thrown out of hell for misbehaviour.  We have seen heroes and cowards.  We have seen parties rise and fall.  Change is a fact in New England’s history, and while the changes we have seen recently have been more disturbing than most, I am sure that our nation will endure.  We have seen the darkest moment in our history, but New England’s institutions and the character of her people are strong, and we will continue in stability and in peace.  Now, as our nation looks out over its second century of existence, I am confident that we will continue to set an example to the world.

--

“Whoever can conquer the street will one day conquer the state.”
- Shane Mullins, addressing a National Front rally in Central Park, New York, 1910

--

Taken from: “The Anatomy of Vitalism”
(c) 1948 by Edwin Thornton Patton
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

With the plethora of groups being named vitalists around the world during recent times, defining vitalism has seemed ever more a fool’s errand.  What does it mean to call a party or an individual politician a vitalist?  With most contemporary usage, it is a generic term of praise or condemnation, but this says little about what it means, only about the political orientation of the speaker.

The key to understanding vitalism lies in the recognition that the history of vitalist movements can be defined in five stages.  All vitalists will pass through these five stages in sequence if they succeed in their aims, but many would-be movements remain trapped in the earlier stages.  Successful completion of the earlier stages is essential for progress, but many of the movements proceed no further than the first stage.  And what is true of a vitalist movement at one stage of their history may be incorrect at another.  Failure to recognise this progression has led to considerable confusion amongst political commentators and historians.

The first stage of any vitalist group is the mobilising of passions, the creation of a new movement based on response to perceived social troubles.  Many would-be vitalist movements never proceed any further than the first stage, but in their early years, there is little to distinguish eventually-successful vitalist movements from those which will remain stalled in the first stage.  But those who prosper will move to the second stage, the establishment of the movement within the broader political system...

While definitions of vitalism are complex, the various movements do have aspects in common.  Vitalism may be defined as a type of political behaviour distinguished by obsessive fascination with community decline or humiliation and a consequent establishment of cults of energy, purity and regulation, in which a populist-based parity of determined nationalist activists, working in cooperation with more traditional elites, relinquish the forms of democratic liberty and replace them with intimidation and redemptive violence, and in disregard of moral or legal constraints pursue goals of internal cleansing and external revanchism or conquest.  To this may be added a frequent but not universal identifier; the establishment of a personality cult around the leader of the movement, and an attitude of hierarchical obedience to the will of the party leader or, on some occasions, the party leadership...

History provides several examples of vitalist movements who have passed through the five stages, but none could be considered more appropriate than that in the country which gave vitalism its name.

In New England, the Vitalists began as one small group amongst many.  They found their first members from unemployed or disgruntled ex-soldiers on the streets of Detroit, calling for the deposition of a government they believed had betrayed them.  Unlike most of their early contemporaries, the Vitalists were too distant to become involved in the March on Hartford by former soldiers, a march which saw the New England Army called in to disperse the marchers.

Thanks to the temporary disarray of their rival organisations, the Vitalists enjoyed a brief period of national prominence as the largest ex-soldier organisation, and one which was enough to ensure that their name became synonymous with the broader movement.  The Vitalists chosen flag of a rattlesnake on a striped background – a revival of the ancient New England battle flag – would also eventually become part of broader New England vitalism, alongside the red flag.  For in truth, despite their early success, the Vitalists proper lacked the demographic support they needed to become a mass-based party.  Their support was geographically limited to the exclave state of Michigan; other groups predominated in the contiguous New England states.

The other early large vitalist movements were the Remembrance Union and the Citizen Democrats, who in 1908 merged into the Patriotic Democrats, and the Veterans League.  These three groups were largely similar in their actions.  They were largely street gangs comprised of discharged veterans of the North American War, motivated by a combination of hatred of the Americans for winning, and a sense of betrayal of their own government due to perceived capitulation when the war could still have been won.  These movements styled themselves as citizen militias, and while discouraged by the federal government, they were tacitly encouraged by elements within the regular army who wanted to keep recruiting pools of soldiers handy.

But in their early stages, these entities, and their smaller rivals, were effective only at mobilisation, not as a political force.  Their only weapon was intimidation; they did not have effective political voices of their own to obtain mass support.  The militias clashed incessantly with each other as well as their rivals amongst the socialist parties.  To win political power in New England, they would need a much broader support base, and to do that they needed political unity.  And to achieve this, they would need considerable confrontation.  In the end, it was a relative latecomer group, the National Front, who would predominate in the national movement.

The unification of the vitalist movements proceeded largely through the actions of the Patriotic Democrats, who from 1910 to 1912 absorbed the Vitalists and the Veterans League, and several other minor parties.  Yet despite this apparent triumph, the Patriotic Democrats saw a steady attrition of their membership.  The return to economic prosperity removed much of the impetus from the vitalist groups, as did the formation of a new conservative party, the Constitutional Unionists, led by the prominent businessman Jacob Astor.  The Patriotic Democrats also lost members to the broader-based appeal of the National Front.  Mullins’ puissant oratory attracted members both from the Patriotic Democrats and from people who had never been part of any of the citizen militias.  The National Front’s street army, the Redshirts, were well-organised and won most of the street brawls they engaged in, which also attracted more members from the Patriotic Democrats.

In 1913, with prosperity returning and their member base eroding, the Patriotic Democrats sought a merger with the National Front.  Mullins spurned these overtures at first, but as the year drew on, he supported the formation of a much broader conservative party.  The Constitutional Unionists approved of the idea, provided that the “unruly behaviour” of the citizen militias was curtailed.  Early in 1914, the three parties announced their unification, along with the smaller True Patriots in Prince Edward Island and Cape Breton.  The new party called itself the United Democrats, with Jacob Astor as the leader and former PD chief Jesse Sargent as his deputy.  Instead of a leadership or deputy leadership position, Mullins kept his old role as head of the Redshirts, who now had a much-expanded membership.  The Redshirts formed the street arm of the new party during the 1914 presidential elections, where Astor sought the national presidency while Mullins contented himself with seeking the office of state attorney general in Long Island.  Astor failed in his bid for national office, carrying only Long Island and New Jersey, and while he remained the nominal head of the party, he was unlikely to be considered for the next presidential bid.  Mullins won his chosen office, and with a compliant UD state governor, cemented himself in power in the biggest city in New England.  The vitalists had taken the first steps on the road to becoming rooted in the New England political system...

--

“Freedom gains us nothing, if the price is chaos and bloodshed.  The truth is that men are tired of liberty.”
- Shane Mullins during his election campaign, quoted in the New York Globe, 1920

--

16 May 1916
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

March.  Keep in step.  Look ahead most of the time, to the side only briefly.  James Ingersoll, one-time captain in the New England Army Sky Corps, one-time war hero, and many-times drunken ex-soldier, had learned how to march more years ago than he cared to remember.  It had been drilled into him, along with most of New England’s young men, during conscription service before the war.  Like most of his fellow Redshirts, he would never forget how it was done.

Or how to make use of it.

Ingersoll marched on the front row, third from the left of a row of men ten wide.  In the first of ten rows in the first troop of men.  With one hundred and ninety-nine more troops marching behind.  Twenty thousand men in red shirts and black trousers, marching in rhythm.  Not a spoken word between them, just strict discipline on this parade through Hartford’s streets.  They needed to be quiet.  Connecticut’s laws against violent marches and illegal assemblies had grown even stricter since John Dewey took office as the nation’s 23rd president.  But then, men marching in strict rhythm, with not a boot-step out of place, provided their own display while staying just within the limits of the law.

Shame this couldn’t be like New York, Ingersoll thought.  Laws against unruly protests and illegal assembly were on the books there too.  Yet they had been most mysteriously unenforced against the Redshirts ever since the Chief took office as attorney general.  The Workers Army usually found their marchers targeted, although even they occasionally escaped conviction if there were a few socialists on the jury.  A pity, that; the socialists had still not been altogether cleansed from Long Island.  But the day was coming; of that he was sure.

The march certainly seemed to make a strong impression on the locals, at least as far as he could tell.  They probably thought was a large rally, although ten times this number of Redshirts had crowded into Central Park earlier this month for the May Day Rally.  Still, people stopped in the streets to watch.  And hopefully watch, and watch, and then learn.  New England needed order.  It needed to have the country put back to rights.  And if people got in the way... they would be shoved back out again.

No-one disturbed the march, although plenty of police officers watched the Redshirts go past.  Of course, most of the police probably voted red anyway.  And they would only be here for something to do, as far as he could tell.  If Hartford was anything like New York, the city had six or seven times as many police as it needed.  People had to go somewhere to get their military training, since they couldn’t be conscripted into the army any more.

At the head of the march, Ingersoll was amongst the first Redshirts to march into Wilton Park.  The bulk of the federal Capitol loomed at the north end of the park, the state Capitol at the south end.  The Redshirts would show their presence firmly in between, in the midst of the columns of power.

On a podium in the centre of the park, the Chief waited.  Shane Mullins himself.  The only man with the vision to see what New England needed.  No matter what Astor and Sargent might think, the Chief was the true leader of the United Democrats.  Ingersoll marched with the front rank in their loop around the podium.  When they neared the Chief, they raised clenched fists above their heads in salute.  Mullins replied in kind, holding the salute until the front ranks had gathered in place.

Then they waited.  Twenty thousand men did not march into place quickly, even with the effortless coordination of the Redshirts.  All was done in silence.  The May Day Rally back in New York had been much livelier, especially the drums, but the quiet of this rally had meaning of its own.

When the last Redshirt had stepped neatly into place, and the native Hartfordians had gathered around, the Chief raised his fist again in salute.  Twenty thousand men responded.

“Folks, I’m Shane Mullins, and I’m here to open your eyes.  Do you want to hear the truth?”

“Yes!”  Twenty thousand voices raised in answer, synchronised well enough to sound like one voice.

“The truth is, the Redshirts are a place for heroes.  We fought like lions in mud, do you remember?  The truth is, one of the heroes here was smart enough to fly above the mud.  James Ingersoll, come forward!”

Heart pounding, Ingersoll stepped up onto the podium.  He gave the Chief another salute.  Mullins gravely acknowledged it.

“Ingersoll brought down a cloud-ship.  He was the first man to do that.  And he has served the Party well since he joined us.  He is already a Group Chief, and now he is ready for more.  James, will you serve as Front Chief [1]?”

“Yes!” Ingersoll exclaimed.  He knew that his voice did not have the same penetrating power which the Chief wielded.  He did not care, either.  He received the honour, and the rank.  Part of him missed the old military systems, but they were denied to the Redshirts, along with anything else that smacked of being an army.  New ranks were needed to avoid the wrath of the Jackals.  But a Front Chief would have to rank as least as good as a two-star general, or better.  He was now ranked at the highest level a Redshirt could achieve, except for the Chief himself, and his first deputy, the Storm Chief.

When Mullins gave him new six-chevron shoulder-boards [2], it was the greatest moment in his life...

--

“Socialism is a fraud, a comedy, a phantom, a blackmail.”
- Shane Mullins, during his 1920 election campaign

--

Taken from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Megaflation: This term colloquially refers to a period of unchecked rapid rises in inflation, whereby prices rise extremely quickly while a currency deteriorates in value.  While there is no broadly-accepted precise definition of what level of inflation is required to constitute megaflation, a general guideline is a monthly inflation rate of greater than 50%.  Due to a system of positive feedback, rising prices cause currency depreciation, to which the response is a further raise in prices.  While megaflation can have several causes, it is most commonly associated with a rapid increase in the money supply, and is often produced by (and/or produces) economic depressions, and immense political and social turmoil.

In historical terms, the canonical example of megaflation is New England in 1920-1922.  The economic crisis of the Great Crash of 1920 saw the New England Treasury seek to devalue their currency and use the increased money supply to stimulate economic growth.  Due to the Washington reparations, paid in gold, and the raising of U.S. tariff walls, this did not have the desired effects.  New England abandoned the gold standard, and experienced a rapid increase in inflation, and eventually megaflation...

--

“I ask you to judge me by the enemies I have made.”
- Senator Shane Mullins, during his first speech to the New England Senate, 1921

--

[1] The Redshirts are organised along strict hierarchical and pseudo-military lines.  Their basic organisation is a Squad of four men, including a Squad Chief.  All other levels of organisation are grouped into fives.  A Unit consists of five squads (20 men), a Troop is formed from five Units (100 men), and so on through the ranks of Squadron, Group and Front.  A Front Chief thus commands an organization of 12,500 men.

[2] The Redshirts use a system of shoulder-boards with downward pointing gold chevrons, starting with one for a “soldier” and progressing up to six chevrons for a Front Chief.

--

Decades of Darkness #153b: Fox on the Hudson

“It is humiliating to remain with our hands folded while others write history.”
- Shane Mullins, during a speech to the national rally of the United Democrats, 1918, just prior to the ousting of Jesse Sargent as leader of the party

--

16 June 1920
New York City, Long Island
Republic of New England

Shane Mullins had long learned the virtues of keeping a straight face.  With all the influential members of the United Democrats gathered in one room for the first time in nearly two years, he had to be careful what he showed.  None of the men here could truly threaten his leadership of the Party, but showing weakness or revealing too much would be an inconvenience.

“The time has come, my friends, to prepare our strategy for elections this year.”  To tell them his strategy, he meant, but he had long learned to offer the appearance of consultation.  With the upper echelons of the Party, anyway.  The rank and file would do what they were told, and trust him to do right by them.  “Particularly for the Senate, but also the presidency and the House.”

Most of them nodded; they saw the true priorities.  A couple looked puzzled, but only one of them spoke.  Jesse Sargent said, “Isn’t the presidency the most important thing to consider?”

Mullins returned a bland shrug.  He knew what he wanted to do with Sargent, but even now that the man had been stripped from any official leadership role in the Party, he had too many friends.  Cleansing him would have to wait until Mullins was entrenched in power.  “Everything in its place.  Let’s consider the Senate first.”

Sargent still looked confused, which made Mullins laugh to himself behind a friendly smile.  President had always been an impressive-sounding title but a less important office, and more so since the war came close to breaking the power of the presidency.  He wanted to acquire true power for himself and the Party, and that could best be done through the Senate.  Maybe the presidency could be considered later, but in the meantime he could use the Senate to control the President, which was what mattered.

“I think the time has come to name our strongest candidates for the Senate,” Mullins said.  “Especially in Long Island and Michigan.”  The Party had not a single Senator, despite considerable noise and effort over the past decade.  That would change now, he was sure.  If the Party couldn’t win a seat now, with the economy in chaos and people spending their pay in the morning so it wouldn’t be worthless by the afternoon, then they would never begin to build a power base.  “We can—”

“Shame there’s no Senate seat in Jersey this year,” said “Roaming Ernest” Brewster, the Deputy Chief of the Redshirts.  Few men dared to interrupt Mullins, but Brewster had the bull-headed determination and fearlessness to do most anything.  He stepped into political brawls and street fights himself, even now.  “I’d win it in a heartbeat.”

“Quite.”  Mullins was grateful that New Jersey had no Senate vacancies available right now; it let him put off breaking the news to Brewster that he would not be considered for the Senate for a long time, if ever.  Roaming Ernest made a wonderful Deputy Chief and day-to-day leader of the Redshirts, and he would be more valuable there than in the Senate.  Besides which, he was far too rough and crude for the Senate.  The first crop of Party Senators would need to be men with silver tongues, able to persuade with tact rather than cudgels.  Those Senators would be the velvet glove fitting snugly around the iron first of the Redshirts.  Brewster would never fit that role; better to keep him busy elsewhere and save him for when the Party had a firm majority in the Senate.  Or keep him out of there permanently.

“Long Island, though, has a contested seat.  I plan to stand for that one,” Mullins said.  Thankfully Jacob Astor’s death had left a vacuum that he could fill.  With his supporters already in place, that had made seizing control of the Party easily.  If Astor still lived, he would be the one choosing who took what Senate seats, and he would certainly have stood for Long Island, or at least kept Mullins out.

After a stunned silence, Timothy Powell ventured, “Why not for President?”

“I want you to represent the Party there, Timothy,” Mullins replied.  Let Powell have that dubious privilege.  As the former head of the Veterans League and deputy leader of the Patriotic Democrats, he had the prestige to make a plausible candidate.  He would no doubt think it a reward for his change of support which had helped Mullins secure leadership of the Party.  But he had never been a member of the National Front, and he had not joined the Redshirts either.  Mullins still didn’t trust him enough.  Standing for President would keep him busy, and he had no chance of winning yet.

There were murmurs of agreement, even though Mullins had offered no reasons for his decision.  Probably due to shock; they would all have been expecting to stand for the presidency.  “So far, I’m thinking that Terry Rundle should stand for Michigan.”  A valuable man, that one, with an astonishing mastery of details and mental agility.  He had been a Vitalist originally, but unlike many of the others he had joined the Redshirts since the unification.

“Errol Oakley for Niagara.”  He might even have a chance of winning; the whole of the State Between The Lakes, and Buffalo in particular, was suffering and would surely grow worse before the election.  And Oakley was highly reliable; he had been breaking heads for the Redshirts for the last decade, but knew when to talk rather than fight, too.  “Dylan Compton for Connecticut.”  Mullins ran through the names for his candidates for Vermont, New Brunswick and Maine.

Rundle said, “You don’t want to run anyone in Massachusetts?”

“No.  Leave that to the Federalists.”  His mouth twisted.  “Sometimes it’s best to leave the same old wood in place.”  Conrad Dalton was the last remaining Federalist Senator, and he had managed to cling to power for so long.  “Besides, if we run, we may just end up throwing the seat to the other lot.  I’d rather a fossil than a Radical in the Senate.”  No need to mention the deal he’d struck with Dalton in exchange for not running a candidate.  It might even be possible to bring Dalton into the Party fold; fossil or not, he would add immensely to the Party’s credibility.

Sargent coughed.  “Those men are... all from the same wing of the Party.”

You have to be removed, somehow, Mullins thought.  But he’d been prepared for the accusation.  “The Party is united; it is indivisible.  I’ve recommended the men most suited for the Senate.”  And given the true power to his own supporters, of course.  “Wait until you see who I recommend for the House, and then tell me what you think.”  There were several former Patriotic Democrats in his planned list of candidates, albeit mostly ones who’d mostly moved on from their old allegiance.  And a few more old Constitutional Unionists.  If Sargent didn’t like that, too bad.  He thought, I’ll be in the Senate soon, and then I can start setting the country to rights.

--

Taken from: “Phrases for the Ages: Memorable Political Speeches”
(c) 1951 by Harold Larsen
Crocodile Publications: Palmerston [Darwin], Northern Australia

Excerpts from New England Senator Shane Mullins first speech to Congress after his swearing-in, 27 January 1921

More than fourteen years have passed since the terrible day when the New England people were betrayed by foes at home and abroad, and lost both honour and freedom.  Since that day of mourning, the Almighty has withdrawn His blessings from our people.  Dissension and hatred descended upon us.  With utmost distress millions of the best New England men and women from all walks of life have seen the unity of the nation dissolving into a sea of political and personal opinions, economic selfishness, and ideological differences.

Since that day, as never before, New England has presented a picture of heartbreaking disunity.  We have lost the honour and fraternity of the old times.  Our founding father, Timothy Pickering, was never a man given much to tears, but he would weep at the vision of our fallen nation.  He would recognise in it much of the old weakness swept away in the Second American Revolution.  Lincoln would tear out his tongue rather than utter the name of the star which he added to the flag, but which has been untimely ripped.  For when our nation lost its political place in the world, it soon lost its unity of spirit and will...

We are staunchly convinced that New England entered the fight in 1905 without the slightest feeling of guilt, filled only with the desire to defend our homeland which had been attacked and to preserve the freedom, nay, the very existence of the Yankee people.  This being so, we can only see in the disastrous fate which has overtaken us the betrayal at home and abroad.  But we are not alone in our suffering.  Our brothers in Canada, with whom we have fought alongside for a century, slip ever more into disorder.  Our former foes have suffered no less from overwhelming crises.

Thus is it revealed that many of the enemies we face are not unique to our beloved New England, but are common to much of the world.  Victor and vanquished alike have been betrayed by the chimera and false equality of socialism.  In the United States as much as New England, the incompetence of the Jew has been allowed to bring the nations to the edge of ruin.  But our nation has enemies unique to itself.  Those who had been pledged to defend New England abandoned our nation in its hour of need, and they have still enmeshed themselves at the head of our armed forces.  The admirals and generals who failed in their duty remain in office.  They must be cleansed, lest they be permitted once more to betray New England into ruin...

The misery of our people is horrible to behold!  Uncounted thousands of our industrial workers are unemployed and starving, and millions have been impoverished.  Our nation teeters on the brink of ruin, of a collapse which will be an immeasurable disaster.  For then not only shall a nation collapse, but some of the loftiest products of human culture and civilization.

All about us the warning signs of this collapse are evident.  Socialism with its method of madness is making a powerful and insidious attack on our dismayed and shattered nation.  It seeks to poison and disrupt our nation to hurl us into an era of chaos.  Two years of war under incompetent generals ruined New England; two years of socialism would destroy her.  The richest and fairest territories in North America would be turned into a smoking heap of ruins.  The hundreds of dead and wounded which this inner strife has already cost New England should be a warning of the storm which would come...

--

Taken from: “Shane Mullins: Patriarch of Vitalism”
A biography written by Josiah A. Quigley
(c) 1952 Taylor Press
Brigham: Nephi Free State

With his dramatic oration and even more dramatic seizure of the moment in 1918, Mullins for now had unquestioned control of New England vitalism.  The party remained known as the United Democrats until after the next presidential election in 1920, but no matter what name it was given, it was the party of Mullins.  After his election to the Senate in that same year, he ordered it renamed to the United Vitalist Front, an appellation the party would keep for the rest of its existence.

Unlike so many others, Mullins realised that power in post-war New England had migrated from the President to the Senate.  He did not even allow himself to be nominated to the executive office, preferring to stand for the vacant Senate seat in Long Island.  He became one of four Vitalist Senators elected in 1920, but the other three were merely extensions of his will.  And while he was a Senator, he did not relinquish control of the Redshirts, who were taking control of the streets.  The presidential election may have dominated the headlines, but it was Mullins who had taken the first steps into power...

--

Taken from: “The Anatomy of Vitalism”
(c) 1948 by Edwin Thornton Patton
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

With the elections of 1920, the United Democrats (as they then were) had firmly entered the second stage of vitalism, the establishment of the movement in the political system.  The main impediment to their power came not from the established government, but from their rivals in the Socialist Alliance.  The paramilitary arms of both groups had fought occasional street brawls since the end of the North American War, and while these had nearly vanished during the late 1910s, the street violence returned with the economic collapse of the new decade.  New York, in particular, was noted for its street warfare, although clashes occurred in most major New England cities.

The changing dynamics of New England politics were clearly reflected in the election results of 1920.  In the 151-seat House of Representatives, the Radicals still received a working majority of 83 seats, but this was reduced from a total of 96 seats at the 1918 elections.  Both the vitalists and their socialist rivals had increased their share of the popular votes and seats: the United Democrats now held 32 seats, and the Socialist Alliance 26.  The moribund Federalists lost their last remaining Representative from New Brunswick in that election, and were reduced to 10 seats from Massachusetts and Nova Scotia.

Similar proportions held for the presidential election, for the office which presented the major obstacle to any vitalist seizure of power.  Leroy Abbard, the Socialist candidate, proved to be an effective speaker at political rallies, much like Mullins, but he never had a realistic chance of winning.  The election went to Calvin “Leftie” Franklin, a former general who had lost an arm during the early days of the war but stayed on duty long enough to stop the American drive on Buffalo, and who had won two post-war terms as Governor of Niagara.  Franklin represented one of a rare breed of New England ex-military men, in that he had a military record which even the vitalists dared not reproach.  However, he faced a new challenge as dire as any he had seen in war: trying to hold back the vitalist tide against a background of ever-worsening economic pain...

--

12 March 1921
Outside Shechem [Karibib, Namibia]
Republic of Greater Liberia

Except for flights over American soil, and one recent trip to troubled Canada, Front Chief James Ingersoll had never left New England.  He had not been sure quite what to expect from a visit to the far side of the world, but now he was sure that he was in another country.  Canada had seemed almost like home; the people and the accents were similar to Yankees, even if the chaos there was worse.

Liberia, now, Liberia was another country.  Always hot and dry, except when it was very hot and very dry.  He supposed it must rain sometime, but so far he had never seen it.

What he had seen, and what had impressed him, were plenty of Liberians.  Wilkinston [Walvis Bay, Namibia], was a booming and industrious city, quite free from the depression which had engulfed New England.  While it was still a small city when compared to New York or Boston, its prosperity and the energy of its inhabitants gave the lie to the Americans who asserted that black men were inherently lazy.

Indeed, now that he had come further into Liberia, away from the bustling port, Ingersoll had been more impressed by what he saw.  Here, in a relatively small town on a railroad, the Liberians had built up a substantial set of horst factories.  Some of that expertise had come from New England or elsewhere, but the Liberians had proven to be attentive students.

And some of the products they built in their factories were far better than horsts.

The three tracked armoured vehicles in front of him were clearly arlacs [tanks].  But they looked nothing like the metal boxes which had seen service in the North American War.  The awkward, lumbering, rhomboid-tracked monsters had been replaced by a much more elegant design.  A long series of tracked wheels down each side, an armoured body, and a rotating turret.  The whole thing had a lower profile when seen from the side, unlike the old monstrosities he remembered looking over from the sky.

“These latest models can go much faster off-road, too,” the Liberian engineer in front of him said.  “We had trouble getting them to get anywhere fast, so we added a bell crank to the top of the wheel, there.  It improves the suspension immensely, and lets our arlacs travel off-road with ease [1].”

“And on the road?” Ingersoll asked.

“They have a top speed of ninety kilometres per hour,” the engineer replied.

Ingersoll had to pause to translate that into terms he was more familiar with.  Fifty-five miles per hour!  Most impressive for a land vehicle, especially an armoured one.  He still thought in terms of skycraft sometimes, but he did not need to travel to Liberia to see those.  New England faced no restrictions on building skycraft, and already had plenty.  Not as many of them as would happen if the Chief could push the Radicals along, but one thing at a time.  Skycraft were a very fine thing, but war required more.

“How many of these arlacs could you build, if you had the money?”

The engineer shrugged.  “Perhaps twenty per week.”

Ingersoll suspected that figure was an exaggeration, but even so... that could easily mean five hundred arlacs a year, built somewhere the Jackals could never reach.  With plenty of opportunities for Yankees to come here and train... yes.  It would work.  “I’m sure there will be orders coming in soon,” he said.

--

“Generals think war should be waged like the tourneys of the Middle Ages.  I have no use for knights; I need revolutionaries.”
- Shane Mullins, Senate Majority Leader, 1925

--

[1] The Liberians have invented an equivalent of the Christie suspension system, first used in 1928 in OTL, and which allowed vastly improved cross-country performance.

--

Decades of Darkness #153c: Book of Secrets

“A vitalist sees the mote in his neighbour’s eye, then hits him over the head with the beam in his own.”
- Leroy Abbard, New England Senator, founder of the Christian Socialists, and leader of the Socialist Alliance, 1922

“The liberty of a democracy is not safe if the people tolerate the growth of private power to a point where it becomes stronger than their democratic state itself.  That, in its essence, is vitalism - ownership of government by an individual, by a group, or any controlling private power.”
- David Rubin, leader of the New England Democratic Socialists, 1925

“During a war, news should be given out for instruction rather than information.”
- Terry Rundle, New England Secretary of Public Relations, 1930

--

Excerpts taken from “Revolutions and Counter-Revolutions: Examples of the March of History”
(c) 1946 by Vladimir Trotsky,
Imperial Press, Berlin: German Empire

The then-Kingdom of Newfoundland held an odd status in the 1920s; a sovereign nation which did not want to be sovereign.  Proud of their heritage as descendants of Britain, they had stubbornly remained under the Union Jack even when the rest of Britain’s North American possessions had departed.  They refused to join the Canadian Confederation when that nation was formed in 1845.  They had rejected two plebiscites since then on the option of joining Canada or New England, preferring to remain under the British Crown.

Only in the twentieth century did this status change.  After the destruction wrought during the Great North American War, Newfoundland was faced once again with the option of joining Canada or New England, but with no opportunity to remain under British rule.  The Newfoundlanders opted instead for independence, believing that if they remained apart, then in time they might be rejoined to British rule when the international situation improved.  It would be a wish that was never granted.

Newfoundland emerged from the Great North American War with a burden of debt which was not easily repaid.  Not a numerous people – a little over two hundred thousand inhabitants at the war’s end – they possessed little manufacturing or other sources of income.  The new country relied almost exclusively on fishing in the Gulf of St Lawrence, and that income alone would not support them.

In the aftermath of the war, Newfoundland saw the same rise in political extremism which engulfed the other vanquished nations.  Here as elsewhere, the socialists rose to prominence on the political left, while the Returned Servicemen’s League (RSL), a quasi-vitalist movement arose to challenge them on the right.

The revolutionary sentiment in Newfoundland was already stronger than elsewhere.  Unlike New England or Canada, the existing Newfoundland government lacked any significant sense of legitimacy; while King Richard was not actively distrusted, he was viewed as a poor cousin of the “real” king in Britain.  Newfoundland also largely missed out on the general economic boom of the 1910s, with fish prices remaining low.  Indeed, the Newfoundlanders’ preference for buying new horsts and other consumer goods placed them further into debt as the decade progressed.

Newfoundland’s political situation never truly stabilised.  While street brawls in the country tended to be less violent than those in Canada or New England, they continued unabated throughout the 1910s.  The national government was plagued by accusations of corruption, with the king dissolving the parliament twice in 1912 and 1918 due to evidence of embezzlement and fraud by government ministers.

Newfoundland had possessed two long-serving parties from its colonial days, the Liberals and the Progressives.  The Liberals had held power after the war, lost it in 1912, and regained it in 1918, although their supporter base was shaky.  The Progressives were largely broken by the scandals of 1918, and most of their voters had deserted to the socialists.  Even the Liberals were facing political problems of their own, and could only hold power after 1918 by forming a coalition with the RSL.  Newfoundland was a nation primed for revolution, and the economic collapse of 1920 provided the spark...

The same debt crises which plagued the rest of North America affected Newfoundland.  Many people went bankrupt, and the already-weak economy was devastated by further falls in the price of cod and seal pelts.  In April 1921, the United States announced a 100% tariff for all fish caught on foreign-flagged vessels; in June, the New England government passed a similar tariff.  The move had been intended to help struggling American and New Englander fishermen, but it ruined Newfoundland.  In June, the government announced its bankruptcy.

Since Newfoundland so lacked the colonies which had made Portugal a prize target, the bankruptcy did not produce any foreign intervention.  Mired in internal troubles, Newfoundland’s immediate neighbours had no interest in becoming involved in her struggles, and the nations of Europe were far more concerned with watching each other.  Newfoundland was left to try to find its own way out of the crisis.

Instead, they found a revolution.

In the capital, St Johns, street brawls erupted between the socialists and the RSL once both sides’ supporters arrived in numbers.  The national government was paralysed; King Richard wanted to dissolve Parliament but feared that calling a national election now would result in six weeks of riots rather than an election campaign.

In late July, impoverished fisherman from across the nation began the “Funeral March,” to symbolise the death of Newfoundland.  Most of them carried the agreed symbol: half a cod nailed to an upside-down cross.  By mid-August, they were encamped on the streets of St Johns, protesting for some form of government action.

Since there was nothing that the Newfoundland government could realistically do, the protestors were disappointed.  And in the ferment of misery, they were receptive to any suggestion which could alleviate their suffering.  They found it in the Revolutionary Socialist Party.  The message of class warfare and direct action was well-received by the masses in St Johns, and it awaited only a trigger.  When the St Johns police tried to arrest some infiltrators into the parliamentary grounds, the mob erupted.

The clashes in St Johns were soon to be repeated around the nation, and the mob found leaders in Dylan Boucher and Gerard Hadley of the Revolutionary Socialists.  The army, called in to disperse the rioters, instead found that their unpaid soldiers went over to the revolutionaries.  The struggle was largely between the RSL and the Socialists, and it was the Revolutionary Socialists who won over the people.  On 1 September 1921, the spear-and-net-adorned green flag of the newly-proclaimed Socialistic Republic of Newfoundland was hoisted for the first time in front of the Colonial Building.  Richard I and most of the MPs were captured and placed under arrest.  The King would be released into exile a month later, but Prime Minister Cadden was not so fortunate.  On 16 October 1921, he was executed for corruption and crimes against the people.  The same day, the new government announced that it had restored control over the last monarchist holdouts in Labrador, and repudiated all debts of the former government.  Newfoundland became the first nation anywhere in the world to see a successful socialist revolution...

--

“It saddens all of us to hear of the suffering of our former brothers in arms in Newfoundland, who have fallen victim to misguided socialist revolution.  Canada could be next, and if we are not careful, there will come a time when the fruitful fields of New England are trod by beasts alone, by bloated pigs in human form who call themselves our friends, but who have betrayed us.  We cannot let them win, or our beloved Republic will collapse and may never rise again.”
- Shane Mullins, leader of the United Vitalist Front, 1921

--

23 August 1922
The New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

There’s a time for blood, and a time for velvet.  So Shane Mullins reminded himself.  He had to.  This was a time for velvet, for politeness.  He had been granted an honour, with this private audience with the President of the United States.  Unusual for a visiting foreigner who did not have the official backing of any government.

Still, it made anger boil in his veins to be sitting in the Oval Office, holding a civilized conversation with the man who held his foot to New England’s throat.  Better him than some of his predecessors – Bull would never have listened, and Mitchell would never have cared – but this was the man whose policies were ruining New England.  And much as Mullins had benefited from the chaos, even prolonging it a little by refusing to allow price controls or anything of that sort, he knew it had to end.  New England was already suffering; it would be ruined for a generation or more if things could not be corrected quickly.

“Your nation lost the war, Senator.  Now you are paying the price for it.”

Mullins made sure he sounded patient.  “We’ve paid over a billion dollars in gold and goods over the years.  Quite a price, for a war.”

“And you will continue paying until 1931,” President Bellamy replied.  “As per the Treaty of Washington.”

“You don’t understand, Mr President.  New England has exhausted its gold reserves, and the government can only print paper money.  All that gets us is merchants who find it easier to weigh their customers’ payments than count them.  New England can no longer afford to pay.”

“You’ve managed so far.”  Bellamy leaned back in his chair.  “If your situation was that dire, why isn’t your Secretary of State here, instead of a private emissary from the opposition?  And even if it is true, why should I or any American care?”

“Because our President Franklin knows it would destroy his party’s remaining credibility to announce that it couldn’t meet reparations,” Mullins said.

“I’d rather have thought you’d welcome that,” the President said, with a sly smile.

“If Franklin falls, New England falls with him.  I’ve been warning for years about the dangers of socialists, and now Newfoundland’s shown what they’ll do in power.  Canada’s government is slipping, too.  Do you want a socialist revolution in Hartford?”

The President reached over and opened a cigar-box in his desk.  He offered one to Mullins, who shook his head.  Bellamy made a production of cutting off the end, lighting the cigar and smoking it before he answered.  “No, I don’t particularly want to see a bunch of rabid revolutionaries in Hartford.  But I don’t see why I should cut into America’s budget and risk political loss to end reparations early, either.”

“Because the Socialists would claim that as a revolutionary government, they are no longer bound by any previous agreements.  Newfoundland has repudiated debts, which is bad enough.  The Socialists would hold that they are no longer subject to the Washington restrictions.”

For the first time, he saw a flicker of worry on Bellamy’s face.  Then it vanished, replaced by a look of cool calculation.  “We’d put them down.  We could defeat and occupy all of New England, if we needed to.”

“Indeed you could,” Mullins said.  “I’ll never admit it outside of this room, but you could.  But at what cost?  Invasions aren’t cheap.  Nor are occupations.  You would be trying to hold down a civil war.  That’s the worst sort of conflict, since you can’t even find reliable allies.  How much more expensive would that be than lifting reparations?”

Bellamy chewed on his cigar.  “Worse.  Much worse.  Still, it would be politically difficult.”

“You could make it happen, if you really want.  I’m certain that if things continue as they are, there will be a Socialist revolution inside New England within two years.  Maybe sooner in Canada.”

“You do paint a disturbing picture,” the President admitted.  “Hmm.  If I pushed that image enough, I suspect that even the Democrats would listen.  Still, I’ll need to think about it.”  Bellamy paused for a long moment, then said, “If I may, I’d like to discuss another matter.”  He spoke on for a couple of minutes.

“Is this a joke?” Mullins asked, after a while.

“No.  I have my reasons [1].  I’m not particularly worried about you repeating the story, since you’ll be a laughingstock beforehand and tainted with cooperation with the United States afterwards if you admit it.  Still, will you do it?  Can you make sure a sea wolf [submarine] gets sent to the right place at the right time, with a captain who will never talk, if I give you enough warning?”

Mullins allowed himself a small smile.  “New England has no sea wolves, as per the Treaty of Washington.”

“Indeed.  You just have four deep-sea rescue vessels, capable of submerging, and with all sorts of strange tubes and other attachments.”  He chuckled.  “Yes, we know about those.  We haven’t made a fuss about it, because four of them can’t do very much harm, but we know they’re there.  And I know you have contacts in the military to arrange what’s necessary.”

Now Mullins had to pause to think for a long moment.  “I’ll do it.”

“Excellent.  Now, if we can return to the subject of our earlier discussion, I think I can persuade Congress to lift reparations.  It may take some time, though.”

“Soonest would be best for all concerned, though,” Mullins said, as he rose.

--

Taken from: “The Anatomy of Vitalism”
(c) 1948 by Edwin Thornton Patton
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

The Newfie Revolution, as it was christened, did much to aid the cause of the Vitalists in New England.  In conjunction with the ongoing chaos in Canada for which socialists received much of the blame, it added effectiveness to their predictions of Socialist-inspired chaos.  Yet the Vitalist cause received its main boost from the successful abolition of reparations, for which Mullins and the Vitalists duly claimed the credit.

They were rewarded in the 1922 elections, with the Vitalists becoming the second-largest party in both Houses of Congress.  They also showed some of the co-opting with the established elite which would be a hallmark of later vitalist movements.  The Federalists, the old elite party, had been almost completely reduced, but in 1922 they won back the second Senate seat in Massachusetts.  Mullins had determined that some of their potential supporters would be people who would otherwise vote Federalist, and preferred a Federalist than risking a Radical from that state....

--

5 August 1923
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

Two letters, both identical.  No addressee, no salutation, and no signature.  Just five simple words: IT’S TIME.  LEAVE NO WITNESSES.  Mullins put them into separate envelopes, then arranged for one to be delivered to Front Chief Ingersoll, and the other to a certain naval captain who was meant to be apolitical but in fact worked with the Redshirts.

--

14 August 1923
NES Meridian
Off Pensacola Beach, East Florida, USA

“Damn,” Captain Crawford James muttered.  It would have to do, since there was no changing anything now.  What a story this would have made, if only he would ever be allowed to tell it.

“Guess he couldn’t swim as well as he thought,” the sailor standing behind the captain said.  One of only two others around; the rest were within the belly of the sea wolf and would stay that way.  They couldn’t be trusted not to talk.

“I s’pose so,” the captain said.  “That or he thought someone on shore would see him if he surfaced sooner.”  No point to rendezvousing with the freighter now, either, but he’d go ahead for the look of the thing.  “Find something to anchor the body, and we’ll drop it further offshore.”

James never bothered to look down again at the forlorn, lifeless body of the twenty-second President of the United States.

--

Taken from The Hartford Sentinel, 15 August 1923

Editorial

The death of Vice-President Henry Cornwall places New England in an unfortunate position, on a day of international tragedy.  U.S. President Bellamy has vanished while swimming, and it appears certain that he drowned.  The present unhappy state of the world not being enough, we have also been visited with personal tragedies.  The Vice-President will be sorely missed.

As with the disappearance of the American President, rumours will inevitably start about the cause.  It is too early to say whether the Vice-President’s misfortune was deliberate, but unlike the United States we live in a nation where political murder is fortunately almost unknown.  The police and fire brigade have mounted separate investigations into the circumstances of the Vice-President’s death, but so far it seems that he died of smoke inhalation in an accidental fire.

More broadly, this places New England in an unusual position.  The late Mr. Cornwall was the first Vice-President to die in office, and there is no constitutional prescription for his replacement [2].  He shall remain mourned and unreplaced until the next presidential election in three years’ time.  Politically, this means that he is no longer available to cast a tie-breaking vote, but this has not been required in the Senate since before the war, so that should not change anything of substance.  The legal successor to the President is now the President Pro Tempore of the Senate...

--

Taken from: “The Anatomy of Vitalism”
(c) 1948 by Edwin Thornton Patton
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

With the ending of reparations in 1922, New England’s currency stabilised, and a little of the immediate sense of crisis abated.  But the economy was still in ruins, with the savings of a generation gone, and the main market for the nation’s manufactures hiding behind tariff walls.  Worse, the nation faced political paralysis, with the Vitalists and often the Socialists working to block many government initiatives.  The Supreme Court remained at six Justices for all of 1924 due to Senate deadlock on nominations.  It had become clear that the Radicals would be defeated at the next elections, and the Socialists and the Vitalists were busy manoeuvring for the best position...

--

18 March 1924
New England Capitol
Hartford, Connecticut, New England

“Ah, Ernest.  Good to see you again.”  Mullins gestured to a seat.  “New Jersey under control?”

“Good.  We had a rally in Rahway last week, and we had the Greens on the run in no time.  Short a few who couldn’t walk any more,” said “Roaming Ernest” Brewster, still Deputy Chief of the Redshirts.

“None dead, I hope,” Mullin said.  There was a time and a place for violence, but it wasn’t all the time.  When there was no political advantage to it, why bother bringing some wife to tears and have to go to the bother of co-opting a judge or stacking a jury?

“Probably not, but a couple came close.”

Brewster, the fool, sounded disappointed that none of them were dead.  He would never learn.  They were in a war here, true enough, but it was a war for hearts and minds, not a war to kill as many of the Socialists as possible.

“Well, in any case, I have some good news for you.  The Brotherhood over the border [i.e. in Canada] have asked again for our help, and I think it’s time to give it to them.”

Brewster’s grin was so wide, it was a wonder his jaw didn’t drop off.  “You mean...”

“Yes, the Redshirts are going into Canada to help restore order.  All as private citizens, of course.”

“Oh, of course,” Brewster agreed.  At least he understood the reason for that, although he probably wouldn’t have thought of it on his own.

“This is important, Ernest.  Since I’m too busy to oversee it personally, I’m trusting you to see that everything works properly.”

“Count on it,” Brewster said.  “Those Greens will never know what hit ’em.”

Mullins chuckled.  “I can probably get you some more help there, too.  The Army is keen to try out some of their new toys.  They call them half-tracks.  Armoured horsts with the back wheels replaced by caterpillar tracks, and good enough to carry ten or fifteen men.  They can go off-road, and all sorts of strange places.”

“Surprised the Jackals let us build ’em,” Brewster said, but he grinned.

“They grumbled about it, as always, but decided they weren’t arlacs,” Mullins said.  Which was true, but these half-tracks would be a marvellous way of moving soldiers around in a hurry.  Half the problem in the last war, apart from backstabbing and egomaniac generals, had been getting the troops quickly to where they were needed.

“Sound marvellous.  I’ll use ’em, and make the Canadian Greens fear me as much as their friends in New Jersey.”

“Splendid!  You’ll do good work, I know,” Mullins said.

While a fool in many ways, Brewster knew enough to recognise that for the dismissal it was.  Once he was gone, Mullins allowed himself a smile.  Roaming Ernest had become a liability, for letting his eyes wander as much as for his brawling.  Let him go break heads in Wisconsin or wherever else it became necessary.  If he succeeded, Mullins would be there to claim the glory.  And if he failed, good riddance.

--

Taken from: “The Anatomy of Vitalism”
(c) 1948 by Edwin Thornton Patton
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

The deciding factor in the 1924 elections happened not in New England itself, but in Canada.  The Vitalists were already in a strong position, but the Socialist uprisings in Canada tainted their New England counterparts with the stigma of revolution, and the potential for New England to turn into another Newfoundland.  In the November elections, the Vitalists gained a majority in both the Senate and the House of Representatives.  They were now primed to enter the third stage of vitalism, the seizure of power.  Only President Franklin stood between them and the national government.  This was a barrier which Mullins would be quick to address.

--

[1] Reasons which amount to not wanting the stigma of being the first bankrupt President of the United States.  Not that Bellamy would ever admit this to anyone, let alone a Yankee.

[2] The New England Constitution, which derived from the early U.S. Constitution, still has the provisions of Article 2, Section 1, Clause 6.  This authorises Congress to provide for presidential succession if the president dies or is unable to discharge their duty... but contains no provision for replacing a Vice-President while the President is still functioning.  The New England line of presidential succession also follows the 1792 Presidential Succession Act, where the President pro tempore of the Senate follows the Vice-President in the order of succession.

--

Decades of Darkness #153d: A Winter Garden

“Don't mourn for me.  Organize!”
- Reported last words of David Rubin, former leader of the New England Democratic Socialists, 1930

--

Excerpts taken from “Revolutions and Counter-Revolutions: Examples of the March of History”
(c) 1946 by Vladimir Trotsky,
Imperial Press,
Berlin: German Empire

The new revolutionary government in Newfoundland faced an insurmountable challenge.  Newfoundland was, in the words of former U.S. President Lewis Mitchell, “too large to be a fishing fleet but too small to be a nation.”  With care, control of the gun supply, and some opportunistically-timed executions of political opponents, the Socialistic Republic could keep itself in power despite internal discontent.  With even more care, they could keep the nation fed.  What they could not do was restore the nation’s economy.

Newfoundland’s economy had always been based on primary production, but fish and furs did not offer any further potential for exports.  The new government sought to expand into new areas of production.  They settled on timber and paper milling, taking advantage of the construction of the trans-island railroad whose construction had played a large part in bankrupting the country.  With the interior of the island open, the government established two liberty camps, with set quotas for timber and paper production.  And the people who would occupy those camps were chosen for their lack of liberty...

--

27 January 1925
New York City, Long Island
Republic of New England

A few flakes of snow lingered on the streets, beneath a pale winter sun.  Hardly the best weather for a celebration, but George Yeats still found himself pushed back against a wall to avoid yet another vitalist rally.  They had something to celebrate, he supposed, having just taken control of Congress, but he wouldn’t have expected to hear them cheering so loud if Mullins had been elected president.

The Redshirts led the way, with none of their usual silent marching.  They sang as they passed; some chant about “O Lord, you have blessed us”.  They carried an array of banners, some of the plain red flags of the old National Front, and rather more of the rattlesnake flags which had become the flag of the vitalists.  He saw not a single New England flag or Long Island state flag, unlike in previous rallies.

Not a good sign, that.  Yeats had long had sympathy for the vitalists’ aim of restoring New England’s greatness, but he found their methods abominable.  They acted as if they were the only legitimate party in the country, and that everyone who opposed them was a coward at best or a traitor at worst.  That was no way to run a country.  And now that they had power, they had stopped even carrying the flag of New England to their rally.

Worse, amongst the flags were plenty of portraits of Mullins.  They showed the familiar black-bearded, moustache-less profile of the man, many with words like HE KNOWS or THE WISE CHIEF underneath.  Yeats had left kings behind when he came to New York – and probably a good thing too, if a tenth of the stories coming out of Canada were true – and he wanted no part of a self-appointed king here.  Yet the people in the streets cheered as the rally went past, too.  Most of the people unhappy with the vitalists had stayed at home or went along with the crowd.  Yeats had done neither, and the more the crowd chanted, the more he worried.  How much could Mullins do with control of both Houses of Congress?

--

Taken from: “Phrases for the Ages: Memorable Political Speeches”
(c) 1951 by Harold Larsen
Crocodile Publications: Palmerston [Darwin], Northern Australia

Excerpts from Shane Mullins speech to the New England Congress on assuming control of both Houses, 27 January 1925 [1]

The inheritance which has fallen to us is a terrible one.  The task which we face is the hardest which has fallen to New England statesmen within the memory of man.  But we are all filled with unbounded confidence for we believe in our people and their imperishable virtues.  Every class and every individual must help us to found the reborn New England.

The Vitalist Government will regard it as its first and foremost duty to revive in the nation the spirit of unity and co-operation.  It will preserve and defend those basic principles on which our nation has been built.  It regards Christianity as the foundation of our national morality, and the family as the basis of national life.

Turbulent instincts must be replaced by a national discipline as the guiding principle of our national life.  All those institutions which are the strongholds of the energy and vitality of our nation will be taken under the special care of the government.

If we are to go forward, we must move as a trained and loyal army willing to sacrifice for the good of a common discipline, because without such discipline no progress is made, no leadership becomes effective.  We are, I know, ready and willing to submit our lives and property to such discipline, because it makes possible a leadership which aims at a larger good. This I propose to offer, pledging that the larger purposes will bind upon us all as a sacred obligation with a unity of duty hitherto evoked only in time of armed strife.  With this pledge taken, I assume unhesitatingly the leadership of this great army of our people dedicated to a disciplined attack upon our common foes.

We face the arduous days that lie before us in the warm courage of the national unity; with the clear consciousness of seeking old and precious moral values; with the clean satisfaction that comes from the stern performance of duty by old and young alike. We aim at the assurance of a rounded and permanent national life.  We do not distrust the future of republican democracy.  The people of New England have not failed.  In their need they have registered a mandate that they want direct, vigorous action.  They have asked for discipline and direction under leadership.  They have made me the present instrument of their wishes.  In the spirit of the gift I take it.

And in closing, on a personal note I would like to lay to rest the speculation that I wish to receive the office of President Pro Tempore of the Senate.  That office has traditionally been awarded to the most senior Senator of the majority party, but it is an honour I must respectfully decline.  This office requires an extensive knowledge of Senate procedures.  For this role, I can conceive of no better candidate than the esteemed senior Senator from Massachusetts, Mr Conrad Dalton, and I submit his name to the Senate for approval...

--

Excerpts taken from “Revolutions and Counter-Revolutions: Examples of the March of History”
(c) 1946 by Vladimir Trotsky,
Imperial Press,
Berlin: German Empire

Beleaguered by internal enemies and international hostility, the Socialistic Republic of Newfoundland could win brief periods of stability, but it could not guarantee its borders.  The fall of the first revolutionary socialist state awaited the actions of any foreign government determined to abolish it.

In the end, it was not a foreign government which ended the Newfoundland Revolution, but the actions of a private army.  Soon after the election of a Vitalist majority brought Shane Mullins to power in New England, he ordered his private army, the Redshirts, to invade Newfoundland.  Under the command of the celebrated flying ace James Ingersoll, a “Front” of Redshirts (12,500 men) invaded Newfoundland with the stated intention of “restoring order”.  Backed by several gunboats, they captured Maddox Cove without a fight on 16 March 1925, then marched on St Johns, which they captured four days later.  The Redshirts rapidly took control of Newfoundland, and by 14 April the last organised resistance was over.  Ingersoll proclaimed the formation of a provisional government of the Republic of Newfoundland, formed from several prominent exiled members of the RSL and some local opponents of the Socialists.

The Socialistic Republic of Newfoundland, the site of the first successful socialist revolution in the world, was at an end.  Before two years had passed, the provisional government of Newfoundland had requested annexation by New England...

--

Taken from: “The Anatomy of Vitalism”
(c) 1948 by Edwin Thornton Patton
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

With the majority-Vitalist Congress taking office in January 1925, Shane Mullins proceeded to act as if the Vitalists had indeed seized power, and completed the third stage of vitalism.  He created the office of Majority Leader, a title borne by the leading member of the largest party in the Senate, and tried to make this office a de facto prime minister of New England.  By all the evidence, Mullins would have been content to exercise the truth of power until 1927, while leaving President Calvin Franklin as a figurehead ruler of the nation.

Franklin, however, had not held the Americans out of Buffalo during the war by backing down from a fight.  In his speech welcoming the new Senate, Franklin affirmed his desire to work with the new Vitalist Congress, while still “holding true to the desires of the New England people who elected me, and to my oath to defend our beloved Constitution.”  It was a promise that would soon be tested.

One of the first actions of the new Vitalist Congress was to authorise the formation of a new system of Special Courts to investigate the conduct of New England’s military officers during the war...

--

4 March 1925
Federal House
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

“Mr President, the Investigative Courts Bill is constitutional.”  Once, Shane Mullins would have kept his voice friendly.  Now, though, he did not see the need.  “You cannot veto it.”

“I can veto whatever bill I damn well please,” President Charles Franklin said, tapping the text of the bill with his left hand.  The only hand the President had left, now; the other had rotted somewhere outside a surgeon’s tent in southern Niagara.  To most of the nation, that made Franklin a hero.  Mullins knew better.  Even fools could have moments of bravery.  “And you want to create courts which will investigate the conduct of serving officers.  Civilian courts, staffed by your Redshirts, not qualified judges.  And have soldiers indicted, without any possible appeal except to another court stuffed with your appointees.  This goes against every principle we’ve lived by for over a hundred years.”

Mullins shrugged, then tapped a piece of paper of his own; a copy of the New England Constitution.  “Congress can create whatever courts it likes, and it can limit appellate jurisdiction however it likes, too.  We have to do this, since otherwise the blue-bloods will protect their own.  And we have the authority to do it, based on the very words of the founding fathers.  From Article III, Section 1: “the judicial Power of New England shall be vested in one supreme Court, and in such inferior Courts as the Congress may from time to time ordain and establish.”  And from Section 2, Clause 2: “In all the other Cases before mentioned, the supreme Court shall have appellate Jurisdiction, both as to Law and Fact, with such Exceptions, and under such Regulations as the Congress shall make.”  It doesn’t get more constitutional than that.”

“That’s not what the founding fathers meant!” Franklin snapped.  “The Constitution is what we’ve known and the Supreme Court has ruled for a hundred years; it’s not something you can twist to suit whatever you like.  I will veto this bill if it comes before me.”

“I earnestly hope that you won’t do that,” Mullins said.  He hoped he sounded sincere, since for once he was.  He wanted to keep Franklin around, since removing him would make too many people uneasy.  Yet if the President refused to cooperate, what else could he do?  He could not afford to wait around for two more years to do what needed to be done to put New England to rights.

“Then you will be disappointed,” Franklin said.

“For both our sakes, and for the sake of our country, I hope we won’t both regret this decision, Mr President,” Mullins said.  He stood, exchanged frosty farewells with Franklin, then marched out.

--

Taken from: “The Anatomy of Vitalism”
(c) 1948 by Edwin Thornton Patton
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

With the veto of the Investigative Courts Bill, the Vitalists and the New England President were effectively at war.  There was no way to pass the bill over a presidential veto – they lacked the numbers in the House of Representatives – so Mullins wasted no time in beginning the final steps of seizing power, by impeaching the President.

The grounds for impeachment were initially simple: Franklin was accused of giving “aid and comfort to the enemies of New England.”  During the preparations for the 1924 Brewster raid into Canada, President Franklin had privately notified the King in Canada, swearing that his government had given no support for the Redshirts, and warned him to expect the incursion, including what details he had about the numbers and timing of the raid.  This notification should have been routine, since New England and Canada had retained military cooperation for decades.  In any case, the upcoming raid was well-known in parts of New England and Canada.  But the Vitalists whipped up a public frenzy about the fate of the “martyrs whose blood is on Franklin’s hands.”

While the public probably did not care enough to remove the President – although it was recognised as an unfortunate lapse in judgement – the only people entitled to vote were in the New England Congress.  As the public debate continued, the articles of impeachment were rephrased in terms of “conduct unbecoming the office of President,” and citing several supposed misdemeanours.  The House of Representatives voted on the resolution as a whole, with the Vitalists favouring impeachment and the Radicals and Socialists opposing it.  The Vitalist majority made any opposition a token gesture at this level; the fate of the President would be decided in the Senate.

Opposition to impeachment was considerable in the Senate, with Socialist Senator Leroy Abbard advocating a motion of censure, but arguing that Franklin’s actions were not worthy of impeachment.  Many of the articles were dropped during the course of the trial, but the terms of the fifth article, “willfully endangering the lives of New England citizens,” were considered serious enough to continue.

The New England Senate contained twenty-six Senators, with sixteen Vitalists, four Radicals, four Socialists, and two Federalists.  Given that all of the Vitalists could be expected to vote for impeachment, and the Radicals and Socialists were firmly opposed, Franklin’s fate rested on the decision of the Federalist Senators.  After the death of the Vice-President, the senior Federalist Senator Conrad Dalton, as President pro tempore of the Senate, now stood next in line to the presidency.  Perhaps that was a factor in his decision, although he never publicly admitted as much.  In any event, both Federalist Senators voted for impeachment on 6 June 1925, and Franklin was removed from office.  Dalton would succeed to the presidency, but true power had now passed to the Vitalists.  They had now moved into the fourth stage of vitalism, the exercise of power...

--

7 June 1925
Federal House
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

“Chief, what did you need me for?” Front Chief James Ingersoll asked.

How odd to be called to Federal House, the home of the President, to meet with the Chief.  Mullins did not live here, but he had chosen it for his first day of true power in New England.

“The President has decided to appoint you as Secretary of War.”  Mullins smiled.  “Congratulations.”

“Thank you, Chief!” Ingersoll said.  “Wait.  Who’s going to fill my Senate seat?”

“Your appointment won’t become official until we can make sure that the Hudson legislature appoints a suitable man as replacement.”  Mullins shrugged.  “The founding fathers wanted the state legislatures to choose Senators, and it’s about time we restored that tradition.  Just one of a lot of legislative changes to make.”

“Running the War Department will take a lot of time,” Ingersoll said.  “But I’m sure I’ll have time to vote in the Senate until we find a replacement.”  Since Mullins would be recommending the way for everyone to vote, it hardly mattered if they were there for most of the debates.

“Indeed.  There’s lots to be done.  I need you to oversee the house-cleaning.  Too many officers are still in place despite costing us the war.  I’ve had a long list prepared, which I’ll get sent to you, but feel free to add any other names you see fit.”

Ingersoll nodded.  “Fewer officers around, but we’ll need new ones, surely?  I doubt the army’s getting any smaller.”

“A lot bigger, although we need to stop the gringos from getting nervous [2].  But then, we need to deal with the mess in Canada, and keep Newfoundland under control.”

“And how many more soldiers do you want that the USA doesn’t know about?” Ingersoll asked.

“However many we need.  We’ll still have a lot of Redshirts.  A lot of police, too.”

Ingersoll considered that for a moment.  “May I suggest training a lot of new officers?”

“We’ll need them.  Most of the current ones have decided to resign, although they don’t know it yet.”

“Yes, but we need staff officers, in particular,” Ingersoll said.  “We need decent men behind the lines.  That was a big part of what cost us the war.  We need to find good ones, and train them.  It can’t be done overnight, and we’ll need them to be ready to expand the army when it’s necessary.”

“Good idea,” Mullins said.

“Oh, and it occurs to me that a lot of the Redshirts’ chiefs have gained experience with managing a lot of men.  That’d give them a head start over anyone else, if they enroll in new staff colleges.”

Mullins chuckled.  “Yes, I suppose so.  The old officers have to go, but we still need an army.  We can make the Army and the Party the same thing, if we do it right.”

--

Taken from: “Shane Mullins: Patriarch of Vitalism”
A biography written by Josiah A. Quigley
(c) 1952 Taylor Press
Brigham: Nephi Free State

Once invested in office, Mullins began a series of new initiatives which dazzled all of New England with their vigour and breadth.  Even his political opponents had to concede that he had tremendous energy, although they usually disputed his specific actions.

He installed prominent Vitalists in all of the key Cabinet positions, even though formally Conrad Dalton remained President.  His most notable appointment was James Ingersoll as the Secretary of War, who oversaw the new Special Courts designed to investigate the conduct of all officers who served during the North American War, with special reference to review the performance of all Jewish officers.  A close second in importance was Terry Rundle, who was named Secretary of Public Relations, and who oversaw all government communication with the press and public.

Mullins dramatically reshaped the political landscape of New England within his first two years in office.  He created a new Electoral Commission whose role was to oversee the drawing of all electoral district boundaries, advising the states on the correct boundaries.  The result was a series of state and federal congressional districts which blatantly favoured the Vitalists and weakened their opponents, except in Socialist-dominated Vermont and New Hampshire.  The Vitalist-dominated state legislatures retook the power to appoint federal Senators rather than choosing them through popular vote, under the stated intention of “restoring the founding principles of the Republic.”

Through the office of the federal Attorney General (a role filled by Errol Oakley), and the state counterparts, special care was taken to ensure that people convicted of crimes would not be eligible to vote.  Over the next two years, this included large numbers of the more active Socialists who were usually convicted of creating public disorder or similar offences.  All these measures were aimed at ensuring re-election for the Vitalists in 1927, although the party would likely have won anyway.

Not all of Mullins’ initiatives were aimed only at securing his own political position.  He initiated a wide variety of construction projects throughout the country, aimed at relieving the unemployment and restoring public confidence, as well as improving the public infrastructure.  The most celebrated construction project was the Unity Bridge linking Staten Island and Brooklyn in New York City, finished in 1931.  He expanded the military, and authorised the construction of three skycraft carriers, vessels which were not affected by the Washington Treaty restrictions.

Among his other activities, Mullins decided to continue the Newfoundland system of liberty camps, which were at first occupied by convicted criminals, “to let them earn their liberty.”  The most famous of these was established at the township of North West River on the Labrador Coast, and in time it would be home to the Socialist leaders Leroy Abbard and David Rubin, among many others...

In late 1926, with the New England economy showing some signs of recovery, Mullins announced that he would finally stand for President.  He would likely have won a fair election, but this was unnecessary as the Redshirts ensured that opponents’ political rallies were broken up, and most of the election counters were Vitalist-appointed.  Mullins was duly elected, and chose to remain the Majority Leader of the Senate even when he assumed the office of President [3]...

--

Taken from a speech delivered by President Shane Mullins

New York City, New England, 23 April 1930

My fellow Redshirts!  I come among you to look you firmly in the eyes, feel your temperature and break the silence which is dear to me, especially in wartime.  Have you ever asked yourselves in an hour of meditation, which every one finds during the day, how long we have been at war?

Not only a handful of months, as a superficial observer of events might believe, but each man here has been at war since the first day he put on red.  The enemies we have faced are many, but until recently we have only fought against those who lived within our borders but who could touch our homeland.

Now, my friends, we face a new war.  The conflagration unleashed upon the world has only just begun.  Battle has been joined on land and sea and sky.  We are at war with a mighty nation which betrayed us once in our hour of need, and which has found a powerful fellow-traveller on its intended road to the dominion of the world.

Before this unholy pact, the world trembles!  Nations have fallen before them; would-be free peoples have been subjugated.  Some of the lesser nations in Europe have joined them, or may soon do so.  The determination of these enemies is astounding; these bastions of imperfect democracy will not be easily defeated.

But do not let us show fear!  We were right to join this war, and because we are right, we will win it.  Could we true Vitalists remain indifferent in the face of the perpetuation of the bloody crimes and imperialism we witnessed?  Could we refuse to give our aid to the movement of salvation that the world has formed?

No!  We have joined a worthy cause.  The State and the People are one in their desire.  New England has been committed to this war.  We fight alongside old friends and old enemies against the new enemy, against the greatest threat the world has ever known.

The New England people, the Vitalist people deserve and will have victory.  The hardships, suffering and sacrifices that are faced with exemplary courage and dignity by the New England people will have their day of compensation when all the enemy forces are crushed on the battlefields by the heroism of our soldiers and our friends and allies.  An immense cry will cross the mountains and oceans like lightning and light new hopes and give new certainties to spirit multitudes: Victory, New England!

--

[1] Credit goes to Noel Maurer and Franklin Delano Roosevelt for their assistance with parts of this speech.

[2] The Treaty of Washington did not specify a maximum limit on the size of the New England Army, but required that it be “no larger than necessary to maintain internal security,” and it specifically forbade the use of conscription.

[3] The New England Constitution, like that of the U.S. Constitution it is based on, has prohibitions against Senators and Representatives filling any civil office under the United States.  Mullins argues that this prohibition applies to Cabinet Secretaries and the like, but that it does not apply to the presidency, which is also an elected office.

--

Decades of Darkness #154: The Weight of the World

“In the tumult of men and events, solitude was my temptation; now it is my friend. What other satisfaction can be sought once you have confronted History?”
- Attributed to Lewis Mitchell, former American President, 1919

--

This post is to bring most of the DoD world up to date until the state of the sequence of events which finish the timeline.  This isn’t the same as the previous “global tour” posts which gave an overview of the whole world.  Rather, it’s a somewhat more in-depth look at most of the global players, including some aspect of their internal politics and economics.  There are two kinds of nations described here.  Those whose history is described up until 1927 are those who aren’t going to be the subject of any in-depth posts coming up; those whose history is described up until 1920 are those nations which will be the subject of their own post (or posts) to bring their history up to date until 1927.  DoD will then continue with posts in more-or-less chronological order from 1927 until the timeline’s end in 1933.  This post will also, inevitably, leave considerable areas of the world undescribed.  Time constraints being what they are, I don’t have the chance to cover the whole world in any sort of detail.

--

In 1927, the UNITED STATES OF AMERICA is an increasingly troubled Great Power.  Victorious in the North American War, its people had expected to advance into the new century in a spirit of triumph.  What they received instead was the leadership of Charles Bull, former president and stubborn at all the wrong times.  Forced into a humiliating backdown over the Brazilian Civil War, the United States lost a great deal of international prestige.  The economic prosperity of the 1910s restored some of the sense of national confidence, but this was bruised again with the Panic of 1920.  This saw a banking crisis and economic slowdown, as America’s economy retreated behind tariff walls.  The economy has returned to growth since that time, but in much more modest terms than the long boom of the 1910s.

Politically, the United States has also faced troubled times.  The United States is a functioning two-party democracy (including only racially acceptable people as citizens).  The two parties, in their current form, are the Unionists and the Democrats.  The Unionists are broadly the party of the urban classes and industrialists, while the Democrats favour rural and agricultural interests.  The Unionists also favour the advancement of the rights of all citizens, and thus draw considerable support in the states carved from former Latin America.

The admission of the heavily-populated former Mexican states (with peons counting as three-fifths of a voting citizen, for Congressional representation) gave disproportionate weight to the Unionists, and they held the presidency from 1909 to 1925.  This led to demands for changing the electoral system, and eventually to a constitutional convention in 1921 which recommended a variety of constitutional amendments.  This has included female suffrage and direct election of the president, but some of the other demands went unanswered.  The unfinished legacy of the constitutional convention is likely to see demands for a fresh convention in 1928, based on the resolutions of the original.

Militarily, the United States suffered a setback in the Brazilian Civil War, and most of its other commitments since the North American War have been for internal security.  Guerrilla warfare has troubled much of the nation.  The former British Columbia has been largely pacified and admitted as a state, as has (after considerably more bloodshed) Hispaniola.  Costa Rica is largely subdued, although still a military territory.  Low-intensity guerrilla warfare continues in the district of South Jersey.  But by far the largest guerrilla campaign is in the former Colombia and Venezuela, particularly in the highlands of Colombia.  These areas have regular unrest and intermittent flare-ups, most recently in 1924.

Since 1925, the United States has had a Democratic President, Harlan Porter, and a likewise Democratic-dominated Congress.  Porter was elected on a pledge of keeping America detached from the troubles elsewhere in the world, but he has since begun quietly rebuilding U.S. diplomatic links to the other Great Powers, although relations with both Britain and Germany remain frosty.

--

In 1920, the KINGDOM OF CANADA teeters on the edge of a blade...

--

In 1927, the REPUBLIC OF NEW ENGLAND has just seen the inauguration of President Shane Mullins of the United Vitalist Front [who could best be described as UnFascists].  The UVF was originally born out of a merger between a moderate centre-right conservative party, the Constitutional Unionists, and several vitalist ex-soldiers groups.  It is now dominated by Mullins - “the Chief” - and his Redshirts, a street army writ very large.  Mullins loudly proclaims for liberty, but has been quietly reshaping New England in his own terms.  His chief opponents, the Socialist Alliance, are facing a variety of informal sanctions.

In external affairs, Mullins has sponsored the annexation of Newfoundland and interventions in Canada.  Although New England still has restrictions on its military, these have been quietly worked around through a variety of subterfuges.  Arlacs [*tanks] have been produced in Liberia, warships in Greece, chemical weapons in Britain, skycraft carriers openly since they are not restricted, and various other disguised military programs within New England.  The vitalists have tried to kick-start the New England economy (moribund since 1920) through spending on military and public works, and have seen some moderate success.

--

In 1927, the NEPHI FREE STATE is formally a multi-party democracy, with a franchise restricted to members of the Church of Christ (Nephites).  In practice, there is only one party with any power, the United Democratic Party.  This is led by President Matthias Rigdon, who has held that office since the formation of the nation in 1907.  The NFS suffered from the same economic downturn which affected the rest of North America post-1920.  The largest debate within the UDP has been how to restore the economy.  A powerful faction within the government is advocating the New Economic System [Social Credit] to regulate the economy and prevent future economic crises.  So far, this system has not been implemented.  The NFS has seen some economic benefits from other areas, notably through private banks which offer the opportunity for wealthy Americans, New Englanders and Canadians to hide their money without paying tax on it.

--

In 1927, the REPUBLIC OF BRAZIL is under the personal rule of Rui Inácio Brizola de Oliveira, Caudilho do Brasil, or General Oliveira as he is known to the outside world.  Oliveira rose to prominence in the later stages of the Brazilian Civil War, when with German support he first suppressed the messianic rebels in Bahia, then led the suppression of the Royalist-held areas of northern Brazil.  He formed a central role in the unofficial triumvirate who governed the Republic in the early years after the war, along with fellow war hero General Lúcio Nabuco and the wealthy fazendeiro Gabriel de Garcia.

Oliveira, like his fellows, was a staunch Republican rather than a Confederationist, and did his best to impose a system of central control over the sprawling, war-ravaged country.  They faced opposition, although post-Imperial Brazilian politics revolved more around personalities rather than formal parties.  The political struggle came to a head in 1917, with the assassination of General Nabuco.  Oliveira blamed the Confederationists for the deed, and imposed a crackdown.  At first he formed the head of an effective coalition government, but by 1920 he was the effective dictator of Brazil.

Since 1920, Oliveira has established a regime that can best be described as authoritarian or vitalist [fascist].  He has created a strong personality cult about himself as the saviour of Brazil, and established a network of patronage and an openly rigged electoral system that guarantees his continued grip on power.  However, he is still popular enough that he would likely win even a freely contested election; he has built a reputation for providing stability in a previously chaotic Brazil, and done what he can to repair the physical damage created by long years of civil war.

On the international stage, Oliveira’s regime is a staunch supporter of Germany and its interests.  When the opportunity arises, he also follows a vigorously anti-American stance.  Brazilian relations with the Amistad alliance (the rest of non-U.S.-ruled South America) have been increasingly cordial of late, although there is no formal treaty between Brazil and the Amistad powers.

--

In 1927, the ARGENTINE REPUBLIC finds itself on the cusp of a crisis.  Similarly to OTL, the late nineteenth century saw the boom of Argentina as a nation due to the introduction of modern agricultural techniques and declining transport costs allowing it more integration into the global economy.  Argentina prospered through the development of beef and wheat, and developed its rail and other infrastructure through foreign investment, mostly British.  Although the country suffered defeat at the hands of Brazil in 1884-5, around the turn of the century it was one of the wealthiest nations in the world on a per capita basis.

But the new century has brought problems.  Argentina’s wheat exports to Britain received a considerable boost during the North American War.  Recent events have begun to undermine some aspects of Argentina’s economy.  In particular, collapsing world grain prices, competition from American wheat plantations, and difficulty of access to the main European markets [1] have undermined much of Argentina’s economic strength.  The country lacks a strong local manufacturing base, having relied on cheap foreign imports, and has had difficulty recovering.

Politically, Argentina is officially a federal presidential representative republic, and in practice it functions as a more-or-less multi-party democracy, subject to occasional military interference on the one hand, and occasional German interference on the other.  The Conservatives largely dominated the political scene until 1910, when the Radicals (a relatively liberal, social democratic party with much in common with the New England Radicals) won election for the first time.  After losing power in 1918, the Radicals regained it in 1922.  The military threatened to depose them in 1926, but quiet instructions from Germany (who threatened to cut off all military aid to Argentina if the military seized power) led to a backdown.

Internationally, Argentina is the leading member of the Amistad, an alliance of Chile, Peru, Charcas [Bolivia], Uruguay and Paraguay.  Argentina’s population is higher than in OTL (13 million rather than 11 million), thanks to the effects of somewhat larger European immigration (especially from OTL Italy and Spain) and also some exiles from the former Mexico and Central American states.

--

In 1920, the KINGDOM OF PORTUGAL has to face the realisation that while it has acquired a large colonial empire – larger than in OTL – it has not accumulated sufficient income to maintain it.  Particularly in the face of international hostility.  While not all parts of Portugal’s empire are unprofitable – the gold in southern Africa and diamonds in equatorial Africa have been valuable – on the whole, the colonies have been expensive to maintain.

Portugal proper is somewhat wealthier than in OTL – it includes Galiza, and suffered less damage from wars in TTL’s nineteenth century – but its foreign expenses are much higher.  The Portuguese Empire was as much Brazilian as Portuguese until 1906, and it also had the international backing of the United States.  With both of those backers no longer in play, Portugal faced near-bankruptcy in 1912.  Although French and American support staved off this threat for a few more years, in 1920 Portugal has been forced to declare bankruptcy.  This news was received with great interest in London, Frankfurt, The Hague, and Paris.

Internally, Portugal is a constitutional monarchy with a largely male-only franchise (some wealthy widows are permitted to vote).  There is some representation from the colonies in the parliament, particularly from Goa and Timor.  The news of the impending bankruptcy induced the major Portuguese political parties to prepare a national salvation government, announced on the same day as the bankruptcy.  It remains to be seen what the international reaction will be.

--

In 1920, the EMPIRE OF NIPPON is in a curious position; recognised by most of the European and European-descended nations (although not the United States) as being an “honorary white” nation.  Nippon is still an ally of Britain, and the two nations usually cooperate over their partitioned areas of China.  Nippon is on friendly terms with France, has cordial relations with Germany, but remains an imperial rival with Russia.  Nippon’s colonial empire – outside of China – has greater emphasis on “cooperation amongst Asians” than happened in OTL, largely due to a desire to keep the locals onside rather than inviting Russian intervention, particularly in Choson (Korea).  In China itself, Nippon is effectively one more colonial power amongst many.  Nippon’s cultural orbit also extends beyond its formal borders; the Sandwich Islands (Hawai’i) are a Nipponese protectorate in all but name, and nationalist groups in the British Philippines and Dutch East Indies look to follow Nippon’s example of modernisation and resistance to colonialism.  Internally, Nippon has until recently been effectively ruled by the genro (elder statesmen), but there are growing demonstrations in favour of increased democracy, particularly universal male suffrage.

--

In 1927, the KINGDOM OF ITALY has an identity crisis for its foreign policy.  The desire for “full unification” of Italy is an old one, but it still makes for an effective slogan.  The “Italia irredenta” of Venetia, Lombardy, Ticino (the big three) and Istria, Dalmatia, and Malta (the lesser three) are still seen as areas in need of liberation.  Since virtually all of this territory is controlled by Germany, this has produced a long-standing antipathy between Italy and Germany.  However, the nearest Great Power with any potential to support any Italian redemption of their territory is France, but which has also lost Corsica, Nice and Savoy to Italy.  This creates a certain tension between France and Italy, although the two nations have cooperated at various times during the 1920s.

Internally, Italy remains a constitutional monarchy, with a Senate appointed entirely by the king (Umberto II until 1924, currently Victor Emmanuel III) and a House of Deputies who are popularly elected (by universal male suffrage since 1910).  The king has immense reserve powers, but has rarely called on them.  Italy uses a multi-member constituency electoral system which in practice means that no party ever achieves a majority; coalition governments are the norm.  The leading parties are the Socialists, Syndicalists, Christian Democrats (conservative), and Fascists [2].  Coalitions tend to involve the Socialists or Christian Democrats as the major partner, and the Syndicalists or Fascists (and some other minor parties) as the lesser partners.  In 1927, the governing coalition is a Socialist-Syndicalist coalition which has held office for three years.

--

In 1920, the FOURTH FRENCH REPUBLIC is under the leadership of President Charles Jean Louis Napoleon Bonaparte, popularly known as Napoleon V.  Despite his aristocratic title, he remains a staunchly committed democrat and is widely-regarded as one of the leading statesmen of Europe.  Napoleon V has followed a policy of “strengthening France”, but in both word and deed he has sought to avoid war.  In foreign relations, Napoleon V’s main focus has been on establishing strong personal relationships with the leading figures in Europe, on the basis that this is the best means of preserving peace.  He transformed the relationship with Britain into a formal alliance in 1909, but this was largely a public relations exercise due to the supplementary British declaration that it would not declare war on Germany.  With the rest of the European nations, France’s relations have usually been cordial, and quite friendly in the case of Aragon.

First elected in 1909, Napoleon V has served two consecutive five-year terms and has recently been re-elected for a third term.  He has adopted a position that he is above party politics and the source of stability.  He cultivates an image of high-minded idealism in his treatment of all parties, although it is believed that privately he has more sympathy for the nationalists and right-wing parties.  France has several political parties, most notably the Democratic Socialists, but also monarchists, liberals, republicans (who are mostly conservative and secular), and revanchists who call for the restoration of “France’s natural borders”.  The current government of France is a Democratic Socialist-Liberal coalition, which has ruled for the relatively long period of two years.

--

In 1920, the UNITED KINGDOM OF GREAT BRITAIN faces an increasingly uncertain future.  Defeat in the North American War was a severe blow to its prestige and self-confidence; British influence collapsed in the New World, and the defeat gave encouragement to nationalist forces throughout the Empire, particularly in India.  Some parts of the Empire are also acting as if they are fully independent nations, notably Australia.  The pan-Celtic movement of the nineteenth century has grown in strength in the twentieth, with various calls for local devolution of powers, particularly in terms of use of the various Celtic languages.  In Wales, the demands are increasingly strident for the granting of Kingdom status, a campaign which is tied to the desire for disestablishment of the Church of England.  Thus far, none of these demands appears likely to be granted, with the King and the House of Lords both vigorously opposed to any form of Kingdom status (TTL’s equivalent of home rule, with a bit more local control).  The only notable response has been a corresponding revival of the “Anglo-Saxon” traditions of England itself; this has produced a variety of pseudo-Anglo-Saxon poetry and several literary epics.

Politically, the Liberal [3] government has held office since 1907; Prime Minister Arthur Spencer-Churchill is now in the middle of his third term.  The main opposition is the Labour Party (itself more explicitly socialist than in OTL); the Tories have been reduced to the cross-benches).  The elderly King Richard IV still holds the throne, although apart from quietly vowing never to sign any bill separating Wales or Scotland, he has no particular involvement in government.

Internationally, Britain still has a formal alliance with Germany, although this has been creaking more and more of late.  Some of the British people and a few of their leaders still have fond memories of the common cause the two nations made during the Second Napoleonic Wars, but there is also a sense of betrayal over Germany’s neutrality during the North American War.  Some British government figures are also uneasily aware that Germany is unquestionably the strongest power in Continental Europe.  Where siding with Germany helped to preserve the balance of power in 1885 (against a Franco-Russian alliance), by 1920 it has become increasingly apparent that Germany is itself the nation which is tipping the balance.  There is also a growing sense of unease that Germany maintains the strongest navy in the world [4].  Still, despite the tension, the two nations have maintained their alliance so far.

--

In 1920, the GERMAN HOLY ROMAN EMPIRE is in most senses the most powerful nation in the world, although at times it is less of a nation and more of an argument.  Formed out of three nations which could almost be Great Powers in their own right, and having successfully united virtually all the German-speaking peoples in Europe, Germany has enjoyed a long period of prosperity.  The advantages of a large free trade area in Germany and the allied nations of Poland, Hungary, Croatia and Courland have created an economic superpower.  Germany has considerable diplomatic and military muscle as well, having created an extensive colonial empire of its own (although distinctly second to that of Britain) and displacing British influence in South America.  Still, outside of a mostly cordial relationship with Britain, and friendly but distant Brazil, Germany has relatively few friends amongst the Great Powers.

In its internal politics, Germany has for a long time been a victim of its own success.  The evolution of the German political system was complex, cobbled together from distinct nations, all of whom are in theory still sovereign.  The electoral system has never really coalesced into any stable dual-party system.  This is further complicated by having three heads of state with veto power over most government actions.  This has sometimes produced government paralysis, particularly in the area of foreign policy.

For Germany to take decisive action, it requires a particularly adroit Reichs Chancellor who can negotiate with the diverse factions and personalities in German politics.  The first and so far only Chancellor who had that skill was Otto von Bismarck.  Since his retirement in 1892, Germany has seen a rapid succession of governments and chancellors.  Under Germany’s proportional representation system, MPs from a wide range of parties serve fixed five-year terms, and a fallen government merely means that the existing parties shape a new coalition.  The National Liberal People’s Party (a centre-right party) has historically held the dominant partnership in most coalitions, except during the Bundestag of 1911 [i.e. 1911-1916], where the Party of Labour supplied the largest number of MPs and two Chancellors.

When the elections of 1916 returned yet another divided parliament, the NLPP and PoL formed a Grand Coalition together with the Christian People’s Party.  The Grand Coalition had a simple objective: to reform the electoral system in a way which favour the larger parties at the expense of the smaller ones (although the public reason was to provide a more stable government).  Under the changes, political parties need a minimum 4% of the national vote to receive any MPs, and 20% of the total seats in the Bundestag are reserved for the party or pre-election alliance which has won the plurality of the national vote.  This system is expected to produce a more stable government, but it will not actually be put to the test until the elections of 1921.  The Grand Coalition itself could not hold together much longer than required to change the electoral system, and it collapsed in 1917.  Since 1918, Germany has been led by Chancellor Edmund Schulthess, whose NLPP has formed a minority government.  Despite this precarious position, Schulthess has so far managed to persuade his political opponents to avoid passing any of the motions of no confidence which toppled so many of his predecessors.

--

In 1920, the RUSSIAN EMPIRE is gradually turning into a federative constitutional monarchy.  ITTL, Russia has narrowly evaded the turning away from liberalism which followed the OTL assassination of Alexander II in 1881.  Instead, while there have been several political crises, there has also been a gradual development of liberal democratic institutions.  The Tsar (currently Alexander II) retains considerable power under the Second Constitution, particularly over the armed forces, but the Duma and its Chief Minister have control of most political matters.  Still, opposition to democracy within Russia has not been silenced, particularly amongst the upper classes and the Russian Orthodox Church, which opposes the Duma’s preference for a constitutional separation of church and state.

In international affairs, Russia’s position has waxed and waned throughout the nineteenth and twentieth centuries.  Defeat during the Second Napoleonic Wars cost Russia control of Courland, Poland, Bulgaria, and parts of Turkey.  Russian prestige also suffered during the Persian crisis of 1906 which saw the abdication of Tsar Peter IV and Russian influence in Persia replaced by the British.  However, Russia has the strongest position of any imperial power in China; the Russian-backed Qings rule most of northern China, and considerable parts of inland and central China.  Since the end of the Second Napoleonic Wars, Russia has not formed any lasting alliances with any foreign powers, but it remains on cordial terms with France and the United States.  Russia has more wary relations with both Germany and Britain, due to perceived conflict in their spheres of influence [5].  Russia also has an extremely frosty relationship with Nippon.

--

In 1920, CHINA is a divided nation, partitioned between Portugal, Germany, Nippon, Britain and Russia (who rule through their local allies, the Qing).  No completely independent warlords remain, even in the interior, but some of them have become adept at playing one side against the other, particularly those who rule along the border between Russian- and Nipponese-controlled areas.  The most vocal opposition to foreign rule comes not from the warlords, but from a growing nationalist movement whose leaders have emerged from the Chinese urban classes.

--

[1] Germany and France have increased agricultural tariffs since the late nineteenth century, Britain (for different reasons) has encouraged local grain production.

[2] TTL’s Italian Fascists could best be described as nationalist corporatists, and are effectively the party of the urban middle and upper classes.  While they are firmly anti-liberal, they don’t have any particular preference for street armies or totalitarianism.

[3] TTL’s British Liberal party is not much like its OTL version.  The “New Liberal” of OTL’s nineteenth century did not take hold, nor was there any equivalent of Gladstone’s advocacy of Home Rule in Ireland.  Instead, the Liberals evolved into the party of low taxation, government non-interference and free trade (although that last position is partly changing due to the effects of the North American War).  The Tories became more the party of government intervention and protectionism, and have been experiencing difficulties competing with the rising Labour Party.

[4] Germany has not deliberately set out for any sort of naval arms race, but when Britain’s fleet was greatly weakened during the North American War, Germany emerged as the single largest naval power, and it has maintained its lead.

[5] Conflicting interest in Poland, Courland and the Balkans, in the case of Germany, and conflicting interest in Turkey, Persia, Afghanistan and China, in the case of Britain.

--

Decades of Darkness #155: For Want Of A Penny

“Debt is the slavery of the free.”
- Publilius Syrus, Roman author

--

Editorial taken from La Vérité
11 March 1920

So!  Our glorious President has done much to restore the honour of France, but he has forgotten an important lesson.  A president should always act in the interests of his people, not in his own interests.  That is what distinguishes a president from a monarch.

But one question we must now face: is France now governed by President Bonaparte or Emperor Napoleon V?  Before the news of the last two days emerged, most Frenchmen – even his opponents – would have agreed that France has a president for a leader.  Now, however, the truth has emerged.

Napoleon V acts in his own interests, not that of the French people.  He is a monarch without a crown, a man who would follow in his father’s tragic footsteps to the throne which no longer exists in Versailles.  It is true that on some occasions, his interests and those of France have coincided, which is why Napoleon V has kept the crown for so long.  But when they differ, it is only his own interests which matter.

Why else has he brought about the ruin of so many Frenchmen?  Fortunes can be made and lost on stock markets, and this week so many have been lost.  News of Portugal’s bankruptcy is but three days old, and it already seems old news.  What is new, and what we now must understand, is why His Imperial Majesty allowed this day to happen.

The truth is that seven years ago, Portugal hovered on the brink of ruin.  They should have been left to fall.  If that had happened, then Europe would have needed to respond to Portugal’s failure, as they are doing now.  But finances would not have been destroyed.

Perhaps Napoleon V should not bear all of the blame for the French people who have lost wealth on the stock markets.  Men choose to invest or not in shares, as it please them.  But what is sure, and where he bears the blame, is that he encouraged many wealthy Frenchmen to lend money directly to the government of Portugal.  These men now face bankruptcy in their turn, and for them, they can blame only one man.

He cannot be left to create any further damage to France.  Napoleon V must not be allowed to claim a throne any longer.

--

22 March 1920
Château de Versailles,
Republic of France

Danièle di Savoia, Princess of Naples, formerly Danièle Bonaparte, studied her brother.  No matter what others called him, she would always think of him as Charles, as he had been named as a boy.  He still had the same self-confident air he had always carried as a boy, too, no matter what political troubles he might be facing at the moment.

When she remarked on those, Charles waved a hand negligently.  “A minor nuisance.  It keeps me from being too openly involved in the present crisis, but it will be forgotten in a month or two.”

“I hope you’re right,” she said.  She would never claim to have the political skill that Charles possessed – he was the one who had become president, after all – but she suspected that the people would remember this for much longer.  Still, she was no longer resident in France; her brother should know better.

“A small storm, nothing more,” he said.  “It will blow out, as storms do.  For now, though, it limits my freedom of action.  Which is why I need you to talk to your husband.”

She nodded.  Vittorio Emanuele was in effect Prince Regent of Italy, with his father slipping ever further into senility.  Not that the either the prince or king had much effective power, but the House of Deputies would listen when they spoke, at least.

“Could you remind him that this is an opportunity for Italy to gain friendship from both Portugal and France,” Charles said.

“France I can see, but how can Portugal be helped?” she asked.  “They are ruined, and Britain and Germany await them.  I fear that Portugal will soon become as cinders on the ash-heap of history.”

He chuckled.  “So it doubtless seems to them, too.  But they still have room to move, particularly if they have the support of a Great Power.  The key here is that Germany and Britain will not be able to agree.”

She raised an eyebrow.  “Did they not have a bargain sealed seven years ago, only to be delayed due to your... intervention?”

Charles shrugged.  “They had discussion.  They never reached a formal agreement, and I doubt that they ever can.  Especially if Italy helps to muddy the waters.  Your new homeland could find a friend out of it.  And best to keep as many of Portugal’s colonies under Portuguese rule as possible.”

“You truly believe that will work?” she said.  Danièle had always thought that her brother succeeded because he believed so strongly that he made things happen.

“If handled right, yes.  I will help where I can, but it is Italy which must be visible.  If your husband understands this, all will be well.”

“He’ll understand it,” she said.  “Trust me.”

His self-confident smile reminded her once again of the time back when they were children, and things were so much simpler.  It would not last, though.  The world was a better place in some ways nowadays, but it was definitely a much more complicated place.

--

26 March 1920
Frankfurt-on-the-Main, German Reich

At last, at last!  Foreign Secretary Sir Derek Haynes felt as if he had waited a lifetime for this moment.  Portugal was a fruit ripe for the plucking, but the harvest had been delayed for seven years.

Fine, so Napoleon V had his reasons for intervening.  They even made sense, from the French president’s perspective.  Perhaps it would have been better for Britain and Germany to have allowed him to join in the spoils.  But that would be difficult when the bargaining had been hard enough between the two allies.  And in any case, it was far too late to worry about that.  Bonaparte had been rendered temporarily helpless through domestic concerns, and now that long-delayed fruit awaited the hands of the pickers.

“A pleasure to see you again, Excellency,” Reichs Chancellor Edmund Schulthess said, extending a hand.

“Likewise, Chancellor,” Haynes replied, as they shook hands.

“So, you wish Portugal to be reduced?” Schulthess asked, after a brief exchange of pleasantries.

“Indeed,” Haynes said, trying to shake off a feeling of déjà vu.  He had heard that phrase, almost word for word, the last time he had met to discuss the fate of Portugal.  Then, the meeting had been in Vienna with the Holy Roman Emperor.  But Friedrich IV was old these days, and much less involved in politics.  That left Haynes dealing with a Reichs Chancellor, although that troubled him less than it would have a few years ago.  Schulthess was no Bismarck, but in his brief time in office he had showed far more mettle than any of his recent predecessors.  “It cannot afford to maintain its colonies, so we should acquire them for a suitable price.”

“If we can agree on which colonies, that sounds fair,” Schulthess said.  Since he had risen to the leadership of Germany, he had acquired a reputation for striking compromises which suited the expectations of all parties.  Hopefully, the same would hold here.

Haynes shrugged.  “The world knows the division we had planned last time.”  In some ways that was a damnable inconvenience; the scandal had caused embarrassment for the government back home.  But at least it made his bargaining easier here, since his position was already public.  “We need only adhere to it.  No-one can stop us if we cooperate.  France is distracted, America paralysed, Russia too far away to care, and Italy too weak.”

“Never underestimate a Bonaparte,” Schulthess replied, with a smile.  “But yes, I am willing to adhere to the old arrangements.  Subject, of course, to the approval of the Diet and the Kaisers.”  By his tone, he regarded that as a formality.

“Splendid news!” Haynes said.  Not just for his immediate satisfaction, but because it would be good to see some genuine cooperation between Britain and Germany.  Despite an alliance stretching back thirty years, it had been far too long since the two nations had worked together smoothly.  Too many tensions, mistrusts and misunderstandings.  For his part, he hoped that things could be smoothed over.

--

29 March 1920
Frankfurt-on-the-Main, German Reich

“You think what?” Reichs Chancellor Edmund Schulthess asked, jolted out of his usual controlled mask.

Alfred Hugenberg, head of the Conservative Party, said, “Germany deserves a greater share of Portugal’s colonies.  We should acquire the colonies we want, not the scraps which Britain would deign to grant us.”

Schulthess said, “Angering Britain gains us nothing, and may win us nothing.  They are our allies, after all.”

Hugenberg snorted.  “Britain is a decaying remnant, defeated by the same pack of slaveholders we drove out of Brazil.  It is poorer than us, and weaker than us.  Its time of glory was in the previous century.  This is the German century.  Maybe Britain is useful as an ally, but they are most definitely second-place, and should realise it.”

Schulthess leaned back in his chair, to give himself time to think.  Hugenberg asked far too much, but his Conservatives were the third-largest party in the Diet, and essential support in Schulthess’s minority coalition government.  “And if this is not possible?  Diplomacy is seldom certain.”

“You should make it possible,” Hugenberg replied.  “As Chancellor, your job is to protect the interests of the Reich.  If you can’t, then you aren’t doing your job.”

And if I don’t, no doubt, you’ll find another party who will.  Toppling a German government was far too easy.  “The dance of nations is not so easily predicted,” Schulthess said.  “Even if those demands are put to Britain, there is no guarantee that they will take them.”

“What are their other choices?” Hugenberg said.  “They are weaker than us, and they know it.”

“If we push them enough, they may well decide to bail Portugal out of bankruptcy for the price of one or two small colonies, and leave us with nothing.  It is within their power.”

Hugenberg shook his head.  “An opportunity like this is one they can’t afford to miss.  Even if we leave them the lesser portions, it is still worth more to them than what they could buy otherwise.  But we must have Portuguese China, Morocco, Mozambique, and Timor.  Britain can take Angola, Equatorial Africa and Portuguese Guinea, and Goa, or leave whatever they want of that to Portugal.”

“They would refuse that deal, especially over Morocco.  Hence I will not put it to them.”

“Easy enough to find a new Chancellor who will,” Hugenberg said.

Schulthess sighed.  “If my government falls over this, it will embolden the British, not weaken them.  No replacement you find will do any better, and may even do worse.”

“You’re wrong,” the Conservative leader said flatly.  “And if you don’t do this, then I’ll take the Conservatives out of our coalition and call a motion of no confidence.”

“I’d regret that,” Schulthess said, truthfully enough.  He thought that he could forge a new coalition with some of the more centrist parties, but he had no certainty.

“You don’t know how much you’ll regret it.  For now, all of the smaller parties have had to live with your new electoral laws.  Even the Christian Peoples Party has come to dislike them.  If I lead the Conservatives out, I’ll form a new coalition of my own with all the small parties, just to undo all of your laws.”

Schulthess took a deep breath.  “Don’t do anything hasty, Alfred.”

“I’m not... yet,” Hugenberg said.  “But remember what I’ve said.”

“I will,” the Chancellor said, as he rose to usher out the Conservative leader.

Once he was alone in his office, he allowed himself a brief curse.  Damn the man!  Hugenberg knew just how far to push for his demands.  Schulthess would rather ignore him, but he could not afford the risk.  Maybe Hugenberg was serious, and maybe he wasn’t.  But if he went ahead...  Schulthess would lose face and possibly his office, and the whole electoral system would be undermined.

He would have to revise the conditions of the division with Portugal.  Britain would have to understand.  Besides, what was happening inside Germany was more important.

--

7 April 1920
London, England
United Kingdom of Great Britain

“They’ve done what?” asked Prime Minister Arthur Spencer-Churchill.

The Foreign Secretary sighed, as if he wished that he had not heard the news himself.  “Germany has withdrawn their agreement to divide Portugal’s colonies.  They now want, well, basically everything they choose.  China, Morocco, Mozambique, Timor.  Although in their generosity they’ll leave us Goa and Guinea.”

The Prime Minister said, “What use is Germany as an ally if they can never be relied on?  They’ve left us in the lurch time and time again.  They only help us when it’s in their interest, but expect us to always come to their aid.”

“God defend me from my friends; I can defend myself from my enemies,” the Foreign Secretary murmured.

“Indeed.”  Spencer-Churchill had felt the truth of that in more ways than one, recently.  Germany’s foreign policy was bad enough, but their economics were worse.  The economic crisis in North America had cost British exports dearly, and new markets were needed.  But Germany still kept its tariffs up, and if anything they were going higher.

The Prime Minister drummed his fingers on his desk for a moment, then added, “Time to remind them that Britain can pursue its own policy.  To start with, we will have Morocco, not them.  No need for Germany to be able to hold the Straits open whenever they want.  As for the rest... we’ll take what we want.”

“That may leave us with nothing,” the Foreign Secretary said.  “Germany could offer to bail out Portugal for the price of one or two minor colonies – Timor springs to mind – and leave us with nothing.”

“Let them do that, if they want.  At least they won’t get the colonies they desire, either,” the Prime Minister said.  “Oh, and while you’re at it, get your men in the Foreign Office to set up a new commission.  I want them to review Britain’s relations with all major nations, and see what we can do to strengthen them.  We’ve relied on Germany alone for far too long, and look where it’s gotten us.”

--

Taken from: “European Relations 1920-1929: A Decade of Crisis”
(c) 1948 by Dr William C. Chou
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

The Portuguese bankruptcy crisis of March-May 1920 placed European relations under their greatest strain since the Persian crisis of 1906.  All of the Great Powers of Europe except Russia had a keen interest in the outcome...

Britain wanted colonial acquisitions to restore some of the prestige it had lost in 1906.  They maintained this belief in the virtue of expansion despite the strain their empire was facing in other areas; Ceylon had been granted Kingdom status in February largely to test how practical it would be to grant the same status for some of the larger non-settler colonies.

France, and more specifically President Bonaparte, had an interest in preserving face and using the crisis as leverage to strengthen relations with the other European powers.  In Germany, colonial expansion was seen as a convenient unifying theme in a nation riven by internal political factions.  In Italy, the government sought to win influence on the international stage, and acquire a small colonial empire of its own...

The crisis became in effect a clash of wills between Britain and Germany.  Both powers were determined to acquire the bulk of Portugal’s empire.  As the arguments became louder between Frankfurt and London, the perceived prestige involved in “winning” colonies became far more important than any of the colonies were actually worth.  Perhaps the most tragic irony of the outcome is that the compromise that was eventually reached was one that no nation really wanted, and both Britain and Germany emerged convinced that they had received the worst end of the deal.

At a superficial level, the crisis was resolved by Britain and Germany eventually agreeing, via Italian mediation, to buy some of Portugal’s colonies.  Britain acquired the two it wanted most, Portuguese China and Goa, along with a small part of Mozambique and Portuguese Guinea.  Germany received most of Mozambique, Timor, and eventually settled on Portuguese Equatorial Africa.  Italy did not acquire any of the colonies it sought, but it did obtain stronger relations with Britain.  With the Powers unable to agree what should be done with Morocco, it was granted independence from Portugal.  All of the European Powers believed that they would have more leverage on an independent Morocco than one which was even nominally under Portuguese rule.

However, the more significant outcomes of the Portuguese bankruptcy crisis were the straining of relations between Britain and Germany, and the weakening of the government of Napoleon V...

--

Decades of Darkness #156: Matters of Orient-ation

Credit for part of this post goes to Nasei, who wrote the first draft of the Lisbon section.

--

“War is an ugly thing, but not the ugliest of things.  The decayed and degraded state of moral and patriotic feeling which thinks that nothing is worth war is much worse.  The person who has nothing for which he is willing to fight, nothing which is more important than his own personal safety, is a miserable creature, and has no chance of being free unless made or kept so by the exertions of better men than himself.”
- John Stuart Mill, English philosopher (1806-1873)

--

29 May 1920
Lisbon, Portugal

Portuguese Prime Minister Eduardo Paredes wondered how Vasco de Gama must have felt, if he had rounded the Cape only to find himself drifting in an endless sea of uncertainty.  Or how António the Determined must have felt when he had to flee Portugal in 1581, when the Spanish occupied the country.

Well, if Portugal survived that time of betrayal, it can recover from this one, too.  Besides, there was a certain sense of relief and liberty in knowing that he could now do some of the things he had long wanted to do.  So much easier, if he did not need to worry about the consequences of his actions.

His desk was filled with correspondence, but his gaze fell first to the two books at the top.  “The Book of Freedom”, they would both be called, if they were written in Portuguese.  Instead, one was labelled in the cursive Arabic script, and the other in Chinese ideograms.

Paredes allowed himself a wry chuckle.  As long as Portugal had held onto its part of China, he had done everything in his power to prevent any translations of Eunuco’s book from reaching those shores.  Eunuco had written a powerful message of the world-wide struggle against imperialism, and the art of conducting guerrilla warfare.  If his words had half the influence in China which they had had in Venezuela and Colombia, then Britain and Germany would find themselves sitting atop a whirlwind.  As Eunuco had said: “The revolution is not an apple that falls when it is ripe.  You have to make it fall.”

Well, the fruit pickers would create for themselves a fine harvest.  Getting a multitude of copies of the book into China would be simplicity itself.  Macau had fortunately been salvaged as a bastion of Portuguese rule, and the British were fools if they believed that Portuguese influence could be excluded even without Macau.  And let the book be widely read in now-independent Morocco.  Borders would not stop it there.  The Arabic nations stretched from Morocco to Mesopotamia, all under the rule of one European power or another.  Let them see how much they enjoyed the harvest.

With a certain amount of reluctance, Paredes pushed the two books to one side, along with the Nipponese-Portuguese dictionary which he would find so useful in the months ahead.  Several letters awaited his signature.

The first, to the ambassador on London, confirmed that he was to deliver a note tomorrow announcing the dissolution of the oldest alliance in the world.  Portugal and Britain had been allies since 1373, but now it was over.  The ambassador had requested that he not deliver such news, but he needed to.  Newspapers across Europe would carry the story tomorrow.  If Britain would abandon its oldest ally so wantonly [1], how could any of their other alliances be trusted?

The second letter was to the President of France, thanking him for his support.  At least there was one Bonaparte who had tried to help Portugal, even if he had failed in the end.

The next letter was to the American President, Andrew Vermillion, who had offered his consolation and sanctuary in the United States, if it was desired.  Paredes had needed little time to reject that.  The Americans had been allies for a century, but that did not make them pleasant people.

The fourth letter went to the former Vice-King of Goa, now without a kingdom.  But he was a well-educated man, and about to become part of an India which was already seething.  With the right words and deed, he could make British rule over the core of the empire even more tenuous.  After signing it, Paredes added a postscript: “You will become a bigger danger to the British inside their empire than outside of it.”

The fifth letter went to the newly-crowned Sultan of Morocco, agreeing to his request for Portuguese military advisers.  The French were in Algeria and might look to move west, although they would have to argue with both Germany and Britain about it.

The sixth letter was the most strongly-worded of the entire batch.  The Zambesian had been instructed in no uncertain terms to avoid any incursions into the Aragonese Congo.  Aragon was one of Portugal’s few remaining friends, and angering them would achieve nothing.  Access to Equatorial Africa was easy enough by sea.

The seventh letter Paredes wrote was addressed simply to the people of Portugal.  Signing this would be almost his last deed before going into exile in Nippon.  The letter read:

“Better to be thought a traitor than bring Portugal to its doom.  Many of you want a war, but with our allies distant or weak, we would have gained nothing.  For now, we must accept what has befallen our nation, until such time as we can restore Portugal’s overseas dominions.  As for Sir Derek Haynes, who has brought this plague to Portugal, it is my firm belief that he will live to regret his decision.”

--

28 November 1920
Canton, Guangdong Province,
British China

Chen Jiongming could not decide what to make of these new Englishmen who claimed so much more of China now.  They had long ruled Haifeng, the city of his birth, and so he had moved further west into the area which the Portuguese ruled.  They were foreign invaders, too, but by fortune or design, the Portuguese were much more prepared to allow Chinese to have authority over their own.

Chen had studied law in China and Portugal itself, and more recently enrolled in a military academy in Nippon.  The latter study had been common; men from all over China had studied alongside Chen in learning the soldier’s arts.  Even men from the lands of the Qing emperors.  But the study of law, and the status of advocate of Chinese rights... there, Portugal granted far more opportunity than any of the other foreign invaders, even the Nipponese.

But the Portuguese were gone, except from Macau itself.  In their place had come the British, who talked more of democracy and freedom, but granted less of the practice.  Oh, they had already made a few concessions which were better than Portugal’s – Christian missionaries had more limitations on their activities – but they simply did not seem ready to listen to anyone Chinese.  Not about any matter which really counted.  It had taken considerable effort before Chen could secure a meeting with the new governor of British China.

And yet, for all the difficulty in meeting him, Arthur Lynch proved to be a man far more attuned to China than Chen had expected.  Lynch wore a Western lounge suit, of course, but then Chen sometimes did the same himself.  But the food they were served was of entirely traditional Cantonese style: crispy young pigeon, prawn with noodles, and finished off with a tong sui made with red beans and lotus seeds. 

With the food consumed, Chen took the opportunity to bring the conversation to the point which troubled him most.  “Guangdong under Portuguese rule was a place where Chinese could find a voice.  You Englishmen speak of democracy; will we be allowed to exercise it?”

In careful tones, Lynch said, “Democracy is a long-term good, but not yet for China, I think.”

“You have democracy and govern yourselves, but China cannot?” Chen asked.  The British governor’s first answer went a long way to making up his mind.  Other things had been circulating in China recently, including a variety of interesting foreign books.  Chen hoped that he would not need to put those methods into practice, but if peaceful discussion failed, then what choice did he have?

“A nation needs a suitable transition to democracy.  It is not something which can be created out of nothing.  It was tried once... and the result was the United States of America.  Everywhere else it has been built, it takes time.  Australia was not a democracy at first.  Nor was Nippon or Britain itself, for that matter.”

Chen held back a sigh.  “That sounds like you are saying that we will be waiting forever.  Is it your hope to bring all of China under your rule without democracy, like you have done to India?”

Lynch shrugged.  “If truth be told, I think that India will be democratic and a Kingdom within another generation.  The pressure is too strong.  We’ve already granted that for Ceylon; India will doubtless follow.”

Chen paused to pour tea for himself, then for the governor.  Lynch knocked his bent fingers on the table as a sign of gratitude.  An odd sign of knowledge; that gesture was hardly common even outside of Canton, but Lynch made it seem natural.  Quite an odd man, even for a foreigner.  “If you ruled India for a century or more, how long before China can claim democracy and freedom?”

“Who can say?” Lynch asked.  “You were an empire not so long ago; in time you will become a democracy.”

You say nothing about leaving China, Chen noted.  Perhaps the English thought that if forced to abandon India, China would be their next target.  It was humiliating that the most ancient and perfect civilization in the world had undergone such a period of weakness.

The English governor seemed to pluck the thought from his head.  “All civilizations go through times of darkness, then renewal.  It is the way of things.  We were hardly the first foreign invaders of China.”

No, but you’re the ones who are here now, Chen thought.  “You could be the first to build genuine democracy, though.  It need not be across all of China.  You are right in one thing: the people of China are not organised to express themselves or to make their collective will felt.  They are accustomed, however, to self-government in their village communities, and if there is democracy in China, it will have to evolve from these communities and their tradition of self rule.  If you work with us, we could build democracy from the bottom up.  First in Guangdong, and in time, beyond.”

“An intriguing idea,” Lynch said.  “That is worthy of further consideration, although it would take some time to decide.”

And, no doubt, you’ll consider and consider and consider, but never do anything.  He knew a polite refusal when he heard one.  Or, at least, an attempt to push the idea back for a long time.  Chen could not wait that long.  Nor could China.  “The sooner, the better.  India is not the only place where pressure could be felt.  Best to defuse it safely than try to hold it back.”

“I’ll remember that,” Lynch said, rising from his seat.  “You’ve given me much to think about, Mr Chen.”

Chen Jiongming exchanged polite farewells with the English governor, then left, his thoughts racing.  Lynch had not shown himself to be totally inflexible, but he had the air of a man who never decided anything in a hurry.  This would not do at all.  Under Portuguese rule, China had come close to ruling itself again, at the local level.  The English looked ready to push all that back to nothing, and then they would move forward slowly, if at all.

“There has to be a better way,” Chen murmured.  Unfortunately, he knew of only one other way, and that involved a man with the odd name of Eunuco.  That path had its own appeal.  Driving out foreign rule would be most welcome.  But it would not be easy, particularly with China so divided against itself, and it would guarantee a new era of bloodshed to match the worst days of the Taipings.

But would it be possible to unite China once more?

--

Excerpt from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Yellow Lotus: A Chinese revolutionary secret society and guerrilla movement founded in 1921 in Canton, but which soon spread throughout China.  The group was formed by a small circle of intellectuals and activists, the most notable amongst them Chen Jiongming and Hu Hanmin.  The Yellow Lotus were devoted to a number of founding principles, namely nationalism, freedom, democracy, equality, fraternal love, and mutual aid.  The group’s activities were originally mostly peaceful, in organising collective organisation and distributing a wide variety of revolutionary literature.  Before long, however, the movement turned to intimidatory tactics and then into armed resistance to foreign rule...

--

Taken from: “European Relations 1920-1929: A Decade of Crisis”
(c) 1948 by Dr William C. Chou
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

Coming less than two years after Portugal’s bankruptcy had already strained European relations, the Siam crisis would pit two of the leading powers of Europe against each other.  It also demonstrated that the colonial empires had become large enough, and desire for colonial expansion strong enough, that central government policy could sometimes be dictated by colonial leaders...

Siam had long served as a buffer state, first between British Burma and Malaya and French Indochina, then later with German Indochina.  While the Powers had taken some border areas off Siam, the core of the nation remained united and sovereign; a rare instance of a non-European nation avoiding colonial subjugation.  The kings of Siam had maintained an absolute monarchy, although they had reformed their army with the assistance of Portuguese and American advisers, and began the rudiments of industrialisation.

Some early attempts had been made to bring Siam under direct colonial rule during the 1880s, but since the turn of the century an unwritten agreement had bound the British and German governments to leave Siam alone.  However, this situation began to be challenged by ambitious colonial governors in Burma and Indochina.  The Burmese colonial government had ambitions on Siam’s remaining southern provinces below the Kra Isthmus, while the German colonial government in Indochina desired to take virtually the whole of Siam.  Neither of these ambitions came to fruition for some time, despite the agitations of influential German colonial leaders such as Werner Schweitzer [2].

However, in the post-Portugal era of colonial acquisition, Schweitzer felt freer to move.  Siam in 1921-22 was experiencing an economic downturn and considerable dissatisfaction over the king’s extravagant lifestyle.  Through his own private contacts within Siam, Schweitzer financed a coup by disaffected military officers, who removed the king and announced a new provisional government.  The rebels successfully seized control of Bangkok and the eastern provinces, but faced opposition in other parts of the country.

Schweitzer immediately followed up on the coup by conducting his own intervention on behalf of the rebels.  He sent in mercenary soldiers and a small number of skycraft to aid the rebels.  When this proved insufficient, he had the Siamese provisional government appeal for Germany to establish a protectorate over the country.  The Indochinese governor, who is suspected to have been bribed by Schweitzer, despatched German soldiers into Siam under the guise of restoring order and ensuring regional stability.  Schweitzer’s political allies in Germany commenced a vigorous media campaign calling for Siam to be accepted as a German protectorate.

The rapid march of events in the Far East found the German government slow to react.  Although the new Schulthess coalition government had a working parliamentary majority for the first time in decades, their options in responding were far more limited.  Schweitzer had presented them with a fait accompli; the opportunity to acquire another colony appealed to the German electorate.

Still, Schulthess made some attempts to appease the British reaction by offering Siam’s southern provinces to Britain.  This gesture had the opposite effect to what was intended, since British forces had also invaded southern Siam during the chaos, and a heated dispute broke out over the border of the British cession.  This border dispute was eventually resolved through the mediation of Napoleon V, but the damage had been done...

The British public reaction was harsh, and the Siamese crisis is largely considered to have been one of the main reasons for the fall of Spencer-Churchill’s Liberal government in the following year.  It was replaced by a minority Labour government under David Lloyd George, a man mistrustful of Germany and all it stood for...

--

Excerpt from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Fists of Heaven: A Chinese paramilitary organisation originally established in 1923 as an arm of the Yellow Lotus, but which established its own popular appeal until it became an effectively independent organisation.  The Fists of Heaven played a central role in the Chinese Rebellion...

--

Taken from: “European Relations 1920-1929: A Decade of Crisis”
(c) 1948 by Dr William C. Chou
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

The Chinese Rebellion of 1925-6 marked the culmination of eighty years of Chinese resentment of foreign encroachment.  China had seen intermittent action against foreigners since the days of the Opium War, and there had been a low-scale guerrilla campaign against the British in southern China for the preceding three years.  But the sheer scale of the uprising, and its China-wide appeal, caught almost all of the colonial powers unawares.

Drawing on the precedent of the Taipings, who had established their own dynasty, the Fists of Heaven instigated a nation-wide revolt seeking to establish themselves as the new government of a reunited China.  The first blow was struck by revolt in Canton itself, which temporarily drove the British governor from the city to seek refuge on Hainan.  Inspired by this initial success, the other branches of the Fists of Heaven began their own uprisings, and they were joined by the various other nationalistic groups within China...

The rebellion touched all areas of China, even in the relatively quiescent areas of Qing rule [3], and it was aimed at both the colonial powers and the warlords who were seen as their corrupt puppets.  But it was at its strongest in Guangdong, where at its height the British were nearly driven from the province.  In some cases, the warlords themselves switched sides to join the rebellion.

Insofar as the rebels had a central command, it was formed out of the leadership of the Yellow Lotus society, principally Chen Jiongming and Hu Hanmin.  Chen demonstrated a remarkable aptitude for organising large bodies of men, and Hu showed a mastery of urban warfare.  But for all their talents, they could not overcome the military and industrial might of the colonial powers.

The international reaction to the Rebellion was one of swift condemnation, followed by a combined military response.  The German Expeditionary Force, despatched from Formosa, was quick to secure itself in Foochow and recapture most of Fujian Province.  The Nipponese Army was not far behind, while the British deployed troops from Australia and India, and the Russians sent artillery and skycraft to aid the Qing imperial forces in re-establishing control.

Against the foreign troops, the revolutionaries could scarcely win a pitched battle.  Hu Hanmin was killed outside Nanning when fighting the British forces.  Major combat was over within six months of the outbreak of the rebellion, although localised actions would continue for nearly another year.  The rebellion returned to a longer-term goal of guerrilla warfare as espoused by Chen Jiongming, who successfully avoided capture even when Canton fell...

The international cooperation in response to the 1925 Rebellion could have been expected to ease tensions in Europe.  In part it did, at least between Russia and Britain, and to a lesser degree between Russia and Germany.  But the wide-scale deployment of troops to China, and some of the discoveries they made, did not ease relations between Britain and Germany.

From early on in the uprising, British survivors of Canton reported that the rebels were using a great number of German-made rifles and some heavier weapons.  Suspicion grew amongst the British troops in China that the Germans were supporting the rebellion, and it was not until several years later that it was discovered that the weapons had been sold by Werner Schweitzer with the aim of destabilising British rule in Guangdong.

The animosity was not eased by the responses of most of the formerly pro-British warlords, who became notably more sympathetic to Germany due to their swift deployment of their expeditionary force, and lavish supplies of aid.  The British soldiers were seen as relatively ineffectual by comparison, although this was largely due to Britain facing much larger numbers of rebels than anything the German troops faced.

With mutual suspicion of each others’ intentions, and some notable Chinese warlords and citizens calling for the transfer of British sections of China to German rule, the Chinese Rebellion left Anglo-German relations if anything in worse shape than before.  While the Anglo-German alliance remained in force, both nations began trying to shore up relations with the world’s other Great Powers and the lesser European nations...

--

“I do not enjoy war, but I will not refrain from it if our enemies persist on holding a knife to Germany’s throat.”
- Edmund Schulthess, Reichs Chancellor, 1929

--

[1] From the British point of view, Portugal’s actions in making an alliance with the United States, and backing the royalist forces in the Brazilian civil war, were themselves unfriendly acts.

[2] Werner Schweitzer, an Alsatian with a considerable personal financial empire along with a private army consisting of mostly Thai and Vietnamese mercenaries, can best be considered as a German equivalent of Cecil Rhodes.

[3] The Qing Dynasty is Russian-backed and rules most of those parts of OTL China which are part of the Russian sphere of influence (although most of Manchuria and Inner Mongolia are under direct Russian rule).

--

Decades of Darkness #157: Here Come The Drums

“So long as there are men, there will be war.”
- General Lucius Cornelius Bradley, 1931

--

Taken from: “Words From The Ages: A Collection of Historically Significant French Documents”
(c) 1946 by Field Marshal Henri Pierre Gascoyne (ret.)
Revival Press:  Adelaide, Australia

Introduction

More of Napoleon V’s writings have survived post-1924 than in his early years, for which almost nothing has been preserved.  However, the question remains as to whether credence can be given to any of his later examples of correspondence.  The following letter to his sister Danièle is dated to 1924, but forensic examination has been unable to confirm its date of composition.  It first appeared to the outside world in 1937, much later than would have been expected if it were genuine.

29 January 1924

My dearest Danièle,

My thanks for your most gracious note of sympathy over my loss in last week’s election.  But there is no need to feel sorrow on my behalf!  Though I would not compare myself as a Christian or a man to St Paul, like him I feel that I have fought the good fight, that I have finished the course.

I have kept France stable and Europe at peace for fifteen years.  France has not seen a leader hold her on one course for so long since my grandfather’s time, and she badly needed the stability.  To be sure, I wish that I had been elected for a fourth term.  For that, I feel disappointment, but not sorrow.  For a wise man always knows that in a democracy, even the finest political career will always end in tears.

So do not feel sorrow for me, and do not fear for me.  I will endure in the knowledge of what I have done.  If you must fear for someone, fear for France, not for me.  The French people did not vote Marceau into office; they chose to vote me out of office, leaving Marceau to receive the presidency by accident.

Who can say what manner of man he will make now that he resides in Versailles?  I see two possible courses, one bad and the other worse.  The first is that Marceau will find every Frenchman and Frenchwoman opposing him, and he will leave France leaderless for five years.  Such a fate would be bad, but France would survive it.

What does worry me is that Marceau may stumble upon the one common cause which will unite the people of France: reunification of all the French-speaking peoples.  That would appeal to the divided masses, but it could lead too easily lead to disaster.  It has been my greatest struggle for the last fifteen years to stop the calls for revenge.  I do not see how Germany and Italy could be persuaded to yield territory, short of war, and war is a course no nation should undertake lightly.  It would embroil Europe, if not the whole world, on bloodshed on a scale which would exceed Grillparzer’s worst nightmares [1].

Still, all is not lost.  Marceau will more likely find that he can do nothing to keep France re-united, and I may yet return to stand for office again in 1929.  And if not, I can find other avenues to follow in my life.

Your loving brother,

(signed) Napoleon V Bonaparte

--

Taken from a memorandum from Reichs Chancellor Edmund Schulthess to Finance Minister Hendrikus Colijn, dated 13 August 1923

As you requested, I have held discussions with our coalition partners, and have been guaranteed their support.  You can rest assured that your decisions regarding the issues of interest rates, money supply and maintenance of the gold standard will have the full backing of the government MPs, if it comes to a vote in the Reichstag, or in the Reichsverein [2].  Hungary will not be permitted to sacrifice the gains of fifty years of good economic management on the altar of fiscal irresponsibility.

I understand that you have been placed under personal pressure from the Hungarian premier over this issue.  Do not let this concern you; you will continue to have my support and assistance when you need it.  Hungary’s government took its own decision in extending itself on loans and running a budgetary deficit during the recent recession [3].  That they are having difficulties curbing their spending is no-one’s fault but their own.

As you pointed out, their actions have caused harm elsewhere in the Union [i.e. by raising interest rates], but so far we have overlooked this in the cause of common friendship.  However, they cannot and will not persuade us to abandon the gold standard.  It is the cornerstone of our economic policy; it keeps the Taler strong where many other currencies have become worthless [4].  We will preserve it.

Please keep me informed of any further developments on these issues.

(signed) Edmund Schulthess

--

Excerpts from a letter written by Hungarian Premier Juhász Miklós to Reichs Chancellor Edmund Schulthess, dated 16 August 1923

Herr Chancellor,

On behalf of the Hungarian people and the Hungarian government, I wish to express my deepest concern over your rejection of our reasonable financial proposals.  I had hoped that you would understand the gravity of our concerns.  The interest payments are crippling our budget, and the maintenance of the gold standard does nothing but harm to Hungary’s finances.  It is with good reason that the world is abandoning this outmoded system.  Nor do our people appreciate the continued public criticism of our fiscal policies by the Reichsbank.

Further, I am disappointed by the lack of friendship and support that Hungary has seen during these discussions.  So far, the only advice that has been given to us is to consult the Reichsverein, but you know as well as I do that that is useless.  The combined German delegates will act under your instructions.  We have been promised the chance to speak, but not promised that anyone will listen.

It is true that since the economy is starting to recover, we may be past the worst of the pain, for now.  But we are only postponing the problem.  The gold standard must be removed, for the sake of all of the peoples of the Union.  It weakens our collective ability to respond to financial problems.  It aggravates a recession.  It needs to be removed, and we need to discuss the other financial circumstances of the Union now, to better determine the contributions and apportionments of all the nations [i.e. he wants subsidies for Hungary].

--

Taken from: “European Relations 1920-1929: A Decade of Crisis”
(c) 1948 by Dr William C. Chou
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

The Anglo-German alliance had been one which controlled the balance of power in Europe for two generations.  Originally established in the early 1880s to counteract the growing threat of the Franco-Russian Axis, it had seen its greatest moment of triumph in the Second Napoleonic Wars.

The three Great Powers of France, Russia and Italy had been defeated, and Britain and Germany were united in their mastery of Europe.  They redrew the political map of the continent to suit their interests, and divided the majority of the world’s population into colonial empires according to the desires of Frankfurt and London.  All of the non-European Great Powers had joined with Britain and Germany in defeating the Axis, and it seemed for a time that genuine cordial relations could be developed throughout the world.

However, the congenial appearance of the world in 1886 belied the underlying tension.  The core aims of the British Empire had for a long time been twofold: to maintain the supremacy of the Royal Navy, and to maintain a balance of power in Europe.  The first aim was threatened by the ongoing naval arms race with the United States, and it would only grow worse as Germany naturally sought to build a strong navy of its own to defend its colonies.  This German policy was not overtly hostile to Britain [5], but nonetheless Britain could hardly welcome it.

The second aim of maintaining the balance of power was itself threatened by the fact that after 1886, Germany was itself the strongest power on continental Europe.  Britain had supported her against the Axis because France and Russia formed a greater immediate threat, but German hegemony over Europe threatened British long-term interests.

From the German point of view, Britain was a welcome ally, but the Anglo-German alliance was seen as intended to preserve peace in Europe.  It was not viewed as extending to cooperation outside of Europe.  Such cooperation might have been considered in the immediate aftermath of the Second Napoleonic Wars, in the cause of friendship.  Unfortunately, the events of the Anglo-Boer War (1890-1893), where Britain ignored the horror of the world in dealing with the Boer guerrillas, were seen in Germany as proof that Britain saw no need to cooperate with Germany outside of the European sphere.  The alliance remained and was valued, but from this point on Germany perceived it as one restricted to Europe; neither Germany nor Britain should call on it in response to any non-European struggle.

Even during this early period, Britain showed a similar attitude, establishing a separate alliance with Nippon in 1892 without any mention of Germany.  By the turn of the century, there were overtures of friendship with France, with the stated interest of maintaining peace.  Post-North American War, these overtures would be extended to Italy and Russia.

Yet of all the factors which strained the Anglo-German alliance, none was more significant than the political instability of post-Bismarckian Germany.  Late nineteenth century Germany had not yet established stable party politics, and would not do so until the 1920s.  Obtaining approval for foreign adventures also required the consent of all three Kaisers, and during this period this was no mere formality.  Establishing any coherent foreign policy thus required cooperation between diverse interests, and it would be another three decades before Germany would find a leader capable of inspiring collective German action.  But by then, relations between Britain and Germany had already suffered from too many crises...

The Russian grain embargo of 1905 and German refusal to join the North American War was probably the greatest shock.  In Britain, this was viewed as a betrayal.  In Germany, it was seen as a British attempt to provoke a general European war over a minor colonial territory.  The German government saw their support of Britain against Russia as fully compatible with their alliance, while Britain viewed it as being only a token gesture.

Other factors added considerably to the tension.  After the North American War, the German navy had become the largest in the world, and would remain that way until the end of the 1920s.  This caused considerable resentment within Britain.  So did the development of the new zeitgeist of Dynamism within Germany, which saw the world as part of an onward march of technology and progress, with Germany at the head of it and other nations as secondary.

There were still some areas of Anglo-German cooperation during this era, such as the collective support of the Republican forces in the Brazilian Civil War, and the proposal to divide the Portuguese colonial empire between them.  But these limited instances of joint action could not conceal the growing strain.  The response to the Portuguese bankruptcy crisis of 1920 offered perhaps the last chance to repair the alliance, but instead events drove the nations further apart.  After the Siamese crisis of 1922, when the two nations required a mediator to resolve a dispute which only involved Britain and Germany, the Anglo-German alliance was dead in fact if not in name, although it would take some years for the political structure of Europe to rearrange itself...

In the wake of the Chinese Rebellion, the British government under Lloyd George began a series of “conversations” with most of the nations of Europe, intended to strengthen the British diplomatic position on the Continent.  The stated intention of the various conversations was not to repudiate the alliance with Germany, but to ensure the harmony of Europe by keeping open lines of communication between all the powers.  Despite these announcements, by far the most common discussion topic was options for diplomatic and military cooperation in the event of a “destabilisation” of Europe.

The most visible outcome of these conversations was the renewal and extension of the Anglo-French alliance into the Andorra Pact, signed in January 1927 between Britain, France and Aragon.  The Andorra Pact was explicitly a defensive alliance, with the preamble to the treaty stating that it was intended “to foster amity and cooperation amongst the Powers of Europe by preventing any wars of aggression.”

The Andorra accords had been planned to include Portugal and Italy as well, but both nations abstained from the agreement.  Despite making some friendly overtures toward France, Portugal refused to sign any alliance which involved Britain.  Italy remained more aloof, balancing the desire to acquire Venetia, Lombardy and Ticino against fears of French demands on Nice, Savoy and Corsica.  British overtures to the Scandinavian countries likewise resulted in friendly conversations but no substantive agreements.

Britain’s other major conversations were with Russia, the most powerful nation in Europe after Germany and Britain herself [6].  Anglo-British relations suffered from the legacy of the lengthy struggle of the Great Game in the nineteenth century, culminating in the Second Napoleonic Wars, the Russian embargo during the North American War, and the struggle for China.  But they had been somewhat restored by recent British governments, starting with the marriage between Grand Duke Nicolai and Princess Sophie [7], and subsequent diplomatic visits.  The cooperation over the Chinese Rebellion helped to establish cordial if not friendly relations between the two powers.  Britain sought to establish a more solid relationship between the two nations, but apart from securing a state visit from the Tsar, nothing tangible emerged before the signing of the Andorra Pact.  Russia during this period was in fact closer to France than Britain, but it also maintained friendly relations with Germany.

Germany conducted its own diplomatic endeavours during 1926, mostly focused on Russia, Italy and the Balkan states.  Russia responded by offering a state visit from the Tsar to Frankfurt on the way back from London, but otherwise did not commit itself to either side.  Italy reaffirmed its friendship with Germany but likewise did not offer any substantive offers, leading Chancellor Schulthess to remark, “We are being smothered by friendship.”  The most successful German diplomatic initiatives during this period were the strengthening of relationships with the various Balkan states of Serbia, Montenegro, and Albania.  Greece remained studiously neutral during the diplomatic conversations of that year, with cordial meetings but no firm commitments to Britain, Germany or any other European power.

--

“The Reichsbank and the [German] Ministry of Finance are united in their opposition to Hungary’s irresponsible fiscal policies.  Juhász’s government has chosen to pursue an independent financial policy of high government spending.  This is solely their decision, and Hungary is responsible for its own budget.  They cannot expect Germany to restore their finances if they default on their debts.”
- From a speech by German Minister of Finance Hendrikus Colijn to the Bunderat [German Upper House], 7 June 1927

--

From “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Moroccan Crisis: Also called the Casablanca Crisis.  This refers to the international tension sparked by the deployment of German naval vessels, including the battleship Brandenburg and the carrier Fokker [8], to the Moroccan port of Casablanca on 17 July 1927.  Germany had despatched the vessels to intimidate Morocco and force a favourable resolution of the financial crisis.  Morocco had defaulted on its debt payments earlier in the year, and Germany proposed to repay those debts in exchange for trade concessions which would give German citizens and corporations effective economic control of Morocco and exclude foreign companies without German consent.

The crisis greatly raised Anglo-German tensions since the British perceived the intervention as a revocation of the Rome Conference (1920) which had divided Portugal’s colonies.  That conference had included recognition of Morocco’s independence.  The crisis also raised tensions between Italy and Germany, as the former nation had mediated the Rome Conference and now felt that its own prestige was being threatened.

At the height of the crisis in August, the British government negotiated a defensive alliance with Morocco to protect that nation’s sovereignty and territorial integrity.  Britain subsequently offered to meet Morocco’s interest payments for a year, which brought an end to the immediate crisis, although considerable tension remained between Britain and Germany.

The main result of the crisis was to increase British mistrust of Germany and to draw Britain closer to France and Italy.  In November 1927, the previous Andorra Pact was expanded to form the Bouclier [shield], a mutual defensive pact between Britain, France, Italy, Aragon and Morocco.

--

Taken from a letter sent by Neville Wood, Prime Minister of Great Britain, to Reichs Chancellor Edmund Schulthess, dated 19 February 1929


On behalf of His Majesty Richard IV, his government, and the people of Great Britain and her Empire across the seas, I wish to extend my deepest sympathies for the death of His Majesty Friedrich IV.  The British people offer their condolences to the people of Germany and Poland in this time of sorrow.  The Holy Roman Emperor was a man of great statue and influence both within Germany and beyond, a steadying hand on the course of nations during these uncertain times, and he will be sorely missed.

--

[1] Grillparzer was an early writer of *science fiction, who had a rather pessimistic view of the future.  See post #94a.

[2] The Reichsverein is the name for the combined parliament/association of the various states within Germany’s sphere of influence: Germany itself, Poland, Hungary, Croatia and Courland.  The Reichsverein coordinates decisions of combined foreign policy, defence, currency, and tariffs.  Decisions are usually sought as unanimous, but majority decisions have been accepted in the past.  Representation is proportional to population, and Germany alone can force a majority decision if it wishes.

[3] Germany experienced what was overall a mild recession in 1920-22, mostly due to the raising of international trade barriers.  This affected some parts of the Verein more than others, with falling wages and higher unemployment affecting much of Hungary and Croatia, and parts of OTL Austria and Poland.

[4] This was after New England had just seen hyperinflation, and the value of the American dollar and British pound sterling had both suffered as well.

[5] Unlike, say, the pre-WW1 Anglo-German naval race.  The OTL German High Seas Fleet lacked the range to have any credible use except as a threat to the Royal Navy.  TTL’s Krijgmarine has considerably greater range and does not have the same emphasis on capital ships above all else.  However, its sheer size is still a threat, and makes impossible any British aim of building a bigger navy than the next two naval powers.

[6] This was quite arguable, even if including the British Empire as part of Britain, which Chou is doing here.

[7] Sophie is the daughter of King Richard IV of the United Kingdom, while Grand Duke Nicolai is the brother of Tsar Alexander II.  See post #125.

[8] Named for the captain of the Dutch/German fleet which forced Nippon to end its isolation.  See post #52.

--

Decades of Darkness #158a: The Path of Shadows

Weep, those who have eyes to see!
Blood colours land, sea and sky.
Hope is consumed by the flames;
Kindling on the pyre of dreams.

Freedom comes, sons of England!
O prison-house of the flesh,
Your captives have won release
To flee this jailhouse of life

So let the battle-drums sound
And our brave soldiers march out
To war to feed the ravens
The time of madness has come.

- From a letter sent to The Times, the day after the British declaration of war in 1929.  Not published until the following year.  Author unknown.

--

“Thanks to the reckless and unfair claims by Colijn [the German Finance Minister], the Hungarian government has more difficulty obtaining credit than an American peon.  We will find no more loans.  In this time of economic distress, we have been prevented from using the best method of curing the problem.  The government will have to cut spending, and cut it severely.  There will be pain, and there is nothing our government can do to prevent that.  Only Germany can do so, if it is prepared to offer us the fair deal [i.e. direct subsidies] we first asked for four years ago.”

- Hungarian Premier Juhász Miklós, quoted in Magyar Igazság, 16 July 1927

--

Taken from the private diary of Andrey Sergeyevich Lebedev, Chief Minister of Russia, dated 6 December 1927

I remember twenty-five years ago, before I joined the Duma, hearing about the three volcanoes which devastated the United States in a single year.  For all of their pride and claims to be the greatest nation on earth, they were laid low, that year of 1902 [1].  And I was so grateful that Russia did not face the same threat from the forces of nature.

Yet now, so much later, I find out that a nation does not need to have volcanoes to threaten it.  Mankind can make his own disasters.  Would it have been better to have been living blissfully unaware on the slopes of Mount Pelée in that far-off time of a quarter of a century ago, not knowing the doom which was about to befall?  Or is it better to be sitting here in St Petersburg, looking to the west and seeing in my mind’s eye the destruction which is about to follow?  Europe may have no volcanoes, but it is going to have an eruption.

And as the nations continue their dance around the volcano’s crater, should Russia join in for this last waltz?  With the anger so high, I do not think that the motherland can kept itself apart forever.  The only question is whom we should hate more.  England bars our path to Constantinople, it interferes with the actions of our Qing friends, it has taken Tibet, it supports Nippon and it unjustly blocks our influence in Persia.  But it was Germany who helped the English to interfere with our demands there.  Germany, too, backs the Poles who oppress our Ukrainian brothers, and prevents the Serbs from acquiring their rightful borders.  It is Germany and its puppets, with whom we share such a long frontier, who are the greatest potential threat to the motherland.

What troubles me even more, as we await the thunder out of the ground, is that the two blocs are nearly evenly-poised.  Germany and its vassals are more or less equally placed against England and its Empire, France, Italy, and their lesser allies.  It could be Russia which tips the balance.  If Russia fights for the interest of our Orthodox brothers under German rule, then we will free them, and break the power of our greatest potential enemy.  If we fight to regain our rights over Persia and China, then we will secure those instead.

So, then, I – and the Tsar, and the Duma – must decide who to support, and who to hate.  Neither side will make trustworthy allies.  The English and their friends will find it hard to build a common policy since each nation has its own voice.  Germany dictates – or wants to dictate – what its allies will do, but it has so many voices within its own nation that it could perform its own opera.

Or, in fundamental terms, should Russia shave the lion’s mane or clip the eagle’s wings?

--

Taken from: “European Relations 1920-1929: A Decade of Crisis”
(c) 1948 by Dr William C. Chou
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

The establishment of the Bouclier meant that the Powers of Europe had apparently been divided into two opposing camps.  On one side stood Germany and its Verein partners of Poland, Hungary, Croatia and Courland.  Less reliably, the nations of Serbia, Montenegro and Albania had monarchs from German royal families and strong economic links to the Verein.  Denmark had held discussions about joining the Verein in the past, and due to conditions of geography and economics, remained inevitably pro-German.

Opposing Germany clustered the nations of the Bouclier.  The three Great Powers of Britain, France and Italy dominated the alliance, but Aragon had been an integral member from the start, and Morocco had recently joined.  The nations of Britain’s empire were effectively part of the Bouclier, but from the perspective of European relations what mattered was that Turkey was effectively a separate member of the alliance.  Portugal was generally considered to be a pro-Bouclier neutral, maintaining warm relations with France and Italy, but with a staunch mistrust of Britain.

At the start of 1928, most of the other European nations maintained studious neutrality.  Bulgaria, Greece, Geneva, Denmark and Norway all avoided any commitment to either bloc.  Castile was generally considered to be pro-German, if only because Aragon was pro-French, but that nation likewise refrained from making any tangible promises to any other Power.

The one Great Power which had avoided commitment to either side was Russia.  This nation had considerable military potential, but for reasons of history and competing spheres of influence, was not particularly close to either Britain or Germany.  Both sides were keen to ensure Russian friendship, but they had difficulty due to the misalignment between the elected government and the Tsar...

Early in 1928, Chief Minister Lebedev had, after considerable debate within his coalition government, argued for renewing friendship with France and using this to seek inclusion in the Bouclier.  Tsar Alexander II, however, remained of the view that Russia should not join any alliance whatsoever.  He believed that by remaining neutral, Russia could act as the balance between the two blocs, and secure continued peace in Europe.  In this, the Tsar had the backing of several factions within the Duma, and most of his ministers.

After considerable debate, a compromise was arranged.  In April 1928, Russia signed a defensive pact with France alone.  The carefully-worded treaty stated that Russia would declare war on another European nation which declared war on France.  Lebedev saw this as an excellent first step for bringing Russia in to alignment with the Bouclier nations.  Alexander II saw the treaty as a useful guarantee of peace, since France knew it would receive no backing in a war of aggression, and Germany now could not declare war on France without facing a two-front war...

--

Taken from the resignation speech of Croatian Premier Drago Lukich [2].  This speech was broadcast live on funk [radio] on 4 October 1928, first in Croatian, then repeated in German and Italian.  It was also printed in full in most major Croatian newspapers the following morning.

Good evening.

This is the first time I have spoken to you, the people of Croatia, in this medium and from this office.  I thought it fitting to discuss a matter of the greatest national interest.

In all of the decisions I have made in this office, I have tried to do what is best for the nation.  Throughout the long and difficult period of the last eighteen months, I have felt that it was my duty to persevere, to make every possible effort to complete the term of office to which you elected me.

In the past few days, however, it has become evident to me that I and my government no longer have sufficient support to justify continuing that effort.  I would have preferred to carry through to the finish whatever the personal agony it involved.  But the interest of Croatia must always come before any personal considerations.

To leave office before my government term is completed is abhorrent to every instinct in my body.  But as premier, I must put the interests of the people and the nation first.  Croatia needs a government which has the confidence of the people, and the people have withdrawn that confidence.  Therefore, I shall resign from office effective at noon tomorrow, and I have asked His Majesty to dissolve Parliament at that time, and call fresh elections.  His Majesty shall appoint a representative to act as caretaker premier until those elections can be held, and I shall not be seeking re-election.

As I recall the high hopes for Croatia with which I began this second term in government, I feel a great sadness that I will not be working on your behalf to achieve those hopes over the next three years.  But in dissolving the government, I know that I will give the nation the best chance for the future.  I leave it to you, the Croatian people, to choose a government which will best serve your needs.

In leaving this office, I am aware of the great strain which the nation has seen over the last few troubled months.  These are troubled times, and I ask that you show patience and cooperation in working with my successor, whomever he may be.  The nation’s finances have been sorely tested, and for this, I must accept part of the blame.  But part of it has been beyond my control, and it will likewise be a great challenge for my successor to restore the economy.

For the truth is, the Verein cannot continue in its present form.  There were necessary measures, the legitimate measures which I and my government would have used to restore the nation’s finances.  These were prevented by the Reichsbank and the German Parliament, on the grounds that this would harm German interests.  That is their judgement, and they may even have been correct.  But in rejecting them, they greatly harmed Croatia’s interests.

As part of the Verein, we were unable to act in our own interests, and this is why the Verein must be changed.  When this will happen, and what form that change should take, will in large measure depend on the leader you elect to succeed me.  When you have chosen a leader to assume that responsibility, he will deserve the help and the support of all of us.  As we look to the future, the first essential is to begin healing the wounds within this nation, to put the bitterness and divisions of the recent past behind us.  Once those injuries have been restored, we can look beyond our borders.

To have served in this office is to have felt a very personal sense of kinship with each and every Croatian.  In leaving it, I do so with this prayer: May God's grace be with you in all the days ahead.

--

Taken from: “European Relations 1920-1929: A Decade of Crisis”
(c) 1948 by Dr William C. Chou
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

Crisis within the Verein was hardly a new occurrence.  Each ten-year period saw a renegotiation of some aspects of economic and military policy, and some of these disputes had become quite heated.  But the crisis which engulfed it in 1928-9 would test every aspect of the institution to its limits...

Although both sides would claim additional motives, the main reason for the crisis was financial policy, and more precisely the differences in that policy between Germany and the other Verein states.  This had always been the cause of many arguments, but due to the lack of common direction within German government policy, it had not become a major nationalistic issue.  Hungarian or Polish governments seeking to renegotiate economic policy could usually find at least some support within Germany.  As such, even if their attempts failed, it was difficult to portray the disagreements as ones between nations.

This changed with the election of Edmund Schulthess as Chancellor.  After taking office in 1918 in a minority government, he showed excellent political skill in holding office until 1921.  Aided in part by his own skill and also through the reform of some German electoral laws, he formed a majority coalition government with the Conservatives.  He would remain in office for the rest of the decade.

Schulthess brought a strong central voice to Germany, and he combined this with his own reputation for solid fiscal management.  This made him much less amenable to some of the financial manoeuvres which had been conducted in the past.  Schulthess believed that careful control of all expenditure was to the long-term benefit of all countries within the Verein, and conducted all of his interactions with the other nations in line with this belief.  He refused to increase subsidies to the governments of the other nations, leaving them to put their own financial affairs in order, if they could...

Due largely to previous borrowing during the earlier economic downturn of 1920-22, Hungary was particularly badly-placed to cope with the more severe recession of 1927, and slipped into a depression during 1928.  In the scheduled September elections of that year, a new populist government under Agyar László took office.  Agyar had won election on a campaign platform that claimed that Germany was responsible for the financial ruin of Hungary, and demanded that Germany take proper action to restore Hungary’s finances and deliver a “fair deal” for Hungary in the future.  By this, he meant a German bailout of Hungary’s prior debts, and greater subsidies from the common Verein budget.  Privately, Chancellor Schulthess rejected these suggestions out of hand even before Agyar took office, although in public he was non-committal.

Croatia and Poland also faced considerable financial difficulties during the same period.  In Croatia, this led to the resignation of its premier in October and the election of a populist regime the following month, which launched calls for the reform of the Verein.  The Polish government under Tadeusz Jordan-Rozwadowski chose to remain in office, despite considerable agitation within the country.

The smallest member of the Verein, Courland, was largely unaffected by the general economic malaise of 1927-8.  Its own finances had been kept in good order during the earlier recession, and it had some thriving industries, particularly chemicals.  Most importantly, though, its entire defence spending was funded by Germany.  Courland’s own prosperity, and the defence subsidies which supported it, did not go unnoticed in Budapest or Zagreb...

--

12 October 1927
The New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

Rear Admiral [3] Oscar Herschel had dealt with several presidents during the course of his naval career.  The first had been Lewis Mitchell, back during the North American War, who had personally visited him to congratulate him on his promotion to Commander, and on achieving the highest number of kills by any submersible captain.  Mitchell had been a man of driving vision, who had seized the opportunity of the moment and broken the British, who had encircled the United States for so long.

After Mitchell had come Charles Bull, who had made an excellent general.  As a president, though, he had become increasingly stubborn and petulant.  During the mess down in Brazil, it had been Herschel who had overseen the deployment of sea wolves [submarines] to the region.  The challenge had been persuading Bull not to order submersibles to fire on German vessels.  And keeping the Brazilians from doing the same.  Eventually, Herschel had given up on convincing the president, and he had just ensured that no Americans down there would fire on German merchant vessels, no matter what the president said.  Unfortunately, the Brazilians had not received the same message, and they did sink a German cargo ship, and that was that.  Bull had clung on to office, but his relevance ended when he could not force a war with Germany.

Then had come Andrew Vermillion, a moderate man for moderate times.  Herschel had met him on only a couple of occasions during his eight years in office, and the man had been pleasant enough, if little concerned with the navy.  After him had come Donald Bellamy, tragically dead before his time, and then Colin Michaels, who had held no real power at all.

Now, Herschel had his first meeting with a sixth president, and one whose mettle looked likely to be tested in a way which none had since Bull.  Herschel had long felt that war was coming between Britain and Germany; the strains had been evident for years.  Now, though, things looked urgent.  Even if the mess in Morocco could be patched over, Europe had been lurching from crisis to crisis for years.  Sometime soon, one of them would turn into war.  And could America stand apart from it?

Herschel already knew the features of Harlan Porter, President of the United States.  He had seen the president in numerous newspaper photographs and in person, from a distance, during his inauguration.  The full head of wavy blond hair, the beak-nosed profile, the sideburns which had started to turn gray but only added to his authority, and his clean-shaven upper lip.  All of these looked the same as before.  But this first face to face meeting would make it easier to judge the character of the man.

“Thank you for coming, gentlemen,” Porter said.  He gestured for them to be seated, and looked at Herschel first.  “I’ve been looking forward to this meeting for some time.  You, Admiral Herschel, have a deserved reputation as America’s greatest naval hero of the war, and your career since then has been similarly distinguished.  And, Commodore Nielsen, your ideas on the use of naval sky power have always intrigued me.”

If the President was speaking only flattery, it did not show in his tone or his expression.  Herschel responded with a warmer smile than he had intended.  “Thank you for your interest, Mr President.”  Beside him, Ronald Nielsen expressed a similar sentiment.

Porter said, “Now, I’ve invited you both here because I’d value your thoughts on what could soon become a very important matter.  Concerning what will happen to our shipping in the event of war in Europe.”

“That rather depends on who we’re likely to be fighting,” Herschel said.  He knew he was far from the only person in the navy who wondered which side the United States would back if war broke out in Europe.  The President had spoken of building a Fortress America which would be far apart from the troubles in Europe, but that would be a much harder proposition to hold onto when war came.  Britain or Germany?  The old enemy, or a new one?

The President said, “It’s not yet sure if there will be a war, let alone if the United States will be involved in it.  But there would be many buyers in Europe, and protecting our shipping would be vital.”

No shortage of buyers, indeed.  A modern military needed a huge supply line.  Armaments, oil, grain, rubber, steel... and that was just for starters.  For all that the battleships had won the glory off Long Island in the last war, Herschel was sure that it was the predations of the sea wolves which brought New England to its knees.  “Sea wolves are much better now than they were during the war.  Ships will be vulnerable to them, especially if they travel alone.”

“You advocate convoys for all merchant ships, then?” the President asked.  Yes, Porter had taken care to keep himself well-informed.  For once, the American people had not chosen a fool for a leader.

“Easier to protect,” Herschel said.  “Assuming that my colleagues in the surface fleet have built enough destroyers for all the convoys we’ll need.”

“We have some,” Nielsen said.  “It might be worthwhile ordering the construction of more, though.  Destroyers don’t take as long to build as carriers... although we need more of those, too.”

“Is one carrier worth a flotilla of destroyers?  It cannot be everywhere, and as I learned during my time in service, a destroyer is more dangerous to a sea wolf than a capital ship.”

“Its planes can be in many places at once,” Nielsen said.  “But more importantly, we don’t just need to worry about enemy subs.  There’s warships and commerce raiders, too.  And carriers let us project power far better than we could during the war.  A couple of wings of skycraft may lack the impressiveness of a battleship, but they’re a lot more flexible.  Even against land targets.”

Porter coughed.  “I didn’t ask about land targets.  So, convoys, and order construction of more destroyers.  What else, do you think?”

“There are too many things to consider before I can answer, Mr President.  Who we are fighting matters very much.  We will need bases to operate from, or we can forget about half the Atlantic.  And sending ships to, say, Germany will be much harder than to Britain or France.  If we fight alongside Portugal, we will have bases in the Azores.”

Porter said, “We can fight wherever I choose, or nowhere.  Our armed forces have few internal commitments any more; Colombia is nearly pacified, and the process will be finished soon.”

Was that a hint of disgust in the President’s voice?  Herschel hoped so.  What had been done in the south certainly appalled him.  There were some things which men should not do.  “In general terms, then, we should take every step to ensure that we have friendly bases available in the Atlantic, especially the Azores.  If we are involved in the fighting, our warships will be very busy.  We should definitely seek to coordinate our activities with the navies of any European powers on our side.”

“And with New England,” Nielsen said.

“You expect them to be involved in any war, except perhaps in Canada?” Herschel said.

Porter chuckled.  “If I understand Mullins at all, he’d leap at the chance to be involved, if he thought he would win glory out of it.  But he won’t join in unless we do.  So if we stay neutral, New England will be selling armaments to Europe, too... and be worried about how to protect their merchant ships while doing it.”

The President paused for a moment, as if waiting for them to speak, then stood.  “Thank your for your ideas, gentlemen.  If you think of anything else concerning the navy, please write and tell me about it as soon as you can.”

--

“We mourn the passing of Friedrich IV, the King of Hungary.  He was a man who considered the interests of all of the Hungarian people.  As much as it was within his power, he protected us against the actions of some of his other subjects, who wanted to bring about the ruination of Hungary.  But now that he has departed, we must remind the people of Germany than Hungary is a sovereign nation.  Friedrich ruled us as King of Hungary, not as Holy Roman Emperor.  Given the troubled times that we have seen, we must ensure that his successor does the same.  No-one may be crowned as King of St Stephen until the treaty which binds us to the Verein has been rewritten in a form which protects Hungary’s interests as well as Germany’s.”

- From a speech made by Hungarian Premier Agyar László, 23 February 1929 (one week after the death, and two days after the funeral, of Holy Roman Emperor Friedrich IV).

--

Taken from a note delivered by the Italian ambassador to Reichs Chancellor Edmund Schulthess on 6 March 1929

His Majesty Victor Emmanuel III is concerned over the unstable situation in Croatia and Hungary, two nations which are near to Italy’s border.  He hopes that a fair and equitable settlement can be reached between all of the parties, and he offers his services as an impartial mediator to assist in the resolution of the dispute.

--

[1] Lebedev is thinking of the three volcanic eruptions of Mount Pelée in Martinique, Santamaría in Guatemala, and Soufrière in St Vincent, all of which erupted in 1902 and which between them cost over 36,000 lives.  His memory is, however, more fallible than he realises – St Vincent did not fall under *American rule until 1906.

[2] Any similarities to the resignation speech of Richard M. Nixon are purely coincidental.

[3] In the *U.S. Navy, the rank of Rear Admiral is actually a two-star rank.  The position of first-star admiral is given the rank of Commodore Admiral, usually just called Commodore.

--

Decades of Darkness #158b: The Dark Night of the Soul

“History is the version of past events that people have decided to agree upon.”
- Attributed to Napoleon I

--

17 March 1953
Hobson University, Eden [Auckland, New Zealand]
Kingdom of Australia

Associate Professor Adrian Disraeli looks over the packed lecture hall.  Far more students are here than for any of his other courses.  Which is somewhat irksome, since this is the most difficult part of history to teach.  For most of history, even modern history, the students do not come with too many strong preconceptions about what has happened and why.

But this class of mostly nineteen-year-olds were born in the aftermath of war.  They argued in his first lecture, and it will be worse in this, the second.  These students have fathers and uncles who fought in the war, and mothers who lived through it, and who will have told them much about the war.  And they will have grown up with the official lies and whitewashes, and the propaganda screeds written or broadcast by the survivors of both sides.  Objectivity is almost impossible to achieve when dealing with events so recent, so vivid, especially when most government and military records are still sealed.  But it is essential that he tries to impart a fair perspective to them.  No-one can comprehend the modern world without understanding the war that gave it birth.

Disraeli clears his throat.  “Welcome back for this, the second lecture on ‘Understanding The Great War’.”  A shame that he has to name the series, but students being what they are, some of them will have missed the first lecture.  “This lecture will describe the Verein crisis of 1929, and how it triggered the Great War.”

He pauses, waiting for the murmuring to die down.  Students should be more respectful than that.  Or maybe they’re too distracted by the recent cricket triumph.  No matter; he will give them one opportunity early to concentrate.  After that, he will not stop again.  “As this lecture will show, perhaps the greatest tragedy of the Great War is that it is a war which no nation really wanted, but which happened because no nation could make itself accept the alternatives which would lead to no war.”

One of the bolder students raises her hand.  He hates being interrupted so early, but at least she is polite enough to signal for attention.  So he nods, and she says, “Surely a war could never have started if there weren’t some people in the nations who wanted war.”

“Naturally,” he responds.  “But not the leaders, not the ones who made the final decision.  Neville Wood did not want war.  Nor did Edmund Schulthess.”  A few murmurs come from the students, who have heard a different version at school.  Disraeli silences them with a glare around the room.  “Nor did Victor Emmanuel III.  Not even László Agyar.  Even Pierre Marceau, keen to restore the national unity of all French-speaking Europeans, wanted a peaceful response.  The only national leader who could even be considered to bring his nation into war was Andrey Lebedev, and that was only because he considered war between the other European powers inevitable, and wanted to make sure that he backed the correct side.  Consider, from your readings” – which surely none of them would have read – “how Britain became involved in the crisis.”

--

Taken from: “Selected Readings From the Great War I: Primary Sources” – A handbook prepared for HIST212: Understanding the Great War, a course at Hobson University, Eden, Australia

“The present disturbances in the nations of Hungary and Croatia are an unwelcome addition to the tensions in Europe.  While Britain and Germany have had occasions to disagree in the past, I hope that this crisis will not become another one.  It would be unfortunate if military force were required to resolve the disagreement, since the mobilisation of armies could easily lead to misunderstandings.  If I or Britain can give any assistance in producing a non-military resolution to the current conflict, then we will provide it gladly.”
- British Prime Minister Neville Wood to Reichs Chancellor Edmund Schulthess, 7 March 1929

“The resolution of the present situation in Hungary and Croatia is entirely a matter for the Reich and its Verein partners, and need not trouble any other nation.  Your goodwill is welcome, but Germany will do as she thinks best in resolving the crisis.  Personally I would find it regrettable if it became necessary to shed blood in resolving the conflict, but I will not rule out any option necessary to preserve order within the Verein.”
- Schulthess to Wood, 9 March 1929

“Britain would not and will not interfere with any internal German affairs, as you would rightly consider that a short step from war.  The current crisis in Hungary and Croatia, however, involves two sovereign nations.  The Reich has long acknowledged that Hungary and Croatia, while close friends, are separate states.  And for one European state to invade another would greatly exacerbate the tensions on the continent.  As such, I can only restate my hope that the current crisis can be resolved without resort to military force.  Britain remains ready to offer any non-military assistance necessary to resolve the crisis.”
- Wood to Schulthess, 13 March 1929

“By resolve the crisis, you mean solve it how you want, with Hungary and Croatia stripped from the Verein according to the desires of a small populist clique in both nations, and against the wishes of the majority of their peoples.  Germany categorically rejects any such proposal.  As members of the Verein, Hungary and Croatia are bound to us by ties of royalty, alliance, commerce and friendship.  Despite the attempted interference of Britain and Italy in the internal affairs of the Verein, those two nations will remain where they are now.  I will authorise whatever methods I see fit to resolve the crisis.”
- Schulthess to Wood, 16 March 1929

--

“Britain and Germany both had firmly held goals which they wanted, and which they were unwilling to relinquish.  But war was not in itself a goal for either side,” Disraeli says.

The same student raises her hand again.  She will be one to watch, apparently.  Or she may just become an infernal nuisance.  “It should’ve been clear that those demands would lead to war.”

“Only with the advantage of hindsight.  All sides had goals which they wanted, and believed that they could achieve them.  Schulthess wanted to preserve the Verein in its present form, and believed that weakening it would be the first step down a slippery slope to dissolution.  Wood and Victor Emmanuel believed that Hungary and Croatia could be finessed into effectively independent nations, and that doing so would weaken Germany’s imposing military potential.  Agyar was determined to restructure the Verein, and he held out the threat of full independence for Hungary as a bargaining counter to help him achieve his more limited goals.

“But no-one in power seriously expected that this would lead to war.  As you will recall from last week’s lecture, the decade leading up to 1929 had seen many crises, and all of them had been resolved without war between the European powers.  There was no particular reason to think that this would be different.  As my colleague Dr Chou described at length in his recent work on the subject, which was also on your list of readings...”

--

Taken from: “European Relations 1920-1929: A Decade of Crisis”
(c) 1948 by Dr William C. Chou
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

By mid-March, while populist governments still held office in Hungary and Croatia, their position had become increasingly tenuous due to external and internal pressure.  Germany demanded the immediate coronation of Franz Josef II as King of Hungary and Croatia, with no concessions to be offered.  Britain and Italy made offers of mediation which were tantamount to demanding that Hungary and Croatia be separated politically from the Verein.  The Agyar regime in Budapest found such support highly questionable, since it pushed them more toward the option of independence rather than their preferred choice of a restructured Verein.

On 22 March, Agyar made an offer which he intended as a compromise solution: if Germany signed a revised Treaty of Cooperation for the Verein, Franz Josef II would be crowned and the immediate crisis would be over.  The treaty would include some economic autonomy for Hungary and Croatia, but most importantly it would restructure the representation in the Verein so that Germany would no longer have the majority of delegates.

Schulthess appears to have been ready to give this proposal genuine consideration, at least as the starting point for negotiations.  But it was the internal opposition to the Hungarian and Croatian governments which would escalate the crisis when Agyar had been looking to defuse it.  Most officers in the Hungarian Army had been wary about any potential confrontation with their German colleagues.  Marshal Lakatos János, the respected and most senior member of the Hungarian Army, issued a public statement of concern regarding the “unconstitutional unilateral actions of Agyar László.”

Lakatos’s claim was highly arguable, as the constitutional arguments rested on an unanswerable question.  The traditionalist forces in the Army argued that the Pragmatic Sanction created a binding precedent, and thus Agyar’s actions violated the (unwritten) constitution.  Agyar took the position that he was restoring the old status of the Kingdom of Hungary, having recreated it in stages, and that he was simply recreating full Hungarian precedence.  He argued that the failed Hungarian Revolution of 1849 had started the process of restoring the Kingdom of St Stephen, and that his actions were simply completing the restoration.  Thus, the situation was complex enough that people could reasonably claim that either was true, and as is often the case in such circumstances, people picked whatever constitutional position supported their existing views...

Emboldened by the statements from the military chief, Hans Buchmaier, the Governor General of Hungary, denounced the actions of the Agyar regime as unconstitutional, calling for the dissolution of the parliament and for fresh elections.  He appointed a caretaker government consisting of a variety of loyalists, with several generals as ministers in the regime, a non-entity named Emil Vlach as figurehead premier, but with Marshal Lakatos as the effective leader of the interim government.

Agyar, in turn, denounced the actions of the Governor General as unconstitutional since he was not the lawfully appointed representative of any King of Hungary.  The constitutional position was again unclear – there was no relevant precedent – and the elected government refused to disband.  After several public protests in their support, Vlach declared a state of emergency on 7 April, calling on the army to restore order, and approved the rule of martial law in Budapest and other key cities.  The new elections, originally scheduled for 8 May, were at first postponed for a month and then postponed indefinitely “until order and security has been fully restored.”

Buchmaier’s actions drew swift condemnation from Britain and Italy, and these protests only increased when the Croatian Governor General also dissolved parliament and announced fresh elections.  Significantly, on 24 April, France joined the diplomatic protests, with President Marceau issuing a personal request to Chancellor Schulthess to intervene to bring about a peaceful restoration of the crisis.

The German government was reluctant to act overtly, refusing to concede to the demands of the populist regimes, but also wary of provoking further international tension.  On 6 May, Russian Chief Minister Lebedev expressed his concern over “the unstable situation on our western border” and called for a “swift, equitable resolution of the crisis.”  The Russian actions were apparently supportive of France and the other Bouclier nations, but they only stiffened Schulthess’s resolve.  After some Hungarian soldiers began to refuse to follow the orders of their pro-German officers, on 13 May Schulthess ordered Deutschleger contingents to “cross the border to assist their comrades and protect strategic locations.”  Two days later, the interim government of Croatia invited the Deutschleger to enter the country for the same reason.

The entry of German troops into Hungary and Croatia provoked far sterner protests from Britain and Italy.  Britain demanded “self-determination and the restoration of democracy in Hungary and Croatia.”  The Italian government, acting under the encouragement of Victor Emmanuel, stated that “no fair elections can be held when the voters must march past gun barrels,” and demanded that the German troops, at least, should withdraw from Hungary and Croatia “to avoid giving incentives for bloodshed.”  Most leading figures in the French elected government were more muted in their criticism, but President Marceau issued statements of his own stating that “the present uncertainty in Europe is a reflection of an underlying crisis, where national borders do not correspond to linguistic and cultural ones.  This situation should be remedied.”

--

“The actions of both sides certainly escalated the crisis.  But neither Britain, Germany nor Italy were willing to back down.  Their prestige had been committed, and this was an era before the sobering reality of modern warfare was apparent.”

The same persistent student raises her hand once more.  Disraeli does not want to pause for yet another question from the same student, but it is best that someone is asking questions here.  It shows that at least one of them is ready to listen.  When he nods, she says, “Even if neither side wanted war, though, shouldn’t it be obvious that they were risking it?  Provoking each other is hardly the wisest of choices.”

Disraeli says, “If history teaches us anything, it is that men and nations behave wisely once they have exhausted all other alternatives.  Or, perhaps, that wisdom means different things to different people.  Consider, for instance, the position that Edmund Schulthess found himself in at the end of May.  He faced a hostile Europe which showed every sign of becoming even more antagonistic over time.  The previous decade had seen steadily increasing hostility from almost all of Germany’s neighbours.  Russia and Serbia were, at best, ambivalent.  Italy, France, and Britain had gone from unfriendly to hostile over the decade.  Even the Scandinavian countries were only neutral.  If Schulthess gave in to foreign pressure and risked an independent Hungary and Croatia, Germany would have even fewer allies, and it would greatly embolden his enemies for the next crisis.

“What, then, was the wisest choice?  Many authors have written on the subject, and even with the hindsight of twenty years, we are not sure what the best answer was.  What we can be sure of was that events had nearly taken on a life of their own.  Neither Schulthess nor Wood had planned for the declaration of martial law in Hungary.  Both had to respond to events as they happened, when they had only incomplete information regarding the facts on the ground, and even less regarding other governments’ intentions...”

--

Taken from: “European Relations 1920-1929: A Decade of Crisis”
(c) 1948 by Dr William C. Chou
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

On 19 May, Schulthess issued the harshest response he had given to that point in the crisis.  He issued a blunt rejection condemning “all foreign meddling in the internal affairs of the Verein.  Germany and its allies will not be influenced by outside pressure.”

Two days later, Britain and Italy issued a joint resolution which stated that “our nations will pursue all non-military means available to persuade Germany to respect the rights of the peoples of Hungary and Croatia.”  Italy closed its borders to German trade.  Far more ominously, Britain announced the closure of the Suez Canal to all German- and Polish-flagged vessels, both military and civilian.  Courland was only spared the same embargo because of lingering British optimism – not shared by Italy – that Courland might be persuaded to stay neutral.

When the first German shipping was turned back from the Suez Canal on 22 May, Germany attempted a diplomatic subterfuge.  A German oil tanker, the Amsterdam, was hurriedly transferred to the ownership of a Danish company, renamed the Copenhagen, and ordered to transit the Canal on 24 May.  Britain responded with a diplomatic subterfuge of its own.  Captain Robert Eden of the HMS Theseus, acting under what are widely believed to have been unofficial orders from London, stopped the Copenhagen, and after a search of its papers, ordered the ship to turn back.

Despite pressure from Germany, the Danish government refused to make any diplomatic protests to Britain over this action.  As a result, Schulthess ordered an emergency session of the German parliament to debate the crisis.  The session approved a motion which denounced the British actions as a hostile act, and which authorised the German government to “take all necessary steps to ensure the freedom of navigation and to end the foreign meddling in the internal affairs of our allied countries.”  Under the Bismarck-4 Plan, the German Adriatic Fleet despatched expeditionary forces to secure key targets in the eastern Mediterranean.

On 7 June, German Marines occupied the key Cypriot port of Lemesos without a shot being fired, but their biggest landings were around the Suez Canal, where they seized Port Said and advanced along much of the length of the canal over the next two days.  Admiral Stone, the senior Royal Navy officer in the eastern Mediterranean, refused to authorise a counter-strike or major naval battle until Britain had made a formal declaration of war, although he did mass ships and skycraft in preparation.

Even as the German Navy was taking action and the German Army was massing troops in eastern Libya – in some cases, already making incursions across the border into Egypt – Schulthess issued a communiqué which declared:

“The interference of foreign powers in the internal affairs of the Verein must end.  The support for the dissidents in Hungary and Croatia is a hostile act.  Nor will Germany submit to Britain’s attempted blackmail.  The Suez Canal has by long convention been treated as international waters in peacetime, so why has Britain closed it unless they have declared war?  Britain seeks to shut off the supply line for essential German resources [i.e. oil and rubber], and we will not tolerate it.  Germany has a solemn commitment to peace, but we have been forced into military action through foreign hostility.

Our actions to date have been conducted with the minimum possible bloodshed, and we have shown restraint when faced with extremely hostile acts from Britain.  We will end all hostilities under the following conditions: Britain, Italy and their allies recognise Franz Josef II as the King of Hungary and Croatia, and refrain from any further intervention in the internal affairs of the Verein; Egypt is granted the status of an independent nation; and that an international zone is established on the Suez Canal, with free shipping guaranteed to all nations, and maintained by an international force led by Germany.”

Even before Schulthess’s announcement, Britain and Italy had both issued ultimatums demanding the withdrawal of German forces from Egypt and all other foreign territory.  These were duly ignored.  Both sides were convinced that the other was to blame and had already initiated hostilities.  Britain and Italy declared war on Germany on 11 June, four days after the first overt military actions.  A frantic flurry of diplomatic communication followed between Paris and St Petersburg.  Marceau was reluctant to move without Russian support, but he could not ignore his treaty obligations to Britain either.  After receiving a personal assurance from Lebedev that Russia would support France even without overt German military action against that nation, France declared war on Germany on 14 June.  Aragon and Morocco followed on 15 June.  Australia declared war on 16 June, and Nippon followed on 17 June.

Yet even though war had started, the diplomatic crises of the troublesome decade were not quite over.  Lebedev had exceeded his authority and political strength in extending support to France.  Tsar Alexander II refused to sign a declaration of war, plunging Russia into its own political crisis which would end in a motion of no confidence in the Duma and fresh elections.  But for foreign relations, the important effects of this crisis were a declaration of Russian neutrality and therefore an extreme reluctance on any of the Balkan nations to become involved in the war...

--

Disraeli says, “The road to the Great War was a long and troubled one, and assigning the responsibility to any one person, or any one nation, is futile.  In the study of this war, as with all of history, we can learn how previous generations thought and acted, how they responded to the events of their era and how they resolved the challenges they fought.  But we must remember that we learn not by strict example, but by analogy and clear reasoning.  There are lessons in history, but the circumstances will always change from one era to the next.  The primary thing which history can teach us is that all human actions have consequences, and that once some choices have been made, they cannot be reversed.  This is a point I will take up further in the third lecture of this course, where I will begin to discuss the first actions in the Great War itself.”

Most of the students start to file out of the lecture hall, but a few of them remain.  The persistent student is amongst them, holding a conversation with two others.  He gives her a slight nod, and she stops.  Her two friends glance at her, then keep walking out.

Disraeli says, “May I ask your name?”

“Danielle Warner,” she says, sounding slightly hesitant.

“And if I may ask, what interests you most about the Great War?”

She shrugs.  “To be honest, I mostly want to know why the Jackals joined the war, and why they fought the way they did.”

Hardly the most objective name for the Americans, he thinks, but is careful not to say it aloud.  “That will certainly be one of the aspects covered in the course, but why do you have so much interest in America?”

“My sister’s been in the United States since 1947,” Danielle says, in a carefully neutral tone.  A single sentence which conveys everything he needs to know.  No Australian can legally visit the United States now, thanks to the events of that year.  And it explains much about Danielle, too.

“You'll learn much about the United States, but it helps to understand the rest of the world, too,” Disraeli says.  “The Great War touched the whole world, in one way or another.”

--

Decades of Darkness #159: Diamonds in the Dark

“The passions of the young are vices in the old.”
- Joseph Joubert (1754-1824), French moralist.

--

26 April 1908
Aux Cayes, West Hispaniola [Les Cayes, Haiti]
United States of America

Stenio Duvalier sat on at the jetty’s edge, dangling bare feet into the harbour water.  Nearby, on a much larger jetty, a black ship waited.  Black hull, black funnels, and faint wisps of black smoke pouring from it.  Black men crewing the ship, too.  That was still a strange sight, although becoming more common these days.  Most ships Stenio had seen in his young life had been full of white men.  Yankees from the north, come as traders, or more recently, Jackals come as conquerors.  Only in the last year or so had he seen so many ships with black men on board.  They were Liberians, one and all.  When he had met them, they stood prouder than any Haitian.  They were free, at least.  The only colour to their black ships was a blue flag with a large five-pointed white star in the middle.  The flag of Liberia.  The flag of liberty.

A patrol of six white men walked past.  The Jackals spared him barely a glance.  Stenio posed no danger to them, and they knew it.  By now, few of the dangerous men were inside the cities, and those rarely took revenge against the occupiers.  The Jackals were very good at finding informers in the cities.  In the countryside, though, that was another matter.  There, the Haitian people could still strike blows for freedom.

Stenio did not want to stay in the city.  But he had a decision to make.  The jungle or the ships?  He could get a place on the black ships if he tried.  The bateaux d’espoir, they were called.  The ships of hope.  Come to take all Haitians to the refuge across the sea.  But should they really be called bateaux lâches, the ships of the cowards?  Were those who found a place on those ships lucky escapees, or traitors who had abandoned the defence of the homeland?  He did not know, not for sure.  He just knew that he could not stay in the city any longer.  He needed to head into the jungle to join his uncle, or find a way onto one of the black ships.

“I wish I could watch the waves like you do,” a voice came from behind him.

Stenio jumped slightly, involuntarily.  He disliked being surprised by anyone.  But Uncle Henri had made a living from moving in silence since long before the Jackals came.

Uncle Henri continued, “So blissfully lost in concentration.  Or is it imagination?  No matter.  It’s the ability to lose yourself, to forget where you are.  That’s what I’ve lost.  I can’t let myself relax.”

“You’re relaxing too much just by coming here, uncle,” Stenio said.  He dared not speak aloud the reasons why that was so.  Plenty of Haitians had struck blows against the occupiers, but few had been as successful as his uncle.

“Hardly.  The Jackals are busy looking elsewhere.  Provided I don’t take any action here, I’m safe.”  He paused, then added, “As safe as anyone can be during a war, anyway.”

“We’re not at war any more.  Just ask the Jackals, and the Yankees who let them march in,” Stenio said.

“Never mind that.  You’ve been watching the sea too long.  I can guess what that means.”

Stenio spared his uncle a glance for the first time.  “Only half of it.  The jungle or the sea?”

“There’s no choice there.  The sea, of course.  You should leave here, while you have the chance.”

Stenio shook his head, and looked back over the harbour, and over the solitary black ship at the jetty.  “If I flee, it means the Jackals won.”

“No.  That’s not what would let the Jackals win.”  Uncle Henri paused, then, until Stenio looked at him again.  “If you stay here, it’s only out of hatred of the Jackals.  If you hate them enough to throw away a chance for a new life, then they’ve already won.  Because they’ve made you a slave to your hatred.  Better that than being a slave to the Jackals, but either way, you’re still a slave.”

“You hate the Jackals even more than I do,” Stenio said, after a long moment.  Uncle Henri condemning hatred?  He never would have believed it, until he heard it.

“Of course I do.  And I am bound by that hatred, held to a road which will only end in my death.  No guerrilla leader should expect to live forever.  Even Juarez couldn’t manage that [1].”

“You won’t die, uncle,” Stenio said, but he heard the lie in his own voice.

“Sooner or later, I will.  I won’t let you follow that road.  Not when you’re young enough to build a new life for yourself in Liberia.  Take a ship and go.  Living well back in Africa will be a better revenge on the Jackals than anything else you can do.”

Stenio waited for another long moment before he nodded.

--

6 May 1911
Pickering [Namibe, Angola]
Republic of Greater Liberia

Two young men, handcuffed and watched by a pair of uniformed officers.  Nothing particularly bad about that achievement, but Detective Sergeant William Bryant sighed.  Neither of these men fit the descriptions of the ones he was really chasing.  The Makaks would have no trouble finding recruits to replace these two.

Bryant stepped up to face the two youths.  Both of them had the hairstyle which had become the trademark of the Makaks.  The sides and backs of their heads shaved, while the hair on top was grown long and knotted together into an unwashed plait hanging down their back.  Each of the street gangs had their own way of getting recognised, but few were as dedicated as the Makaks.  Or as diligent in refusing to speak to the police about anything.  Arresting the leaders of the gang would probably win Bryant a promotion, but they were surprisingly reluctant to cooperate.

Neither of the youths met his eyes.  Hardly unexpected.  Showing defiance to police officers was what earned them credibility on Pickering’s unfortunately-too-violent streets.  Bryant gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod to the nearer of the two uniformed officers.

The officer said, “Caught in the act, detective.  Both of them.  Don’t bother speaking to them.  We’ll have them in front of a judge before lunchtime, and in jail by tomorrow.”

Neither of the youths showed any sign of understanding, not even a flicker.  Either they were better at pretending than most of the Makaks, or they only spoke Haitian.  Odd.  Most of the gang members picked up at least a smattering of English.  Life was difficult in Liberia without it, except in a few enclaves which had been filled by the Second Exodus.

Bryant switched to the Haitian version of French, although he directed his words to the uniformed officers.  “Good work.  It won’t be any trouble to lock up these two.”  Then he turned to the two youths.  “Unless you have anything you want to say, that is.”

The two youths stayed studiously silent.

One of the uniformed officers said, in English, “Shove ‘em in with a couple of long-termers, and they’ll wish they’d never joined the Makaks.”  The officer spat at the feet of the nearest youth.  “We should never have taken ‘em in.  Third Exodus?  We welcome them to the Promised Land, and they give us dangerous streets and a bunch of illiterate dirt-grubbers the co-ops can’t find any use for.”

One of the youths did look up at that.  “I’ll bet that I can write better than this pup who wants to be a jackal,” he said, in clear continental French rather than the Haitian dialect.  “Is it my fault that too many of you think like him and call me a mud-eater?  Push us to the bottom, and of course we’ll push back.”

Pup, eh?  Probably a good thing that the officer spoke no French.  Bryant cleared his throat.  “Joining a gang isn’t going to help you win respect, or much of anything else other than trouble.”

“Other than be somewhere I can use my mother tongue rather than be half-dumb in a foreign language?” the youth said.  Or maybe youth was the wrong word for him.  He looked at least twenty; old for a member of the Makaks.

Bryant shrugged.  “Life in the Makaks is nothing but a road to jail, and you’ll have even more problems in there if you speak French.”

“No better choice,” the youth said.  “No matter what my uncle thought, coming to Liberia was a mistake.  But not enough of one to get me to tell you about him or anything else in my life, so don’t bother fishing for information, detective.”

“I figured that out some time ago,” Bryant said.  But this youth intrigued him, all the same.  He had a good mind, hidden away in there.  “There are still better things you could do with your life, though.”  He switched back to English.  “When you put him before the judge, recommend that this one be offered the chance for military service rather than jail.”

The army could always use more men.  Getting volunteers had always been hard, since the army paid just as badly as the police.  And it was harder now that military service involved the prospect of fighting the Herero and other rebels.  Fighting fellow Africans was an unwelcome prospect; Bryant doubted he could make himself do it.  But for this youth, it would be better than anything else he might be doing.

--

17 April 1914
Wilkinston [Walvis Bay, Namibia]
Republic of Greater Liberia

Charles Doak, correspondent for the Wilkinston Chronicle, had made a career out of interviewing prominent people, or those who were about to become prominent.  Indeed, he had found that he had a talent for sniffing out people who had the talent, or the luck, to win nationwide fame.

He had conducted the first interview with the man who had then been the youngest Representative ever elected to Congress.  A man who would later win election as President Jonah Cobb.  He had secured the first interview with Philemon Shikingo when that man had just become Secretary of State, and who was widely expected to become the next President.  Doak liked to think that his interview with George Carver, shortly after that man had won freedom by escaping to Liberia, had been instrumental in winning that man national fame.  That had begun a dynamic career which had just seen fruition as the Carver Agricultural Institute.

Doak had even secured an interview with Edgar Langley, the American ambassador, and, less publicly known, the chief engineer on the Flooded Railroad.  By an agreement Doak fully intended to honour, that interview would only be published on Langley’s death.

And now Doak was convinced he had found another man on the road to prominence.  A man who had started a war as a private flushed into the army to avoid jail, and finished the same war as a lieutenant.  Second Lieutenant Stenio Duvalier had reportedly been unable to speak English when he arrived in Liberia, five and a half years ago.  Now he spoke it fluently.  With a rhythmic Wilkinston accent, no less [2].  All traces of his native French had vanished, except for the couple of French proverbs which Duvalier had quoted during the interview.

Duvalier had a gift for story-telling, too.  Hearing his accounts of the struggle against the Herero and their Nama allies, Doak could easily picture himself out on the dry plains, a horse galloping beneath him, and a hot wind in his face.  The struggle against the Herero had been a long one, mostly because no-one in the government wanted to be blamed for having the blood of Africans on their hands, but Duvalier had arrived just at the time when fighting started in truth.

A relative handful of Herero and Nama, armed with the same Yankee-surplus rifles which had become common the world over, against a similarly small handful of Liberian regulars, both infantry and light horse.  Soldiers with orders to win a battle without shedding blood.  An impossible task, of course, but one in which a soldier with initiative could go far.  And Duvalier had been that soldier.  His achievements had mostly consisted of capturing more prisoners than killing people, to hear him tell it.  That matched with what Doak had heard elsewhere, anyway.

But when the easy questions were over, about how he fought in the war, the time had come for the hard questions.  This interview would raise the profile of Stenio Duvalier, but as with all deals, there was a price.  “How do you like being a hero in a war against your fellow Africans?”

The perpetual smile remained on Duvalier’s face, but the lines around his eyes tightened.  “War I do not mind, one way or the other.  But we should not make a similar mistake to the United States.”

“I’m sorry?”  Doak wasn’t quite sure what answer he had expected, but nothing like that.

“The Americans obsess about race.  They will not treat as equal any man they see as being of a different blood.  If we obsess about race, if we refuse to fight men because they are of the same blood, then we are making the same mistake in a different way.”  Duvalier shrugged.  “The simple truth is that race does not matter, or should not matter, not to us.  If men threaten the State with armed force, then they will be met with armed force.”

“Still, is it not strange to compare anything we do to Americans?”

“Even Americans got some things right.  Consider the words of their Declaration of Independence: “We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal, that they are endowed, by their Creator, with certain unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty, and the pursuit of Happiness.”  A fine philosophy, that, and it is the tragedy of the world that their descendants did not live up to that heritage.”

Doak cleared his throat.  “You are more... well-read than I’d expected, if you’ve spent your life in the army.”

Duvalier chuckled.  “A man acquires knowledge all the time, if he keeps his eyes open.  I have thought about some more formal learning, but it depends on many things.  The Herero have surrendered, so I hope there is no need for more war... but I am a soldier first, and I will defend Liberia against all enemies, foreign and domestic.”

--

“The writing is evenly-proportioned, and fit squarely into the middle of the page, with all margins of equal size.  This indicates a painstaking and thorough approach to all tasks which the writer approaches.  Further, the right-hand margin is consistently even along the page, showing an extraordinary quality of forethought and planning on the writer’s part.  This is a person who can develop well-laid plans and implement them despite obstacles or setbacks.

“The slant of the writing is almost perfectly vertical, another rare quality.  This suggests that the writer is a person of self-assurance, independence, and composure.  They can be trusted to remain controlled in even the most difficult of circumstances, and they will be comfortable in a position of great responsibility and power.  They will have a great need for control, and be unhappy in any position where they must accept the commands of another, save perhaps someone who is extraordinarily gifted and who has earned their utmost respect.

“The angularity of the handwriting demonstrates that the writer possesses a strong will, and can be expected to display a harshness of manner.  They will be stubborn and self-willed, and unwilling to accept any opposition to their plans....”

- From a handwriting analysis of Stenio Duvalier, conducted by Abraham Lincoln University for its 1917 intake of students

--

From: “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Carver Agricultural Institute: A university in Sanford, Liberia [Oshakati, Namibia].  Formally founded in 1913, although research had been conducted there since 1911, the CAI was largely the creation of one man, George Washington Carver.  Carver was an escaped slave from Missouri, USA, and on his arrival in Liberia, he quickly won a reputation for his understanding of how to make use of a variety of plants.  The establishment of the Carver Institute, supported both by the Liberian government and private grants from New England and South African companies, produced an agricultural revolution in Liberia.  The development of new crops and new techniques for dryland agriculture transformed the nation from largely subsistence farming (outside of the co-op farms) to a successful agricultural exporter.  The related introduction of mechanized farming techniques helped to expand the local Liberian manufacturing industry.  Although Liberia at this time was mostly known for its exports of diamonds, the agricultural transformation was the basis of Liberian economic growth...

--

12 March 1921
Outside Shechem [Karibib, Namibia]
Republic of Greater Liberia

“Pleased to meet you, Major Duvalier,” Front Chief James Ingersoll said, extending a hand.

“Likewise, Captain,” Duvalier said, shaking the proffered hand.  The Yankee’s lips twitched slightly.  No doubt he disliked the lack of reference to his title in the New England militia.  Well, he should know better.  Being recognised for a genuine military rank was much better than any fancified fake titles.  “You like our arlacs, I gather.”

“Very impressive,” Ingersoll said.  “I dare say we’ll be putting in some orders for them.  To be stored here, of course.”

“Naturally.”  Duvalier kept his face smooth.  No doubt the Americans knew what New England and Liberia were doing here, but there was nothing much they could do about it.  “Maybe it would be worth building skycraft here, too.”

Ingersoll shrugged.  “Washington [i.e. the Treaty of Washington] doesn’t forbid skycraft, so why go to the extra expense?”

Because it would benefit Liberia, Duvalier thought, but he knew better than to speak that idea aloud.  He had always enjoyed having New England pay for the Liberian Army to have the tools it needed to keep the nation safe from South Africa, Portugal and Germany.  But the Yankees did so for their own interests, not Liberia’s.  Unless he could find a way to make building skycraft in New England’s interest, best not to push them over it.

Instead, Duvalier said, “Have you ever played awari [3]?”

Ingersoll said, “I’ve heard the name once or twice, but nothing more about it.”

“You should learn while you’re here,” Duvalier said.  “It’s a game of strategy thousands of years old.  It helps to build concentration, I always find.”

Ingersoll smiled.  “That sounds like something worth learning.”

“Excellent.”  Duvalier always had an awari set nearby.  And hopefully, the conversation during the game would give him another opportunity to bring up building skycraft in Liberia, if he could find a way to persuade the Yankee of its worth.

--

Extracts from a letter by Lieutenant Colonel Stenio Duvalier to his wife Eileen, dated 9 August 1923

Abyssinia is both less and more than I expected.  More, because it reminds me that there is one African people who have preserved the spark of freedom throughout the worst the world could aim at them.  The Abyssinians were Christians and nation-builders when the British and Germans were pagan horse-eating barbarians on the fringes of the world.  They have kept the flame of liberty alive in Africa too, just as we have.

Less, because few of them even realise what they have achieved.  And less, too, because despite being free from the rest of the world, they are not free from themselves.  They have aristocrats here who are just as determined to keep their privileges to tax the farmers into starvation as American aristocrats are determined to keep slaves.  Abyssinians do not oppress each other because of race, but they do because of accidents of birth.

Still, they know the danger they are in, if they let down their guard.  I have yet to obtain an audience with their Emperor, but I know he will welcome me, as he welcomed my predecessor.  The post of Liberian military attaché is hardly the most glamorous of ones, or so I thought when I came here, but as far as the Abyssinians are concerned, I am the voice of Liberia.  The bringer of guns, the weaver of uniforms, the advocate of arlacs.  It will take more than just me to get their army up to modern standards, but I plan to make a good beginning...

--

25 June 1929
Wilkinston, Republic of Greater Liberia

Brigadier General Stenio Duvalier saluted and came to attention in front of General of the Army Timothy Pickering Johnson.  Johnson returned the salute, and gestured for Duvalier to take a seat in front of his desk.

“Just wanted to wish you good luck in Mozambique,” Johnson said.  “I’ll say it again when we go in front of the troops, but first, is there anything else you want to ask for before you set out?”

Duvalier thought for a moment, then said, “Ask for, no.  Ask why, yes.”

Johnson raised a questioning eyebrow.

Duvalier said, “I have grave misgivings about why we’re at war, sir.  What has Germany ever done to us?”

Johnson said, “To Liberia, not much.  To our fellow Africans... well, no European nation has been pleasant, but the Germans are worse than most.”

“They’re also the only nation who’s bloodied the nose of the United States in the last hundred years, sir.  It’s thanks to Germany that our brothers in Brazil are no longer slaves.  What will fighting them achieve?”

Johnson said, “The liberation of Mozambique, with any luck.  Can you do that?”

“Since I’ve been ordered to, I’ll do everything I can, sir.  With our arlacs, we’ll have a huge advantage.”  Assuming, of course, that he could keep them supplied, but never mind that, for now.  There were other people to pressure to ensure logistical support.  “But I’m still puzzled why we should fight Germany.”

“The President has ordered it,” Johnson replied.  He paused.  “Besides, you realise that we may end up fighting both the United States and Germany, anyway?”

“The Americans make common cause with the Kaisers?”  Duvalier knew better than to laugh out loud at an idea expressed by his commanding officer.  “That would take something extraordinary.”

“Perhaps, but their other choice is to make common cause with Britain, their oldest enemy.”  Johnson waved a hand.  “No, I don’t know how that one will turn out.  In any case, general, you have your orders.”

“And I’ll carry them out,” Duvalier said.  He stood, and saluted once more before leaving.

--

[1] i.e. José Ramon Juarez, a Mexican guerrilla general during the Third Mexican War.  See posts #79a and b, and #83.

[2] Liberian accents, and particularly Wilkinston ones, have more distinct emphasis on pronouncing separate syllables.  Even unstressed syllables tend to be pronounced clearly.  Stress almost invariably falls on the penultimate syllable in a word.

[3] Awari is part of the mancala family of games, known by a variety of names, e.g. Oware, Ayo, and Warri.  It probably originated in West Africa in OTL.  ITTL, Liberia has adopted it as something close to their national game, largely because it is a distinctly African game.

--

Decades of Darkness #160: West of Suez

“We are going to have peace even if we have to fight for it.”
- New England President Shane Mullins, 1929

--

19 June 1929
HMS Challenger
Off Port Said, Eastern Mediterranean

Chief Petty Officer Anthony Woodward craned his neck as he searched the skies for any glimpses of German skycraft.  His gun crew were ready to fire.  They had to be.  Challenger’s sister ship, the destroyer Enterprise, had been sunk yesterday by one of the damnable Valk fighter-bombers.  If one of those diving monsters picked out the Challenger, it would be up to him and the other gun crews to stop it before it could release a five-hundred-pound bomb on the destroyer.  All it took was one bomb, and the ship would become nothing but an oil slick and scattered wreckage...

“Skycraft!” the shout came, from somewhere behind him.

A moment later, Woodward spotted the enemy skycraft himself.  Three black specks in front of white clouds, but already dropping rapidly.

“Look sharp, boys!” he said.  They were ready even without his order, and the first five-inch shell climbed into the sky... but it burst too far from the rapidly-plunging Valks.  None of Challenger’s six five-inch guns came anywhere near the bombers as they dived ever so fast toward the destroyer.

The first bomb plunged into the water far off to starboard, sending a jet of water into the sky but doing no harm to the ship.  Woodward never found out where the second bomb landed, but he did discover why there was no third bomb, when a Valk never pulled out of its plunge until it hit the sea.  One of the other Valks pulled up just above the waves, and screamed above the Challenger’s superstructure.  It was close enough for Woodward to see the enclosed cockpit and machine guns embedded in the wings.

“Where’s our damned skycraft?” he muttered, but he still let loose a sigh of relief.  The first wave of enemy bombers were gone.  Now all he had to worry about was a second wave.  And sea wolves.  And the main body of the German fleet, whenever they sortied from Port Said.

--

Taken from: “Wolves At The Gates: The Story of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Noel Browne
Trinity Publishing: Dublin, Ireland

Chapter 2: Around The Middle Sea

The first clashes near the Suez Canal offered both Germany and Britain considerable opportunity in the early days of the war.  In a clash which was ostensibly over access to the Canal itself, the morale-boosting effects of a victory were obvious.  The strategic gains on offer were equally impressive.  Consolidating their hold on the Canal area would give Germany a hand at the throat of Britain’s Middle Eastern possessions.  Egypt would be isolated, the defending British forces cut off from easy resupply, and forced into a two-front war in Libya in the west and Suez in the east.  Palestine, too, would be threatened.  And having naval access to the Canal would allow the German Mediterranean Fleet to receive support from their Indian Ocean squadron.

From the British perspective, recapturing the Canal would reopen the most important sea lane in the Empire and blunt the thrust of Germany’s surprise attack in the Mediterranean.  Any naval battle which inflicted comparable losses on the German Navy would also enhance the British naval position in the Mediterranean, given that the German Navy was outnumbered in this theatre.

In short, the struggle for control of Suez was a significant one for both sides.  Yet the forces they had available were hardly ones which either side would have preferred to deploy for such a battle.

Germany’s forces were on the whole more prepared, but naval commitments elsewhere and the need to mobilise forces quickly meant that they had not brought everything they would have wanted.  They had sent five capital ships, two carriers and three battleships, and a good number of smaller vessels to screen the capital ships and offer support to their ground forces.  But the German Marines, while well-equipped for a shock landing, lacked the heavy artillery and arlacs which would be vital in a major ground battle.  The German sky power was also quite limited.  They had only the sky wings of two carriers; ninety-six Valk fighter-dive bombers who had the difficult tasks of protecting against British land-based fighters while still striking both land and naval targets.

British forces were less organised than their German counterparts.  For naval forces, they had three battleships and more cruisers and destroyers than the German Navy had in the area, but these ships did not have a unified command structure in place before the war broke out.  Britain did have more skycraft available in Egypt, over three hundred in all, which varied from one squadron of the modern Grisham Enigmas [1] to North American War-vintage bi-wings used for reconnaissance and harassment raids.  But these skycraft also lacked a unified command and had not trained to work in cooperation with the Royal Navy, although they did have some experience supporting ground forces.  Britain’s colonial forces in Egypt were also under-manned, although they did have the advantage of a considerable number of arlacs...

The German strategy in Suez had been predicated on the assumption that Britain would maintain a substantial portion of its forces in western Egypt to defend from the Deutschleger forces advancing from Libya.  In fact, Major-General Lord Gort quickly reached the decision to withdraw all troops from the west except a small screening force.  He assembled all available forces for a rapid ground assault to recapture Port Said.  The Royal Navy and Royal Sky Force concentrated their forces for an assault at a similar time.  The stage was set for simultaneous land and naval battles.  The British arranged a series of harassing sky and sea raids over three days while they manoeuvred their ground forces into position, then launched a major naval sortie on 29 June.  The immediate fate of Egypt and the Canal would now be decided in the Battle of Suez on water, and the Battle of Port Said on land...

--

From: “Salt of Glory, Salt of Tears: The Last War of the Royal Navy”
By Admiral John Cochrane (ret.) and Prof. Albert McLaughlin
(c) 1944 New Cambridge University Press
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

...Vice-Admiral Bertram Montgomery set simple terms of engagement for his forces during the Battle of Suez: engage the German fleet, sink or damage as many enemy ships as possible without unacceptable British losses, but above all keep German ships and skycraft too busy to help their land forces during the crucial stages of that battle.

The forces he had under his command were a motley assemblage of those Royal Navy ships which had been assigned to the area recently, rather than those who had trained together.  With the inherent professionalism of the RN, that was not something he expected to cause any particular problems during the battle.  Communication protocols were standard, after all, and while there were some occasional moments of confusion, on the whole Montgomery was correct in his assumption...

The British forces for the Battle of Suez consisted of three battleships, the recently-constructed Redoubtable and the veterans Prince of Wales and Warspite.  These capital ships were supported by six cruisers, twenty-one destroyers, and an uncertain number of sea wolves, variously reported as eleven or fifteen.  While not operating under Montgomery’s command, the RN forces had the aid of a variety of land-based skycraft.  Their main fighter support came from two squadrons of Grisham Enigmas, and three squadrons of the older Turner Gauntlets.  The RSF bomber contingent included twelve Vickers Thunderers [2], and a variety of older bombers, most of which were bi-wings.  Unfortunately, the RSF Egyptian squadrons had no dive-bombers or torpedo bombers, which would have been extremely valuable against the Krijgmarine.

The German forces in the Battle of Suez have been reported in so many different ways that it is difficult to determine exactly which ships were involved.  It is certain that they had two fleet carriers, Der Haagen and Bremen, and three battleships, Gneisenau, De Ruyter, and Tegetthoff.  The number of German cruisers in the battle has been variously reported as four, five and seven, although five appears to be the correct figure.  They had at least twenty-eight destroyers, perhaps as many as thirty-four, as the Krijgmarine placed a high priority on suppressing British submersible activity.  The number of German sea wolves operating in the battle zone has never been officially reported, but is believed to have been less than ten.  The naval sky arm is one of the few components of the German fleet whose numbers are reliably known; Der Haagen and Bremen were each carrying their full complement of forty-eight Valk fighter-dive bombers at the start of the invasion of Suez.  Except for one of Bremen’s skycraft which had crashed during support of the first landings, the remaining ninety-five Valks would be engaged in the Battle of Suez...

Inevitably, the battle involved a series of engagements between the supporting vessels on each side, sea wolves being both hunters and hunted, and a battle fought between ships and skycraft, and skycraft against each other.  None of these engagements would prove decisive to the battle, although they certainly kept the men on both sides busy.  Sea wolves had quite mixed success against warships; they damaged several but only succeeded in sinking destroyers (three German and two British vessels).

The sky battle led to similarly mixed results.  The Valks launched two waves of assaults against the Royal Navy on the day of battle.  Including ships sunk in the harassment phase, the German fighter-bombers sunk one British cruiser, the Undaunted, and three destroyers.  But the German skycraft took severe losses of their own during the sky battle.  The Valks gave a better account of themselves than had been expected, being more than a match for the outdated British Gauntlets, but they were outgunned and outflown by the Engimas.  By the end of 29 June, the Krijgmarine had lost thirty-two Valks, and another ten were damaged badly enough that they could not fly again during the battle...

But despite the smaller engagements and tales of individual heroism, the course of the Battle of Suez was inevitably going to be determined by the clash between the capital ships.  The main British line of battle, including their three battleships and the two heavy cruisers Gibraltar and Singapore, set their course toward Port Said, deliberately designed to force an engagement with the German capital ships, since the Krijgmarine could not accept any threat to the transport ships sheltering in the harbour there...

After surviving the second wave of Valk dive-bombing raids around 1pm, the main battle line of the Royal Navy pushed through the German screen of destroyers and forced an engagement with the core of the German fleet.  Prince of Wales, Redoubtable and Warspite engaged the German battleships Gneisenau, De Ruyter, and Tegetthoff in an exchange of gunfire which lasted for nearly two hours.  The main demonstration this provided was that battleship armour and tactics had advanced considerably since the North American War; despite the heavy bombardment, no battleship managed to sink another during this engagement.

Warspite suffered sufficient damage that she turned away from the battle at 2.47pm, and six minutes later Redoubtable was damaged by a near-hit from a Valk bombing run.  At this point, Montgomery ordered a withdrawal from the engagement, since he wished to preserve his battleships from further damage, and he had accomplished his major goal of keeping the German fleet engaged and unable to conduct any shore bombardment.  All three German battleships had taken substantial damage too, and De Ruyter would spend two months being repaired in dry-dock when she returned to Trieste.

When the British ships withdrew, Gibraltar and Singapore provided anti-skycraft cover for the capital ships.  Singapore, in particular, distinguished herself during this phase of the battle.  She shot down five Valk bombers, largely due to the heroism of one man.  Chief Petty Officer George McKew, commanding one of Singapore’s anti-skycraft guns, had lost a hand earlier in the battle, but he remained at his post commanding his gun crew, and under his orders they shot down three Valks in ten minutes.  This action won him the Edward Cross.

Due to the effectiveness of the anti-skycraft artillery and the damage inflicted on their capital ships, the Krijgmarine did not attempt to pursue the withdrawing Royal Navy.  The damage to their skycraft was severe, with the British gaining effective control of the sky.  This sky control was to prove difficult to translate into damage inflicted on German ships, since the Thunderers and other level bombers accounted for only one destroyer.  But the British had one piece of good fortune of their own when sea wolf S-331, the Sceptre, torpedoed and severely damaged the carrier Der Haagen...

The final tally for the Battle of Suez saw the Royal Navy lose two cruisers, seven destroyers and two submersibles, while the Krijgmarine lost one cruiser, six destroyers, and at least three submersibles.  While the Germans claimed the battle as a victory due to sinking more British ships, the damage inflicted on their naval sky arm was probably the most significant effect of the battle.

--

Taken from: “Wolves At The Gates: The Story of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Noel Browne
Trinity Publishing: Dublin, Ireland

With the naval struggle over, the British now had effective control of the skies to support the simultaneous battle being fought outside Port Said.  But their fighters were still needed to screen their surviving naval forces, and naval support for the ground attack came from only two sources.  Their Thunderers and other high-altitude bombers struck the harbour of Port Said, trying to disrupt the German withdrawal, and some of their bi-wings provided a useful role in reconnaissance and light harassment fire against the battered German Marines...

Lacking effective naval or sky support, the Marines outside Port Said had little to counter the advance of British arlacs and artillery.  While they gave a good account of themselves, by the time four British arlacs reached the western beaches on 1 July, the battle was effectively over.  Covered by naval fire, the Marines conducted a systematic amphibious withdrawal from the city, barring a few hundred who fought on to delay the advancing British Army, surrendering only after their comrades had escaped.  The British formally declared the city recaptured on 3 July.

Both sides declared the overall struggle as a victory.  Germany claimed that it had defeated the Royal Navy in a battle at sea and inflicted greater overall losses, although they concealed the casualties inflicted on their skycraft.  Their withdrawing forces had scuttled thirteen merchant vessels in the northern half of the Suez Canal, and it was expected to be months or years before the Canal was navigable again.  Germany claimed that neutralising the Canal was an acceptable outcome, since they had denied it to Britain as Britain had previously denied it to Germany.

Britain claimed the recapture of Port Said as the decisive blow.  They said that Germany’s treacherous attack had been driven off, and that further defeats awaited the German armed forces...

--

[1] The Grisham Enigma is roughly equivalent to a Hawker Hurricane Mk I.

[2] The Vickers Thunderer is slightly inferior to an OTL Vickers Wellington twin-engine bomber, although intended more as a daylight bomber.

--

Decades of Darkness #161: Who Will You Run To?

“It was the Rapier which won the North American War.  In the next war, the rapier will win the war again, but it will be strapped to the turret of an arlac [tank].”
- General Vincent de Moro-Giafferi, addressing his colleagues on the Italian General Staff, 1923

--

From: “The Evolution of Armoured Warfare”
(c) 1953 by Russell Corum
Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney, Australia

Introduction

The evolution of armoured warfare over the previous 50 years has been a process of gradual improvement interspersed by moments of dramatic shifts in expectations and functionality.  The interplay between designers and users, between military planners and industrialists, and between political and military objectives has contributed to the development of modern arlacs.  Sometimes the changes between models have been evolutionary, and sometimes they are revolutionary, but always, there have been some universal constants.

The users of the first armoured cars at the turn of the century, or of the first Arlac I used at Second Rahway, would be baffled by their first glimpse of a modern main battle arlac such as the Champion.  To their eyes, the 120-mm rifled cannon in a rotating turret, 120-mm frontal armour, and speed in excess of 50 km/hour, would be something which had escaped from the pages of science fantasy.  But they would recognise the essential combination of mobility, firepower and protection which is the cornerstone of modern armoured warfare doctrine...

In these pages, I have allocated what I believe to be a justifiable amount of space to the North American War.  It is true that the development of the first armoured cars preceded the war by several years.  It is also true that the first prototype armoured landships had been built before the first shots were fired over New Jersey, and were originally conceived as protected mobile artillery than trench-breakers.  Still, it was the struggle to break through the trench deadlock of New Jersey that first demonstrated the potential of the arlac, and allowed foresighted soldiers to plan better ways to use these fearsome new weapons.

Likewise, I have devoted a substantial number of pages to describing the use of arlacs in the Brazilian Civil War.  The small number of vehicles used on both sides should not conceal the fact that this was the first conflict where arlacs were employed against each other.  The development of engine technology by this time allowed the first arlacs which could out-pace infantry, clear evidence of the manoeuvrability which would become part of modern armoured doctrine.  This war also saw the first efforts to up-gun American-built arlacs to counter the superior firepower of their German-built adversaries; a precursor of the later race between cannon and armour which has characterised armoured vehicle design since the start of the Great War.

Despite the lessons of two wars, on the eve of the Great War only two armies, those of New England and Italy, had formulated clear-cut doctrine in the use of arlacs as independent strike formations.  The former, thanks to two decades of political restrictions, lacked the immediate resources to put their ideas into practice.  The latter would give the world the first demonstration of the efficacy of mobile armoured warfare...

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 1: The Great War”
(c) 1948 by Prof. Isamu Hayashi and Dr. Berndt Chou
Keio University, Tokyo, Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Kathryn Warner

The Russian declaration of neutrality sent shockwaves throughout the members of the Bouclier.  Both politically and military, she was seen as integral to success.  Russian’s vast reserves of manpower were needed to counter the scale of the Deutschleger and Germany’s allies.  Russian participation would force Germany to fight a two-front war and offer France and Italy some protection from the full brunt of early German attacks.  And the reassurance of Russian alliance was necessary before any of the Balkan nations would join the Bouclier.

Instead, with Russia politically paralysed, Turkey chose that moment to announce their own neutrality on 24 June.  Privately, the Turkish ministers informed Britain that while they sympathised, they could not risk involvement in the war unless they could be guaranteed at least Russian neutrality for the duration of the war, and preferably Russia entering the war as an ally.  Bulgaria followed the Turkish declaration with a reiteration of her own non-involvement in the conflict on 26 June.  Greece made no public announcements about support for either side, and German, Italian and British diplomats did their utmost to persuade Greece to join in.  Despite German offers of Cyprus and British offers of both Cyprus and Albania, Greece continued to delay all decisions.  With a Habsburg monarch and a capital almost within artillery range of German-occupied Croatia, Serbia’s neutrality was expected.  Albania and Montenegro, both of whom already had German soldiers on their soil before the war began [1], had little choice but to declare war on most of the Bouclier nations.  However, neither of those nations showed any inclination to follow these declarations with any offensive military action, and aside from raids against the German naval bases at Bar and Vlorë, no Bouclier nation had any plans to strike against Albania or Montenegro either...

--

From “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

OTRANTO, First Battle of (2 July 1929): One of the first major naval engagements of the Great War, fought in the Strait of Otranto between the Krijgmarine’s Mediterranean fleet and the Italian Regia Marina.  Italy sought to establish a blockade on the Strait to cut off German naval lines of supply.  The battle resulted in Italian losses of two battleships and another heavily damaged, along with two cruisers and five destroyers.  Germany’s losses were one carrier, two cruisers and three destroyers.  The immediate effect of the battle was the withdrawal of the Italian fleet from their main base of Taranto, to repair and refit at Messina and await reinforcements from the French and British navies.  For the time being, Germany had uncontested passage of the Strait of Otranto...

--

Taken from: “Words From The Ages: A Collection of Historically Significant French Documents”
(c) 1946 by Field Marshal Henri Pierre Gascoyne (ret.)
Revival Press:  Adelaide, Australia

A letter from Pierre Marceau, President of France, to Victor Emmanuel III, King of Italy.  Dated 19 August 1929

Your Majesty,

Let me express, once again, my gratitude to Italy and her armed forces for the support they have given to France and our other allies during this war which Germany has forced on us.  I am confident that with the courage of our soldiers, with steadfast determination, with the meticulous execution of our military plans, with the industry and sacrifices of our citizens in our farms and factories, and with the confidence and aid of Almighty God, the final victory will be ours.

We have seen some success in this war to date.  But the colossal clash of nations which is being fought on France’s sacred soil has brought me to this realisation: the Lord must have been playing a joke on the world when he made the Germans, for he made altogether too many of them.  It seems that every man born in Germany has come to take up residence in France, and while the French people have always had a deserved reputation for hospitality, I fear that we cannot accommodate so many.

For while France, Italy, Britain and our other allies between us have more men to take up arms than Germany does, we have not yet given all of them arms, nor have we brought them to fight the Germans.  At the moment, most of Britain’s soldiers still remain on their island, and most of Italy’s soldiers remain in your well-constructed fortifications along your border with Germany.  This allows Germany to concentrate most of her soldiers against France.

We continue to fight them, and to fight them well, but their numbers will tell in the end unless our allies can offer support.  If Italy’s soldiers are able, I ask that they conduct such raids and incursions onto your unredeemed Italian soil under German rule so that you can reclaim it, and so that Germany is forced to transfer soldiers from its current bases to defend Vienna.  If you are unwilling to conduct such raids, I ask that some of Italy’s divisions be spared from your defences so that they can come to our aid in repelling the Germans from our borders.

(signed) Pierre Marceau

--

4 September 1929
Headquarters of the Stato Maggiore dell'Esercito [Italian General Staff]
Viminale, Rome, Kingdom of Italy

General Vincent de Moro-Giafferi cleared his throat, grateful for the chance both to gain a moment to think and to ensure the attention of the half-dozen of his fellow generals.  “This is the best time to attack Germany.  The German lion has sought to close its jaws around Paris, but in doing so it has left its belly vulnerable to a strike.  The enemy is weak, and a victory now will embolden our people and our allies.  Russia has already begun to move to stand beside us, as the Tsar’s speech in Kiev last week showed.  If we can make the Germans bleed, the Russians could be persuaded to stand fully beside us, and then the German lion will be struck on the rump as well as the belly.”

“The Tsar did nothing but affirm Russian compliance to the laws of neutrality,” General Giordano replied, from his place at the far side of the table.

“In a way which chokes Germany but does nothing to us or our allies,” Moro said.  “Our enemy is vulnerable.  We need to take advantage of this moment of opportunity and weaken them now.”

“Or we can wait securely behind our fortified lines, rather than cost the lives of so many of our soldiers in war,” General Amedeo de Luca said.

“That has not saved Frenchmen from losing their lives,” General Moro said, allowing himself a severe tone.  “No, if we must fight the Germans – and we must – then why not make it on their soil rather than ours?  And it must be soon.”

“Besides, the German arlacs are under-gunned, as France has shown,” General di Benedetto added.  “If we wait until next year, the Germans will have upgraded their guns.”

“And we will have better arlacs then, too,” de Luca said.  “For now, if we attack, we have nothing to match the Goliath which has served France so well.”

“Our models can still out-perform the Germans,” Moro said.  “Nor have they learned how to use their arlacs properly.  Our iron spear will strike into the heart of the enemy, if aimed correctly.”

Marshal Lauro Mancini, the most senior officer on the General staff, spoke softly.  But then, he had no need to do more.  Everyone listened, Moro included.  “His Majesty wishes us to relieve the pressure on France,” Mancini said.  He added nothing else, but then he did not need to.

Giordano stood, picked up a pointer, and crossed over to the wall with the large map of northern Italy and the unredeemed territories to the north.  “So, should we conduct a major attack, or a feint?  An assault along this axis, with our arlacs in the lead?”  The pointer traced a line from the border to the Alps.

“Tempting, but I think too obvious,” Moro said.  “Recapturing Lombardy appeals – if we have need to turn one of our cities into a fortress, better Milan than Rome – but it repeats an error we made in the last war.  Wars are won by defeating the enemy’s soldiers, not just by capturing ground.  Reaching the Alps does not accomplish that, in itself.”

“To say we need to defeat Germany’s soldiers is a truism.  We need to decide how best to accomplish that,” General Giordano said.

“Easily.”  Now Moro stood, and gestured for the pointer.  “We feint here” – he tapped a point on the map – “ and then, when the Germans have moved in troops to defend our attack, we make our real breakout here, and then...”  He tapped another point, then swept the pointer in an arc across the map.

“That leaves our flanks rather exposed,” de Luca said, but Moro could hear the hint of excitement in his voice.

“It matters little.  Mobility is what will win this kind of war.  We keep moving, keep the enemy off balance, and break into his rear areas to threaten his line of supply.  Do that, and they won’t have the time or organisation to outflank us.”  Moro shrugged.  “The Americans showed how it should be done, using nothing but infantry.  If we cannot manage the same with arlacs and half-tracks, we do not deserve to win this war.”

Three generals started to speak at once.  Moro, though, watched the Marshal.  When he saw a slight smile on the old man’s face, he knew his goal was accomplished.  The other generals’ objections would need to be answered, but he had no doubt of the outcome.

--

From: “Great Battles, Great War: Memorable Events in History’s Greatest Struggle”
(c) 1952 by Johnathon Pushmataha
Columbia Press: Columbia [Knoxville, Tennessee]

In a war which would become noted for its sudden reversals, surprises, and changes of fortune, Operation Notte e Nebbia appropriately set the tone.  Conducted when the attention of the world was focused on the Metaal offensives in France, Notte e Nebbia was first conceived as a means to relieve German pressure on Italy’s ally.  As with so many military plans, it acquired additional objectives and expectations, particularly from the Italian government, which far exceeded the original plans...

Notte e Nebbia was the brainchild of a Corsican-Italian general, Vincent de Moro-Giafferi.  Since long before the outbreak of the Great War, General Moro had argued for the effective of concentrating armoured forces and striking in conjunction with sky power and mechanised infantry support to rapidly secure the occupied ground.  He often encountered resistance from his fellow generals, despite the effectiveness of his oratory, but he was successful in this instance.

On 21 September, Notte e Nebbia commenced with a two-hour artillery bombardment across the Lower Po, followed up by a series of incursions across the river into the Polesine by elements of four Italian divisions from the Fourth Army.  Their apparent target was Rovigo, and while they did not make rapid progress, their daily advance was enough to cause alarm in the German General Staff.  Two divisions were released from the strategic reserve and transferred to Lombardia, while two divisions from the German forces in Lombardia were ordered east to reinforce the defensive line and prepare for a potential counter-offensive.

On 26 September, the true attack began, for which the Polesine campaign had been but a feint.  Operating under cover of darkness without any artillery bombardment which would alert the Germans to the scale of the offensive, Italian infiltrators crossed the Po by boat in the region between Bergantino and Castelmassa to secure crossing points.  On the same night, Italian paratroops were dropped ahead around the River Tartaro to secure the bridges there.  With crossing points secured, Italian military engineers prepared pontoon bridges.

With the dawn of 26 September, the Italian artillery began a bombardment across a broad front, with the intention of disrupting lateral movement of German troops for a few crucial hours.  Italian arlacs and motorised infantry crossed into German soil, and began a rapid push to the north.  Within twenty-four hours, they had linked up with some of the pockets of paratroopers on the Tartaro, sufficient to secure passage of that river.

The armoured drive to the north moved far more rapidly than anyone had anticipated, save perhaps General Moro.  While German troops won some minor engagements, the speed of the arlacs and motorised infantry, for a few crucial days their General Staff was uncertain of the direction of the armoured thrust.  Some expected a northward push toward Vicenza, others anticipated a more easterly drive to outflank the German forces defending Rovigo.  Germany deployed their reserves to block both of these threats, with defensive forces deployed in place around Vicenza, and others gathered to block any eastward advance toward Lendinara.

In fact, the Italian plan contained elements of both of those axes, and Germany could not deploy troops sufficiently fast to react.  After crossing the River Adige, the Italian Second Armoured Corps pushed north by northeast toward Albettone, with the apparent intention of isolating Vicenza.  With follow-up forces deployed to protect their supply lines, the Italian armoured spearhead turned abruptly east, pushing past Abano Terme.  Instead of attacking Padova, which appeared to be their intended target, the Italians pushed south of the city, seeking to reach the coast of the Laguna Veneta and cut off all of the German forces south of that line.

While Germany awakened to the danger of this encirclement, they could not effectively stop it.  Attempted counter-attacks from the threatened troops could not be coordinated with those from outside, and the pressure from the Fourth Army meant that the troops could not all be withdrawn northward before the Italian arlacs reached the lagoon.  Some German troops broke out west of Abano Terme, and more were rescued by German ships along the shore of the Laguna.  But when the last of the encircled troops surrendered on 14 October, nearly fifty thousand German troops were lost as dead, wounded or prisoners, along with much of their artillery and arlacs.  Italian casualties were only a tenth of that figure.  Notte e Nebbia demonstrated to the world the value of mobile armoured warfare...

--

[1] These were actually German sailors and marines, in a couple of German naval bases along the coast.

--

Decades of Darkness #162a: Spark To A Flame

“If you find yourself in a fair fight, you should have planned your mission better.”
- Attributed to Colonel William J. Walker of the Jaguars

--

From: “You Only Die Once: The Autobiography of General Courageux”
(c) 1948 by Andre Rousseau
Star Publishing House
Lisbon, Kingdom of Portugal
Translation by CS O’Keefe

In the long years of my life, I have seen a myriad of spectacles, a battery of horrors.  I have fought in and lived through the two bloodiest wars the modern world has ever seen.  In my youth and enthusiasm, I fought as a volunteer for the New Englanders who were assailed by Lewis Mitchell, the first of the twentieth century’s great liars.  In that war, I saw the death of idealism, and the triumph of futility.  I told myself that the struggle in New Jersey represented the lowest depths of depravity to which humanity could ever plunge.

Until a generation passed, a time I spent helping my own homeland prepare itself for a war I was sure would never come.  No-one who lived through the misery of the North American conflict could ever want to see the world go through another iteration, and there were enough Europeans who fought on either side to have brought the lessons home.

Or so I thought.  In time Europe decided to inflict on itself the same industrialised bloodletting which the nations of North America had endured.  And so, with the benefit of my military experience of not dying, I found a new role serving France herself during my country’s hour of greatest need.  In a war begun for no clear objectives, a war started because the liars on both sides could not make themselves admit defeat.  In a war which would change the world, I learned a fresh batch of lessons...

In my lifetime, I have seen many things.  Triumphs, and defeats.  The thousand forms of death during war, and a thousand other forms it takes during peace.  I have seen industrialised bloodshed on two continents.  I have seen futile battles where the death toll was in the tens or even hundreds of thousands.  But the worst thing I have known, the event which shattered the little faith I had left in human decency, the one memory which still wakes me during night after night, is the memory of two particular weeks early in the Great War.  Two weeks when Germany began its bombardment of the Peace Line.

From my vantage in the Fortress of Sedan, I saw the worst moments of my life.  There have been innumerable artillery bombardments before and since, in the North American War and the Great War, but nothing would compare to this.  The Fortress of Sedan was in one of the chosen ‘primary zones’ of the Gold Offensive, a sector where the infantry and arlacs were designated to advance after the bombardment finally ended.  That meant it received the heaviest fire in a bombardment which was already dropping millions of shells on France.  The Fortress and its surrounding defensive emplacements had to endure two weeks of unrelenting shelling from every mortar and howitzer which Germany had built in the last twenty years.  Our sector was targeted by no less than three of the obusiers de force which Germany had built, which sat twenty kilometres behind the lines and fired shells which weighed tonnes.

So I and my comrades sheltered behind layers of reinforced concrete and endured two weeks of deafening thunder.  We never knew when one of those monster shells would fall, or if it would do enough damage.  But this was two weeks where sleep was something found only in fitful moments, where every waking breath was accompanied by the fear that it would be the last.  The war to come would see both victory and bitterness, but the memory of the Days of Thunder is something which will be with me to the grave and beyond...

--

Excerpts from “The 100 Greatest Events That Changed The World”
By Josiah H. Canterbury, Richard Irving and Emily Vasquez
(c) 1950, Vanderbilt Press
New York City: Long Island, New England

98.  France Commences Construction of the Peace Line, 1909

Perhaps no moment better symbolises the road which would lead to the Great War than when Napoleon V, newly-elected President of the French Fourth Republic, announced the construction of a new line of fortifications to be developed across the Franco-German border.  He proclaimed these new fortifications as defensive in nature: “These are fortresses of peace, of self-defence.  They demonstrate to the world France’s peaceful intent.  A motorised fortress [i.e. tank] can be used as a weapon of aggression, but a concrete fortress cannot.  They are France’s shield, not a sword.”

Undoubtedly, The Peace Line, and the associated fortifications built in northern France over the period of 1909-1929, represents some of the most intensive military construction ever devised.  Their original intent was simple but effective: to make a German attack on France an expensive, bloody and time-consuming affair.

In its first concept the Peace Line consisted of a series of major forts, the grands ouvrages, spaced at 10 to 15 kilometre intervals, and a variety of smaller fortifications between them.  As time passed and the Peace Line became a more cherished national symbol, a range of additional defensive measures were added, such as sheltered bunkers, anti-arlac turrets, and a network of underground tunnels.  These measures added to the complexity and security of the system, but they also represented a greater French emotional investment in the Peace Line itself.

For while the Peace Line was originally designed to increase French national security, it is one of history’s more tragic ironies that it ended up achieving the opposite result.  At the end of the Second Napoleonic Wars, it had become an article of faith in the French Army’s high command that war with Germany was an unwinnable proposition.  The balance of manpower and the relative ease with which northern France could be invaded meant that France avoided any course of action which could have led to renewed war in Europe.

The development of the Peace Line changed this perception.  While Napoleon V had only intended to defend France, the new French fortifications (not all of them on the Peace Line itself) meant that a credible case could now be argued that France could successfully prosecute a new war in Europe.  The new strategy called for France to deploy behind the Peace Line, where its allies could come to its aid while Russia mobilised to fight Germany in the east.  Which, in turn, meant a recognition that a Franco-German war could now be fought which did not result in an inevitable French defeat.  Thus, despite its original purpose, the construction of the Peace Line was one of the many factors which contributed to the outbreak of the Great War...

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 1: The Great War”
(c) 1948 by Prof. Isamu Hayashi and Dr. Berndt Chou
Keio University, Tokyo, Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Kathryn Warner

French strategic planning before the outbreak of the Great War had focused on one overwhelming concern.  The weight of manpower which Germany and her allies could deploy was easily three times which France alone could field.  Faced such overwhelming odds, France would certainly not fight unless forced to, or unless moving in cooperation with expected allies.  Pre-war strategic plans had always assumed that at least Britain and Russia, and usually Italy, were fighting alongside French forces.

Even with their expected allies in the field, France had anticipated a substantial period of numerical disadvantage.  Most French estimates held that Germany would deploy at least 150 divisions into offensive action within France, much more than the 100 or so which France could deploy if it called on all of its manpower.  Support from Britain and Italy was hoped for, but France also made plans to recall the Foreign Legion and raise divisions of troops in French West Africa to be deployed in the event of war...

The concept of military planning has a long and honourable tradition behind it, but so does the concept of wars turning out nothing like the plans.  The situation that France found itself in 19 June 1929, when Tsar Alexander II blocked a Russian declaration of war on Germany, was much worse than anything which had been anticipated.  Russian neutrality did not give Germany and her allies a free hand in the west; the threat of invasion and the quagmire in Hungary and Croatia kept Germany’s allies from sending any but token forces against France.  And Germany herself needed to deploy some of her armed forces to other theatres.

Still, even allowing for her commitments elsewhere, Germany mobilised somewhere between 240 and 250 divisions to the Western Front, either near the front lines or in strategic reserve waiting to exploit any opportunities on that front.  France needed to find all available reserves of manpower, and even then she faced considerably worse odds than had been planned.  Her response was to commit nearly every available soldier immediately to the struggle.  Mobilisation within France itself was swift, and the overseas troops were called in far more rapidly than had been anticipated.  The Foreign Legion was called to metropolitan France – the first time it had been so deployed – on the outbreak of war, and the first two West African divisions were formed within a week of the declaration of war.  More would be sent over the following weeks.  Despite some occasional scares when various German warships penetrated the western Mediterranean, France kept landing overseas troops and moving them into place while Germany manoeuvred its own soldiers and artillery into place for its great western offensive.

The support which France received from her allies was also less than her pre-war planning had called for.  Aragon sent four divisions during the opening phase of the war, but retained the rest of her own manpower in case of attack from Castile or Portugal.  Italy kept her armies defending her own soil, and while this helped to divert a few German divisions from the major offensive, it was not the additional defensive manpower which France had expected.  Britain ordered the deployment of a 25-division strong British Expeditionary Force, which was larger than her own pre-war plans had called for, but less than France had hoped for.  In total, 136 French and allied divisions awaited the assault of German armies with nearly twice that number of available forces...

--

From: “Days of Thunder”
Part of the Octopus Military History Series
(c) 1947 by Alexander Middleton
Octopus Books: Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia

At 4:30am on 15 July 1929, the first great battle of the Great War commenced when more than 15,000 German heavy guns opened fire across the border.  Their target was the pride of French military engineering, the Peace Line that protected their nation’s frontiers.  The greatest artillery bombardment the world had ever seen started on that day.  The culmination of years of German military planning, this campaign saw more than a million shells fired on each of the first fourteen Days of Thunder.  They had one simple objective: to reduce the mighty French fortifications to rubble.

The German bombardment made use of nearly every kind of artillery which military ingenuity has ever invented.  The most celebrated of these is the nine Heavy Fritzes, 760-mm rifled railway guns designed to fire six-tonne shells a distance of up to 30km.  These guns had considerable limitations, needing three or four weeks to set up, requiring double-tracked railways for transportation, and with only modest accuracy in their bombardment.  But the effect of a direct strike from a HF gun was devastating on any fortification, and the psychological effects of their bombardment were also considerable.  While the super-heavy guns captured the public imagination, most of the damage of the first two weeks of the Days of Thunder was inflicted by the heavy howitzers and siege mortars.  They were supported by a variety of smaller guns and mortars, bombing from German skycraft, and a few experimental rockets...

While popular accounts of the war evoke descriptions of masses of artillery shells falling along the length of the Franco-German border, in reality the German bombardment was a much more targeted one.  Most of the heavy shells were concentrated in designated target zones marked for breakthrough by the ground troops who were to assault the Peace Line after the bombardment ceased.  The shelling outside of those zones was largely conducted by lighter guns, with the aim of destroying a few key emplacements, prevent the easy movement of reinforcements into the main target areas, and maintaining the psychological effects of artillery bombardment across the length of the front.

On the fifteenth day, 29 July 1929, the sound of thunder faded.  Some of the heavier guns continued to fire at targets behind the main French lines, but for the front-line French troops, new shocks awaited them.  German dive-bombers and arlacs prepared the way, and the largest infantry assault the world had yet seen followed in their wake...

The German strategic plan for attacking France had been prepared years before the war, and received only minor modifications after the Great War began.  The Metaal Plan called for making maximal use of Germany’s manpower advantage by striking across a broad front, and holding a strategic reserve of tens of divisions in south-western Germany where they could be deployed to exploit any breakthroughs anywhere along the line.

The attack was sub-divided into three separate offensives: Goud, Silber and Kupfer [Gold, Silver and Copper].  Goud involved German troops in Luxembourg and northern Lorraine pushing into Champagne and then driving on Paris.  Silber would see German troops deployed in Nord and the coastal plains pushing south along the coast into Picardy and Normandy, where they would then wheel and attack Paris from the west.  Kupfer required German troops deployed along a wide front from southern Lorraine to the border with Geneva to push west into Champagne, then drive on Paris from the east.  The three arms of the offensive were thus intended to converge on Paris, isolating and capturing the city, with the expectation that France could be forced out of the war at the earliest opportunity.  Despite the names, Silber and Kupfer were expected to be the more successful thrusts, since the heaviest French fortifications lay along Goud’s axis of attack.  Goud formed the role of a strategic feint, intended to prevent France from stripping troops from that part of the front to defend against the major German attacks.  However, the entire German assault plan was flexible, with troops ready to be moved to support any of the thrusts if they were making progress...

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 1: The Great War”
(c) 1948 by Prof. Isamu Hayashi and Dr. Berndt Chou
Keio University, Tokyo, Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Kathryn Warner

The performance of the Peace Line fit with neither French nor German expectations.  France had expected that the fortifications could hold for more than six weeks before there was any serious breakthrough.  Germany had expected that the two weeks of saturation bombardment would be sufficient for targeted breakthroughs of the Peace Line to be made almost immediately.

In fact, it would be almost four weeks from the start of the German artillery bombardment, and two weeks from the start of ground offensives, before German troops first pushed through the Peace Line.  On 11 August, Germany achieved its first breakthrough near Péronne, gaining seven miles of ground in a single day.  The next day, France demonstrated the second part of its defensive military doctrine; the use of arlacs as counter-offensive weapons, rather than in first-line defence.  The French 3rd Armoured Brigade mounted a counter-attack into the flank of the advancing German 16th Army, forcing them to retreat six miles in a single day.  However, Germany successfully defended its breach of the Peace Line, and further breaches of the line would follow over the next week...

--

From “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Kiev Declaration: A speech made by Tsar Alexander II on 29 August 1929, when visiting Kiev.  Alexander II used this visit to make a carefully-worded speech which declared that Russia would strictly comply with all the laws of neutrality in the Great War.  He specified that to ensure that Russia could not be seen as violating neutrality and supporting one side over the other, he was embargoing the export of all war material to either side in the conflict.  The key phrase in the Kiev Declaration was: “Thus, the export of Russian war vehicles, artillery, small arms, ammunition or petroleum to either side in the European War is forbidden.”  While ostensibly an even-handed measure to prevent Russia from being seen as favouring either side, the reality was quite different.  Since Russia did not sell arms or ammunition to either side in any meaningful quantity, the Kiev Declaration proclaimed an effective Russian oil embargo on Germany.  It prevented export to the Bouclier nations as well, but that mattered little to them since they could secure oil from their own colonies or from the United States...

--

Decades of Darkness #162b: When The Lights Go Down

“Necessity saves us the embarrassment of having to make a choice.”
- Luc de Clapiers, Marquis de Vauvenargues

--

From: “The Evolution of Armoured Warfare”
(c) 1953 by Russell Corum
Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney, Australia

One of the ironies of military history is that Germany, the nation which had pioneered so much of modern military doctrine, and which had been the world leader in armoured warfare by 1920, found itself so far behind the state of the art by 1929.  Germany became, in effect, a victim of its own success.  The Deutschleger had implemented a staggered series of reviews and redesigns of its existing arlac [tank] models over the years, and the last of these had been conducted in 1926, in the aftermath of the Chinese Rebellion.  The designs which were developed in that year were put into production in 1926-7, with the production numbers sharply raised in the aftermath of the Casblanca Crisis, and this would continue until the outbreak of the Great War [1].

Since then, new designs had been proposed, new prototypes and even limited production models built, and a host of new ideas had been developed for how to continue these programs.  But Germany had not achieved any new designs at a national level.  Construction of a new German mass-production arlac model had always required considerable negotiation between a variety of government factions and large corporations, particularly in terms of which region would have the privilege of building the new designs.  Now, at the time when Germany most needed to refine its designs, competing priorities, competing military doctrines but above all competition for a limited military budget took their toll.  While there were some refinements to the existing models, the German models of many military machines, particularly arlacs, had fallen far behind their Bouclier equivalents.  German artillery was the finest in the world, except in the field of rockets, but its arlacs and skycraft had fallen behind the times.  France, Britain and Liberia had developed new models of their own, partially in response to the German designs, and had reached some far superior designs...

French military planning had long relied on fortifications, primarily in the Peace Line and a second ring of forts around Paris, but also with a diverse collection of strongpoints constructed across northern France.  These strongpoints had a simple objective, namely to slow down any German advance into France for as long as possible.  To supplement these fortifications, France had implemented a program of mechanization of its forces, to allow considerable mobility for its troops and allow them to evacuate defensive positions whenever required.

The most noted aspect of this doctrine was the French plan for arlacs to be used to counter-offensives against German advances, particularly in flanking attacks to prevent any German drive from gaining speed.  This was to be accomplished by the new French heavy arlac, the Goliath SC-1, which became one of the most renowned arlacs of all time.  According to mid-1920s French military planning, the Goliaths were to be supported by the medium arlac, the Liberty NC-2.  However, limitations to the 1927 and 1928 military budgets, and fresh allocations to upgrading the Peace Line, changed that.  The originally planned numbers of Liberty arlacs were cut in half, although the Goliaths were retained.  In their place, France developed the Sans-Tourelle RC-1, which was effectively a turretless Liberty chassis with a slightly larger gun, stronger frontal armour, and almost non-existent side and engine armour.  The Sans-Tourelles were effectively the first French arlac-killers, although quite different from their German and Italian equivalents.  Although less versatile than a proper medium arlac, they cost only about a third of the price, and were thus produced in large numbers in late 1928 and early 1929.  The Sans-Tourelles were to play a valuable role in halting German advances, particularly in allowing new defensive lines to be established quickly after a breakthrough...

--

Taken from: “The Encyclopaedia of Armoured Fighting Vehicles”
(c) 1952 by Arnold Benson
Columbia Press: Columbia [Knoxville, Tennessee]

Goliath SC-1 model 1929

Type: heavy arlac
Place of origin: France

Specifications
Weight: 52 tons
Length: 22 feet
Width: 11 feet
Height: 9 feet
Crew: 5

Armour: 3.74 inches
Primary armament: 3.15 inch gun model J-22
Secondary armament: 4 TV cylinder guns [machine guns]
Engine: 12-cyl. HPO [2] model L-3 with 620 horsepower
Suspension: torsion bar
Operational range: 180 miles
Speed: 25 miles per hour

When introduced in 1927, the Goliath SC-1 was far more advanced than any other large arlac.  Its armour was nearly invulnerable to its most likely opponent [i.e. Germany] except at point-blank range, and its primary armament was the largest which had been mounted on any production arlac model to that point.  The model 1927 had some substantial problems with transmission and with lack of mobility due to the weight of armour.  The model 1929 had improved engine performance and greater mechanical reliability, although it remained slower than most other arlacs of the era.  The Goliath was invented to serve as assault support, a role it filled admirably during the first two years of the Great War, although it is usually recognised that by mid-1930 it had lost its role as the world’s most effective heavy arlac to the lighter but faster and equally well-armed Lincoln.

--

Taken from The New War, a series of pamphlets produced for the Russian Army by Russian and Bulgarian observers stationed in the Western theatre during 1929

On 17 August 1941, the German 16th Army, pushing from Hesdin and Douriez, established bridgeheads across the Authie, and the majority of defeated French infantry units had withdrawn to the south.  Scattered remnants and infiltrators posed a threat to the German supply lines as they sought to pursue the main body of French forces beyond Crécy-en-Ponthieu.  On 19 August, the French forces mounted a surprise counter-offensive on the westernmost bridgehead.  Spearheaded by a new type of French heavy arlac which had not previously been seen in this sector, the German defenders were pushed back onto their own soil and lost the bridge.

The German 122nd Motorised Rifle Regiment was immediately ordered to retake the bridge, supported by approximately 90 arlacs and several artillery elements from the 16th Army reserve.  These forces proved entirely inadequate to defeat the new French heavy arlacs.  The projectiles from the German arlacs and defensive artillery could not penetrate the heavy armour on the 15 French behemoths opposing them.  At least two dozen German arlacs were destroyed, and the French attack over-ran a battery of 150-mm howitzers which had kept firing until the last minute, but which could not damage them.  Except for the 85-mm guns originally designed as an anti-skycraft weapon, none of the German artillery could damage the French arlacs, and even the fire of the 85-mm guns proved insufficient.  The Germans were forced to withdraw from the western bridgehead, with their infantry and arlacs adopting dug-in positions further to the north where they could ambush the French arlacs from extremely short range if they were pursued.

Most of the French arlacs remained in the immediate area of the western bridgehead, content for the time being to cut the German line of supply.  At least two of the behemoths pressed further east, and reached the eastern bridgehead on the morning of 20 August.  Here, they took up positions blocking the main road just north of the bridge, situated in open country.  They entirely blocked the remaining line of supply for the German forces advancing south of the Authie.  Vehicles could not conveniently bypass this site, and the German wounded could not be brought north to military hospitals.  Because of their vantage, the French behemoths could not be approached from any position of camouflage.  Attempts to destroy the arlacs with a battery of 55-mm anti-arlac guns resulted only in heavy losses of men and equipment, and no significant damage to the arlacs.  It would later be discovered that the two behemoths had taken at least thirteen hits each from the 55-mm guns, with no notable effect.  Camouflaged 85-mm guns were brought up, but the French arlac commanders waited until the guns reached a range of 700 metres, then opened fire and destroyed the gun before the German gunners were able to respond.

The two behemoths remained in place for four days, and were only destroyed on the afternoon of 24 August by means of a deception.  Sixty German arlacs were ordered to advance on the behemoths from east and west, and while the commanders were distracted, more camouflaged 85-mm guns were brought up close enough to fire on the French arlacs.  Even from this close range, the behemoths suffered over a dozen direct hits before any penetrated their armour...

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 1: The Great War”
(c) 1948 by Prof. Isamu Hayashi and Dr. Berndt Chou
Keio University, Tokyo, Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Kathryn Warner

Despite the immense defensive preparations which France had implemented over the years building up to the Great War, it faced overwhelming odds in conducting the Great War.  Many sections of the Peace Line held for long periods; indeed, some were still defended one year after the German offensive on France began.  But the sheer length of frontier they were required to defend, and the immense number of German troops available to be committed to offensive after offensive, began to tell.  Valiant counter-attacks by French armoured forces helped to temporarily regain ground, but the story of late August and September was one of gradual, grinding German advances from the troops committed to the Silber and Goud offensives.

Silber’s advances through coastal France had been expected to be the most successful component of the drive on Paris, and this was largely the case.  Parts of the coast were far more effectively defended than Germany had anticipated, and France maintained control along a line between Dieppe and Rouen, and German troops did not reach the Seine as they had planned.  But by 22 September, the leading elements of the German forces had crossed the Oise and were in sight of Taverny, which marked the north-western edge of the inner ring of fortifications around Paris.  Three days later, elements from the Goud offensive captured Meaux and began to bombard the north-eastern line of Paris’s fortifications.  Of the three main prongs of the German offensive, only Kupfer had not neared Paris, having mounted a two-pronged assault to secure west of the Vosges, and then slowly pushing west toward Paris.  But the Kupfer drive still had a long distance to advance, and the secondary thrust toward Lyon had failed due to stubborn French resistance and most German reserves being committed to the drive on Paris.

As October opened, the Germans were pushing to encircle Paris.  Despite several bloody attacks, they had not yet reached the Seine either east or west of Paris, but the forces of Goud and Silber had linked up north of the city.  Only its final ring of fortifications waited between Paris and the Deutschleger, and this was soon to be tested by the fiercest artillery bombardment which Germany could provide.

While some shelling of the forts near Taverny had begun earlier, the main German bombardment began on 3 October.  It faced a variety of difficulties, not least that France’s remaining artillery was now concentrated and experienced enough to deliver effective counter-battery fire.  Increasing numbers of British divisions along the lower Seine allowed France to concentrate its remaining forces for the defence of Paris.  But the greatest hindrance to the German advance was logistical.  French forces had been careful to destroy rail lines and bridges as they retreated, and infiltrators kept damaging the new transport lines which German engineers constructed.  Difficulties moving shells and other supplies forward became commonplace.  Still, the German forces had captured some of the outer Parisian fortifications, and were beginning to advance in several parts of the line.  Then, on 15 October, a new announcement came which would change the tenor of the war...

--

[1] This is partly based on what happened to Italy in OTL, although for different reasons.  The last major German modernisation of 1926 took considerable time to plan and conduct.  There are new prototypes and designs in German manufacturing which would be models close to what is being produced in the Bouclier nations, but these will take time to approve and develop.

[2] HPO stands for high-pressure oil, TTL’s equivalent of diesel.

--

Decades of Darkness #163a: Through The Fire

Warning: This DoD post depicts some particularly unpleasant events.  It has been the hardest post to write yet (except perhaps for post #92).

--

“You make me ashamed to call myself an American.”
- Congresswoman Faith Griffin Bautista, speaking to General Rodolfo Fierro, 1924

--

4 July 1923
Ciudad Caracas, Caracas Territory
United States of America

Night’s comforting sanctuary had just started to give way to the dangers of daylight as the man who called himself Fantasmo [ghost] began his drive through the streets of Caracas City.  Above him, the first golden light of dawn had already found its resting place on the Mountain of El Ávila, but the city resting in the valley below was still shrouded in greyness.  The rough light from his horst’s headlamps seemed oddly misplaced in this time between times, but it was necessary.  He did not want to do anything to draw suspicion to himself.

Fantasmo took a now-familiar route through the avenues.  He had driven the same journey several times over the last two weeks.  Each time, he had parked his horst near the same place, stayed for an hour, then left.  All to alleviate any suspicion.  All to ensure that the chacals did not capture him before he was ready.  Venezuelans, even those who had surrendered and called themselves peons, were not unfamiliar sights behind the wheel of a horst.  Still, no-one could tell if one of them would be stopped and his vehicle searched.  It had happened to him once during his previous trips, and with no harm done because there was nothing to find.  Fantasmo himself was unknown to the chacals by sight, known only as the whisper of an echo of a curse, and he preferred it that way.

This time, though, having his horst searched would bring disaster.  Best to ensure that familiarity would calm the chacals.  Even then, he could not be sure.  He wished the chacals were incompetent; it would make his life easier.  But they were not fools, at least in this regard.  Arrogant, obsessed with trivial matters of skin colour, boastful and often bloodthirsty, yes.  But not stupid.  Anything he could do to reduce the danger of mistakes, of failure... well, that he had done.  He wanted this American Independence Day – and was that not a joke of a celebration if ever there was one! – to be one to remember.

He parked the horst as close as he dared to the Palacio Municipal at one corner of the Plaza Bolívar.  He left the horst as he had always done, and wandered off into the square.  None of the chacals guarding the Palacio, the main symbol of the occupation government, gave him more than a casual glance.  They knew him, by now.  If today he chose to come in for the celebrations, who were they to stop him?  He was sure that none of the guards had seen him moving a wire from one place to another, or seen the clock which started ticking.

Fantasmo walked quite a long way before the explosion.

--

Taken from the private diary of U.S. President Donald Bellamy, dated 4 July 1923

Damn Eunuco and all his henchmen!  No matter what we do to them, they never give up, and now they’ve found something new.  These would-be Venezuelans may have been inspired by the Canadians, but not even the worst of our northern neighbours would do something like this.  And besides, the Canadians are just doing it to each other.  This lot are doing it to us, which is far worse.

It’s such a simple tactic, but so effective.  I don’t see how we can deal with it.  Pack a horst with explosives, drive it somewhere, leave it, and wait.  Deucedly dangerous, and damn near hard to stop, that I can tell.  Sure, most of the people killed were the ones the bomber would have thought of as his countrymen, but there’ll be white casualties too.  There always are, in one of their guerrilla raids.

This does not look an easy thing to counter.

--

From: “The History of Irregular Warfare”
By Dr. Juozas Miltinis
Translated by Arthur Coburg
(c) 1971 Ausrine Publishing, Vilna, Russian Federation

In one sense, the history of irregular warfare is as ancient as warfare itself.  Indeed, from one point of view, irregular warfare preceded any form of regular warfare.  But in its modern guerrilla form, it can usually be traced to the First Napoleonic Wars and the Peninsular Campaign in what was then Spain...

Guerrilla warfare, although not always under that name, became more prevalent during the nineteenth century.  Irregular or guerrilla warfare was seen across many parts of the globe, but it is most usually associated with the United States and resistance to its expansion, particularly after 1850.  From that year onward, with the American invasion of the Yucatan, guerrilla warfare saw an evolutionary race between insurgents and occupiers, with both sides becoming more experienced, more determined, and ultimately more bloodthirsty as time moved on.  This trend was demonstrated in the Yucatan struggle, the Cuban Emergency, and the Third Mexican War.  It became even more evident during the post-North American War resistance in the former Colombia, Venezuela and Costa Rica...

The most notorious act of the entire Venezuelan resistance was the first horst bomb in the Plaza Bolivar on American Independence Day in 1923.  While this was an iconic moment, it is less well-appreciated that by this time the resistance in the former Venezuela was a pale shadow of its counterpart in Colombia.  Eunuco’s heroics won the respect of the world, and his writings were the inspiration for generations of revolutionaries down to the present day, but Venezuela itself was ill-equipped to regain its freedom.

For reasons of geography and population, by that time the resistance was much stronger in Colombia than Venezuela.  Holdouts still lingered in a few of the Venezuelan highlands, particularly the Serrania del Perija and the Mérida Andes.  But these valiant remnants were insignificant compared to the accomplishments of the Colombian guerrillas.  Aided by a sympathetic population and excellent terrain for irregular warfare, the Colombian guerrillas conducted seemingly never-ending raids.  Large-scale and expensive patrols by American troops occasionally persuaded them to withdraw into jungle refuges, but they would always come back once the American patrols withdrew to the more pacified areas.  Considerable portions of Colombian soil were still under effective guerrilla rule in 1923, having been designated no-go areas by the American military and civilian occupation forces.  After the bombing in Caracas, the Colombian rebels were inspired to further acts.  It was, perhaps, a mistake, since it meant that for political reasons the American military had to take more offensive action, where before they had largely been content to leave the guerrilla forces as de facto rulers of several regions...

--

11 September 1923
Quibdó, Buenaventura Territory
United States of America

“Good to see you again, colonel,” General Rodolfo Fierro said, saluting.

Colonel William Walker returned the salute, conscious of the Star of Honour at his chest, the only reason that someone like Fierro would deign to be polite to a mere full colonel, let alone salute first.  “Likewise, sir.”

“Sorry to hear of your loss,” the general said.

“It wasn’t unexpected,” Walker said, mostly truthfully.  His father had been ill for years.  Life in the Jaguars had always been hard, and it took its toll.  Even though William had spent most of the past ten years in training roles rather than field duties, his body still ached far more than its years deserved.  He doubted he would reach his Biblical threescore and ten, but the service he had given his country had been worth the sacrifice.

“I regret interrupting your grief, but I need you to find me some special men,” Fierro said.  “Men without scruples.  Men who are prepared to do whatever is required to defend the United States.”

“From the Jaguars?” Walker asked, keeping his voice neutral.  He might command the Jaguars, and he had become accustomed to losing men when necessary, but something about the general’s tone sounded even more ominous than usual.

“And all suitable men you can find elsewhere, too.”  Fierro stroked his Boney moustache, a thick brushy affair with upturned ends which seemed a ridiculous affectation for a man of his age.  Most of the men who wore those had come of age after the North American War.  “These are... troubled times.  We need to eliminate these damnable guerrillas once and for all.”

Walker cleared his throat.  “That would be a special mission if we could do that, but I don’t see how, sir.  It’s been tried before.”  And tried, and tried, without much success.  The Colombian guerrillas saw no shame in running, and they had a lot of mountains and sympathetic locals to shelter them.

“It can be done.  Cut off their sources of support, and they will fall.”  The general spoke on for a couple of minutes.  He finished by saying, “And I need you to find the men to do it.”

“I won’t do that, sir,” Walker said, shaking his head emphatically.

Fierro raised an eyebrow.  “Refusing a lawful order from a superior officer?  You Jaguars are an independent-minded crew, but you should know better than that.”

“I won’t do that, sir,” Walker repeated.  “Firstly, I’m not sure that order is lawful.  Secondly, you’re a superior officer, but you’re not my superior officer.  The Jaguars aren’t attached to your command.”

“That’s never been a problem before,” the general said, incredulity creeping into his tone.

“We work with regular commanders, sir, but that’s work with, not work for.  The Jaguars rules of engagement give us the right to decline any instruction from an officer who’s not been given direct command over us.”

“I’ve never heard that before!” Fierro said.

“It’s in the rules for our regiment,” Walker said.  “I can produce a written copy, if you like.  But the reasons for it should be obvious.”  The true reason, not that even Walker would be blunt enough to say so, was so that a bumbling general who did not understand the value of special forces could not just seize the Jaguars and give them any random order he wanted.  The Jaguars had always despised rank, and they didn’t have any general of their own to protect them.  They hadn’t even had any colonels for a long time before Walker was given the job.

“Not to me.  What use is a chain of command if you can ignore any order you like?  Next thing you’ll tell me you answer only to the President.”  The general sounded disbelieving, and Walker found a faint trace of understanding.  The situation was irregular, but then that was true of just about everything about the Jaguars.

“I was on closer terms with the late and lamented swimmer than our current C-in-C, but I’ll follow his orders if he gives me some.  If not...”  Walker shrugged.  “Our usual orders come direct from the Secretary of War, sir.  If he sends me written orders to do what you’ve asked, of course I’ll carry it out.  Otherwise, I won’t.”

“You are insubordinate, colonel,” General Fierro said, with a firm tone.  He had determination to go with bloodthirstiness, it seemed.

“I’ve treated you with the courtesy due your rank, sir.  But I won’t carry out those orders.  The Jaguars are soldiers, not murderers,” Walker said.

“No-one is asking your soldiers to kill anyone unless they’re attacked,” the general said.

Walker could no longer keep his voice calm.  “Those orders amount to murder, sir, and you know it.  Those are not legitimate targets of war.”

Fierro gave him a long stare, then shrugged.  “If you won’t carry out these orders, I’ll find someone else who will.  Dismissed, colonel.”

Walker saluted.  “On their conscience be it, then.”  He turned and stalked out.

--

“Guerrillas move.  Crops don’t.  So burn them, and let the guerrillas and their sympathisers eat their pride.”
- Brigadier General Rodolfo Fierro, 1923

--

From: “The History of Irregular Warfare”
By Dr. Juozas Miltinis
Translated by Arthur Coburg
(c) 1971 Ausrine Publishing, Vilna, Russian Federation

The formation of the first fire-squads marked a new phase in the history of American counter-insurgency tactics.  While there had been many previous instances of military actions against civilians suspected of supporting guerrillas, the general American policy had been to limit their activities with a veneer of legality.  Only those civilians who had been proven to have supported guerrillas would be punished.

General Rodolfo Fierro, who arrived in Colombia in 1922, was to change all that.  He had long been an advocate of harsher actions against civilians suspected of aiding guerrillas, and his instructions were soon to go further.  In 1923, he ordered Operation Safety, creating the first of the fire-squads.  Their orders were simple, but devastating in their actions.  The fire-squads invaded and systematically destroyed crops in rebel-held areas.  They did not strike directly at the civilian population unless attacked – although they were frequently attacked by farmers – but the aim of their actions was deliberate starvation.

“Safety camps” were established in nearby American-held areas, and food and shelter promised to any inhabitants of the affected areas who gave up their holdings and moved into the camps.  Fierro’s explicit objective was to deny the guerrilla forces any opportunity to receive civilian support.  But it is doubtful that he anticipated the wider reaction to his actions...

--

6 December 1923
Quibdó, Buenaventura Territory
United States of America

Twelve years in Colombia-that-was, or close enough to it.  Compared to this, how much worse could hell be?  So Lieutenant General Lee De Forest had asked in his prayers, and he had been answered.  Never ask God a question unless you are really, really sure you want to hear the answer, De Forest decided.

Twelve years, and eleven of those had been frustrating in their own way.  Running here, running there.  Raids often enough to cause fear, but not actually that bloody.  The guerrillas did not cause that many casualties, either of soldiers or civilians.  They hated killing those who they still thought of as Colombians, and too many strikes on American soldiers risked provoking a wide-scale response.  The total number of American soldiers dead had been less than two thousand for each of the last five years.  Considerably below it, in most cases.  Compared to any of the great battles of the North American War, those casualties were barely worth noticing.

No, what De Forest found so soul-destroying was the never-ending nature of the struggle.  The guerrillas were determined, and they seemed to have a good sense of just how much they could bleed America without encouraging the politicians back in Columbia to spend the money for more troops.  Given more soldiers, he could have... well, he would probably only have made himself feel better.  There had been wide-scale sweeps in early years, but all that did was make the guerrillas go to ground for a while.  They would wait until Congress got bored of spending so much money on troops apparently doing nothing, and then start up the raids again.  Not as severe as before, but enough to keep every American soldier on edge.

Still, for all of the frustrations of that period, De Forest would gladly have traded them for this nightmare.  He gave the other general in front of him a long stare.  “Rodolfo, you should have prepared so much better for this.”

Rodolfo Fierro shrugged.  “The troops were all well-equipped.  The camps were in place and supplied to feed the escapees.  What else should I have done?”

Should have found a conscience, De Forest thought.  If it could be done, he would have called for the surgeons to implant one into Fierro.  If only.  “Don’t be obtuse.  You should have prepared better politically.  This is going to cause a scandal around the world, and I’m not sure your career can survive it.”

Fierro sounded bland, but then he usually did.  Except when actually around enemy soldiers, especially prisoners.  “Alvar O’Brien got away with something equally controversial.”

“You aren’t O’Brien.  You don’t have the aura of heroism he had even before he went to New Caledonia.  You didn’t prepare the ground the way he did, either.  And even he, you will note, found it politic to leave the army a few years later.”

De Forest tried to put to rest a lingering fear that Fierro’s ghastly methods would still be used, no matter what happened to their creator.  The problem was that they were effective, if men without compassion could be found to deliver them.  The guerrillas would be much easier to eliminate if they didn’t have local civilians for support.  But some things were not worth the price.

“He wasn’t forced out.  Nor will I be.”

De Forest allowed himself a chuckle.  “Forced out, no.  But ways will be found to put pressure on you.  The politicians will do that... unless you have found some political allies to defend you.”

--

7 April 1953
Hobson University, Eden [Auckland, New Zealand]
Kingdom of Australia

Associate Professor Adrian Disraeli gives the crowded lecture hall only a brief glance before beginning his speech.  This far into the semester, the students should know to be seated on time, and quiet on time, too.

“Welcome back for this, the fifth lecture on ‘Understanding The Great War’.  This lecture will describe the causes and effects of American involvement in the war.  I understand that some of you have been looking forward to this lecture.”  He spares the briefest of glances at Danielle Warner, a never-ending source of questions.  “The road which led the United States into the Great War is complex, and often difficult to follow given contemporary events.  The United States represents a culture which on the one hand has much in common with our own, given our shared heritage, and which on the other hand has developed along an altogether different path.

“Consider, for example, a word which is well-known in association with the United States.  Warhawk.  Is there anyone here who has not heard that word?”

The question might as well be rhetorical, for no student raises a hand.

“It is one often mentioned of late, as a term of both praise and abuse in both the United States and the wider world.  It is one with a long history, yet not in the form which might be expected.  The term warhawk first came into use during the first decade of the nineteenth century, for American politicians who advocated war with Great Britain.  Yet for all that militarism has hardly been unknown in American history, the label warhawk was one which was not used again for a considerable period after that war.

“This lapse is no doubt due in large part to America’s defeat during the Second American Revolution, but there are other reasons.  The term warhawk came to mean someone who advocated war with major powers, not just the weaker states which the United States became so noted for annexing during the nineteenth century.  Warhawks were a relatively minor fringe movement during most of that century, although some of them achieved prominence.  Lewis Mitchell is the most famous of those; his intentions became actions during the twentieth century, but he had been calling for war with Britain as far back as 1880.

“During the twentieth century, the term rose into prominence, and it is a convenient reference point for recognising the underlying shifts in American attitudes.  For most of the nineteenth century, the United States sought to avoid conflict with the established powers, and typically pursued its own conquests while the other world powers were distracted by warfare or crisis elsewhere.  But in the new century, Lewis Mitchell and many of his contemporaries were called warhawks, although at the time that was only one of many names for them.

“Hawkism and broader American militarism went into temporary eclipse after the failed American intervention in the Brazilian Civil War, but it returned with the 1920s.  In this decade came a new generation of voters and politicians.  These were men who had grown up with American victory during the North American War, and who sought to win new glory of their own.  Just as after the First American Revolution came a new generation convinced of their nation’s supremacy, so the North American War produced a new breed of men who believed that the United States could triumph against any opponent.  The example of the Brazilian Civil War meant little to them.  The prevailing view amongst the new warhawks was that the United States would have defeated Germany if it came to open war, and that the Senate of the time had chosen ignominy over victory.

“At first, the new warhawks were a fringe movement, both literally and metaphorically.  They came from the fringes of American territory, particularly in areas which had seen enemy invasion during the North American War – Nicaragua, Indiana, and Illinois, most notably.  But from these beginnings, they would rise in prominence.  They were mostly members of the Democratic Party, and although Harlan Porter won the 1924 presidential nomination and the election by opposing their policies, the warhawks became ever more vocal and increasingly popular as the wider world drifted toward war.

“The most influential of the early warhawks was Senator Jefferson Davis Caden of Nicaragua...”

--

From “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

“Fire-Squads”: The informal name given to units of soldiers created to suppress guerrilla warfare in the former Colombia in 1923-1926.  Formally, they were referred to as SRUs (special reconnaissance units).  The fire-squads were created under the auspices of Rodolfo Fierro (q.v.), with the explicit purpose of destroying civilian support for the guerrillas by any necessary means.  The fire-squads typically sought to destroy planted crops shortly before harvest time, with the express aim of forcing the civilian population to relocate to designated safety camps (q.v.) where they could be contained.  It remains a contentious issue whether fire-squads were given direct orders to fire on civilians without provocation, but the fire-squads are reliably reported to have conducted massacres of civilians on those occasions when they were fired upon...

--

“Let my distinguished colleague remember that we are at war.  War means fighting, and fighting means killing.”
- Senator Jefferson Davis Caden, responding to Senator Plutarco Bautista’s condemnation of Operation Safety, 1924

--

Decades of Darkness #163b: Rescue Me

“Far better it is to dare mighty things, than to take rank with those poor, timid spirits who know neither victory nor defeat.”
- Inscribed below a statue of U.S. President Hugh Griffin in Wright High School, Packer, Washington State [Branson, Missouri]

“If a man takes no thought about what is distant, he will find sorrow near at hand.”
- Attributed to Confucius

--

12 March 1924
United States Capitol
Columbia, Federal District
United States of America

Jefferson Davis Caden, junior Senator from Nicaragua, had seen few really lively debates during his five years in the Senate.  The Capitol often saw its share of those, but mostly in the House of Representatives wing, at the other end of the building.  Here, the Senators were much more cordial with each other.  Most times, he appreciated that, but at times he found it frustrating.

Such as now.  The hopelessly pacifistic Plutarco Bautista had the floor, droning on about the suffering being inflicted on the civilians in the rebellious territories.  Caden dearly wished that he could make some suitable remarks about Bautista’s hypocrisies, but doing so would only alienate some of the other Senators.

Why couldn’t they see Bautista’s hypocrisy?  Caden had no problems – well, not many – with men who opposed war, provided they were consistent about it.  Bautista, on the other hand, was a hypocrite.  He said that he supported war, but he always found some reason to oppose any specific war that was mentioned.  He had even opposed the North American War; one of the few senators who could claim that dubious honour, although he had been in the House then.

Caden waited as patiently as he could for Bautista’s long speech to draw to a close.

“Let us not hide behind euphemisms.  General Fierro speaks of refuges, of places of safety, of population relocations and of pacifications.  But there are more accurate words to describe these actions.  Starvation.  Massacre.  Assembly camps [1].  Mass murder.  How many hundreds, or thousands, are dead already from hunger or from trying to defend their crops?  No member of this chamber, I am sure, objects to the deaths of guerrillas who strike at American soldiers, or those who have been proven to aid them.  But those who are dying in the south are guilty of nothing more than trying to defend their homes and livelihoods.  If we condone Fierro’s methods, we will condone the worst kind of abuse of the rule of law, and the desecration of the social contract where the white race cares for the members of lesser races under its rule, not massacres them.”

Caden stood, and at a nod from the President pro tempore, gave his reply.  “Let my distinguished colleague remember that we are at war.  War means fighting, and fighting means killing.  The unfortunate deaths brought about by this course of action are indeed regretful.  But let us not forget that first of all, many of these people have given support for guerrillas.  Not all, true, but most of them are conspirators against the rule of the United States.  The guerrillas could not function without the support of the local population, and because they have enough support, the rule of law does not apply.

“How can we expect to arrest those responsible for harbouring the guerrillas, when any witnesses are terrified to come forward for fear of retribution?  The rule of law has manifestly broken down in these regions, and this has been so for nearly two decades.  These are territories which are, in fact if not in name, in rebellion against the government of the United States.

Although he would never admit it publicly, Caden disliked what Fierro was doing down in the South.  But there was no denying that it was damnably effective.  In a handful of months he had pacified regions which had held out for so many years.  If left to finish the task, he could have the whole of the South pacified in a year or two.  That accomplishment, and more specifically the way it reduced the number of dead American soldiers, was what mattered in the end.  Caden had to make the Senate see that.

“Given that, we must act in two ways.  Firstly, we must ensure that the deaths of American soldiers are kept to a minimum.  Secondly, we must try to bring the rebellion to an end as quickly as possible.  Fierro’s tactics, although unpleasant, are the best way to achieve these goals.  I do not suggest that they are tactics which should be employed at all times and in all places, but they fit the current circumstances.

“Remember, my friends, these are regions which have been in near-continuous rebellion for the last sixteen years, with no end in sight.  This is not a situation which will be easily quelled, but it must be done, for the safety of America’s soldiers and to bring about peace.”

When Caden sat, Senator Hull of Tennessee, another newcomer to the Senate, stood.  But where Caden had won election directly to the Senate, Hull had first served a long period in the House of Representatives.  Hull said, “This war in the south has brought with it a truly incredible abandonment of morality and a terrifying prospect of rapid and almost limitless development in that direction.  Under the ominous shadow which this new war and its attendant circumstances have cast on the world, we need to remember that good conduct is as essential to civilized existence as the air we breathe is to life itself.”

Hull kept speaking, but Caden stopped listening.  Hull didn’t see the truth, either, although he wasn’t as hypocritical about it as Bautista.  At least Hull had the integrity of his convictions; he readily admitted that the only war he thought was just was one in defence of the United States or an ally.  Given that no nation was really likely to attack America, and its only remaining ally was a tenuous connection with Portugal, that made Hull’s support for any future war improbable.

They just don’t see it, he thought.  Few Americans really did, although their numbers were fortunately growing.  America’s destiny, its place in the world, rested on successful war.  Without that, cut off from the expansion which had made the nation great, then it would stagnate and eventually fall.  Which meant that America had to be ready for war at any time.  And to achieve that, they needed to have peace within their own borders.  The bleeding sore in the South had been a strong disincentive for war abroad.  It needed to be cauterized, and quickly.

Caden knew war was coming in Europe.  Hell, most of the world knew it, even if they would not yet admit it.  Whether it was from the next crisis, or from the one after that, Europe would soon be engulfed by a war which would make even the North American War look small by comparison.  And when that happened, the United States needed to be free of internal distractions, so that it could join the war at the most opportune moment.  Only then could the real enemy be defeated.

--

17 March 1924
United States Capitol
Columbia, Federal District
United States of America

Usually, Representative Faith Griffin Bautista welcomed Congressional hearings, especially one for the suitably if long-windedly named Committee to Investigate the Conduct of the Armed Forces.  But as she listened to General Rodolfo Fierro, she found it an increasing struggle to maintain the composure necessary in the House.  Being only the second woman ever elected to the House of Representatives, and the first who won election without being a widow of a current Representative, she had long found that she needed to remain calm, or her statements would be dismissed as coming from a “hysterical woman.”

Still, Fierro tested her patience even more than usual.  She wanted to shout at him and denounce him for the villain that he was.  Fierro was not a soldier, he was a butcher in uniform.  Strongly circulated rumours stated that he sometimes led fire-squads himself, and that he preferred it if the peasants resisted, so that he would have the excuse to kill them.

This is not right.  If people attacked American soldiers, that was one thing.  But enjoying killing civilians was quite another.  And most especially, arranging for the starvation of thousands, or tens of thousands.  These people of lesser race needed to be brought under American rule, yes, but to be protected, not to be massacred.

When her chance came to speak, Bautista said, “General, when the British burned farms and herded the Boers into assembly camps, this Congress rightly condemned them for their actions.  Why should we do any less for you?”

Fierro shrugged.  “The Boer Republics were independent nations invaded by Britain without cause, and their inhabitants were defending themselves.  Criticism of Britain for its actions was just.  But the Colombian government voluntarily agreed to annexation.  Those who still fight are rebels and traitors, nothing less, and undeserving of protection.”

“So you will refuse to use these same methods in the former Venezuela, then?” Bautista asked sweetly.

Fierro hesitated, then said, “The rebels there have much less popular support than those in the regions I am responsible for, so there is no need to employ such methods.”

“You didn’t answer my question,” Bautista said.  “Are your tactics acceptable in the former Colombia, but unacceptable in its neighbour?”

“The tactics any soldier should employ are those which will best serve the security of the United States,” Fierro said.  “If rebels in Venezuela-that-was or elsewhere become active enough, then yes, I believe such methods would be required.”

“And how do you decide who is to be considered a rebel?” she asked.

“If they attack American soldiers, then they are rebels, by definition,” Fierro said.

She shook her head.  “Those who take up arms and act as guerrillas are our enemies.  But not those who refuse to stand by and let you burn their only source of food.  The world watches us, and while on many occasions their criticism show no understanding of the United States, sometimes they get it right.  General, you make me ashamed to call myself an American.”

Fierro hesitated again, and this time he did not answer.  Probably the best choice, she had to admit, in the small part of her mind which wasn’t overcome with fury.  When she felt she had regained enough composure, she addressed her words to the entire House.  “I move that this committee recommend a full investigation into General Fierro’s actions in the South, with investigators to be appointed to visit the region and discover for themselves the circumstances which prevail.  I further move that a complete investigation be made of General Fierro’s previous career and military actions.”

That suggestion provoked a long debate, and the committee ended up deferring the decision at the end of the day, but it was worth it even if simply to see Fierro required to sit there and listen to it.

Her good mood lasted all the way home, but not much longer.  Her husband was waiting for her, and she could smell alcohol on his breath.  What had driven him to that?  She’d done her best to keep him from touching any liquor for years now.

Plutarco answered that quickly enough.  “May Caden end up in the hell he doesn’t believe in,” he said.

Or which Plutarco didn’t believe in either, Faith knew, but this was not the time for that debate.  “What did he do which is so bad?”

“He let Cordell and I know, privately, that if we find a way to suspend Fierro or stop the fire-squads, then he’ll personally blame us for the death of every American soldier in Colombia from now on.  Every bomb which goes off, every one of our supporters gunned down, he’ll be there to accuse us, saying that Colombia would be quiet by now if we’d just let Fierro finish the job.”

“He won’t get away with it,” Faith said, but she couldn’t make her voice sound reassuring enough.

Plutarco’s laugh sounded more than half-despairing.  “He may not force a change in policy, but Cordell and I are both up for re-election this year.  Enough of his accusations may stick.  Especially if that damned O’Brien decides to run against me for the Senate, as rumour says he will.”

Faith held back a sigh.  Her husband’s feud with Alvar O’Brien was a long one, and it often blinded him.  “Even he wouldn’t stoop as low as Caden.”

“He wouldn’t need to,” Plutarco said.  “Everyone remembers him as the man who stopped an insurgency.  When standing against a man accused of prolonging one... I don’t know how the people will vote on that one, but I don’t want to find out, either.”

“We can’t let Fierro get away with this,” Faith said.  “If we do, we turn into the butchers that the rest of the world thinks we already are.  I don’t want to live in a country like that.”

“And what if we condemn Fierro’s actions to the heavens, and Caden finds enough friends that we fail anyway?”  Yes, Plutarco had been drinking a lot.  He’d never sound so maudlin if sober.

“There has to be a way,” she said.  Plutarco was looking for some form of compromise with Caden.  She could see that one coming.  The question which she had to ask herself was whether she would be willing to agree to anything which left Fierro still breathing.

--

19 April 1924
Quibdó, Buenaventura Territory
United States of America

“Pleased to meet you, Congresswoman Bautista,” Colonel William Walker said.

“Likewise,” she said.  She extended her hand, but held upright to be shaken, not horizontal ready to be kissed.  What kind of woman was this?  Well, if she had made it to Congress, she was hardly one to follow normal social conventions.

“Forgive me if I come straight to the point,” she added, “But time is pressing.  I’m here to investigate the conduct of the occupation forces here in the South.”

“Investigating the Jaguars?” he asked.

“Only if your men have been assisting the fire-squads, and from what I hear they haven’t.”

Walker smiled.  “General Fierro requested my assistance with forming them, actually.  I refused.”

She returned the smile with a warm one of her own.  She certainly did not fit the image of anyone he’d expected from Congress.  She had to be well over thirty, but her face bore only the faintest of lines, and her auburn hair had not even the faintest hint of gray.  She looked far too young to be in Congress, especially for a woman.  But then, any man who met her would probably vote for her, so maybe that explained it.  “On what grounds?”

“You’ve seen what those squads have done,” he said.  “Do you really need to ask why?”

“Of course I need to know,” she said.  “Congress needs to hear everything.  So do the American people, in time.”

“I did not regard General Fierro’s instructions as a lawful order,” Walker said.  There.  Let her make of that what she will.

“Was that the only reason?” she asked.

“The only one which mattered,” he said.  “I’m a soldier.  I follow orders, as long as they’re legal.”  Which was not always the truth, of course, but that was why he was in the Jaguars, not the regulars.

“What about those soldiers who are in the fire-squads?  Do they think their orders are legal?” she asked.

Walker said, “These days, it’s mostly militia in the fire-squads, not regular soldiers.”  The armed locals, former Colombians who’d been judged on the right side of the racial line – or who’d known some rich enough to buy them membership on the right side of the line – were far more vicious than most regular soldiers.  Which was one reason for the massacres being so frequent, but that was something she would have to discover for herself.

“Still, Fierro must have some soldiers willing to obey him,” she persisted.

“Of course.  But then, it’s a lot easier for them, since he sometimes comes along to watch their actions himself.”

“That butcher does that?” she asked, apparently shocked.  Only later did he wonder why she would act so surprised at something which had to be common knowledge even in Columbia.

“General Fierro claims that it is so that he can see for himself what his men face,” Walker said, keeping his voice carefully neutral.

“Or more likely he wants to see the bloodshed firsthand,” she said.  “What kind of man is this?”

“One who leads from the front,” Walker said.

“Puts his life at greater risk, surely,” she said.

“Of course.  But who’s going to tell him he can’t go?”

“Good point.”  She shook her head in apparent disbelief.  “He’s made plenty of enemies down here, I’m sure.  I just hope his schedule is kept under tight security.  It would be most unfortunate if any of the guerrillas or their sympathisers learned in advance where he was going to be.”

“Unlikely; only a few trusted soldiers have knowledge of his movements,” Walker said.  Surely this woman couldn’t be asking what he thought she was asking.  “Most of his trips are spur-of-the-moment, anyway.”

Yes, she was oh-so-delicately asking exactly what he had thought.  For a moment, he wondered why she would ask a complete stranger to do something like that.  Then he realised that she must have found out a lot more about him than she had revealed.  Such as already knowing long before that he had refused to carry out Fierro’s orders.

And it was a shame, in some ways, that he couldn’t deliver on what she asked.  But arranging for the death of another American soldier, even a scumbag like Fierro, was not something he could do and look himself in the mirror afterward.

--

Excerpts from: “Blood on American Hands: The Purification of Colombia”
(c) 1947 by James Akroyd & Alison Summerskill
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

The precise truth about the political deals struck in Columbia may never be known.  The people involved would certainly not speak publicly about their actions, not least because both sides hated the need for a compromise.  But is clear that an arrangement was reached between Bautista and Hull and Caden’s warhawks.  After they had spent months condemning each other, their rhetoric became noticeably more subdued in July 1924.  Both sides continued to decry each others’ arguments, but with considerably more restraint.  The congressional investigations into the actions in occupied Colombia became a farce, with only a couple of the investigators taking their role seriously while the others dragged their feet.

Presumably the Butcher had also been quietly advised to cease the worst of his tactics.  Massacres certainly became less common after mid-1924, although they did not cease entirely.  The Butcher is reliably reported to have been personally involved in one in November 1925.  And the “safety camps” continued their operations relentlessly.  Those within may have been provided with food for the heart, but they still face starvation of the mind.  The confinement and destruction broke their spirits, and while the majority of the inhabitants survived, it was only to enter a future of servitude thereafter...

In late 1926, after the purification had mostly run its course, the United States Congress finally condemned it.  Legislation was enacted allowing the prosecution of those who conducted such actions “contrary to the laws of war.”  But this legislation was not made retrospective, as it should have been, and Fierro the Butcher could not be legally prosecuted for what he had done.  Reliable numbers for those who died in his purifications and fire-sweeps may never be known.  The United States admits to 50,000 deaths of “guerrillas and sympathisers.”  The true figure is certainly higher than that, and estimates range up to 200,000...

--

Taken from a letter to the editor published in The Columbia Messenger, dated 25 July 1927

Europe now trembles on the brink of war.  The flames which once engulfed North America are ready to rise again on another continent.  And if a new war emerges, it will fast become a global war.  There are those within the United States who argue that we should join such a war, those who would have us once again call on the young men of America to make fresh sacrifices at the altar of freedom.

But the truth is, America is not ready for war with another major power.  While it has been some years since I served my country in uniform, I remain in close contact with those who do.  Our armed forces have been given a new role, and that is hunting guerrillas.  They have performed well in that regard.  But an army designed for hunting down rebels in the mountains of South America is not one which is well-suited for fighting a modern army with heavy arlacs, artillery and sky power.  Our soldiers have the machines to let them move quickly, but they are not experienced or equipped to fight against a mechanised opponent.

We are not without hope, naturally.  Our soldiers have unrivalled courage, and they are well-trained.  We could defeat New England easily enough.  But to fight a war against one of the world’s other Great Powers, as is being discussed, is folly.  We must modernise our military, and we must do it quickly.  Only then can the United States consider involvement in the wider world.

(signed)
Alvar O’Brien

--

7 April 1953
Hobson University, Eden [Auckland, New Zealand]
Kingdom of Australia

Associate Professor Adrian Disraeli says, “The rising influence of the American warhawks throughout the 1920s represented both a generational shift in politics, and a reflection of an increasingly militaristic world.  Caden remained at the forefront of the movement, but he found an increasing number of allies.  Men such as H. Pierce Long, Jr in the Senate, and Edward LeMay and Norman Roper in the House were amongst his most vocal supporters, but at a rough estimate, two-thirds of those elected to the U.S. Senate or House after 1920 were backers of war.  They had seen America’s armed forces triumph earlier in their lives, and with the passage of time, the cost of those victories were forgotten.  Amidst the chaos of one of the world’s most turbulent decades, they saw opportunity.

“When war finally broke out in Europe, the calls for American involvement were quick to come from most of the warhawks.  Somewhat surprisingly, Caden himself was less vocal than most, but when news came of the Kiev Declaration, he made preparations for a motion for war...”

--

A note from Senator Jefferson Davis Caden to Representative Edward LeMay
Found amongst LeMay’s private correspondence after his death
The note is undated, but is believed to have been written in late September 1929

Don’t worry about Bautista when he says that America will get nothing out of this war if we get involved in Europe.  He isn’t looking at the bigger picture.  The opportunities far outweigh any risks.

--

“Twice in the history of the United States, France has come to the aid of the American people.  Two examples of selfless sacrifice on the part of the French government and the French people; two wars fought for no reason but to aid the United States in its times of need.  Now, the time has come to repay the debt.  It is once again the time for one of the world’s great republics to come to the aid of the other.  I have a simple message for the French President and the French people: Hold on.  Stay in the fight.  We are coming.”
- Said by U.S. President Harlan Porter, 15 October 1929

--

[1] Assembly camps are the closest ATL equivalent to concentration camps of the Second Boer War vintage.  The ATL assembly camps were not places of deliberate death, but where many of the inhabitants died due to lack of knowledge about adequate nutritional requirements and an unfortunate disease environment.  (See post #104b.)  With this reference, Bautista is comparing Fierro’s tactics to the similar (although less brutal) British tactics which the *United States condemned during TTL’s Anglo-Boer War.

--

Decades of Darkness #164: Sweet Sacrifice

Credit for the “funk” sections of this post goes to Greg Baker, who wrote most of those sections apart from a few editorial additions.

--

“To question is to be human.  To think of new things is realise one’s potential.  Too many men merely cling to what is already known, adherents to what was always believed.  The measure of progress is how much one builds that is new.  Change, not for change’s sake, but where growth is called for, should become the human condition.”
- Amber Jarrett, American author and philosopher, in “Visions,” 1953

--

17 October 1929
Wright High School
Packer, Washington [Branson, Missouri]
United States of America

Amber Jarrett had always wondered what it would be like to see the sea.  She had dreams of an endless expanse of blue-green water, of the waves her twin brother Chris so often spoke of pounding against the shore.  But she did not know.  She could not know, at least not any time soon.  Living in Packer, so far from the sea, the largest amount of water she had even seen at once was the River Mississippi.

Chris, now, Chris had been able to travel.  He had been pulled out of school the previous year, by a father who cared little for the new educational institutions.  Chris had seen much of the nation, and even New England, and the worst thing was that he did not realise the value of it.  Amber could only watch his back, and that not often enough.  Events had been troubling him of late.

Sure enough, when Amber found her brother around noon, in a corner of the quadrangle, he was doing little more than stare into the sky.  He gave her a brief nod when she walked up, but nothing more.

“Hola,” she said, looking for some reaction, any reaction.  Despite their common age, she had always found herself watching out for Chris, and today was no different.

He shrugged.  “Heard the news?”

“Quite a bit of it,” she said, without bothering to be specific.  The school bred more gossip than rotting meat did maggots, and Amber heard most of it, even when it was about her.  But then, what were friends for?

“No, what the President said.”

“Yes, we’re at war, but that’s ayer [1].”  By the standards of Wright High School gossip, two days might as well have been years ago.

“The new declaration just came out today.  On top of the navy, the army’s going to send a fifty-division Observation Force to France and Portugal.”

She chuckled.  “Observation Force?  Serve the Germans right, for what they did down Brazil way.”  She took in his unhappy expression.  “You want the Freds to get away with conquering the world?”

“Not that.  If the Army’s sending that many men, and just for starters, they’ll start conscripting National Guard units, like they did back in the war.  The last war.”  They had been born after the Great North American War was over, but they still knew its history.  “I could get called to fight in France!”

“Ah,” she said.  Chris had seen the world, and one of the things he had seen was that he was mortal, that he could die so easily.  Amber didn’t really believe that it could happen to him – or to her – but she knew that he did.  “Remember what Hugh Griffin said.”

She gestured vaguely to the statue at the other side of the quadrangle.  She knew the words by heart by now, as she had for many years.  “Far better it is to dare mighty things, than to take rank with those poor, timid spirits who know neither victory nor defeat.”  Those words had been her inspiration for many years, even if she had not yet been able to put them into practice.  There had to be more to life than a narrow education in school, then a fixed life on some plantation or other.

“Far better to be alive to enjoy life than to be someone else’s proud martyr,” he replied.  “Oh, if America was under attack, I’d fight and die for my country, but what are we going to do in France worth mentioning?”

She pointed to the statue of Hugh Griffin again, almost without realising that she was doing it.  “Break Germany, and we can accomplish whatever we want in the world.”

“The world doesn’t need war for me to get what I want out of life,” he said.  “As far as I can see, Congress declared war just because they’d get bored if they stayed out.”

She started to speak, then shrugged to herself.  At times like this, Chris would believe what he wanted; she’d learned that years before.  She thought he was wrong, but argument was futile.  Still, she wondered what he would do if his Guard regiment was called to war.

--

From: “A Night of Miracles”
By Morris Gold
McAllister and Begg, New York, 1949

The SS Cherbourg was a passenger liner of the Compagnie Franco-Americain Transatlantique.  Construction began in 1903 in the shipyards of Nantes, France, and was completed in 1904.  It began service in 1905, providing regular passenger service between Cherbourg (with rail connections to the remainder of Europe), stopping at Cork, Ireland [2], Boston, and New York.  Although the Cherbourg was never a contender for the Yellow Banner of fastest transits, the CFAT ship was seen as reliable and reasonably comfortable and inexpensive.  “You can set your watch by the Cherbourg,” was the boast of the CFAT advertisements.

The Cherbourg continued its service during and after the North American War. As a neutral ship plying its trade with New England, it was liable for stoppage for contraband by the United States, and was, in fact, stopped three times in 1905 and once in 1906.  All four inspections showed meticulous compliance with the terms of the embargo announced by Columbia at the commencement of the war, and eventually the U.S. consul in Cherbourg gave the ship a “laissez-passer” document.

In 1910, command of the Cherbourg passed to Captain Henri-Charles Montpelier.  Montpelier had run away to sea in 1883 as a ship’s boy, and had advanced steadily through the CFAT hierarchy.  He made fourth officer in the SS Le Havre in 1887, third officer in 1891, second officer in 1898, and received his first command in 1901 of the SS Bordeaux.  Montpelier, like the CFAT, believed in reliability and punctuality.  This led to some controversy when survivors of the U.S. merchantman Harbor Merchandise, which had been sunk by NES sea wolves, stated that the Cherbourg sailed past them without rendering assistance.  An internal CFAT hearing showed that Captain Montpelier acted correctly, since there was a danger of being torpedoed by mistake.  The Cherbourg was equipped with funk apparatus in 1914, after passengers requested a means to stay in contact with businesses and friends ashore.

Length: 451 feet; displacement, 17,000 GRT

The SS Abraham Lincoln was a relatively new passenger liner of the Presidential Line of Boston.  Its keel was laid in 1909 and it was commissioned in 1910, beginning regular service between Boston, Halifax, Liverpool, Rotterdam, and Hamburg. The Lincoln showed several advances in ship design which had originally been in the New England Navy, such as oil-fired engines, which freed her from the messiness of coaling, and the latest Krupp-Francona funk apparatus.  Her captain, Guy Noelson, was ex-NEN, having served in the North American War as executive officer of NES Artemis, and captain of a destroyer in the Battle of Long Island.

Length: 476 feet, displacement, 21,000 GRT

The USS John Calhoun was a veteran of the Battle of Long Island, and had, in fact, fired the first shots of that battle. After the North American War, she was assigned to the North Atlantic Fleet’s main base in Norfolk, Virginia. Thanks to the development of naval warfare, the Calhoun was seen as slow, under-gunned, and wasteful of fuel. She was scheduled to be sold to the Empire of Brazil when the Brazilian Civil War ended.

Captain Henry Clarin Vargas was born in Habana, Cuba, in 1882, into a family of wealthy sugar planters.  He showed an interest in motors and engines, and his father, Jorge Vargas, arranged for his appointment to the U.S. Naval Academy in Mobile, West Florida, in 1900.  Clarin Vargas was a good student, though not outstanding.  His temper caused him to obtain too many demerits at first, until he became a member of the Academy boxing team, which seemed to find an outlet for his frustrations.  After that, he rose in class standing and graduated 45th in his class of 183.

Like Captain Noelson, Clarin Vargas was a destroyer captain in the Battle of Long Island, and reconstruction of the logs from both ships show that they, indeed, shot at each other. Lewsley had the advantage, in that his guns caused moderate damage to Clarin Vargas’ vessel.

Clarin Vargas was evaluated as “a competent, loyal, and aggressive officer.” His Academy friends called him “Cudge”, short for “Cudgel” ...

The morning of 10 April 1916, was warmer than the night before; adiabatic fog had enveloped a wide stretch of water off the Grand Banks.  The Cherbourg was one night out from Halifax.  40 nautical miles south, the Abraham Lincoln was sailing west to Boston, having stopped in Hamburg and Rotterdam, Germany. For some reason, the trip to Liverpool had been cancelled.  Ten miles east of the Abraham Lincoln, the USS John Calhoun was cruising...

--

From “Thirty Years a Sailor: My Life”
By Henry Clarin Vargas, Rear Admiral (ret.), United States Navy.
Naval Institute Press, Mobile, West Florida, 1941.

The Cherbourg Rescue

It was a fortunate accident for New England, though not for France.  The cooperation between sailors of the two great Republics of the Americas showed that despite the unfortunate unpleasantness which had passed a decade before, Americans and New Englanders could work together for the common good. In particular, I would commend the excellent seamanship of Captain Noelson of the Abraham Lincoln, whose deft handling of his boats saved most of the lives of the poor people who otherwise might have perished in the chilling Atlantic seas.  Captain Noelson and I had met before, so to speak, in the Battle of Long Island, when he commanded the Nantucket.  I was pleased to meet him under these circumstances.

--

Deck Log of the MV Abraham Lincoln
10 April 1916
0030. Temperature 34 degrees.  Sky clear.  Visibility unlimited. Winds 0 to 1. Sea state 1. Course 243. Speed 12.1 knots by pit.
0043. Sighted United States cruiser [3] bearing 187 degrees relative, course 243 distance 12,000 yards, closing. Informed Captain.

Deck Log of the USS John Calhoun
0042. Sighted New England passenger ship Abraham Lincoln bearing 007 degrees relative, distance 12,000 yards. Engines ordered half-ahead.

Deck Log of the MV Abraham Lincoln
0044 Signal from cruiser: “WHAT SHIP?” Replied with ship name.
0045 Signal from cruiser: “WHERE AWAY?” Replied with destination.
0047 Signal to cruiser: “WHAT SHIP?” Reply: “USS JOHN CALHOUN, BOUND NEW YORK.”

--

MV Abraham Lincoln
10 April 1916

“That Jackal’s getting pretty close,” First Officer Lewsley said.  “I wish we had some guns.  We could teach him to mind his own business.”

“We have plenty of room,” Captain Noelson said, although he felt the same twinge of frustration.  Most times, he could put the war behind him, but when he found himself under American guns, memories came back.  “Besides, we have the funk apparatus.  We can call for help.”

“Who’s near enough to us to help?” Lewsley asked.

“Don’t know, but it doesn’t matter.  With funk, you might as well be walking down Broadway.  Everyone knows you’re there.”

--

Deck Log of the USS John Calhoun
0049 Speed 16 knots by pit. LINCOLN bearing 010, range 10,000 yards.
0050 Signal by light from LINCOLN: “What business?”

Funk Log of the USS John Calhoun
0050 NAL DE UJCK: WHAT BUSINESS INTERCEPTING THIS SHIP SS ABRAHAM LINCOLN IN INTERNATIONAL WATERS

Funk Log of the MV Abraham Lincoln
0053 600 meters QAS QAS QAS DE FCB FCB FCB [4] WE HAVE STRUCK ICEBERG POSITION 45-56N 57-02W SHIP SINKING QUICKLY SEND HELP
0054 600 meters FCB DE NAL: WE ARE COMING ETA 45 MIN HOW LONG CAN YOU STAY AFLOAT?

Deck Log of the USS John Calhoun
0055 Course 345, engines all ahead full.

Deck Log of the MV Abraham Lincoln
0055 Course 345, engines all ahead full. Passed word to Chief Engineer to provide all possible speed; to Chief Steward and Doctor to house survivors.

Funk Log of the MV Abraham Lincoln:
0057 750 meters NAL DE UJCK: TO CAPTAIN: MY ETA TO CHERBOURG 45 MINUTES COME QUICKLY CAPACITY TO LOAD SURVIVORS GREATER YOUR SHIP
0058 600 meters NAL DE FCB: AFLOAT MAYBE 1 HOUR POSSIBLY LESS SHIP SETTLING BY THE HEAD PAX 1190 CREW 212.
0059 750 meters UJCK DE NAL: I WILL FOLLOW FULL SPEED HAVE BOATS READY TO COME ASIDE

Deck Log of the USS John Calhoun
0140 Mast lights of Cherbourg seen bearing 31 settling low.

--

Statement of Captain Guy Noelson, MV Abraham Lincoln, to Board of Hearing, Halifax, Nova Scotia, New England.

I prepared to rescue as many passengers as possible, given that the Calhoun would get there first. Captain Clarin Vargas and I worked out the details by signal lamp and then funksender. A wind, north-northeast, started to blow, force 3, gusting to force 5, and the sea state rose to 2 and possibly 3 at times. The Calhoun would stop and present herself broadside to the wind and waves, providing a pocket of relative calm. I would station myself downwind, and the boats from both ships would shuttle passengers and crew to our port.

--

After-Action Report of USS John Calhoun

23. The number of passengers rescued was 1,146 and the number of crew 165. Most of the deck crew was rescued. The engine room staff apparently were trapped when the Cherbourg foundered suddenly.

24. There were no casualties aboard the MV Abraham Lincoln.

25. There were two injured and one drowned from the Calhoun: Bosun 3/C David Summer and SN 1/C Miguel Gonzalez, along with my personal servant, Nicodemus, were caught by falling wreckage from the Cherbourg as it capsized. Both survivors were treated for concussions, broken limbs, and exposure. I personally regret the loss of Nicodemus, my manservant for 15 years, a good servant and sailor both.

(signed)
Henry Clarin Vargas
Captain, United States Navy
Commander

--

Report of the MV Abraham Lincoln to New England Revenue Cutter Service Station, Halifax:

The number of passengers rescued was 1,147 and the number of crew 165.
By nationality, they were: 

French 645; German, 37; Canadian, 129; British, 154; New Englander, 181; and Liberian, 1. The Liberian citizen, Nicodemus Smith, was kept on board the Lincoln and returned to the person of the Liberian consul in Rotterdam, Germany on the return trip.

(signed)
Guy Noelson
Master, MV Abraham Lincoln
Presidential Lines of Boston

--

Secret Annex to After-Action Report of USS John Calhoun:

...Due to the need to respond to the maritime accident of the MV Cherbourg, the Calhoun was unable to complete her mission of ascertaining whether or not the MV Abraham Lincoln was transporting prohibited material to the New England military.

--

From: “Guardians of the Sea: The New England Revenue Cutter Service in Peace and War”
(c) John Fletcher O'Doull (1952)
Connecticut University Press: Hartford, Connecticut.

Following the rescue of the Cherbourg in 1916, the major seafaring nations of the North Atlantic met in Paris at the invitation of Napoleon V to discuss regular patrols of the North Atlantic shipping lanes for icebergs.  New England, Canada, Newfoundland, the United States, Denmark, Norway, Ireland [5], the United Kingdom, France, Germany, Aragon, Castile, Portugal, Italy and Morocco sent delegates to the International Conference for Safety of Shipping.  While relations between some of these nations were still strained due to the recent wars in the Americas, all nations recognised the need for safer commercial maritime traffic.

The ICSOS delegates readily agreed on a few principles.  They agreed that there should be regular patrols of the North Atlantic shipping lanes to scout for icebergs, and that there should be a network of funksender stations to report on these icebergs, along with weather forecasts and shipwrecks.  They further agreed that the maritime nations of the North Atlantic should provide contributions to these patrols, either through ships, shore stations, or funding.

While all of the nations agreed on these general principles, questions arose regarding what each of the nations should contribute.  It was recognised that all nations would contribute funds to the operations of the North Atlantic Ice Patrol.  But the American delegation objected to the use of German or British ships to maintain the Ice Patrol.  The Germans, in turn, objected to a permanent American naval presence in the eastern side of the North Atlantic.  Aragon, Castile, Ireland and Morocco demurred from sending their own vessels to join the Ice Patrol; they had insufficient naval strength or operational experience in the North Atlantic in winter.  France offered to provide ships and shore stations, provided that New England, Canada, and Newfoundland took responsibility for the Atlantic beyond the 20th meridian west of Greenwich.  This proposal was also greeted by American objections at first.  The Irish delegate George Kilpatrick observed that American ships benefitted from the use of the Great Lakes, St. Lawrence River, and New England’s port facilities of New England.

After consultations with Columbia, the American delegates agreed to allow New England to take responsibility for the Western Atlantic.  In exchange for a reduced fiscal contribution, the American delegates also stated that up to twenty-four ships of the New England Revenue Cutter Service under 4,500 tons gross weight would not count against treaty limitations of the Treaty of Washington, provided those vessels were dedicated to the Ice Patrol...

The first twelve New England ships in the Ice Patrol were destroyers which had been placed in reserve service following the North American War.  These were meant to be temporary expedients, since they did not have sufficient sea-range to stay on station for weeks at a time.  So the Preserver class of cutters were designed and ordered from the Bath Shipworks in Maine and Charlottesville Shipworks in Nova Scotia.  These vessels were excellent sea-keepers, and although they were ostensibly only lightly-armed, they were provided with Goddard rocket batteries to supplement their 3-inch guns...

--

October 1919
Near Weather Station Boston Charleston, Davis Strait

The experiment had been planned for several months.  The only issue was where to hold it, so that the Jackals would not know that it had happened.  The assumption had always been that their spies were everywhere around the major ports.  So it would have to be held someplace out of the way.  Yet that posed problems too.  How can you move everyone to someplace out of the way without someone American noticing, and wondering?

Fortunately, the Revenue Cutter Ice Patrol was a regular user of northern waters. Indeed, that was their reason for being. Twenty-four ships patrolled the North Atlantic and warned of icebergs and adverse weather.  Come to that, weather reporting could be expanded to anywhere in the Arctic, but the Davis Strait marked a good place to put stations.

For some people, anyway, Commander Donald Thoreau thought.  The men chosen for those stations were tough, stoic, and more than a little crazy.  He had to be a little crazy himself to have agreed to this operation.  It was getting into October, and at this time of year, no-one should be up north any longer than they had to.  Not even in a tough old tub like the Succor.

The work crews had set up the construction and set it loose on the water.  Thoreau looked to his camera and film crew.  They gestured that they were up and running. He then turned to the captain of the Succor.  “You may fire whenever you’re ready, Gridley.”

From the foredecks of the Succor, twelve streaks of white fire lit the air, one after the other.  They arced into the sky, glowing white parabolas of smoke and flame, then soared downward and struck around the construction in the water.  From aft, twelve more rockets flew screaming and headed downrange.  They, too struck the construction.

“Cease fire,” said Gridley.  He examined the construction with his binoculars. “God damn! Would you look at that? Would you LOOK at that?”  He handed the binoculars to Thoreau.

Thoreau, an engineer by trade, was a little less enthusiastic.  There were several gaping holes in the construction where the rockets hit; there was scarring by shrapnel, but not enough.

“If that were a sea wolf, it could dive,” Gridley said.  “Once. And not come up again.”

“Yes, but that's a lot of effort for just four hits,” Thoreau said.

“Maybe we could put different charges on every other rocket,” said Gridley, thoughtfully.  “Instead of exploding when they hit the surface, they go down about twenty feet and detonate. Water hits would cause a hull a lot of damage.”

Thoreau scribbled three words in his notebook.  “Well, it's a start. Give our light boats enough of these, and the Jackals will have to reconsider attacking us in the next war.”

--

From the Boston Herald, Sunday, 25 March 1928.

FUNK [Radio] SCHEDULES
New England Broadcasting Service. Station NBBS, Boston 319 meters; Station NBC, Hartford, 222 meters; and Station NBNY, New York, 455 meters.

6.00 a.m. Sign On. Farmer's Report.
6.15 a.m. National Weather and Shipping Report.
6.30 a.m. Morning Sermon.
6.55 a.m. Schedule for the Day.
7.00 a.m. School of the Air: Lesson 12 in “The Arts and Us.”
7.30 a.m. New England Hymns and Songs.
8.00 a.m. News Bulletin.
8.15 a.m. Light Unto My Feet; Discussion with Msgr. James O'Fee, Diocese of Boston, and Rev. Gerald Dewotaine, Boston Episcopal Church, on “Immorality in the Cinema.”
9.00 a.m. National Anthem. (God Defend New England).
9.03 a.m. News Bulletin.
9.10 a.m. Books on the Air: Part 19 of “The House of the Seven Stairs,” by George Barrell Emerson.
9:45 a.m. Church Service, Hartford Congregational Church.
11:00 a.m. Sunday Mass by Radio, St. Patrick's Church, New York.
12:00 p.m. News Bulletin.
12:14 p.m. Schedule for the Afternoon.
12:15 p.m. Sunday Concert: Light music played by the NEBS Dance Orchestra.
3:00 p.m. Sports Roundup.
3:35 p.m. National Weather and Shipping Report.
3:50 p.m. Story Time.
4:30 p.m. Books on the Air: Repeat of 9.10 broadcast.
5:00 p.m. Science and Technology in the 20th Century: Part 9.  Discussion of “Electromagnetism.”
6.00 p.m. National Music: Our Native Land and Sea.
6.03 p.m. News Bulletin.
6.15 p.m. Music Broadcast: “Hail to the Chief.”
6.18 p.m. Weekly National Address by President Mullins.
6.40 p.m. Dance Time: Orchestra Dominicana de Brooklyn plays folk and nubado tunes.
7:20 p.m. Comedy Hour with Fricka and Fred. On NFC and NFL, “We Have Not Forgotten You,” the Dominicana Service.
7:50 p.m. Light Music Program.  On NFC and NFL, Dominicana Service, “Letters from Manhattan.”
8:20 p.m. Detective Wilson of the Crime Squad.
8:45 p.m. Theater of the Air: “War of the Clouds” by Grillparzer, portrayed by the Agate Theater of the Air.
9:15 p.m. South Jersey Program.
9:30 p.m. Music program. On NFC and NFL, Colombian Service.
10:00 p.m. News Bulletin.
10:05 p.m. Nightime Music.
11:00 p.m. National Anthem and Closedown.

--

From a letter left by Larry Blundell, Jr [6] to his mother Cheryl Blundell
Dated 1 November 1929

Mom,

Sorry for having this be my only form of good-bye, but I didn’t trust myself to say these words to you in person without betraying my determination.  Leaving you to work in Canada was hard enough, and this would be even worse.

So, this is good-bye, for now.  I’m leaving the country, and I don’t know when I’ll be able to come back.  I can’t live in New England any longer, not when I know what’s about to happen.  The Chief wants war, come what may.  But that means he will join the Jackals in Europe, or he will keep us neutral in that war and go back into Canada.  I cannot live in a country which does either.

Yes, this means I will be called a deserter, or a traitor, or both.  But this is not the way the world should be.  I’ve seen enough, more than enough, of the struggle in Canada, and I want no further involvement in the troubles of what should have rightly been the nation of my birth.  More, I refuse to hold any more service in an army which could soon be fighting alongside the Jackals.

I’m going away, although I can’t yet tell you where.  I’m going to find myself another country.  One where I can serve and kill Jackals, not help them.

I’ll write again when I find work.

(signed) Larry Blundell, Jr.

--

16 November 1929
Lone Star Vineyards
Near Packer, Washington [Branson, Missouri]
United States of America

Saturday should have been a time to relax, to Amber Jarrett’s way of thinking.  The school week was over and forgotten.  No particular work needed to be done around the house; that was what Pablo and Isabel were here for.  What homework she had been unable to convince some boy to do for her could wait until Sunday.

What Saturday should not be was what it had turned into today; an opportunity to listen to a shouting match between her brother and her father.  The arguments had raged on and off all morning, although lunchtime had seen a wary truce under their mother’s watchful gaze.

The cause of the argument was simple.  The declaration of war with Peru was almost a week old, the corresponding declarations from some of that country’s allies less so.  The President’s long-winded speech calling for the mobilisation of necessary National Guard units was only two days old.

And Chris’s telegram calling his unit to active service was a day old.

Early in the afternoon, Amber found Chris outside.  He sat under the same gum tree which had been their favourite place to climb when they were young.  No matter that their father decried the tree as an unwelcome import from California, he had never dared break their hearts by cutting it down.

“If you’re going to tell me that I should be putting on the uniform, it’ll be a long time before we speak again,” Chris said.

She just shrugged, and sat down.  She did not see the point in speaking.  Dropping a silence could be the most effective tactic of all, sometimes, since people would hurry to fill it up.  Chris included.

Sure enough, after a few moments, he said, “What did Peru ever do to us, except exist?”

She gave a non-committal grunt, and kept waiting.

Chris said, “If I go down there, I could die all too easily, in a war where there’s no point.  They may be weaker men, but they can still kill me.  And we’ll never hold them down, unless I have to turn into a butcher to do it.”

“You might be sent to France,” she said.

“Big difference,” he said.  “White men like Germans would be even more likely to kill me, and we’ll accomplish nothing worth mentioning over there.  Let the Europeans kill each other if they want.  Why should we get involved?”

She said, “If you refuse to go, what will you do?”

“I don’t know,” he said, the first uncertainty entering his voice.  “Go somewhere, or something.”

“If you do that, you’ll be tainted as a traitor forever,” she said.  She saw his eyes narrow, and quickly added, “I’m not calling you that.  But you need to figure something out.”

Then she had an idea of her own.  “If Chris Jarrett has been called to the uniform, and if Chris Jarrett doesn’t show up, then things get bad.  But if a Chris Jarrett shows up, well, I’m sure your friends won’t talk.”

--

From a letter left by Amber Jarrett to her father Kevin
Dated 18 November 1929

Dad,

By the time you read this, I’ll be gone.  So will Chris.  But we’re going to different places.

Don’t ask me to explain all of what’s going on.  Where Chris is gone, I won’t tell you.  He can write you himself if he wants.

But me, I’ve taken his place.  The locket of hair that waited on the envelope was only the first.  A good thing I can fit into his uniform, isn’t it?

His friends won’t talk.  They respect him too much.  And you won’t tell anyone either, I hope.  You’d never find Chris again if you did that, and I promise you I’d never speak to you again.

I’m going to see the world, which you never let me do, but I’ll make another promise, just for you.  If you don’t tell anyone, I will come back alive.  I swear it.

(Signed) Amber

--

[1] “Ayer”, from the Spanish for “yesterday”, is come to be used in a more general sense in *American English to mean something that’s outdated or no longer relevant.

[2] In OTL, this town was known as Queenstown at that time.

[3] The John Calhoun is actually a battlecruiser, by older standards, but one which obsolete enough that it is easily mistaken for a more modern heavy cruiser.

[4] The International Funksender Conference of 1913, held in Den Haag, Germany, had assigned call-signs to each nation and promulgated a standard list of signals and phrases to be used by ships and shore stations.  The German Reich was assigned all call signs beginning with D and M; France, F; the United Kingdom, G and B; the United States, U and S, and New England, N.  The letter Q was reserved for standard phrases, and QAS (for General Au Secours) was reserved for distress calls. 600 meters was reserved for maritime traffic, including distress calls, while 750 meters was used as an alternate, ship-to-ship wavelength.

[5] Strictly speaking, Ireland should have been represented by the British delegates at this conference, since it fell under the purview of “foreign affairs” for a Kingdom within the Empire.  But by this time, the various Kingdoms were starting to act more independently.

[6] Larry Blundell, Jr. is the renamed version of James Blundell, Jr. from post #126d.  I thought that the latter name was too reminiscent of a certain contemporary fictional character, so I picked a different name.

--

Decades of Darkness #165a: Highway to Hell

Credit for this post on the history of Canada in the DoD TL goes to Daniel McCollum, who wrote most of it apart from a few editorial changes.

--

“A Canadian is a man willing to look God himself straight in the eye, and call a spade a spade.”
- Johnny Pekinnen, leader of the Canadian Brotherhood of Socialists

“Woe unto he                 the weary warrior
 Who seeks peace             and silent rest
 as his reward.              Rage shall fill him!
 In times of trouble         take my heed 
 A grave is the only peace   given by God.”

- Excerpt from “The Saga of Tom Dombeck” by Hans Kohler, published in “The Book of Howard [Green Bay]”

--

From: “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr.
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

By 1914 the Golden Years had begun to touch the Canadian North.  Despite languishing under a largely inefficient economic system, the booming American and New England economies began to spill-over their benefits to the Kingdom.  With the restoration of better economic times, the Panic which had seized the nation since the end of the Great North American War finally began to dissipate.  Canadian farmers began to find buyers for their produce in Europe, South America and Asia.  Canadian manufactures began to win their share of the boom times, and investors bet wildly on stocks in Dearborn and Toronto, but especially in New York.

The return of prosperity largely benefited the Canadian (Jacobite) Party at the expense of the growing Republican movement.  Many of the once bitter ex-soldiers and farmers who had made up the core of the movement found employment for themselves.  With this, they began to drift away from the Republican Party, which lost much of the momentum it had gained since the historic election of 1912.  Some strongholds remained, largely in the western provinces and particularly Wisconsin.  Still, the Party all but disappeared in Ontario, a province which was to remain a bastion of monarchist support until the end of the Troubles.

Taking full advantage of their victory, and remaining firm to their conviction that the best way for a government to run an economy was to leave it alone, the Jacobites blocked every legislative effort by a party which they considered to be nothing but a refuge of anarchists and enemies of the state.  During the period from 1914-1919, the Jacobites thwarted all Republican efforts to introduce measures such as minimum wage laws, limiting the working week to five days, or implementing unemployment insurance.

During this period the Jacobites were overseen by Prime Minister Randal Dalton, a man of few ideas whose main distinction was being more devoted to King James II than others, even in a blatantly nationalistic and monarchist party.  Dalton hampered every proposal made by the Republicans, blocking their measure because of who had proposed them, regardless of their merits.  He was responsibility for purging most of the remaining moderate Tories from the party, due to what he saw as their willingness with a group he considered to be “black-hearted haters of Canada.”

Dalton and the Jacobites remained firmly in control until the stock market crash of 1920 and the subsequent global panic [1].  The Canadian economy, so dependent on trade with New England and the United States, buckled and began a long collapse.  Few economic safeguards had been developed due to the prevailing free-trade attitude of the national government for the preceding seven years.  As such, the renewed panic hit hard, especially during the same lower and middles classes who had born the brunt of the previous years of upheaval...

The effects of the new Panic were acute by the time the constitutionally mandated elections were called in November 1920...

--

Excerpt from: “Twenty Most Significant Elections of Modern History”
(c) 1953 by William Bloom
Reginald Press: Schoolcraft, Wilkinson, United States of America

19.

The 1920 election marked the true beginning of the Canadian Troubles.  While the nation had endured a great deal turmoil following its defeat in the Great North American War, this would be overshadowed by the problems that followed.

In 1920, the Canadian Party had effective control of the national government; the National Republican Party had been steadily loosing ground for the last half-decade, thanks to the booming time of the Golden Years.  But with the Great Panic engulfing the nation, the hungry and despairing people turned once more to the Republicans and their leader, Thomas Dombeck, MP for Escanaba, Wisconsin.

The National Republican Party (NRP) had been established only seven years earlier, following the abortive Kingston Rising.  The harsh government crackdown against what had begun as a peaceful march had led many to question the integrity of the national government.  The Party’s founder, Thomas Dombeck, had made his living as a labour organiser in Wisconsin’s Upper Peninsula before winning election to the provincial parliament.  There, he became an outspoken advocate for the rights of the “common man”, and a scathing critic of government corruption wherever he found it.  After the Kingston Rising, Dombeck rallied the disparate reform and protest movements under the banner of the National Republican Party, whose central plank was a demand for the abolition of the monarchy and the creation of a Canadian Republic.

The ruling party in Canada was the Canadian Party (CP).  Like the NRP, it had been founded in the heady days following the Kingston Rising and the collapse of the old Labour and Tory parties.  Popularly known as the Jacobites due to their support for King James II, the CP became the governing party shortly after its inception.  It lacked dynamic leaders, which no doubt pleased the monarch.  The CP promoted the slogan of “Security and Safety”; two words which became euphemisms for increased extra-parliamentary powers by the Cabinet and the monarch, and the effective stifling of dissent.

During the eight years it had held power, the Canadian Party had received the fullest support from King James II himself.  So close was the bond between the king and the CP that many believed that the Party was a meaningless mouthpiece of the monarch itself.  While the economic prosperity of the Golden Years continued, this arrangement enhanced the popularity of the monarch.  However, the close link between monarch and elected government meant that James II received as much of the blame as the Canadian Party for the panic which followed...

The Canadian 1920 election featured some of the worst vitriol on record in any modern democratic election.  Both sides attacked one another relentlessly.  The CP was smeared as being lesser cousins of the Yankee Vitalists, while the NRP was condemned as anarchists and socialists.  These charges both bore some truth.  The good character of many of the candidates was also ruthlessly assailed with a combination of rumours, hints of scandals, innuendo and sometimes outright falsehoods.

This election also marked a return to the rioting and street brawls which had been the trademark of post-war Canadian elections, although this had slowed during the Golden Years.  Both parties made use of their paramilitary arms during the election campaigns.  The Jacobites deployed their notorious Blackshirts, while the NRP introduced its Republican Guard.  While both Dombeck and Dalton claimed to have nothing to do with these gangs, neither party leader completely disowned their actions, either.

Canadian voters now found themselves facing a difficult choice.  On the one hand, they could vote for a party which had systematically blocked any efforts at economic relief, and which continued to proclaim that the economic slump was temporary.  On the other hand, they could vote for a party which promised relief but at the price of destroying the central institution of the government they sought to control...

By the time the votes were counted, the Jacobites were expected to maintain a parliamentary majority, but at a greatly reduced margin.  In the officially announced election results, the Canadian Party held an absolute majority of five seats over all opposition parties, and fifteen seats over the Republicans.  However, this still represented a Canadian Party loss of fifty-four seats.  The Republicans immediately announced that the election had been stolen from them.  This is a charge which history supports; it is that or believe that many Canadian soldiers fallen in the Great North American War were so patriotic that they continued to cast their ballots for the Canadian Party, even from beyond the grave...

November 1920 marked a turning point in Canadian history.  Despite the difficulties of the post-war years, the nation and its government had continued to function and maintain a semblance of order.  But in the months following the election, the Canadian government would be struck by disaster after disaster; a series of blows which would shake the nation to its core, and lead to a breakdown of Kingston’s control.

--

From: “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr. 
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

After the election of 1920, Thomas Dombeck found himself hard-pressed by the radical wing of his own party.  He had long argued for a policy of operating within the existing political system to bring about change.  Yet a growing number of Party heavyweights called for the entire body of Republican MPs to stage a walk-out from the national parliament and create their own independent body to govern the nation.  They argued that they would never be permitted to win a fair election within the existing system.  The current one had been stolen from them.  The Canadian people had clearly chosen to abolish the monarchy.  Since democratic processes had failed, so the argument ran, the only alternative was action.  Dombeck was repeatedly informed that if he did nothing, then they would be forced to leave the Republican fold and create a new party to bring about the necessary change.

Dombeck himself appears to have agreed with them in spirit if not in open deed.  While he also wished to strike a decisive blow against James II, he was still nominally in favour of continuing to work through the existing political process.  Still, his growing support for the Republican Guard spoke of some willingness to use force to achieve his aims.

As the popular leader of the Party, and indeed its founder, the responsibility to hold together the coalition of moderate Republicans, Progressives and Socialists fell squarely on his head.  The pressure began to tell on him; a letter sent by his wife Maud to their son Matthew Dombeck (the provincial MP from Escanaba) pointedly said that she was concerned for her husband’s health.  One can only be left to wonder what would have befallen both Dombeck and his party if luck had not finally turned his way in March 1921...

Ever since the election, Dombeck had searched for an issue which could shake the people’s faith in the Jacobites sufficiently to trigger a collapse of the government.  He knew that Prime Minister Dalton was growing ill and wished to retire from politics, but had chosen to remain in office long enough to ensure that the Canadian Party would remain entrenched in government.  Dombeck also knew that the king’s choice to replace Dalton would be none other than the Defence Secretary, Lord Savage; the same man who had funded the Blackshirts and was their unofficial leader.  Dombeck was desperate to thwart this succession, since it would neatly weaken the Jacobites as well as weakening the opposition within his own party.

No-one still living knows exactly how the “Wright Letter” came into Dombeck’s hands.  He claimed that he was given it by a patriotic young secretary.  The government claimed that he had hired a professional detective.  Regardless of how it was discovered, no-one can doubt the effects of what followed.  The Letter specified, in no uncertain terms, that Lord Savage had received funding from the U.S. State Department (under Secretary of State Gaius Wright) to help restore order in Canada.  This money had promptly been invested into the Blackshirts.

The Wright Letter was published simultaneously in The Kingston Times and The Dearborn Daily Herald.  The public outcry was immediate and unavoidable.  The Canadian public would tolerate much for a return of order to the country, but they would not accept this sort of underhand dealing with an American.  The controversy caught most top-ranking government officials by surprise, including King James II himself.  And it was following this surprise that James II made the first of many errors, which would plunge the nation into years of disorder...

--

20 March 1921
Dearborn, Wisconsin [Chicago, Illinois]
Kingdom of Canada

Matthew Dombeck shot straight up in bed.  The telephone was ringing, but for a confused moment he had been convinced he heard the warning sirens announcing incoming artillery rounds.  Thirteen years after the war was over, some scars had yet to be healed.

The phone rang again, but Matthew hesitated before picking it up.  As an MP, late-night phone calls were rare but not unexpected.  Still, something made him reluctant to lift the receiver.  Maybe it was his momentary flashback, but something sat cold and heavy in his stomach.

“Hello?” he said, trying to keep his voice calm.  “Mom?  What’s the matter?”  From the near-hysterical tone, he knew how bad the situation was bad.  His mother was not a woman who lost control easily.  “Calm down!  What happened?  Is anything the matter?  What happened?”  He spat out a rapid-fire string of words on his own, trying to get a handle on the situation.  After going back and forth for a few moments, he understood the gist.  “I’ll be on the next train.  I’ll be right over.”

His wife asked a sleepy question about whether something was wrong.

Matthew nodded, although there was little point in the darkness.  “I need to be on the next train to Ishpeming.  Dad’s been arrested; they say on charges of sedition.”

The phone rang again, and would not stop until the next morning.

--

[1] Like many commentators, MT Dombeck Jr blames the economic panic on the effects of the stock market crash.  In fact, it was the simultaneous banking crises which produced economic chaos; the stock market collapse itself was merely a symptom.

--

Decades of Darkness #165b: Crossing the Rubicon

Credit for this post on the history of Canada in the DoD TL goes to Daniel McCollum, who wrote most of it apart from a few editorial changes.

--

“A young prince must be prudent like that
Giving freely while his father lives
So that afterwards in age when fighting starts
Steadfast companions will stand by him
And hold the line.  Behavior that’s admired
Is the path to power among people everywhere.”
- Beowulf

“He Gave His Life So That All Men Might be Free”
- Inscription on the Father Weirzba Memorial in Katerokwi, Canada

--

From: “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr.
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

Chapter 22: The Sun Sets

The night of 20 March 1921 proved to be an unnaturally cold and treacherous one in Kingston, Ontario.  The winds harrying the city brought with them a storm, which blanketed the whole province in a new layer of snow.  On the same wintry night, the loyal foot soldiers of the Jacobite regime implemented the designs of their king and party.

“The Last Winter Night,” as it would later be called, effectively stripped away the last façade of democratic process in Canada.  With the arrest of the leaders of the parliamentary opposition, Canada became a one-party state in all but name.  James II wasted no time in consolidating his power.

In a single night the National Republican Party was decapitated.  Thomas Dombeck, Donal Walsh, Otto Koemmer, Einer Magnusson and most of the other party notables were arrested at gunpoint – most of them pulled from their beds – and charged with sedition.  Many of the leaders went peacefully, Dombeck included, but a few resisted.  Cathal O’Neil, the fiery MP for Stewart, Caroline, barricaded himself in his house and refused to leave.  O’Neil held off the police for over an hour before eventually being shot in front of his young son, Fion [1].

The NRP itself was not abolished, and many of the party MPs remained in office.  Most of the forms of democracy were preserved, but the NRP had been stripped of power at a national level.  The NRP kept power in some of the provinces, at least initially.  But with the removal of its senior leadership figures, the party could not establish a viable national leadership.

The destruction of the political leadership of the Republican movement had one consequence which the Jacobite regime had not foreseen.  The elected Republican opposition had at least maintained a semblance of loyalty to the monarch.  With the ideal of political cooperation now shattered, the momentum shifted to the radical wings of the movement.  Within months, the peaceful Republican alliance had begun to fragment as smaller, often violent, organisations emerged.  The Troubles had just begun...

--

3 September 1921
Crown Penitentiary
Kingston, Ontario
Kingdom of Canada

Matthew Dombeck held Donelle’s hands as they walked through the halls.  Partly to comfort her, but also to steel his own nerves.  He found it easier to calm his own fears when he had his wife beside him.  Something about his wife let him do that; maybe the sight of her iron-grey eyes calmly staring back at him.

The jail had the cold and damp which he had expected, but there was something more.  The stifling, stale and mildew-saturated air stank as he had expected, but he could smell something else beneath that.  The tang of oppression, perhaps, of the human misery which could be experienced here.  Matthew had paid good money to see that his father was well taken care of, and at least a few of the guards were sympathetic to the Old Man and the Republican cause.  Still, he never stopped worrying about his father’s health, both in body and mind.

As usual, the rage in his gut flared and grew as he neared his father’s cell, and as he brooded over the injustices which James II had brought against all of Canada, but most particularly against his own family.  The King had much to answer for.

But Matthew knew enough to force his anger back down, for now.  Rage was all to the good at times, but it needed controlling.  Anger, like fire, made a good servant but a poor master.  He had two sons back home, Tommy and Matt, and they would want him to be careful.  His sons did not need to become orphans.

“Visitors, Mr Dombeck,” the guard announced, shaking Matthew from his reverie.

“Ah, good.”  Even those few faint words were ominous.  Had his father ever sounded so old, so wizened, ever before?  Once, he had thought of his father as strong, invincible, even immortal.  Hearing the frailty in that voice brought home the concept of mortality in a way which even serving on the front lines during the war had never done.

“Hi, Dad,” Matthew heard himself say, as if from a distant place.

Thomas Dombeck had not taken well to prison.  His frame had often been skinny, but now he looked gaunt.  His hair had turned from a healthy grey to a pasty white in a matter of a few months, and his face looked as if the fates had cruelly cut into it to divide their share of the spoils.

“Good to see you both,” Thomas said.  He cast a sideways glance at the guard.  “Don’t worry, we can talk freely here.”

Did that mean that the guard was a secret Republican sympathiser, or that he was someone who had the decency to stay bought once bribed?  Matthew wondered, but he doubted that his father would tell him.  Some things were safest not said aloud.

“So, tell me what’s going on out there,” Thomas said.  “They “edit” my newspapers for me, I’m afraid.”

“Probably wouldn’t matter, unless they send you Wisconsin papers, or those from further west.”  Matthew held back a sigh.  “The government doesn’t even need to tell the Ontarian reporters what not to say; they do it to themselves.”

“There’s none blinder than those who chose not to see,” Thomas muttered, half to himself.  “Oh well, thank God that they aren’t editing my private reading matter.”  He gestured vaguely to the stack of books in one corner.  They all seemed to be works on government, law and history, so far as Matthew could tell.  “But tell me: what is happening outside?”

He managed a shrug.  “Nothing much, since my last letter.”  Part of the gifts he had given the guards had included an unstated fee for ensuring that his letters to his father went unread by anyone else.  But there were some things that he did not dare to put in a letter, unless he wanted to end up charged with sedition and a cell alongside his father.

When his father waved for him to elaborate, Matthew said, “James sits in the background for now, letting Mr Small [2] run the show.”  He would not speak aloud the ranks of king or prime minister; neither of those two deserved those titles which had been created for better men.  “Both of them are happy now that the Security Act has been signed.”

“Of course they are,” Thomas said.  “At least they gave that law a halfway-honest title.  They just forgot to mention that it was designed to ensure the security of the government, not the security of the people or the nation.”  He sighed.  “And from what I hear, New England is going down the same road.  The last bastions of light on this continent may soon be extinguished.”

“Don’t give up hope, dad.  New England isn’t lost, and even if it falls, the fight will go on here.  The Party can still recover.”

“The Party?”  Thomas shook his head.  “Forming the Party was nothing but a waste of time.  I thought that we could fix Canada by creating something new.  If we worked through the proper channels, we could reform the country.”  His laugh sounded pained.  “Looks like the radicals had the right of it after all.  We followed the rules; the government didn’t, and we got crushed for our trouble.  All that’s left of the Party is the second-string regional bosses, and they’re too busy fighting each other for control to see the bigger truth.”

Thomas Dombeck paused then, and looked straight into Matthew’s eyes.  He knew then that he would never forget the look in those eyes, or the words that accompanied them.  “The truth is, even if they do manage to stick together long enough to rebuild the Party, it won’t matter.  The king will do the same thing to them which he’s done to me.  What worth is the law when the King who signs it doesn’t uphold it?  No, the time for playing by the rules is over.”

Matthew tried to find a response to that, and it took some time before he came up with one.  “If you think the Party’s that worthless, should I quit it?”

“No, no.  No need for that.”  Thomas smiled, and for a moment his father of old was back.  “We still need elected representatives, if only to remind the people what rights the people are being denied.  Besides, we can’t very well go preaching about a republic if we’re just nothing but an armed gang.  Look at what Brazil’s turned into, if you want to know why that’s a bad idea [3].”

“Turning into another Brazil would be bad in more ways than one,” Matthew said.  Brazil had fallen under the rule of General Oliveira after fighting a nasty civil war first.  Would Canada fall down the same path; chaos and bloodshed, foreign intervention, then tyranny once the guns had stopped?

“True.  But listen: some of the things I’m doing you’d best not know about.  One thing you must know, though.  See that manuscript over there?  Take it with you.  There’ll be more to follow: I’ll have it sent to you.  But don’t read it unless something happens to me.  If it does, make sure those papers get published.  This is for the movement, not the Party.  The Party is leaderless, with all of us in here.  Hopefully I can change that.”  But his laugh turned into a cough.  “Still... they don’t call me Dynamite for nothing.  If all goes well, this will get things moving.”

Matthew knew what he wanted to say.  No pile of papers would make up for his father not being alive any longer.  And what good would mere words do?  Eunuco down in Venezuela-that-was had written rather a stirring work about freedom and struggle, too.  But if Eunuco was still alive, he was cowering somewhere in the jungle.  Words were not useless, but sometimes they were not enough.

“Mr Dombeck,” the guard said.

“Yes, I know.  Time for you to go, son.”  Thomas sighed, and again he looked much older than his sixty-odd years.  “Listen to me: take care of yourself, and take care of my grandchildren.  Remember, no matter what else happens in the world, you’re a father first.  Treasure the time you have with your children.  They’re the biggest legacy a man ever has.”

“Dad...”

“My turn to talk, now.  This might be the last time we ever see each other.  I want you to know that I love you.  No matter what else happens, that will always be true.  Just promise me one thing: that you’ll stay safe.”

Matthew nodded.

“Oh, and one last thing.  I know that you’ve been giving a few gifts to the jailers here.”  He smiled.  “You’ll find a bank account under the name ‘John Adams’ and the number written here, in the First Wisconsin Bank.  Use that money to reimburse yourself for what you’ve done here.  And the rest... use it for me.”

As the guard escorted Matthew and his wife out, he heard his father’s rasping cough echo through the hall.  It would be the last sound of the Old Man he ever heard.

--
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Security Act (full name Peace and National Security Act of 1921)

The most notorious piece of legislation passed by the infamous “Dead Man’s Parliament” of 1921.  The Act was personally sponsored by Prime Minister Princeton Small to combat the growing unrest in the country following the Last Winter Night and the arrest of the National Republican leadership.  It codified and expanded the emergency powers available to King James II.  The most notable of these powers was the authorisation to make emergency directives regarding “persons, associations or situations that threaten the rule of order” in Canada.  These directives were specifically exempt from the usual court processes, with the only available appeal being to the Lords of Session [4].  Given that James II had resurrected the ancient rank of Extraordinary Lord of Session, to be filled by his political appointees, this right of appeal was in practice meaningless.

When introducing the Security Act, both James II and Prime Minister Small had pledged to use the powers as sparingly as possible, and included a fixed time limit of one year when the Act would expire, unless renewed by Parliament.  The Act was renewed every year during the reign of James II and his successor, and it effectively bypassed a large part of the normal parliamentary process.

James II used the Security Act, and subsequent pieces of similar legislation, to suppress both violent and peaceful dissent from government rule.  While those who conducted or planned armed resistance were among those who were imprisoned under the Act, the majority of those affected had no violent intent...

Dombeck, Thomas

...Following his arrest, Dombeck remained active in the Republican movement.  Aided by a number of well-placed bribes and a few well-placed Republican sympathisers amongst his guards, he maintained contact with Republican activists around the nation and abroad.  His contacts included both political figures and influential leaders within the Republican Guard [5].

Dombeck’s imprisonment for sedition (for which he was posthumously exonerated), and that of the other leading Republicans, is reported to have convinced him that legitimate political avenues had been closed off.  He re-opened contact with the more radical and violent sections of the movement, including sending letters calling for Republicans to begin stockpiling arms to prepare for the coming struggle.  During this time, he also began work on his most noted work, The Model Government, which would be published following his death in April 1922.

Model Government, The

One of Canada’s most influential tracts, written by Thomas Dombeck (q.v.) during his imprisonment.  This work set out his ideas for a Canadian Republic.  Based on a variety of readings of government theory, The Model Government called for the creation of a new republican national government based largely on the New England model, with a few modifications.  It included a unicameral parliament, a set of courts which were strictly independent of the parliament but which had powers of judicial review, and a chief executive (effectively a president) who served a single five-year term.

The national government would be balanced by stronger provincial governments, which would have sufficient powers to block the national government if necessary.  Dombeck specifically cited the need to prevent the centralization of all power in the national government, as had been the hallmark of the Jacobite period.  He also advocated the use of the provincial governments as “the laboratories of democracy.”  In this systems, political innovations could be introduced at the provincial level and, if deemed successful, implemented on a national scale.

Finally, Dombeck called for the codification of a Bill of Rights based on the New England model, although with a substantially expanded list of rights.  He expressed the hope that these rights, combined with an independent judiciary to oversee their enforcement, would prevent any future tyrants from gaining power in Canada.

The Model Government was published in May 1922, and combined with the death of its author, galvanized Republican forces around Canada.  One of its leading advocates was Thomas’s son Matthew, who became a leading Republican figure in his own right during the Troubles.  However, even the younger Dombeck called into question some aspects of the plan in later years, most notably the unicameral legislature.

--

Taken from The Dearborn Daily Herald [6]
13 April 1922

THE OLD MAN IS DEAD

Kingston –

Government officials have announced that Thomas “Dynamite” Dombeck, once leader of the National Republican Party, is dead.  He was found unresponsive in his cell yesterday morning by the guards.  The cause of death has been listed as complications arising from pneumonia.  Dombeck had been suffering from pneumonia for weeks prior to his death and was receiving state funded treatment.

Dombeck was arrested on 20 March 1921 and subsequently convicted of sedition for advocating insurrection against the government and the overthrow of King James II.  Prior to the formation of the National Republican Party he had been well-known as a labour and union organiser and as a member of the Labour Party, particularly in Wisconsin’s Upper Peninsula.

... Popularly known as “Dynamite” for his fiery style of rhetoric, he had more recently become known as the “Old Man” in the Republican fold, due to his founding of the movement.  He leaves behind a wife, Maud, a sister, Lisa Ostrowski nee Dombeck, and one son, Matthew, who is also an MP in the Wisconsin Parliament.  He is also survived by two grandchildren.

--

[1] Fion O’Neil would later go on to have a legendary career amongst the Republicans.  Many a biography would be written about him in later years, but sadly, there isn’t yet time to go into this.

[2] The rather aptly named Princeton Small is a rather colorless Jacobite who rose to the leadership of the Canadian Party following the retirement of the previous prime minister and the disgrace of the expected successor, Lord Savage.  Once in power, Mr Small acts as a mouthpiece for James II’s policies, rather than generating many policies of his own.

[3] Thomas Dombeck assumes (as do many others) that the Republic of Brazil is effectively controlled by the military.  He believes that while the Canadian Republicans need to have armed force of their own to match the government, they need a political wing too, lest they become entirely controlled by the military even if they win control.

[4] TTL’s Kingdom of Canada has a House of Lords established on a broadly British model, with a small assortment of hereditary peers and a large number of life peers.  As in the British House of Lords, the Canadian equivalent also acts as the final court of appeal.  This power is delegated to the Lords of Session.  In normal circumstances, the Lords of Session are experienced trial judges who have been granted a life peerage.  Canada in the early 1920s, however, is not operating in normal circumstances.

[5] The Republican Guard is the most organised of the street armies, and loosely associated with the National Republican Party.  Their actions had never been officially condoned by Thomas Dombeck or any of the party leadership, although they had not been convincingly condemned, either.  With the Last Winter Night, the Guard took on more of a paramilitary bent.  In time, they would become the largest and influential of the paramilitary organisations associated with the Republican movement.

[6] The Dearborn Daily Herald has the largest circulation in Dearborn and, by extension, Wisconsin.  It has a generally pro-Republican slant, although with care taken to avoid writing anything actionable.

--

Decades of Darkness #165c: In the Court of the Crimson King

Credit for this post on the history of Canada in the DoD TL goes to Daniel McCollum, who wrote most of it apart from a few editorial changes.

--

“I have done my best; let no one say I did anything less.”
- Reputed last words of James II

“What the Jackals failed to do in ’06, the Republicans now seek to complete in ’24.  They shall not succeed; Canada shall deal with those traitors as she has dealt with all enemies before!”
- Jonathon “Jack” Pine, Jacobite MP from Toronto

“TRAITOR!”
Graffiti spray-painted on statue of Father Weirzba
Katerokwi, Kingston, 1952

-- 

24 October 1922
St. Lawrence Palace
Kingston, Kingdom of Canada

James II, king of all Canada – and let them try to take that from him! – released a deep sigh.  Thirty-five years of age, yet he felt like he was nearing eighty.  He ran a hand through the mop of curly blond hair that had been his father’s gift to him, then smiled ruefully.  How long before that hard started to fade to grey then white, to match the deep lines that had started to form on his face?  Those lines were chisel marks where this nation he loved was gouging the blood sacrifice it demanded of its rulers.

Someone knocked at the door, and James absently pushed away a letter from George I of Australia, his second cousin.  He could save that letter for later, which he could read at leisure.  The two kings had grown close in the twelve years since James had ascended to the throne, even though they had met only once in person.  While James had never admitted as much to any man, and never would, he honestly felt that his cousin’s correspondence had saved him from harm during the dark days following his father’s assassination.

“Come in,” James commanded.

Princeton Small entered, and bowed his head respectfully.  Quite appropriate, really.  James smiled.  “Good day, Prime Minister,” he said, with genuine warmth despite the formal phrasing.  “Are you well?”

“Very well, Your Majesty.  I thank your for asking,” Small said in that high nasal whine which served him for a voice.  “How fares the health of your wife the queen?”

Well might he ask that; it was no secret that Queen Charlotte’s health had been perilous ever since she had conceived their first child [1].  She and James had been married for five years and both had begun to worry that the laughter of children would never echo through the palace.  Her pregnancy was both a blessing and a source of near-constant anxiety for the king.

“She’s as well as can be expected.  The doctors think that she’s seen the worst of it,” James said, hoping that his carefully-controlled voice betrayed none of his worry for his wife.

Small smiled soothingly.  “She’ll be fine, I’m sure.  If the doctors of the royal household aren’t the best in all the land, then the Republicans have already won!”

Princeton Small’s nature matched his name; a stuffed shirt who existed in the protection of larger, stronger men.  Had James not found him in Parliament and nurtured him, he doubted that Small ever would have amounted to anything.  Small had been a convenient tool at the time, a middle-of-the-road figure who was soothingly bland.  After the Lord Savage fiasco, he had need someone to soothe the public mind, and who was so reassuringly boring that he would not get involved in any further scandals.

Still, James had to admit that Small had surprised him.  The man had been no more competent than expected, but that was all right.  James had not and did not want anyone entirely competent for the position.  A competent prime minister might want to become an independent prime minister, and the king did not want that in the least.

No, what had shocked James was that he had actually begun to grow fond of the man.  In his position, James could afford very few friends.  The arms of his wife and the letters from his various royal cousins were some of the few true pleasures in his life.  When he had been a young man, he had been overwhelmed by the hangers-on, who had latched onto him and convinced they were his friends.  Amazing how few of them had been willing to stand by his side in those long years after his father’s death and the insurrection which had nearly destroyed everything.

“No, I suppose not,” James said.  “How go your efforts with the Executive Powers Act?”

“Proceeding on pace,” Small said.  “Some in the party yet believe it takes thing too far, and the Republicans will vote against it of a certainty.”

“Of course the God-damned Republicans will vote against it,” James snarled.  That dried-up husk of a party was not the true Republican movement nowadays, but they wanted to do everything they could to deny their irrelevance.  The lawless miscreants fighting each other across the western prairies and threatening to seize control of northern Wisconsin were the true Republicans, nowadays [2].  And the reason the Executive Powers Act was necessary in the first place.  “I should have strangled that infant in the crib when I had the chance.  The Republicans killed my father, and continue to bedevil me to this very day.”

Small nodded, but he looked uncomfortable.  And why not?  Had he not just seen the human side of his lord sovereign?  To a man like Small, that would be a source of no small discomfort.  “Even so, sire, the victory will be ours.  Even if a small number of our MPs break ranks, we have the numbers.  They and the Republicans will be making only a symbolic protest.  You’ll have the powers you need.”

In truth, James had most of those powers already.  He had proven that since Dombeck had been locked in a cell where he belonged.  If the bill had been in any real danger of failure, James was prepared to dissolve Parliament under some pretext or other.  But still, it had its uses, even if its main role was as a charade nowadays.  Abolishing it entirely would bring too many complications.  Providing that Parliament let him get on with ruling the country properly, he would let it continue running its charade.

Aloud, he said.  “Good.  It pleases me to see that we finally have a parliament which can be unite effectively to strengthen the nation.  Just remember, I want discussion, not dissension.  We are a united force, which is one strength we have over the Republicans and Socialists [3].”  He just stopped himself adding the word “scum” at the end; no need to reveal any more of himself to Small than necessary.

James casually glanced at his watch, one of the new wristwatches which he found utterly enchanting.  The time had just reached half-past six.  He allowed himself a warm smile, and said, “You will have to excuse me, but I have an evening with my wife planned.  I’ll walk you to your horst [car], Prime Minister.”

Small bowed his head by way of acknowledgement.

“And... Princeton.  I would be honoured if you and your wife would join myself and the queen for dinner this coming Saturday.”

Small looked shocked, and his voice came out in even a higher pitched whistle than usual.  “The honour would be mine, Your Majesty.”

Later, James would not be able to explain, even to himself, why he had accompanied the Prime Minister to his horst.  Certainly it was not usual practice, but he had simply seen it as a polite, human gesture.

He had walked with Small through the palace corridors and down the marble steps.  Flanked all the time by members of the RPS [4].  The Prime Minister’s new horst had been waiting on the curb, one of the racing models built by Ajax, one of the Reich’s premier manufacturers.

As usual, Small’s eyes had lit up when he saw the horst.  He had bought it only a week earlier.  Everyone in Canada knew of his fondness for horsts, the faster the better.  Newspapers had taken to calling him Prime Minister No-Price-Too-Small, in reference to his collection of expensive vehicles.  That enduring nickname had been one devised and released by James himself.

The Prime Minister had bowed his head one last time, grabbed his keys and walked briskly to the horst.  He leaped into the front seat, put the keys in the ignition, gave one last wave, and turned them.

James had watched this with a growing sense of unease.  Something about the scene troubled him.  He did not know what, but it was enough warning that he had taken three hurried steps backward before an explosion shook the streets of Kingston.

James had been hurled to the ground, but quickly pushed himself back to his feet.  Vision took time to return to his eyes, but the humming in his ears started to subside.  When he could focus his eyes properly, the first thing he saw was a smoldering wreck where Small’s horst had been.  Flames still burned within, and the blackened figure in the front seat would never drive another horst again.

Several guards lay moaning on the ground, at least one with an obvious belly injury.  One of the uninjured ones tried to grab the king’s shoulders to pull him away from the wreck, but James had pulled himself free.  He had to see everything he could of what was going on.

Pamphlets lay scattered on the ground, many of them badly burnt.  James knelt to pick up one of the undamaged ones, but dropped it quickly.  The short message told him nothing he did not already know [5].

The next half-hour or so would always be blurred together in James’s mind.  He knew he had adopted the same calm exterior which he had been forced to call on so many times recently.  No matter what anger and range lurked within him, it was quelled for now.  He gave orders, and order was restored on the streets.  The wounded were comforted, the streets were cleared, the proper authorities began their investigation of the explosion scene.  All done under the calm witness of the king.

Only when the last of the wounded had been removed did see that he was once again covered with blood.  Of another man, not his own.  The second time in his life when that had happened.  He kept the same veneer of outward calm as he walked to his chambers, stripped off his blood-soaked clothes, entered his bathroom to wash, and then vomited all over the floor.

Locked away from all prying eyes, James II, King of Canada, derided by Republican propagandists as the Crimson King, wept bitterly, still covered in the blood and filth of a day’s work.

--

From: “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr.
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

Chapter 23: The Troubles

Between them, the death of Thomas Dombeck on 13 April and Princeton Small on 24 October marked a watershed in Canada’s descent into anarchy and chaos.  With those events, both Jacobites and Republicans had forsaken the political process and resorted to the strong-arm tactics which would become the hallmark of the era.

Battle-lines had been drawn, forces arrayed, and the first martyrs made.  Both sides had hardened themselves for the brutality of the struggle that was to come.  On one side stood James II, his unified Jacobites, and those who held to the traditions.  On the other side stood the motley assortment of democrats, socialists, anarchists and romantics who have come to be known as the Republicans.  In the manner of an American movie, both factions stood staring deep into the other’s eyes, waiting for the first man to draw a pistol.

James II made the first move.  Days after the assassination of Prime Minister Small by members of the Republican Guard, the Canadian Parliament passed the Executive Powers Act.  This effective gave the king full governmental power at the national level, diminishing parliament to an advisory body during times of national crisis.  It would prove to be the final act of a united parliament until the final days of the Troubles...

On 21 November 1922, James II prorogued the House of Commons indefinitely.  The House of Lords remained as the only caretaker government, full of peers who could be appointed at the king’s whim.  Fresh elections were promised at a suitable date; these were originally scheduled for January of the following year, but due to the “ongoing crisis” were first postponed until March, then August.  On 16 May 1923, the elections were postponed indefinitely.  James II pledged to hold fresh elections “as soon as the current crisis permits them to be held freely and fairly, without any intimidation or insurrectionist propaganda.”...

3 January 1923 saw the opening of the first of the infamous “loyalty camps” in Belcher Island, Hudson Bay.  More quickly followed in Eeyouch, northern Ontario, and the Northern Territories.  They were populated by people caught in the first of the crackdowns which James II announced on dissidents, mostly academics, Republican-leaning reporters, and other intellectuals who opposed the passage of the Executive Powers Act or its preceding legislation.  They were denounced as “a subversive cancer festering within the body of our nation.”

The “First Purification” was nation-wide in its intended scope, although its actual effectiveness was more limited due to the chaos in the western prairies and northern Wisconsin.  Several prominent dissidents were arrested and sent north, but others were ignored.  James II maintained a policy of ignoring the remnants of the Republican Party itself, believing that they had lost all control over the movement.  The beheaded party served his purposes more as a propaganda tool, allowing the king to claim that he was chiefly targeting revolutionaries and insurrectionists and not those who continued to work within the established structure of the government.  Future purifications (usually unofficially called cleansings, a term borrowed from New England) were more limited in their geographic reach; their main aim was maintaining order and loyalty in Ontario and Quebec as the prairie provinces drifted beyond the control of the central government...

The Republicans were not idle during this period, but their political effectiveness was greatly hampered by disunity.  Following the Last Winter Night, the movement had been rendered leaderless on the national level, leaving minor bosses to rise to local prominence.  They were largely jealous of their own authority and reputations, and also divided in their political objectives.  The creation of the kind of broad coalition needed to combat the government would not proceed until after the events of 1924.

Without a unified front, several organisations started independent bids to defeat the Jacobite government.  The largest of these was the Republican Guard, a paramilitary organisation which had started life as the National Republican Party’s unofficial street army before that party’s leadership was decapitated.  Some of the other more notable groups included the Canadian Brotherhood of Socialists, the Republican Militia, and the oddly-named Minute Men who took their inspiration from a New England organisation of the same name during that country’s first revolution [6].

These groups started campaigns of raids and bombings throughout Canada, but mostly in Wisconsin and the western provinces, targeting government installations.  The most common target during the early days was police stations or patrolling officers, but the campaign was quickly extended to other government installations, including soldiers and military outposts.  In areas where they had sufficient support, they orchestrated protest marches and some violent riots.  The paramilitaries carried out effective actions in the west, but their greatest early success was in Wisconsin’s Upper Peninsula.  The paramilitary forces in this region had united into a coalition led by the charismatic veteran Johnny Pekinnen and his deputy Herman “the German” Volker.  They wrested effective control of virtually the entire peninsula by the summer of 1923, thanks to the support of the local population.

--

“We are at war.  We face an army of cowards, a battalion of butchers.  Our enemies are self-proclaimed soldiers who do not wear uniforms.  They are men and women who kill not for the defense of their nation, but to try to install by force what the Canadian people have rejected at the ballot box.  They hate what we see here in this very House – a democratically elected Canadian government.  They hate our traditions, and they hate our freedoms.

Twice members of this hidden army have tried to end the life of a King of Canada.  With my father, they most tragically succeeded.  Now, they have tried to take my life as well.  They have failed, though their attempts cost the life of our beloved Prime Minister.  But here I stand, and I will not do otherwise.

The enemies are amongst us, and they are against us.  But we will not be deceived.  These terrorists kill not merely to end lives, but to end our way of life.  They would impose on Canada a government not of its choosing, a government born in blood and maintained by blood.  With every atrocity, they hope that Canada grows fearful, retreating from the traditions and institutions which have served us well for centuries on this continent and before that in Britain.

But we are not deceived.  With this latest cowardly act, they have proclaimed beyond all denial what they are.  They call themselves Republicans, but they are terrorists.  There are still those who hold to the name of Republicans and who follow the democratic process, including some in this very House.  You are not our enemies, and while I may disagree with some of your aims, I will not prevent you from proclaiming them.  But those who call themselves Republicans, and who count bombs and not votes... they are our enemies.  They have brought our beloved country to the brink of ruin, and unless we institute strong measures to defeat them, the current emergency will only grow worse.

I ask of this House only that you recognise this need, and give the government the tools it requires to defeat these terrorists.  Give us the tools, and we will finish the job.”

- From a speech James II made to the Canadian Parliament, 26 October 1922

--

23 December 1923
The Alba Lodge
Belfast, Wisconsin, Kingdom of Canada [Milwaukee, Wisconsin]

Richard Walker was a big man; and he was angry.  Known for his temper and strength, even amongst his fellow steel workers in Belfast, Walker’s rage was legendary.  He had fought tooth and nail on the Illinois front during the North American War, and been wounded three times.  He was reputed to have personally killed over twenty American soldiers in close combat, several of them with his bare hands.

He could always find reasons to be angry, and for now, he had two.  Firstly, he wanted to be home with his family on Christmas Eve; a temporary frustration, but a great one nonetheless.  The second source of his anger was long-standing; he hated the state that his country had reached.  He loathed the Jackals even more than most Canadians, and he fumed at the weakling politicians who had allowed the Kingdom to be caught in an unwinnable war.  Still, his true rage was reserved for the Republicans and Socialists who were tearing his country to pieces.

Following the war he had come home and tried what so many other veterans had done.  He had married and tried to fit into the dull and sometimes comforting mundanity of work and domestic life.  Like so others, indeed more than so many others, he had found this a difficult task.  He loved his wife and the two children she had given him.  But Mary and the kids could never understand the trauma of life on the front, or the undying patriotism and love for his country which had been born in that struggle.

And so, as so many others had done, he had joined a veteran’s organisation.  They called themselves the Knights of Arthur, and modelled themselves around the old stories he had loved as a child.  Every lodge even had its own model of the Round Table where “Knights” – the highest rank in the organisation – could sit during banquets.  A seat was always left vacant for King James II, the man to whom Richard had pledged his undying devotion soon after the Kingston Rising.

“Hear ye, hear ye,” a voice called out through the din.  “This meeting of the esteemed and honorable Knights of Arthur is called to order.”

A hush fell over the crowd, and Richard smiled as John Winthrop stepped forward.  Richard had known John – Johnny, to his friends outside the lodge – since their childhood growing up in Belfast’s South Side.  “A native neighbourhood”, as he liked to remind anyone listening.  “None of the damn micks, krauts or pollacks to be seen for miles.  We spoke the King’s English back then, by God!”  Richard was proud that he had no trace of the distinctive Wisconsin accent, but a voice which sounded like it belonged in a school in Kingston.

“My fellow Knights and Squires,” John said, “we are gathered here tonight to celebrate Canada!  Not the wreckage of a nation the dirty wretches from foreign shores have made it, but the glistening jewel of culture and civility which it once was.”

This brought shouts from the crowd, with Richard’s calls amongst the strongest.

“They came here, one and all: the Irishman, the German, the Pole, the Jew, the Czech and Ukrainian.  We welcomed them at first, until they showed us what they were.  Those who we let in have turned against us.  Those who took our hospitality turned around and sought to rend us.  They reject our king; they bring in foreign socialist nonsense.  The truth is, they are not of this land and never shall be.  They have swept over Canada like a filthy wave, battering the sacred institutions of this land, hoping to wash them all away.  But, my fellow Knights... WE WILL NOT LET THEM!”

The lodge shook with the energy of the members screaming.  Several grown men started to weep uncontrollably.

As the cheering subsided, John pulled out a paper which he unrolled with theatric flair.  “I have here a communiqué from the government in Kingston.”  That announcement brought the noise back down quickly.  “Our efforts at battling the Republicans have been noticed by members of the local Blackshirts.”

Richard found that interesting, and more than a little strange.  The Blackshirts held an uneasy truce with the Knights of Arthur and other veteran’s organizations.  Ever since the suspension of Parliament, the Blackshirts had drifted closer and closer to the same government which armed and funded them.  They were fast becoming James’s not-so-secret army.  Which had caused no small amount of jealousy amongst the Knights, and other veterans, too.  The Blackshirts were mostly spoiled brats, but brats with the best weaponry they could get their hands on.

“They want to form an alliance.  We both serve the same king, His Royal Majesty James II.  They believe that if we work together, we can drive the Republicans from Belfast once and for all.  Our city can act as a base from which to regain control of all Wisconsin.”

That was exciting news indeed.  Richard had dutifully served his time on the front, but he found more enjoyment from the brawl.  Long before he saw the trenches, he had been trained to fight well on the streets of the South Side.  He relished the pounding of adrenalin and the meaty thud of his fist striking another man’s face.

With appropriate solemnity, Winthrop said, “The Knights of the Round Table have agreed to meet with the leader of the local Shirts to see if we can come to some agreement.”

“And now, the time has come for another announcement which fills me with both sorrow and pleasure.  Many of you have heard of the passing of Sir Albert last week from a heart attack.  Sir Albert was a founding member of this branch of the Knights of Arthur, a personal friend, and a true patriot!”

Of course everyone had heard of the death of Albert Wiggins.  He had been one of the richest men in Belfast, a banker by profession, but who had invested his money into several libraries and a hospital.  Richard had only had the chance to meet him once, but had come away impressed.  While he had a natural dislike to the fat-pocketed rich – something he shared with most Republicans, although he had never admitted it, even to himself – Albert Wiggins had been one of the exceptions.

John said, “While I am deeply saddened for the loss of Sir Albert, I have also found some joy, because the consensus of the remaining Knights of the Round Table is to fill his seat with none other than my good friend, Richard Walker!”

Richard felt as if his heart had stopped, and he had to remind himself to breathe.  He walked to the stage on feet of mercury.

“Richard of House Walker, kneel before your lord and sovereign king.”

He knelt before the painting of James II which hung above the ceremonial empty chair at the table.  John Winthrop pulled out a sword, and the glint at the edge showed it was a real blade, not a prop.

“Do you, Richard of House Walker, vow to uphold the code of chivalry, to act as a guiding light within our nation, to protect the weak and powerless against those who would do them harm?”

He made himself speak calmly.  “I do.”

“And do you dedicate yourself to the protection of the realm of Canada?.  To seek out her enemies both foreign and domestic, to meet them in battle, and to harry them to the gates of hell itself?”

“Yes,” he yelled before realizing that that was not part of the ceremony.  “I mean, I do”. 

“Do you pledge your life to King James II of Canada, and accept him as your liege and master?”

“Yes.”

“Then, I bid thee, rise; Sir Richard; Knight of the Round Table!”

--

[1] James II had enjoyed a wild youth before assuming the throne.  Following the death of his father he had attempted to lose himself in pursuit of the age-old pursuits of wine, women and song.  The Kingston Rising had finally broken him of that attitude and convinced him that he should play the primary role in repairing Canada.  He had devoted more of his attention to politics and strengthening the powers of the monarchy.

Persuading James II to marry had been a chore, and his advisors had only done so by linking it to political considerations.  The choice was Princess Charlotte of a cadet branch of the Hohenzollerns (Prussian royal family).  With Canada forced into official neutrality by the Treaty of Washington, James had hoped to strengthen informal ties with Germany.

What began as a marriage of convenience soon blossomed into a love affair.  Charlotte has been credited by many Jacobites for forcing James to abandon most of his remaining vices.  She is beloved by the rank and file of the party, and popular with large parts of the broader country, although the Republicans hate her almost as much as her husband.

[2] Wisconsin’s northern reaches, particularly the Upper Peninsula, are a hotbed of Republican support, producing a number of influential leaders such as Thomas “Dynamite” Dombeck and his son Matthew T. Dombeck.

[3] The Republicans still lack a national leadership, a problem which the Jacobites certainly do not face.

[4] The Royal Protection Service, who are effectively bodyguards, although they are gradually acquiring some other duties.

[5] The pamphlets all read “Some Dynamite In Memory of Dynamite.”  The reference was clearly to the death of Thomas Dombeck in prison several months before.  The message was a blatant confirmation that the assassination had been conducted by Republicans, although it did not confirm which of the many factions was responsible.

[6] In other words, when the Minute Men were still American, not New Englanders – a detail which they usually try to gloss over.

--

Decades of Darkness #165d: All That I’m Living For

Credit for this post on the history of Canada in the DoD TL goes to Daniel McCollum, who wrote most of the first draft apart from the “history of irregular warfare” section.

--

“Well, we fired our guns and they a-comin’
Wasn’t quite as many as there was an hour ago
Fired our guns and they started runnin’
Down to the Saint Lawrence where the waters did flow.”
- From “Ballad of ’24” by Einer Ratsinger

“Give me back my legions.”
- Attributed to Shane Mullins

“At last!  This is my opportunity.”
- Also attributed to Shane Mullins

--

From: “The History of Irregular Warfare”
By Dr. Juozas Miltinis
Translated by Arthur Coburg
(c) 1971 Ausrine Publishing, Vilna, Russian Federation

With the effective dissolution of the Canadian parliament in November 1922, Canada became the first modern nation to enter a period of Krijgdämmerung [twilight war].  Civil war was not openly declared by either side, but their actions of terror and rebellion did not fit any other definition.  The early phases of the struggle which the Canadians would come to call the Troubles were not marked by a cohesive rebel strategy, but by opportunistic actions which depended on local circumstances.

In the capital province of Ontario, the relatively weak Republican presence was announced by occasional bombings and drive-by shootings of government installations.  In Quebec, a similar campaign was conducted, by it was complicated by a three-way struggle with initially peaceful Quebecois separatists demanding autonomy for their province.  The most populous province, Wisconsin, saw some raids and protests, but also irregular forces seizing effective control of most of the northern reaches, except for some vestiges of government control in key towns and transport links.  In Manitoba, the Republican MPs abandoned the provincial parliament and set up their own parliament-in-exile.  In the western prairie provinces of Caroline and Saskatchewan, the Republican-dominated provincial parliaments remained nominally loyal to the monarch, but law and order dissolved as infighting began between the different elements of the Republican movement...

--

14 June 1924
Buffalo, Niagara
Republic of New England

Wilma Swan looked across the table at the man who had invited her to dinner, and withheld a small shudder.  She was by no means a Socialist, but that didn’t mean she had to like their main opponents in New England, either.  Everyone who mattered in politics was an extremist, these days.  The Vitalists were little more than bullies, puffed up by their own limited success, and Ernest Brewster was the worst of the lot.  Still, a story was a story.  This would not be the first time she’d had to swallow bile in order to get the scoop.

“You know, I asked the Boston Register for you especially,” ‘Roamin’ Ernest said, in a tone that was smooth by his admittedly rather low standards.

“Really?” Wilma asked.  She tried to sound flattered.

“Oh, yes.  I read your stories on the horrors which happened up there in Newfoundland, and I was all impressed.  I thought ‘now there’s a girl who understands what the socialists are all about’.”

Wilma did her best to suppress any thoughts over how he used the word girl, but she could never put it aside completely.  Five years a reporter, and one of the best of the business, and she still had to put up almost daily with a word that sounded as if she was three feet tall and wearing pigtails.  For all that she was a better investigator than all of the hacks out there, what really counted in this boy’s club was whether hair grew on her face or not.

She smiled.  “Newfoundland was an adventure, certainly.  But let’s be honest, Mr Brewster.  We both know why you asked me to be here.”  She motioned her hand as if to include the entirety of O’Meara’s restaurant; the innovative blend of Irish and Dominican cuisine made it one of the most celebrated restaurants in Buffalo, and it would not have been out of place in New York City’s finest, either.

Brewster had the decency to look surprised.  “Please, madam, I don’t take your meaning.  But do call me Ernest; everyone else does.”

“I’d prefer not, Mr. Brewster.  I’m here to report a story, not to make friends.”  She paused.  “Speaking of which, why don’t you tell me what you intend to do on reaching Wisconsin.”

He gave her a smug smile.  “Oh, that’s pretty simple, actually.  The Socialists have taken over the Upper Peninsula.  We’ve been invited in by the local, ah, government to help them restore order.”

That’s a lie, she thought.  Brewster would never be as slick a liar as the Chief was.  Although she would not have believed that last statement even if Mullins had delivered it.  James II and his Jacobites might act like vitalists in many ways, but the Canadian king remained proudly independent.  She wondered, briefly, who had invited Brewster in, but she would stake her career on it not being anyone in Kingston.

Brewster spoke on, oblivious to Wilma’s suspicions.  “It’ll be a short campaign, I’m sure.  We’ll go in at Sault St. Marie, then move inland until we capture the local capital of Marquette.  Once that’s secured, the resistance will crumble.  Socialists are cowardly by nature; they’ll be too weak-willed to stay in the fight against a determined opponent.”

Wilma had doubts about that.  If half of the stories coming out of Canada were true, then the country was already on the brink of civil war.  And that had only happened because the Socialists and Republicans – pretty much the same thing in Canada, as far as she could tell – just wouldn’t give up.  If they wouldn’t bend the knee for their own king, why would they quail in fear before the arrival of a few Vitalists?

“May I quote you?” she asked, already scribbling his words into her notebook.

“Of course,” Brewster said.  He smiled again; his face was well-suited to it.  He was a handsome man, if truth be told.  A shame he was such a vicious man, too.  “I want you to record everything.  New England, indeed the world, needs to hear the story.  The tale of Yankee strength and the evils of Socialism.”

That’s not all you want, I’m sure, she thought.  From the way he proclaimed it, she knew that ‘Roaming Ernest’ saw himself as a general of the old Roman mould.  He wanted this to be his grand campaign.  No doubt he’d want a triumph in the good old Roman style too.  He’d probably march his lackeys into New York City and sacrifice white bulls in Central Park if he thought he could get away with it.  Or if he couldn’t go that far, he’d find some other grand old ceremony to make instead.  Vitalists certainly knew how to make plenty of those.

Which led to another interesting question.  What did the Chief think of his lieutenant’s ambitions?  Maybe there was more than one game being played in this whole foolhardy venture into Canada.  She realised, then, that Mullins would be equally pleased by success or failure on Brewster’s part.

Brewster finished his dessert of split banana filled with coconut-milk ice cream and topped with cherries, then casually wiped his mouth on the tablecloth.  That was something for which he should have known better.  Even most Vitalists had better manners than that.  “Well, Miss Swan, it’s been a pleasure.  I’ll be finishing off a couple more things tonight, and we leave tomorrow at eight sharp.  Be sure that you’re with us; I’m sure you hate to miss out on the story of the century!”

She gave a polite smile of her own, after a pause which was meant to be long enough to convey a message of her own.  Probably wasted; Brewster had even less subtlety than most men.  “I’ll be there; count on it.”

She extended her hand for him to shake, but he deftly bowed his head and kissed it lightly instead.  She held back another shudder.  Did Brewster think he was an American, now?  That gesture was something only the gringos still clung to; it did not belong in modern society.

“This story had better be worth it,” she muttered, once he had left.  Because one way or another, this would be a long campaign.

--

From: “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr. 
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

Chapter 28:  The Second Battle of Teutoberg Forest

... Ever since the Troubles began, the outside world had taken an active interest in Canadian affairs.  The initial involvement was limited to offers of funding and occasional other materiel to the participants.  The most noteworthy example of this was the American offer of funding and armaments to the embattled Canadian Party “to help restore order”; a move which led to the dissolution of the government.  But by 1924, a new player began to make its presence known; New England entered the game.

By this point, the Yankee Republic was on shaky ground.  The North American War, which had sown the seeds of the Canadian Troubles, had also had its effects on New England.  That nation saw its traditional parties first tarnished by the war then condemned for their failure to deal with the economic chaos of the 1920s.  The political centre of New England collapsed, and power shifted to the Socialist Alliance and the United Vitalist Front.

At first glance, the Vitalists had much in common with the Canadian Jacobites.  Both were parties united by a strong cult of personality, hatred of socialism, and an effective distrust of the democratic system.  These shared aims had produced some contact between the two groups on several occasions, usually localised cooperation in border regions.  The first known formal parley was between Wendell Demsy, the leader of a Jacobite circle in southern Ontario, and Quincy Bartlett, a local Vitalist boss in Hudson.  They met to discuss information-sharing in case of Republican or Socialist raids across the border.

Nonetheless, despite some commonalities, the Vitalists had never been fully trusted in Kingston.  Shane Mullins’ fiery rhetoric had long disturbed James II, even during the relatively benign years of the 1910s.  After the wanton invasion of Newfoundland, the fear arose in Kingston that the Vitalists would sanction a similar attack into Canada during the ongoing political chaos.  This led to a considerable cooling in relations between the formerly allied nations.

Despite the high-level distrust between the King and the ‘Chief’, local-level relations continued.  Some groups, including those only loosely associated with the Jacobites, continued communication with their Yankee comrades.  For his part, Mullins encouraged such connections, believing that they could only be useful to his cause...

To this day, it is unclear exactly what provoked the Vitalist intervention into Wisconsin.  Both Mullins and Brewster claimed at the time that it was in response to a call by the Canadian Brotherhood of Veterans for aid in their struggle against the Republicans.  Roger Clementine, President of the CBV, claimed that he had operated with the consent of the King’s government in requesting assistance; a claim which James II would deny until his dying day.

It now appears almost certain that the CBV, one of the smaller veterans groups, acted with the consent of some portion of the Canadian government.  In the months prior to the intervention, the Blackshirts had adopted a policy of coordinating their actions with local veterans groups to fight against the Republicans.  It is also a matter of historical record that in the preceding weeks, the CBV and other veterans groups had received weapons ‘loaned’ or ‘lost’ from local garrisons.

Such events required the active participation of at least the local Blackshirt chiefs.  But it remains debatable how high up the chain of command this knowledge went.  Given James II’s well-known aversion to the Vitalists, it is unlikely that he had any involvement in the preparations, although it is entirely possible that some members of the government ministries in Kingston were aware of the build-up.

Whatever the case may be, on 15 June 1924, a heavily-armed Vitalist volunteer force left the city of Buffalo in Niagara, and started their journey to Sault St. Marie.  Although they had conducted some effective preparations of their own, including some half-tracks acquired from sources within the New England military, their operation would prove to be one of the greatest disasters ever suffered by the Vitalists and Jacobites.

--

3 June 1924
Marquette, Wisconsin
Republic of Canada (declared)
Kingdom of Canada (recognized)

Jonathon “Johnny” Pekinnen took a deep breath as he reached the top of the courthouse steps.  The air was mild for a summer day; a breeze blew in off Lake Superior, carrying with it the smells from that great freshwater sea.

Pekinnen’s youth was obvious on his face, but so too was his vigour.  He stood just over six feet tall, with a large barrel chest shaped by his time in the lumber camps, blue-grey eyes which brimmed with energy, and an unruly mop of long blond hair.  The son of Finnish immigrants to the rich Upper Peninsula, he still coursed with the passions of the old country.

“Chief!” someone called out from the doors.

Pekkinen nodded as he greeted his chief deputy.  Herman Volker had been his best friend and right-hand man since childhood.  When the mayor had named Pekkinen the Marshal of Marquette, formalising the power which he already held in northern Wisconsin, his first official act had been to name Volker as his second-in-command.

“They’re waiting for you inside,” Volker said, holding open the door.

Pekkinen pointed to two of his entourage and motioned for them to remain outside.  The other six followed him inside the courthouse and into the judge’s chambers

The men waiting there rose to shake his hand.  Most of the men he had been expecting were present.  Mayor Thorson had his place here, of course.  So did Reginald Tone and Marion Trzebiatowski, leaders of the Canadian Brotherhood of Socialists.

“I’d have thought Dombeck would be here,” Harold Richter said, as he shook Pekkinen’s hand.

Pekkinen shook his head.  “No, his place is in Dearborn.  Better for him not to be seen associating with us right now.  But he sends his regards.”

“Regards are cheap,” Richter said.  “Easier for him to give us those than to give us help, is it?”

“Don’t be a fool,” said Antonio DiColumba.  “Someone has to appear to have clean hands, in case we fail.”  The Italian smiled.  “The king will never negotiate with ‘terrorists’, but a politician has a chance.”

“Quiet, gentlemen, please,” Pekkinen said.  “We’ve much to do today, and it’ll be easier if we’re not at each other’s throats.”

Silence did fall, thankfully, as the men took their seats.  They were all leaders, the chief movers of the Republicans and Socialists in northern Wisconsin.  Getting them to move in the same direction could often prove a challenge.  But for now he had bound them together through hard work, determination, and gruff charisma, and he would be damned if he would fall apart now that the province truly needed them.

“As you’ve all heard by now, the Jacobites have invited in their cousins to do their dirty work for them.  As we speak, Ernest Brewster, the second-in-charge of the Vitalists, is gathering a force to depart from New England in several days.  He plans to destroy everything we’ve worked hard to build in the past few years.”  Pekkinen invested his voice with as much solemnity as he could manage.  “Now, I don’t know about you, but I don’t plan on letting him.”

“And how do we stop him?  The Vitalists are better supplied than we will ever be,” Richter said.  Pekkinen allowed himself a silent curse.  The man was a born pessimist; it was surprising Richter could sleep over worrying that the sun would not come up in the morning.

Pekkinen nodded for Reginald Tone to answer that question.  Tone, a second-generation Irishman, still spoke in the thick accent of the Upper Peninsula.  “Ja.  Brewster is a bully.  Like all bullies, he expects his victims to curl up and hide quickly.  He expects only a token resistance; he’ll land at the Sault and charge straight for Marquette.”

“But he’ll still have the force to make us curl up,” Richter said.

Pekkinen nodded again.  “He’ll be using some of the newest toys the Yankees have; not arlacs, but still armoured horsts of some kind.  He thinks those will scare us into submission.”

“What can we do against those?” Mayor Thorson asked.  It was a legitimate question; their militia had no shortage of small arms, but attacking armoured horsts would be another thing altogether.

“Oh, that’s easy.  We give him exactly what he expects.  We run away.”

That produced a stunned silence, until Richter broke it with disbelieving laughter.

Pekkinen gestured to Herman Volker.  The German unrolled a large map which showed the whole Upper Peninsula.  Pekkinen tapped the spot marking Sault St. Marie.  “We’ll put a token force to defend the area here.  The role is to look as if they are fighting hard, then pull out the moment that things became too hot.  They’ll take to the forests.  The Vitalists will pursue them on the road, since we’ll have torn up the rail line by then.”

Herman Volker took over then, since this part of the plan was his.  “We harry him.  Make him trudge the old logging roads, under our fire.  Which they’ll expect.  It’ll convince Roaming Ernest that we’re too weak for a stand-up fight.  He’ll push on... until he gets here.”  Volker thrust his finger down onto the map.

Pekkinen’s face broke into a wide, toothy grin.  “Gentlemen, how much of German history do you remember?”

As the men gathered round, they saw that Volker’s finger marked an area labelled as “Teutoberg Forest”.

--

From: “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr. 
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

Brewster’s plan was simple.  He intended to land at Sault St. Marie, defeat any initial Republican resistance, and secure the port.  After that, he would take the main body of his force westward toward Marquette.  There they would rendezvous with a local contingent of Jacobite forces who had landed in and subdued Escanaba.  They were to form a combined force who would hold Marquette and from there restore order to the whole of northern Wisconsin.

Unfortunately for his cause, Brewster was a notorious braggart, who simply could not stop himself from talking.  This trait had both helped and hindered his rise within the Vitalists.  Planning for the operation had not long started before the whole Canadian adventure became an open secret within much of New England.  From there, it did not take long to spread to Canada, and more particularly to the Republican leaders in Wisconsin.

Such a breach of secrecy almost certainly doomed the invasion before it began.  Pekkinen and other high-ranking Republicans and Socialists knew what was coming well before Brewster completed his own preparations.  With such warning, they had time to mobilise rebel soldiers of their own, and make preparations to defend the Upper Peninsula.

--

16 June 1924
Belfast [Milwaukee], Wisconsin
Kingdom of Canada

A light breeze blew off Lake Michigan in the early morning, bringing with it the chance of rain.  Jack Dolan looked up at the steel-grey sky and silently cursed.  He had hoped for easy travels; at the best of times he had never been one for sea.  The thought of a storm made his stomach churn.

He gave the neighbouring man in his brigade a nervous smile.  While a veteran of many street brawls over the years, Dolan had been too young to enlist in the army during the war.  If all went to plan, this would be the first day in his life he saw true battle.

The port of Belfast was unusually crowded this morning.  Men in black shirts milled in the streets, mostly quietly apart from the occasional loud voice.  Everyone’s attention was on the two ships waiting for them.

A tall man stood up on a crate; Reginald Barkley, the organizer of the expedition.  He got full silence quickly; what did Jacobites stand for, if not maintaining proper order?

“Men, today we will strike a blow against the traitors to our king and country!  We will march alongside the Yankees who have been our brothers in arms for more than a century.  Today, we will retake the Upper Peninsula and cleanse the bandit country!”

A cheer went up, although not too loudly.  The local port authority had been bought off, but Barkley had let it be known before the men assembled that he did not want to draw undue attention to the gathering.

“For now, form into companies based on your outfit.  We’ll then begin boarding the ships in an orderly fashion.  Men from the Brotherhood will board the Patriot first, then the Knights.  Remember, I want this to be—”

Dolan never found out what Barkley had wanted, since the organizer’s words were drowned out by the sound of an explosion.  Dolan looked to the water, and saw smoke starting to rise from the Patriot.  Moments later, a second explosion sent flames pouring from the stricken ship.

Shouts erupted from the crowd, mixed cries of “Republicans” and “We’re under attack” and a myriad of other announcements which Dolan could not distinguish.  Up on the crate, Barkley pulled a revolver from his side and shouted, “Fight back!”

Dolan would have gladly done that, but he saw no-one to attack.  No great horde of Republicans came streaming from the neighbouring buildings to attack in the chaos.  Instead, more explosions sounded, the first from an old warehouse by the shoreline, the second moments later toward the north end of the street.  Screams rose as the shrapnel struck home.

“Run for it!” someone cried, over the general bedlam, but Dolan was already on the move.  He dropped his rifle to let him run more quickly.

Someone pushed him from behind, and he fell, his jaw striking the street.  Feet fell on his back.  His last coherent thought was “I’m being trampled”, before he slipped into darkness...

--

From: “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr. 
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

The disruption of the Jacobites in Belfast had been the brainchild of Herman “the German” Volker.  The Republicans lacked sufficient strength in the Jacobite stronghold of Belfast to mount a full-scale attack.  He resorted to less conventional methods, inspired by recent bombing campaigns in Ontario, and the more distant although horrific examples in American-occupied Colombia and Venezuela.

The explosives did not all work as planned, but their disruption was effective.  The bombs on the Stalwart did not explode, but the sinking of the Patriot ensured that there was insufficient transport to ferry the paramilitaries to Escanaba.  Further bombs planted in the dilapidated port buildings caused further chaos.  The Jacobite forces were routed withing a shot being fired.  Twenty-three people were killed by shrapnel or trampled to death in the stampede which followed, and well over one hundred were seriously wounded.  The domestic half of the invasion had been defeated before it began...

The first Vitalists set foot on the soil of Sault St. Marie in the afternoon of 18 June.  They were met by a small Republican force which put up some stiff resistance before retreating from the town as per Pekkinen and Volker’s plans.  By the morning of the 19th, Brewster and his Vitalists had effective control of the port, although small pockets held out for a couple of days.

After the battle for the city, Brewster let his Redshirts rest for a day while he reorganized his forces and laid out plans for the march on Marquette.  By this point, he had certainly received word of the debacle at Belfast, but it did not affect his enthusiasm to proceed.  Nor did the news that the Republicans had used the time won by the battle for Sault St. Marie to sabotage the rail lines out of the city.

On 21 June, the Vitalists left the Sault and began the push toward Marquette, where they hoped to crush the Republicans.  However, with the destruction of the rail links, they were forced to use the under-developed road network of the Upper Peninsula.  As they advanced, they faced guerrilla attacks from a few Republican snipers, and homemade bombs on the roads.  These attacks caused only a few casualties, but they affected the morale of Brewster’s Redshirts.  Still, they did not worry Brewster himself, who appears to have been convinced that these raids meant that the Republicans lacked the manpower for a pitched battle.  He kept his troops pressing ever onwards, anxious to reach Marquette and victory.

--

24 June 1924
Teutoberg Forest, Wisconsin [Hiawatha National Forest, Michigan]
Republic of Canada (declared)
Kingdom of Canada (recognized)

Herman “the German” Volker peered through the binoculars, then smiled.  The Yankees were moving up the road, just as he’d planned.  Most of their scouts had been killed, but it would be a few vital minutes before their absence was recognised by the main force.  He motioned for his soldiers to ready the assault.  It would begin as soon as the Vitalists moved into the valley.

--

24 June 1924
Teutoberg Forest, Wisconsin [Hiawatha National Forest, Michigan]
Republic of Canada (declared)
Kingdom of Canada (recognized)

Rifle fire from outside the tent finally made Wilma Swan look up from her notes.  The report of guns itself was nothing new on this campaign, and she had tuned it out.  She kept back from the main fighting, and in any case she thought that she had been in greater danger in Newfoundland.  At least so long as the Canadians kept to the low-intensity fighting they’d adopted so far.  But the volume of gunfire had intensified now, enough to make her scoop up her notepad and an extra pencil and go outside.

What happened outside was a scene of disarray.  It looked like the Canadians had started attacking from all sides.  Gunfire snapped from multiple sides, and the Vitalists were rushing around without any clear plan of battle.  She heard a few screams from the wounded.

“A big mistake,” she muttered, unsure if she meant leaving her tent or coming along on this whole escapade.  Searching around, she saw a rock outcropping which looked safe – well, safer – and hurried behind it.

By the sounds and a few hurried glimpses, the Vitalists were in chaos.  Their half-tracks were wonderful vehicles for moving places in a hurry, but they couldn’t run through trees.  They did mount cylinder guns [machine guns], and she heard the bark of a couple of them, somewhere over near the edge of the Vitalist encampment.  They weren’t so good when they had no visible targets.

Then the night erupted into orange-red light which would probably suit hell.  One of the half-tracks had burst into flames.  She saw a few men fleeing it, outlined against the flames, but that made them better targets for the Canadians in the woods outside.

The better illumination let her see Roaming Ernest himself crawl atop one of the other half-tracks.  He fired his pistol at something in the darkness, and appeared to be shouting something, doubtless orders to rally and keep fighting.  He stumbled backward clutching his chest as if he had been shot, which was probably the case.  Brewster looked at his bloodstained hands, then his legs collapsed and he slumped from the vehicle and fell into the mud.

Swan was so entranced by the scene in front of her that she never heard the man coming up behind her.  “Freeze,” a thickly accented voice said.

She obeyed, holding her notebook and pencil in the air, hoping he would notice them.

“Don’t turn around,” the man said.  “Walk backward slowly, if you want to live.  Good.  A bit to your left... there’s a rock there.  Now to the right.”  He kept on like that for a couple of minutes like that, until the sound of rifle fire and chaos had faded.

“Now, since when do Vitalists bring women to battle?” the man asked.  He still didn’t say anything about turning around, or lowering her hands, so she kept them right where they were.

“I’m a reporter,” she said, trying to blot out the thought of why this man might have ordered her away from the battle.  Surely not...

“Or a spy,” the man said.  He still did not let her turn around, but she heard him moving off to one side.  He did not sound like he was trying to get closer to her, which was a small positive sign.  “Either way, women got no place on the battlefield,” he said.  “Turn around.”

She did, and realised he was far enough around that she still did not know what he looked like.

“Go ahead; I’ll follow a bit behind.  The German can work out what to do.”

She walked ahead, still clutching her notes, and wondering who would call himself the German here, of all places.

--

From: “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr. 
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England

Sunrise on 25 June in the Teutoberg Forest cast light on the remains of a slaughter.  Brewster was dead; his Redshirts scattered.  Most of them were dead or imprisoned, apart from a few who escaped on some of their half-tracks and returned to Sault St. Marie and freedom.  These escapees were led by William J. Donovan, a colonel in the regular Yankee army, but who had come with the expedition to see the half-tracks in action; a minor footnote to the battle, but also the sign of a man with great courage against difficult odds, which he would display again later in his life.

But for the other Vitalists who had been taken prisoner, they remained in bad conditions for weeks before the Republican leadership of the Upper Peninsula sent them to Kingston.  Rather than take the blame for the deaths of men who surrendered, Pekkinen handed them over to government forces and let them resolve their fate.  The captured Vitalists were tried as bandits and summarily convicted.  Despite protests from New England, the remaining leaders of the ill-fated adventure were executed, while the rest were left to languish in prison...

The entire incident horrified James II.  He rightly feared that the foreign incursion greatly undermined his own authority.  Which it indeed did, since it highlighted to the world the fact that significant parts of Canadian soil were no longer under effective government control.  During the weeks following the battle, the Canadian government was quietly cleansed of those advisers and ministers who were seen as pro-Yankee.  The already-cool relations with New England were frozen, although he stopped short of cutting off diplomatic relations.  Effective government communication between the two nations was halted.

The aftermath of the raid also revitalized the Republican effort.  Johnny Pekkinen and Herman Volker emerged as heroes, with greatly enhanced credibility within the movement.  They began a campaign to reunite the disparate Republican and Socialist groups throughout Canada.  With the help of Matthew Dombeck, they began the process of building a unified coalition to oppose the Jacobites...

--

Decades of Darkness #165e: Summertime Blues

Credit for this post on the history of Canada in the DoD TL goes to Daniel McCollum, who wrote most of it apart from a few editorial additions.

--

“Republicans one and all must stand together.  United we will vanquish the forces of tyranny; divided we will only watch Canada crushed beneath a wolf’s paw.”
- Matthew Dombeck Sr., in the opening address to the First Canadian Congress

“I hate that man.” – Gustav Haraldson in reference to Matthew Dombeck
- Gustav Haraldson, speaking of Matthew Dombeck Sr.

“A pack of charlatans, hooligans and brigands.  Watch them devour each other in their hunger for power.”
- King James II of Canada, referring to the First Canadian Congress

--

10 September 1924
Rosholt [Winona], Wisconsin
Kingdom of Canada

The blanket of night lay heavy over the land, a blackness lifted only by occasional flickers of men’s lanterns as they moved through the thicket and brush.  The occasional squeaking of a cart’s wheels was the only sound to pierce the dark stillness.  The men found their way through the night without any difficulty.  Their knowledge of these forests and bluffs had been shaped over years, or in some cases decades.  Many of the men had served here in the war, protecting this land from the threat of an American invasion which never came.  Now, they moved to meet an American who they were inviting to cross the river; a twist of fate which not all of them welcomed.

“Can we really trust ’im?” Martin Baker asked, a comment directed into the air.

“No real reason why not,” said Hank Mueller, the unofficial leader.  “The Jackals have no reason to play us.”

“They will, if you slip and call them that name to their face,” Thomas Flamank said.  The faint sound of him spitting on the ground carried easily in the still night air.  “Way they see it, they’re the only ones who get to use names like that.”

“’Sides, it bugs me t’ trust a gringo,” Baker added.  “They ain’t never been friends of ours.  Hell, they’d love t’ move in here and do t’ us what they’ve been doin’ t’ Colombia.”

Mueller smiled, though the expression was wasted in the blackness.  “Oh, I hate the bastards too.  They took my brother from me, back in the war.  But we need this one.  ’Sides, the Colombians have been learnin’ some tricks from us, anyways.  Everything goes round and round.  For now, shhhh.”

Not that there was any real need for concern.  The Republicans had nearly secured the Mississippi in the two months since Teutoberg.  Even if some Jacobites were in the area, well, the bluffs and forests made for excellent cover.  Still, it never hurt to play things cautious.  Too many men throughout history had ended up dead through needless carelessness.

The men extinguished their lanterns while they waited.  While the Mississippi here lacked the breadth and depth further south, it was still wide enough to make the far side invisible in the dimness.  After an uncountable length of time, a boat emerged from across the river, bobbing up and down with the considerable weight it held inside.  Mueller drew his side-arm, and heard the quiet rustle of the other men doing the same.  Not as much use a hunting rifle in some circumstances, but so much more useful here.

A man stepped out of the boat, nothing but a short figure in the darkness.  He said, “The sparrow kills the eagle.”

Mueller let himself relax.  Slightly.  He lit his lamp and held it up, and recognised the man he’d been expecting.  “You’ve brought them?”

The man smiled.  “Of course.  Amazing what the local Guard doesn’t want anymore, isn’t it?  They throw away the most interesting things.”  His accent was surprisingly close to that of Wisconsin, but with enough of the American twang to mark him as somewhere south of the Freedom Line.  Wilkinson, probably, or maybe northern Iowa.

“Amazing, really,” Mueller said, in a neutral tone.  He cared nothing for how the man had found those weapons, as long as he delivered what was promised.  The Jackal could have stolen them from the President’s personal armory for all it mattered.

Mueller motioned for his men to start unloading the crates from the boat and transferring them to the carts.  He opened a couple of the crates at random.  One held several cylinder rifles [automatic rifles] with finned barrels and sling swivels mounted on the side.  It looked suitably new and deadly [1].  The other crate he opened held ammunition.

“The Republic thanks you,” he said to the Jackal.  He gestured, and Martin Baker brought over a satchel.  He opened it for the American to inspect; the bills would be easily recognisable.  And they had to be azure American dollars, too.  He did not like to think what the Canadian dollar was worth nowadays.

The Jackal smiled again.  “Anything to help get rid of a king.  The way I look at, we started by rebelling against a tyrant.  The least I can do is help another country do the same.”

Mueller kept his face carefully neutral again.  It was an expression he had long practice with, and almost inevitable when dealing with Jackals.  They wanted what was best for themselves, and nothing else.  For some of them, it meant that they called their fellow men slaves.  In other cases, it turned Americans into blatant opportunists who would line their own pockets while claiming they were helping another country win freedom.  “As I said, the Republic thanks you.”

The American nodded, then stepped back.  Maybe he had caught more of Mueller’s thoughts than he had been meant to.  Not that it really mattered, so long as the weapons were delivered and worked.

When the last of the crates were unloaded, the Jackal gave a brief nod, then turned and walked back to his boat.  Mueller watched the man fade into the blackness, then shook his head.  Alas, poor Canada, that it has come to this; relying on a Jackal’s help to win freedom.

--

18 April 1925
Albright [Saskatoon], Saskatchewan [2]
Kingdom of Canada

Outside the Saskatchewan House of Parliament, Matthew Dombeck felt as if he had stepped into another country.  The building was decked in Republican flags, with the red standard and white cross repeated ad infinitum across the walls.  The effect was that of some gaudy and overdone Christmas gift.

Despite the warmth – well, by the standards of April in Saskatchewan – the last blizzard’s snow was only now starting to melt.  Word was that another was brewing to the west, too.  Yet for all of that, the streets outside the House thronged with people.  The citizens of Albright gave resounding cheers to each of the men and occasional women [3] who walked up the steps.

Armed guards stood ready to suppress any trouble, although Dombeck expected little.  The last significant Jacobite enclave in Saskatchewan had been dispersed last November.  If any Jacobites remained, they were just the kind of hidden terrorists which they always accused Republicans of being.  Still, all it took was one man with a gun to end a life.

Dombeck sucked in a deep breath as he stepped inside the House.  This was, after all, the point of no turning back.  Either the Republicans would find unity and survive, or they’d keep fighting amongst themselves and he’d end up on the gallows.

A man wearing a blue pinstripe suit pushed his way through the small crowd of other representatives.  “Mr Dombeck!”  The man smiled and extended his hand.  “It’s a real pleasure to see you here.  Your father was such an inspiration.”

Matthew gave a wan smile in return, as he always did when people mentioned his father.  He liked to think that was because the pain of the Old Man’s death was still fresh, even after years.  But in his most honest moments, he knew that involved more than a little jealousy.  For all that Matthew had reached adulthood and put his heart into the struggle, he was still compared to what his father had done.  Would he never step out from the Old Man’s shadow?

“Thank you, Governor Blackwell,” Matthew said.  Sometimes it was best to take refuge in formality.  “I’m sure he’d be pleased to see us all here and working toward a better Canada.”  Some men would have made the mistake of saying that they were sure that the Old Man was looking down on them and smiling.  Amongst the diversity of Republicans, there were enough unbelievers to make such a statement risky.  Just one example of why they needed to get a working coalition together again.

“Oh, certainly!  I was there at Four Lakes, you know, when he led the first National Republican rally.  Shame that this meeting could be held there, too, but it’s an honour for us to host this great conclave.”

Dombeck’s smile was warmer this time.  “Better that it should be here, to honour the brave boys of this province who’ve made it safe to hold it here.”  No need to point out the obvious.  Wisconsin was busy ripping itself apart; any gathering of Republican leaders there would invite disaster [4].

“Where’s Pekkinen and Volker?”

The governor gestured down the hall.  “In chambers already, just beyond the big doors down the way.  But aren’t you going to stay and greet the other delegates?”

Dombeck shook his head.  “Time for that later.  I need to review the draft of my speech in the few hours left before the convention begins.”

“Good idea; I’m looking forward to hearing what you’ve got to say,” the governor said.

“Ja, so will I,” Dombeck said, with a slight laugh.

Dombeck had to stop himself shaking his head as he walked away.  So many reasons to be careful about what I say and do at this Congress, he thought.  In this case, it was from frustration about the squandered opportunities.  The western Republicans had been handed control of the western provinces way back in 1922, with their provincial parliament surviving unchecked after James II dissolved the national parliament.  And what had they done with it?  Why, nothing but turn the prairies into a bloodbath of internecine squabbling.  Socialists versus Labour in the cities, Socialists versus farmers’ parties in the country, all the radical factions against the accommodationist moderates like Blackwell and the elected MPs, and thugs fighting each other everywhere.  The party bosses had done as much harm as good out here, Blackwell foremost among them [5].

He allowed himself a small sigh when he thought he was out of Blackwell’s hearing.  He offered a silent prayer that everything would turn out as planned.

--

From: “Rebels in our Midst: Radical Politics in the Kingdom of Canada”
(c) 1943 Matthew T. Dombeck Jr.
University of Michigan Publishing
Huron, New England 

Chapter 30: The Meeting of Minds

Calls for a pan-Republican convention had come ever since the dissolution of Parliament and Canada’s descent into the Troubles.  Most everyone agreed that a convention was necessary to hammer out a course of action to oppose the Jacobites, but efforts to bring one about had long been hampered.  Unofficial congresses between some Republican factions were commonplace, as was cooperation at some levels.  But a formal convention required agreement about who should attend, how many delegates should be invited, the location, the agenda, and a host of other issues.  Governor Blackwell and his Saskatchewan Republican Party threatened to boycott a convention if delegates were invited from some of the more ‘extreme’ factions in his own province.  Quebecois Republicans were reluctant to attend simply because few of them could make it to any western location, and they feared that their voices would not be heard amongst a Republican convention which was largely English-speaking.  Similar feuds between Republican factions, and infighting amongst local bosses had prevented a truly national coalition for some time.

The Yankee intervention and the Republican victory at Teutoberg gave greater impetus to the press for a convention.  So did the prestige gained by Pekkinen and Volker, who at Dombeck’s urging added their voices to the call for a national convention.  Other factors added to the push.  In the west, the “Sitting Duck” Parliaments of Caroline and Saskatchewan had finally come out on top in the local struggles, and extinguished the last Jacobite enclaves in the process [6].  They consolidated their control over government functions and gave the feuding multitude of paramilitary organizations a simple choice: swear loyalty to the provincial government and quit fighting each other, or find the full weight of two provinces directed against them.  By the end of 1924, the western provinces were under the firm control of elected Republican organizations, barring a few isolated Jacobite sympathisers...

Matthew Dombeck Sr., the driving force behind the call for the convention, was chosen to give the opening address which called the First Republican Congress into order.  His address laid out a vision for Canada which was similar to his father’s before him.  Dombeck called for abolition of the monarchy and all aristocratic institutions, the nationalization of key industries, and the establishment of a clean government “by the people, for the people.”  He described his plan as a “fair deal for all the folk of this great nation.”  His followers adopted the name of “Fair Dealers” for their faction, although their opponents started calling them “Dwarfs” because they were “short on real ideas,” in the words of one anonymous wit.

For Dombeck’s vision was not well-received with all who sat in the Parliament House that day.  As had happened many times before, he was condemned for being a moderate in an era when many men wanted sweeping changes.  The socialists in the convention had hoped for a vision of a more sweeping nationalization of all major industries and programs to give workers control of corporations.  The various labor groups had expected that Dombeck, as the son of a noted Labor MP from pre-Republican days, would have put more emphasis on protecting workers and role of unions.  Even amongst those who had no particular adherence to socialism, comments were often made to the effect that Dombeck simply wanted to replace a king with a president and leave the rest of Canada’s problems exactly as they were...

Much of the opposition to Dombeck coalesced around the leadership of Gustav Haraldson of Caroline.  The son of Norwegian immigrant farmers who had settled amongst the vastness of Caroline’s wheat belt, Haraldson possessed a rough eloquence to his speech and enough stubbornness for ten ordinary men.  His father, Skule Haraldson, had fled Norway – then part of Sweden – when his agitation for political reform and worker’s rights had made him a target.  Skule had passed on his socialist views to his son.  Gustav often bragged that he had read only two books growing up, a Bible and a heavy tome which contained the collected works of Marx.  At the convention, Haraldson called for the creation of a government based on the strict socialist vision of Marx and Adenauer, particularly in the nationalization of all industries and government control over the economy.  He was attacked for “living in the land of the elves,” and he responded by taking the name “Elves” for his faction.  The Elves were the second-largest faction at the convention, and the main opposition to the “Dwarfs” – although unlike their opponents, the Fair-Dealers mostly disliked using that name.

Smaller factions with competing ideologies also emerged during the convention, and pushed for attention and influence during the proceedings.  The Labor movement emerged as a distinct faction who sometimes cooperated with the Elves, but whose preference for workers rights and union recognition did not always fit with the program of nationalization and strict socialism advocated by Haraldson.  The Democrats called for a program of direct democracy at the local level, the abolition of provincial governments, and a relatively weak national government.  The Federalists sometimes cooperated with the Fair-Dealers, but they were even more minimalist in their preferences, wanting to replace the monarch with a ceremonial president and the legal functions of the House of Lords with an independent High Court, but otherwise restoring the same machinery of state which had preceded the North American War.  The Patriots included the larger part of the Quebecois delegates; nominally Republican but attending to, in the words of Pierre Paquette, “see if Quebec has any place in this new Canada [7].”

Debate at the convention was long and contentious.  Fights broke out on the convention floor more than once.  A late April blizzard did not help matters, with power lost and the delegates forced to debate in the dark, unable to return to their lodgings due to the danger of the storm...

After three seemingly-interminable weeks of debate, the First Canadian Congress reached the rudiments of agreement, then adjourned.  While several matters had been argued at length without reaching any agreement, the Congress reached some important resolutions.  They scheduled a constitutional convention to begin in August.  Each Canadian province would send ten delegates to meet in Albright in that month, to reach a consensus on a working plan of government.

More immediately, the Congress agreed to establish a provisional government for the Republic of Canada.  This consisted of three representatives from each province, and one each from the two territories, and a triumvirate executive.  This triple executive was a compromise between sides who could not name a single candidate acceptable to all factions.  Johnny Pekkinen, the hero of Teutoberg, might have been a possibility, but he had quickly excluded himself from consideration.

The Congress eventually named Dombeck and Haraldson to the triumvirate, with Maurice du Lac, leader of the Patriots, as the third member.  His appointment was intended both to allow a neutral moderator between Dombeck and Haraldson – who by the end of the convention could scarcely stand to be in the same room for any length of time – and to shore up Republican support in Quebec.  As a further compromise, no member of the triumvirate was permitted to attend the constitutional convention.

On the pressing matter of defense, Johnny Pekinnen accepted an appointment of commander-in-chief of Republican forces throughout Canada.  Herman Volker returned to Wisconsin as the regional commander.  Since the Republican forces had only lightly-armed state militias and other irregular forces, Pekkinen’s greatest challenge would be uniting the disparate forces into something which could defend Republican soil against the Canadian Army and its Blackshirt allies...

Despite the still-bitter differences, the First Republican Congress marked the moment in which the Republicans brought themselves back into a working coalition.  It remained to be seen whether they could remain united against the Jacobites, especially as nations outside Canada’s borders began to take a more active interest in the Troubles...

--

[1] This is equivalent to the M1922 version of the Browning Automatic Rifle.

[2] Named for a British hero of the second burning of Washington DC in 1834.

[3] A female delegates have attended the First Canadian Congress.  The most noted of those would be Virginia Sheppard of Covington, Ontario, since she had attended from the heart of Jacobite country.  Sheppard would also attend the later constitutional convention and play a large role in its proceedings.

[4] Wisconsin is one of the provinces worst-affected by the Troubles.  Republicans control the northern portion of the province, including the volatile Upper Peninsula.  In recent months they have solidified their control of the westernmost parts of the provinces, especially along the Mississippi.  However, the Jacobites retain control of their heartland of the Fox Valley, and most of the other coastal population centres along Lake Michigan, such as Belfast [Milwaukee].  The population of Dearborn [Chicago] is mostly pro-Republican since Teutoberg, but it is occupied by the Canadian military; an occupation which has become increasingly difficult to supply due to the recent falling out with New England meaning that men and materiel cannot be sent via Michigan.  To make matters even more confusing, following the forced dissolution of the original provincial parliament, there are now two parliaments reassembled and claiming to be the government of Wisconsin; a Jacobite-controlled one in Green Bay and a Republican one in Marquette.

[5] The National Republican Convention established in 1912 was an electoral coalition, not a unified party.  Its leading figures had managed a suitable level of cooperation amongst themselves about working to win control of the national government, but this fell apart with the arrest of the national leadership and the effective abandonment of democratic government at the national level.  Since then, the level of cooperation amongst Republican groups has been decidedly mixed.  In the central and eastern provinces, especially Wisconsin, the immediate threat of Jacobite assault has kept the disagreements more on the level of argument and non-cooperation.  In the western provinces, with a limited Jacobite presence, the fighting instead became a case of jockeying for power amongst rival groups who all called themselves Republicans of one form or another.

[6] The provincial governments of Saskatchewan and Caroline were held in poor regard by most Republicans until recently.  They remained nominally loyal to James II following the dissolution of the national parliament, and refused to disband even when ordered to do so later.  Many of their opponents condemned them as moderates and opportunists who sought to reach an agreement with the king.  As such, the paramilitary organizations and local bosses wielded most of the power in those two provinces.  Internal struggles within the parliamentary factions and some judicious cooperation with chosen paramilitary groups saw this trend reversed, and new leaders emerged in the parliament who were untainted by former association with the king.  Governor Blackwell has become the most prominent of those in Saskatchewan; Haraldson was the most eloquent of several in Caroline.  The parliamentary groups have taken control of the western provinces, but some bad blood remains between them and the eastern Republicans.

[7] Quebec is currently divided between Jacobites, Republicans, and a growing number of Separatists.  ‘Separatist’ is actually a misnomer given by their enemies.  They mostly want autonomy for Quebec, believing that it will be more and more neglected as the political centre of gravity moves west, and that any replacement for the monarchy will be more inclined to meddle in Quebecois affairs than the monarchy has been.  For now, the Republicans and Separatists are making common cause, but agitators – including some apparent foreigners – have become louder of late.

--

Decades of Darkness #166: The Day You Went Away

LABOUR MEANS LIBERTY
- Sign above the entrance to the liberty camp [prison camp] at North West River, Labrador, New England

--

Taken from a speech delivered by Shane Mullins to an assembly at Central Park, New York, 27 June 1924 (two days after the news of Ernest Brewster’s death reached New England).  Copied by most newspapers throughout New England the following day.

“My fellow New Englanders, I come before you to convey the most grievous news.  Ernest Brewster, that valiant hero of the struggle against militant socialism, has fallen in battle, along with many of his comrades.  I regret that, for all his courage, he acted against my advice and led a premature strike against the enemy.

“This is a dark day we must endure, but I take solace in the lesson it can teach us.  The enemy we face is not to be taken lightly.  Brewster had a lion's courage, but in his anger he acted too soon.  He moved before he had prepared fully, before order could be established, before all of the necessary resources could be marshalled.  If he had asked me, I would have counselled him of the virtues of preparation, of putting our own house in order before we take the fight against militant socialism outside of our borders.

“For the truth is, we are already in a war.  Reactionary socialism is on the march.  Newfoundland, one of our firm allies in the last war, has fallen into the poison of anarchy and misguided declarations of class warfare.  Canada, brave Canada, has been betrayed by the enemies within, socialists who use the good name of Republicanism to advance their own cause of chaos.  And the march of international socialism has not stopped at our borders.  Our beloved New England is also threatened by the forces of disorder, of lawlessness.  Socialists have brought riots and bloodshed to our streets before, and they will do so again if given the chance.

“We must not hand these traitors the keys to the Republic!  Instead of the poison of chaos, New England must drink deep from the cup of unity.  We must make of this nation a bastion of order, a beacon of discipline.  We must cleanse ourselves of disloyal elements, and bring together all the honest men and women of the nation to a common purpose.  Turbulent instincts must be subdued to the cause of national unity. We must bind ourselves together.  We must pledge our lives and efforts to discipline, to the necessary sacrifices to restore New England to its former glory.

“Let us go forward from this day with the lesson of unity, of preparation.  Let us put aside the taint of former associations, and the rashness of acting before we are ready.  Let us first put our own house in order, and then with careful planning, resources and solid Yankee ingenuity, we can bring New England back to her former greatness.  Before I have left this life, I make this pledge: whenever a man or woman of New England rises in the morning, wherever they may travel across the face of the globe, they will be able to say, “I am proud to be a Yankee.”

--

Taken from: “The Anatomy of Vitalism”
(c) 1948 by Edwin Thornton Patton
New Cambridge University Press: Sydney, Australia

The scape-goating of suitable targets, and blaming them for social and economic ills, or military disasters, can be considered almost de rigueur for vitalism, but that those targets be of a particular race is not.  Of the three nations that can be considered as archetypal of vitalism, only New England itself made scapegoats of people of a particular race...

--

Taken from: “James Ingersoll: Tyrant and Patriot”
(c) 1952 by Emile Herzog
Vanderbilt Press: New York, New England

One of the truly frightening strengths of vitalism was its ability to abandon traditional liberties, values and safeguards, and replace them with popular tyranny, while still retaining the semblance of the old forms.  Vitalism in its rawest essence is traditional New England liberalism turned on its head; the replacement of liberty with authoritarianism.  But while under Mullins and his vitalist minions, freedom was abandoned, the appearance of most New England liberties remained.

The jurisdiction of the Supreme Court was limited on pseudo-constitutional grounds, and the expansion of the court by appointment of four additional vitalist-friendly justices helped to ensure that the Court ruled the right way on constitutional appeals, but the institution itself was never abolished.  The freedom of the press was never formally removed, but extensive use of defamation actions, and later frequent use of censorship on military grounds, meant that little criticism of the government was made public.  In vitalist New England, a man could largely say what he wished in private, but to speak against the government in public risked financial ruin at the least, and often imprisonment if any suitable pretext for criminal charges could be found.  Freedom of assembly was similarly restricted.  Protest marches were allowed to proceed whenever the government wished to allow the appearance of liberty, but one could be sure that the next day would see a larger march organised in support of whatever the protestors were opposing.  If that was not sufficient, the use of agents provocateur, rioting and the subsequent arrest of the protest leaders sufficed to muzzle opposition.

Traditional values of individual liberty and property rights were likewise still preserved in theory, but abandoned in practice.  A man could keep his own property, except when it was taxed too heavily for him to afford it, or seized by frequent use of eminent domain, or when wages were cut in line with government planning.  The larger corporations found vitalist rule to be a marvellous opportunity; they added their support to Mullins, and received their rewards at the cost of the common worker.  The vitalist rhetoric was heavy on calls for “national unity,” which meant in practice that people were required to agree with whatever Mullins said, at least on any point which actually mattered.  Anything which opposed that view, such as labour unions, or the rights of the common workers, would be suspended if it helped Mullins or his capitalist supporters.  This path inevitably culminated in placing the entire New England economy on a war-time footing.

Token political opposition was always allowed to remain, to reassure the public without compromising the reality of power.  Thus, when vitalists called for “returning to the true spirit of the Constitution and the founding fathers,” they meant Senators no longer elected by popular vote, but instead chosen by vitalist-controlled legislatures.  Nevertheless, the appearance of a democratic opposition and free elections remained in place throughout the vitalist period; socialist Representatives and Senators were elected in Vermont and New Hampshire in every congressional election from 1925 until the end of the Republic.  However, the effective power of the opposition parties was broken after 1927, and restricted long before that.  Manipulation of electoral districts, conviction and electoral disbarment for the more vocal opponents, helped to ensure that few were elected.  Those anti-vitalists who were elected to government – mostly socialists – had the freedom to criticise vitalist actions freely within the Houses of Congress; a right to Congressional privilege that was never revoked.  But the vitalist majorities ensured that if any significant criticism of the government took place, the debate would be declared in camera, and any publication of the criticism was thus forbidden.  For those Congressmen foolish enough to criticise vitalism outside of Congress, the usual defamation lawsuits largely ensured their silence.  Failing that, charges of treason or sedition were always available as a last resort.  This was used on the leaders of the Socialist Alliance in 1927, although public unease over those actions was sufficient that Mullins backed off from any plans to arrest most of the other leading socialists.

But the so-called liberty camps remained in place as a potential deterrent for any prominent socialist who went too far in their criticism of the vitalist government; those camps were frequently used for less prominent individuals whom the vitalists wished to keep out of the way.  These were based on the system of Special Courts which had been established by Ingersoll himself, in the early days of vitalist rule.  The Man of Steel was instrumental in effecting this inversion of liberalism, first in establishing this institution, and ensuring its pursuit of most established officers in the armed forces.  Especially those of Jewish faith...

--

Excerpts from: “Martin Arendt: His Trial and Legacy”
(c) 1948 by Nathaniel Strauss
Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.

Vitalism had always found it convenient to use the Jewish population as scapegoats.  Their emphasis on “returning to the founding principles of the Republic” had always included praise for the founders of New England as good Christians, which left New England’s Jews in a precarious position as obvious non-Christians.  With Britain a nation led by a Jewish Prime Minister and being blamed for failing to prepare to war, the charge of “Jewish incompetence” was an easy one for the Vitalists to make, particularly when the United States was a notably Jew-friendly nation.  The anti-Semitic aspect of Vitalist public relations [propaganda] was one of the most detestable parts of their message; brought up whenever it was deemed useful for political purposes, although often disregarded when other “enemies” were deemed more pressing or politically convenient...

--

From “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

ARENDT, Martin (1870-1931).  New England army officer who rose to the rank of brigadier general.  Best remembered today for his notorious trial in 1925 which headlined the anti-Jewish program of the Vitalist regime in New England.  Arendt was of Jewish descent, although thoroughly secular in his outlook.  He served in the New Jersey front during the North American War, and as a then-colonel, had the misfortune to be the commanding officer of one of the first regiments to break during the Rapier Offensive (q.v.).  While this caused some immediate damage to his military reputation, he remained in the New England Army after the war, and was promoted to brigadier general in 1919 [1].  After the establishment of Special Courts (q.v.) in New England, Arendt became one of the first officers (and the first of Jewish heritage) to be charged by those courts.  He was accused of cowardice under fire, and incompetence for failing to prepare for the offensive.  His trial attracted considerable controversy within New England, and became a cause célèbre around the world.  Despite an able defence by the noted lawyer Crystal Eastman, Arendt’s conviction was a fait accompli. It is believed that the public unrest about his trial was sufficient that the originally planned death sentence for cowardice was abandoned, and he was simply dismissed from the New England Army.  Arendt remained in New England for the remainder of his life, where he campaigned without success to have his name cleared.

--

Excerpts from: “Martin Arendt: His Trial and Legacy”
(c) 1948 by Nathaniel Strauss
Conrad Publishing Company: Baton Rogue.

For all of the public clamour raised by Arendt’s supporters, it is apparent that most New Englanders in 1925 were prepared to believe the worst of him, and that his defenders were merely socialists and cowards.  Several other Jewish officers were tried or otherwise forced out of the armed forces.  Anti-Semitism became a small but ugly part of New England under Mullins; a policy of targeting a few scapegoats whenever he needed a distraction from other events.

Quite apart from the persecution of military officers, various Jewish business owners became the target for government interference.  Phony health inspections were a favoured ploy, along with frequent audits, tax investigations, and many other measures to make their lives difficult.  Pressuring banks to foreclose on mortgages was another favoured tactic.  Sufficient public discontent was raised to ensure that no Jews were elected to federal office after 1927, and several high-ranking Jewish civil servants were removed whenever it was deemed politically convenient, although others were left to continue their careers throughout the vitalist period.  While the lives of Jew were rarely threatened – apart from a few isolated cases of murders conducted by Redshirts of which even Mullins seems to have disapproved – their property and livelihoods were another matter.  It is estimated that ten thousand Jews left New England during this period, mostly to Britain or the United States...

--

Taken from: “James Ingersoll: Tyrant and Patriot”
(c) 1952 by Emile Herzog
Vanderbilt Press: New York, New England

While conducting the cleansing of many of New England’s loyal military officers, Ingersoll took the opportunity to build a new leadership cadre for the armed forces, particularly the Army itself.  Formerly mid-ranked officers saw rapid promotion in some cases, particularly where they were perceived to be loyal to vitalism.  They were joined by a substantial number of former Redshirts who were integrated into the upper echelons of the armed forces, although some of the more prominent Redshirts remained in the Auxiliary Forces.

However, when conducting the cleansing and subsequent promotions, Ingersoll did not act solely for vitalist gain.  For all of his flaws, he remained a patriot who wished the best for his country, and he promoted a number of officers not because of any pro-vitalist sentiment, but because of their perceived talent.  His one restriction was that all officers should be at least apolitical; any suspicion of socialist sympathies was a career-ending taint.  But some noteworthy officers were protected from the cleansings or granted promotions, even when they had no particular affection for Mullins or vitalism generally.  Of these officers, two in particular would become well-known to the world.  The first was Colonel William J. Donovan, who had escaped from Brewster’s debacle in Wisconsin, and who Ingersoll promoted two grades to Major General.  The other was Rodrigo Heredia, a Dominican who had moved to the mainland before the North American War, but who had previously found his military career stunted because of his continued use of a surname which was considered too “American.”  Heredia was ranked as a captain, but Ingersoll promoted him to colonel after hearing some of Heredia’s notions on the advantages of mobile warfare.  Although Heredia welcomed the promotion, he still found that his surname caused social stigma.  In 1927, shortly after being promoted to Brigadier General, he changed his name to Rodney Ironfist, in symbolic representation of his preferred military strategy...

--

From “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

POWELL, Timothy (1876-1928).  New England soldier and political figure.  Timothy Powell served in the North American War, where he rose to the rank of captain by the war’s end.  He left the army after the war’s end, and quickly became an active figure in the ex-soldier’s movements.  He took part in the March on Hartford, where he took a bullet wound to the shoulder which left him with only marginal use of his left arm for the rest of his life.  He founded the Veterans League, and kept a senior role in its successor organisations as the vitalist organisations merged during the 1910s.  He was chosen as the United Democratic presidential candidate in the 1920 elections, but he was increasingly marginalised as the Vitalists assumed political power. He was given the relatively unimportant position of Secretary of Agriculture in 1926.  In that role, he was largely out of the public eye, until he was assassinated by Matthias O’Meara (q.v.), a disaffected farmer forced out of his land by falling grain prices.  The main historical question surrounding this assassination is whether Shane Mullins or other Vitalists arranged it.  The consensus of informed opinion is that Mullins was aware of the assassination plot beforehand, but that he chose to take no action against a man he thought to be of questionable political loyalty, believing that either a successful or failed assassination attempt would suit his political purposes.  There is no doubt that Mullins took advantage of the assassination to launch a crackdown on suspected foreign agents and domestic enemies – both of whom were blamed for supporting O’Meara – and produced a new crop of inmates for the liberty camps.

--

4 July 1927
North West River
Labrador Territory
Republic of New England

Kendall Weston stood at his office window and looked out over the beautiful order of North West River, New England’s largest and – dare he think it? – best-run liberty camp.  Well laid-out, with two central avenues meeting in a crossroads, dividing the camp into four quarters, two for prisoner accommodation, one for the workshops, and the open quarter of the exercise yard.  Well-protected, with fences topped with razor wire, regular sentry posts with Hoovers [machine guns] along the perimeter, and Redshirts guards with dogs and rifles patrolling outside.  Beyond the fences, the roads extended to the docks on one side, the guards quarters and then the old liberty camp to the west, and then inland into the forest where the inmates would sometimes be sent in working parties to harvest timber.

The elaborate protection was probably unnecessary; the inmates had nowhere to run to except the harsh interior of Labrador.  The docks were well-guarded, the bay regularly patrolled, and anyone trying to escape overland would be dead in short order.  Still, it never hurt to be sure.  This camp was Weston’s private domain, and he had worked hard to make it secure.  The old guards of the first North West River camp would barely recognise it by comparison.  Well, they would not have recognised it at the time; by now, the surviving former guards of the old camp had become quite familiar with the new camp.  Albeit it from a different side of the wire.

A faint column of dust rose above the road to the distant docks, a pleasant notification of who was coming.  Two special guests were to arrive today, appropriate fellow inmates for Dylan Boucher and Gerard Hadley, the former leaders of the Newfound Socialist Republic.

Weston busied himself with paperwork until the column of horsts drew close.  The most annoying part of the job, that, but a necessary one.  Thankfully, he did not need to record everything; no-one back in Hartford cared much whether the prisoners here lived or died.  But still, he had to account for shipments of materials in and out, and all of the administrative functions of running a guard force of a hundred men.

When the horsts neared the gate complex, Weston left his office, collected a couple of Redshirt guards with auto guns [submachine guns], and made his way to the new prisoners.  With his usual precise timing, he arrived just after David Rubin and Leroy Abbard were ushered out of the horsts.  They probably did not even realise how lucky they were to get that treatment; most of the new inmates got transported in lorries or on foot.

“Welcome to North West River,” Weston said.  If his voice had a touch of irony, well, that could hardly be helped.  Good to see that the leading socialists in New England would finally live in a place more befitting their character.  “This is a good day for you to arrive; the height of summer, and for once it isn’t raining.”

Neither of the two men answered at first.  David Rubin, obviously Jewish from the tint to his features and his neatly-trimmed black hair, glanced at the sign above the entrance.  “Not bad; a lie before we even enter.  No amount of work will earn us freedom as long as Mullins rules in Hartford.”

“For traitors, a lot of labour will be required,” Weston said.

Rubin shrugged.  “Back during the Second American Revolution, the tyrant American President Madison called our forefathers traitors, because they dared to stand up for their rights.”

“So, you admit that you fomented revolution?” Weston asked.  “You socialists have always plotted revolution, but you’re usually better at hiding it than that.”

“I admit to being a patriot, as our founding fathers were,” Rubin said.  “But I have always worked within the laws of New England to bring a better life for our people.  Not like you vitalists, who believe only in a democracy of rifles.”

“You were tried and convicted in accordance with the law,” Weston said stiffly.  He was tempted to allow the guards to give Rubin a reminder of the danger of saying the wrong thing, but he refrained.  As much as he could, he would rather not give these two men any reason to cause trouble; beyond being imprisoned here, of course.  They were natural leaders, and if they were quiescent about living here, that would make things easier when controlling the other inmates.  They could always be given harsher treatment later if necessary, but he would try this way first.

Rubin said, “By a court of Mullins’ toadies, with no real judge involved.”

“A court duly constituted under the Congressional authority, in strict accordance with the laws and the Constitution,” Weston said calmly.

Rubin said, “Before he led New England into independence, Pickering warned about the need to leave the United States because of the popular tyrants in Washington, who sheltered themselves under the forms and names of the Constitution, tortured and interpreted to suit their views.  Now your Chief does the same here.  You vitalists claim to be returning to the founding principles of New England, but Pickering would weep if he saw what you have done.”

“Every criminal has some excuse to justify their actions,” Weston said, and waved for the guards to lead Rubin inside.  He turned to Leroy Abbard.  “Do you have anything to add?”

“You wouldn’t listen if I did,” Abbard replied.  “I am prepared for my fate, as Stephen was prepared for his.”

“If a traitor goes courageously to his fate, that does not make him any less a traitor,” Weston said, and waved for the guards to lead Abbard into North West River as well.  Enjoy it, gentlemen, since you won’t ever be seeing the outside world again.

--

22 October 1929
Federal House
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

Shane Mullins, President of New England, Majority Leader of the Senate, usually known simply as the Chief, had long ago learned the lesson that a crisis represented both a danger and an opportunity.  New England had seen many crises over the last two decades, many of which he had engineered, and all of which he had taken advantage of.  This time, the crisis was not one of his own making, but he had to decide how to respond to it.

The world had been engulfed by war, and the United States was now committed to it.  That meant that he could now direct New England into one of the opportunities that beckoned, and quell the internal dissent to his rule besides.  His problem was that, for once in his life, he could not determine which of the opportunities was most suitable.

On the one hand, Canada was ripe for further intervention.  No power in the world remained to stop New England doing what it wanted there.  There was territory which could be acquired there, friends who could be helped, and socialists who needed to be removed from power.  Victory in Canada would assuage the problems caused by the ineffectiveness of previous interventions; his actions in Canada had gained him some political advantage and the opportunity to expand his armed forces, but as yet nothing which could be considered a smashing victory.  Now, with the United States out of the equation – they would scarcely intervene – he could finish off the Canadian Socialists once and for all, if he chose.

On the other hand, intervention in Canada would not give New England the global notice he so badly wanted.  Only joining in the great war raging around the world would do that.  There were more risks there, by far, and the gains were less tangible than any soil to be acquired from Canada.  But there could be gains to be made – Germany’s African colonies beckoned, and glory awaited intervention in Europe.  This would be a much bloodier course of action, but it could certainly be pursued.  New England’s navy was ready, especially its skycraft carriers.  His arrangements with Liberia had ensured that arlacs and other weapons of war could be brought into action in short order.

On the third hand, taking parts of Canadian soil would be difficult.  Unlike their Newfoundland cousins, the Canadians did not want to become Yankees, sadly.  They could be persuaded, but it might be better to acquire colonies elsewhere.  So, greater opportunities in the greater war, but also greater risks.

When he put the question in those terms, of course, there was only one answer.

--

“Slavers and Jew-haters for allies in our war.  How did we come to this passage of events?  God have mercy on a free country.”
- Taken from the diary of Clement Churchill, 29 October 1929

--

[1] This is not an indication of any lack of talent on Arendt’s part; the much-reduced New England Army after the war meant that promotion opportunities were extremely limited.

--

Decades of Darkness #167a: Blood Is Thicker Than Water

Thanks go to Demetrios Rammos for several suggestions incorporated into this post.

--

“Who rules the waves, rules the world.”
- U.S. Commodore Admiral Ronald Nielsen (as he then was), 1927

--

16 October 1929
Sphagia Island
Navarino, Greece

Standing on almost the southernmost extremity of the island of Sphagia, Lieutenant Alexander O’Meara was surrounded by red soil with occasional boulders of white limestone.  Soil the colour of blood, interspersed with rocks the colour of cowardice.  It seemed symbolic of the way the world was turning, nowadays.

He held binoculars to his eyes long enough to get a good view of the ships spaced out in the great bay.  Especially those which were nearing the entrance to the straits.  Officially, those two dozen or so cruisers and destroyers were the Western Squadron of the Greek Navy.  It had always been a minor detail that those ships’ crews mostly spoke no Greek, except for a few bilingual officers.  The crews spoke English instead, mostly Yankee-accented, although some of the sailors had found their way there from surprising places.

O’Meara had been one of those who had made his way there from a strange place.  In his case, from Ireland via South Africa and Argentina.  Scandal had driven him out of his Irish homeland and his first refuge in Cape Town; loneliness and an inability to learn Spanish from his second refuge in Buenos Aires.  But provided he could do his job right, no-one in the Western Squadron had cared about his past liaisons.

Or rather, no-one had cared about his background up until now.  He was not a Yankee, and thus he could no longer have an officer role on a Yankee ship, even a minor destroyer like the Charon.  His only reward for three years service had been an unceremonious exit, once the word came over the funk waves.

“Damn that bastard Mullins,” O’Meara muttered, as his binocular-aided gaze fell on the cruiser Mylae, navigating its way out of the bay.  The ship was big enough and well-armoured enough to have been considered a capital ship – a battlecruiser – during the war.  The last war, rather.  Now, though, times had moved on, and the Mylae was a toy compared to a modern battleship.  Still, it was too good a ship to end up under Mullins’ control.

Yet however unsavoury a character Shane Mullins possessed, he was no fool.  O’Meara doubted that word of the American entry into the war had been twenty minutes old before the ships of the Western Squadron started warming up their engines.  They would all be out into the Mediterranean within an hour or two, and ready to move for home.

O’Meara wished that something could be done to stop those ships.  The Greeks had battleships, but those would not be used to stop the Western Squadron.  Greece had been firm friends with New England for a very long time.  Despite the strains of dealing with someone like Mullins, the Greeks had obviously learned the lesson that one’s allies were not always the same as one’s friends.  No doubt leaders in London and Paris and Rome were having similar thoughts right about now.  But it still grated to see those ships leaving.  Especially without him.

“He may be a bastard, but the question is which side will the bastard be on?” O’Meara said aloud.  Maybe talking to himself was a bad sign, but then the day had seen enough poor omens that one more did not matter.  And he still could not be sure what side Mullins would be on.  No-one could, and that meant that those ships would surely make it home.  After all, Germany or Italy or France would not dream of seizing them.  New England might not be a power in the same league as the United States, but O’Meara doubted that any nation was looking to make another enemy right now.

O’Meara stayed on the headland until the last ship had departed, wondering how many openings the Greek Navy had for non-Greek-speaking officers.

--

Taken from: “Cannon, Torpedos and Carriers: Naval Tactics from Nelson to Nielsen”
(c) 1951 by Malcolm Leveson
Columbia Press: Columbia [Knoxville, Tennessee]

In the post-North American War era, naval tactics continued to develop at a rapid pace.  The invention of the first skymarine [seaplane] carrier, the HMS Pegasus in 1906, had promised a revolution in naval warfare, but it did not yet give a hint of the modern naval role where carriers stand alongside battleships as the index of a nation’s naval power.

The primary role of early naval aviation was in reconnaissance.  The early skymarine carriers and later skycraft carriers offered an obvious way for a fleet commander to scout the surrounding seas, particularly when funk technology advanced to the point where it could be used reliably in ship-to-ship transmissions.  Using skycraft for reconnaissance filled a role which had previously been open only to the United States with its cloud-ships.  Within a decade of the war’s end, all of the Great Powers’ navies included a few vessels which could deploy skycraft (mostly skymarines) for reconnaissance.

The offensive power of naval skycraft took much longer to realise.  Bombing against land targets was a convenient but limited option; the first seaborne skycraft strikes against land targets were delivered by Pegasus itself during the North American War.  The use of skycraft against ships, however, would be years in coming.  Early experiments with torpedo bombers had proven largely useless, and effective dive-bombers were still years away.  Reliable skyborne torpedoes were even more distant.  For now, the battleship still ruled the seas...

The first hints of the decline of the battleship’s naval primacy came not from the sky, but from beneath the waves.  The invention of the sea wolf offered a new weapon in the admiral’s armoury; stealthy and cheap, and potentially capable of destroying a battleship with the right strike.  Yet sea wolves proved to be far better at threatening civilian shipping than anything military.  No modern battleship would be sunk by a sea wolf alone until the Great War [1].

With the threats to the battleship still conveniently distant, the post-North American war era saw a new battleship race develop to replace that which had been lost.  The 1890s had seen the culmination of a long contest between Britain and the United States; now a new naval race emerged between Britain and Germany.  The two putative allies found themselves in an awkward position after the war’s end.  Neither fully trusted each other, and while they remained allies in name for a long time, their naval commanders placed more emphasis on potential than on alliances.

From Britain’s perspective, Germany was the greatest naval threat in the world.  Without any overt plans to do so, the Krijgmarine had become the largest navy in the world by the war’s end.  It was a position which it retained through a committed program of naval construction.  The German position was that with the failure of the Royal Navy to maintain control of the seas, Germany needed a strong navy of its own to protect its far-flung colonies and allies from its enemies, particularly the U.S. Navy.  Britain’s position was that its homeland could only be secure if it ruled the waves, and Germany’s ongoing naval expansion was a threat to that principle.  Neither side was overtly hostile for a long time, and naval funding was sometimes difficult to obtain due to other commitments, but their naval race continued steadily until the outbreak of the Great War.

The other Great Powers did not truly join in the post-war naval race.  France and Italy invested most of their energy in their armies, to thwart the potential of the German juggernaut.  Russia built itself a reasonable-sized navy, but likewise focused most of its military spending on its army.  Nippon maintained the fourth-largest number of capital ships in the world, but its fleet was concentrated in the north-western Pacific.  America’s navy remained strong, but largely configured for operations within the New World.  Due to a lack of reliable bases and limited range, American ships were not yet intended to be deployed to distant theatres.  Only the principal colonial powers of Germany and Britain developed navies which were intended to be deployed around the world...

One of the lessons which the Battle of Long Island had made clear was that even slightly obsolete ships were not of any significant use in a modern navy.  In that battle, the old pre-Vanguards, and even the first class of Vanguards, had taken appalling damage when forced into the line of battle against the more modern capital ships.  Pre-Vanguards had been retained in nations’ fleets because they offered at least some firepower and naval presence, although pre-war doctrine had largely called for them to be used in secondary theatres and not in the main line of battle.  But the experience of the North American War in general, and particularly Long Island, showed that no matter how hideously vulnerable those ships were, they would be pressed into service, where they accomplished little other than adding to the bloodshed.  Even the first classes of Vanguards with their 12-inch guns had been outclassed by the newer ships with 13.5 or 14-inch calibre weapons.

Defeat often being a salutary lesson, the dangers of obsolescent ships were recognised first by Britain.  Plans to scrap the remaining pre-Vanguards had been established even before the end of the North American War, to free up money and skilled men for new classes of battleships.  The last British pre-Vanguard, the Triumph, was scrapped in 1909; the last of their first-class Vanguards, the Hercules, reached the same end in 1912.  With the scrapping of the Hercules, all British capital ships with 12-inch or smaller main guns had been retired.  The core of the Royal Navy was now formed by “super-Vanguards” with 13.5-inch guns, and even these would soon become outclassed.

The Marlborough, the first of a new class of British fast battleships, was laid down in 1913 and commissioned in 1916.  In many ways it was as revolutionary as the USS Vanguard had been half a generation before.  The Marlborough boasted nine 16-inch main guns in three triple turrets, 14-inch armour on the belt and barbette, and a powerful set of 160,000 shaft horsepower steam turbines which could propel her to a speed of 32 knots.  Displacing 48,000 tons, the Marlborough was not only the biggest warship ever built until that time, it was also the most heavily-armoured and boasted the greatest armament [2].  It could outrun and outgun any other capital ship afloat, and laid down a challenge to the rest of the world’s navies.

The other leading naval powers quickly followed the first half of Britain’s example.  Most pre-Vanguards were scrapped by 1910, except for a few which were sold to the world’s smaller navies or which lingered as reserve ships for commanders to gain experience with large vessels.  But when it came to the second half, few nations were both capable and willing to match Britain’s example; most settled on 14-inch gun battleships as the new standard.

Only three nations immediately tried to match Britain’s actions.  The United States built a reasonable number of 16-inch gun battleships, starting with the Indiana in 1918, but without the urgency of the pre-war naval race, was content to keep pace with Britain rather than try to exceed its construction.  Nippon built four battleships of the Mikasa class; majestic ships in their own right but mostly intended to defend Nippon’s colonies in case of a war with Germany.  Only Germany itself tried to meet and exceed Britain’s rate of naval construction of very large battleships.  This triggered the greatest phase of the naval race, a contest which had been largely cordial until 1920, but which after that date was viewed as a matter of national prestige.

The new naval race between Britain and Germany did not have quite the same focus on the number of capital ships as had been seen in the pre-war race between Britain and the United States.  Modern battleships were increasingly expensive, both in their construction and their operations.  Both sides also had to focus increasing proportions of their military budgets on land armies.  So where Britain had tried to outpace America through sheer weight of battleships, its new efforts to outpace Germany consisted of adding smaller numbers of several new classes of ships, each of which had features which were believed to give them an advantage over Germany.

On the eve of the Great War, this culminated in the greatest class of battleships the world had yet seen.  The three Resolution-class battleships (Resolution herself, Redoubtable and Resistance) were 65,000-ton leviathans of the sea, armed with nine 18-inch guns which were expected to be capable of punching through the armour of its smaller contemporaries [3].  The Resolution-class battleships lacked the speed of some of their rivals, but this was thought to be less of a concern in their expected main theatre of operations in the North Sea and the Mediterranean.  Germany’s response was the ‘Marshal’ class of battleships with 460-mm guns.  The first of these, Blücher, was commissioned four months before the Great War began...

Despite an intense focus on maintaining naval supremacy, neither Britain nor Germany placed much emphasis on constructing fleet carriers through most of the interwar period.  For most of that time, the art of skycraft navigation and communication was too primitive, and the need to defend home waters was seen as paramount.  While a few small carriers were built, they were intended mainly to protect the far-flung sea lanes of both nations’ empires.  Carriers were seen as useful only for reconnaissance operations and for secondary theatres.  Kaiser Willem IV famously described carriers as “poor man’s battleships”; he viewed their bombers as useful for striking targets which were not important enough to assign a battleship.

In the expected main battle zones in home waters such as the North Sea, the Baltic and the Mediterranean, the seas were expected to be too crowded for carriers to operate effectively.  Germany and Britain put some effort into anti-ship skycraft, but this was mostly land-based naval aviation.  These consisted of specialist units of reconnaissance skycraft and ship-killers trained to strike smaller ships.  It was expected that their chances of penetrating the swarm of sky fire and a modern battleship’s armour were too small to be a meaningful alternative, particularly in the hectic conditions of a full fleet engagement.

In other navies, the debate about the relative value of carriers and battleships was more mixed.  Some nations advocated more use of carriers than others, but most naval commanders still based their ideal fleet around a core of battleships.  Despite a few vocal advocates, the potential of skycraft to sink capital ships was not yet fully realised.  Level bombing against capital ships was widely-recognised as futile; anti-ship skycraft needed to be either dive-bombers or torpedo-bombers.  Neither of these were developed to be fully effective until nearly the eve of the Great War.  The difficulties of communication and navigation for skycraft in the open ocean was also a considerable hindrance; only after about 1925 were funk communications reliable enough for pilots to feel comfortable operating at long range from their carriers, particularly at night.

Of all the world’s naval powers, it was New England who perforce became the pioneers of the modern fleet carrier.  Denied access to proper battleships under the Peace of Washington, but with no restrictions on its construction of skycraft, New England’s navy led the way in the development of land-based naval aviation.  When funk technology advanced sufficiently to allow skycraft to reliably find their way back to a ship in the open ocean, New England quickly developed the first effective fleet carrier.  Earlier ships had been able to launch a few skycraft or skymarines, but the Providence [4], commissioned in 1918, was the first purpose-built flat-deck carrier.  While it carried only a dozen skycraft at first (later refitted to carry eighteen), it gave New England valuable experience at conducting naval aviation operations.

The Providence was followed by the much-acclaimed Glory class of skycraft carriers.  Although these were designed before Mullins took office in New England, and Glory itself had already been laid down (as the Hudson), ‘the Chief’ took full credit for pushing ahead with their construction.  There were originally three ships in this class, and they would be expanded to five by the early months of the Great War.  Together, these five ships – Glory, Honor, Courage, Valor and Redemption – marked a milestone in naval history.  These were the first carriers to be considered as capital ships, and New England would put them to good use during the Great War.  Other nations followed New England’s lead, especially the United States and Nippon.  Germany and Britain were slower to adopt full fleet carriers; although both nations had two such vessels at the start of the Great War.

While other nations had carriers, it was New England which led the way.  The Glory-class ships carried over ninety aircraft each; a mixed complement of fighters for fleet defence and escort duties, and torpedo bombers and dive-bombers, each of which also performed reconnaissance duties.  The Glory carriers had the speed and range to operate with the rest of the fleet.  This let the New England Navy project power across the sea lanes in a way which few other nations truly appreciated at the time, although they would become aware of it during the course of the Great War...

While capital ships gained the most headlines and public notice, the development in smaller navel vessels was equally important in the post-North American War era.  Most notably, the role of cruisers and battlecruisers changed dramatically after Long Island.  The pre-war period had seen a separation between battlecruisers, armoured cruisers, and light cruisers.  The concept of a battlecruiser was discredited by their performance in that battle, and advances in armour protection blurred the distinction between light and heavy cruisers.  During the 1910s, most navies adopted a single category of cruiser, with no formal distinction between heavy and light cruisers.  Nonetheless, while cruisers were still treated as secondary ships, they boasted an increasing amount of armament and firepower.  By the end of that decade, the heavier classes of cruisers were well-armoured vessels up to 14,000 tons displacement, and with guns up to 10-inch calibre.

The particular needs of the U.S. Navy, and the continuing naval race between Britain and Germany, saw the re-emergence of new types of heavy cruisers during the 1920s.  America wanted a new class of ship which had greater range and speed than the newer classes of battleships, but which could protect its lengthy sea lanes from raids from other nations’ cruisers.  The result was the Jackson class of heavy cruisers, commissioned between 1923 and 1928.  Although classed as heavy cruisers, these ships would have been considered capital ships a generation before; displacing around 21,000 tons and with nine 12-inch main guns which would have fitted well with the early Vanguards.  The Jackson class had a range of 12,000 nautical miles and could reach a maximum speed of 35 knots.  The Andrew Jackson and her sister ships Willie Mangum, Lewis Cass, Jefferson Davis and Abraham Myers were well-suited to their primary role of patrolling the sea lanes along the vast coastline of the Americas.

Germany made a similar investment in ‘cruiser-killers’, with the Leipzig class of heavy cruisers that had slightly weaker armour than the Jackson, but which were tasked with the role of defending the long sea lanes around the Old World while those nations’ capital ships were busy in home waters.  Britain did not construct any equivalent to those classes, preferring to allocate its naval resources to desperately-needed capital ships to defend its home waters....

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 1: The Great War”
(c) 1948 by Prof. Isamu Hayashi and Dr. Berndt Chou
Keio University, Tokyo, Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Kathryn Warner

In July 1929, while most of German military effort was focused on the invasion of France, their naval command had begun to consider ways to force battle with the Royal Navy.  With the German numerical superiority of battleships and most other classes of naval vessels, they aimed to fight a decisive battle equivalent to Long Island in the North American War, and gain control of the seas with all the advantages that would bring.

For just the same reasons, the Royal Navy was wary of fighting an engagement except under favourable circumstances.  Without any clear advantage to fighting a battle, the Royal Navy preferred to retain the potential of a fleet-in-being.  To protect their more important shipping lanes, they had laid enough mines into the Straits of Dover that one anonymous British captain is reported to have said that the Germans could invade the home islands simply by hopping from mine to mine from Calais to Dover.  Smaller minefields and an array of coastal fortifications protected the main ports.  With these defenses in place, the Royal Navy was content to wait for the moment.

For its part, the Krijgmarine had long planned various methods of forcing engagement with the Royal Navy.  Some of the most aggressive proposals included landing a division or two on British soil as a feint to bring the Royal Navy to battle, and a mass naval sortie past Scotland and into the Atlantic.  Both of those were effectively guaranteed to force a battle, but they had the disadvantage of facing coastal defenses and being much closer to British sky bases, which would give the Royal Navy a distinct reconnaissance advantage.  A controversial alternative was forcing battle in Norwegian waters, on the basis that Britain would be reluctant to allow Germany to gain naval bases which gave more convenient access to the North Atlantic.

None of these plans would be approved in the short term, particularly any invasion of Norway.  Instead, the Krijgmarine made several major sorties toward British waters, hoping to provoke the Royal Navy into a response.  These were futile, since British reconnaissance had shown that no troop ships were involved in these sorties.  Even on 6 September, when two German battleships exchanged fire with coastal fortifications near Whitby, the Royal Navy remained resolutely in port.  Discussions within the German naval command became more intense about choosing an option which would force engagement with the Royal Navy.  But all of these plans needed to be reconsidered when America declared war on Germany, followed two weeks later by New England...

--

[1] Sea wolves were involved in the sinking of a couple of battleships during the North American War, but not alone.  A British battleship, the Repulse, was damaged by a sea wolf during the Battle of the Dragon’s Mouths (off Venezuela), but it took another battleship to finish it off.

[2] The Marlborough-class battleships are based on OTL’s planned G3 class of battlecruisers.  Although actually superior to any contemporary ship classed as a battleship, the G3s were designated as battlecruisers when compared to the even more heavily-armed N3 class, which was also planned but never built.  ITTL, the Marlboroughs are seen as a new class of battleships in their own right, and not as secondary to a larger class of battleships.  The equivalent to an N3 class would not be developed for several more years.

[3] The history of naval development in the DoD TL is fundamentally different to that of OTL because there has been no analogue of the Treaty of Washington restrictions on naval development.  This means that the equivalent of the British G3 and N3 very large battleship designs were built, and the other navies have been forced to respond in one way or another.  Many nations cannot afford to match them; battleships being such expensive propositions, after all.  Even those who can still have to limit themselves in the number they build.  But there are still some extremely large battleships on the world’s oceans by the end of the 1920s.  They aren’t quite as large as the Yamato, but they’re bigger than most other battleships which were ever built historically.

[4] The Providence was so-named by New England President John Dewey, who remarked that it was “divine Providence that the United States lets us build any carriers.”

--

Decades of Darkness #167b: Still Waters Run Deep

Thanks go to Demetrios Rammos for several suggestions incorporated into this post.

--

“Inflict the smallest possible permanent injury, for today’s enemy is tomorrow’s customer and a future ally.”
- Oliver Bird, U.S. Industrial Commissioner, 1930

“Hit hard, hit first, hit often.”
- U.S. Rear Admiral Ronald Nielsen (as he then was), 1930

--

Taken from: “Cannon, Torpedos and Carriers: Naval Tactics from Nelson to Nielsen”
(c) 1951 by Malcolm Leveson
Columbia Press: Columbia [Knoxville, Tennessee]

The Great War saw the first substantial naval clashes since the Brazilian Civil War.  Twenty years of development in technology and armaments had taken place during that conflict, but the lack of practical experience meant that doctrine had not advanced to match it.  As the navies of the world prepared to fight battles which they expected to be even bloodier than the North American War, they did so with naval tactics and battle plans which were going to be sorely tested.

While some strategists had certainly recognised some of the implications of technological developments, naval planners had not taken into account the combination of improvements in reconnaissance and gunnery.  Naval doctrine had been shaped by the results of the Battle of Long Island.  In most nations’ navies, planning still centred on the need to fight a decisive engagement with the enemy’s battleships and gain control of the seas.  This had been possible a generation before, but naval planners usually underestimated the cumulative effect of skyborne reconnaissance, instantaneous funk communications, and larger and longer-range naval guns.

Combined, these developments meant that capital ship battles would usually be fought at substantially longer ranges than those which had been fought off New England.  Given that battleship armour had also become substantially improved since the last war, this meant that it would be much harder for capital ships to sink each other, particularly the most modern battleships.  This was a lesson which had been indicated during the earliest days of the war, when every battleship on both sides survived the Battle of Suez.  But it would take larger naval engagements to make this lesson clear.  This was demonstrated firstly in the Battle of Neu Tessel [Lan Yu / Orchid Island, Taiwan] and then the Battle of Dogger Bank...

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 1: The Great War”
(c) 1948 by Prof. Isamu Hayashi and Dr. Berndt Chou
Keio University, Tokyo, Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Kathryn Warner

To the citizens of Nippon and Australia, the course of events which led to the Great War was both expected and strange.  The turbulent years of the Nervous Twenties had demonstrated the potential for a global war, and most foresighted people were uneasily aware that one would break out sooner or later.  What proved surprising about the Great War was that so many crises in East Asia had brought the Great Powers to the brink of war, and yet each had been resolved.  When war came, it was over a relatively distant crisis which had not been considered any more likely to turn to armed conflict than several previous crises over the last decade.  So the immediate outbreak of war came as a surprise to most Nipponese and Australians...

With the coming of war, it was self-evident to most military strategists that it was the clash of naval arms that would determine the immediate course of the Far Eastern theatre.  While large land armies were available in China and India, they were of questionable political loyalty, and in any case their deployment to new battlefields would require control of the seas.

In such a contest, the Bouclier had the clear advantage.  The full might of the Imperial Japanese Navy was concentrated in the Pacific, and it had the support of the Royal Australian Navy.  Germany had its Far Eastern Fleet, based in Formosa, but this fleet was comprised of older capital ships, with the most modern battleships being deployed to theatres closer to the German homeland [1]...

Formosa had been a bastion of German colonial pride since the 1850s, and its primary ports of Zeelandia [Tainan] and Haven Regen [Keelung] were heavily fortified.  But these could not alleviate the fundamental logistical difficulties of maintaining control of an island so far from Germany’s homeland and so near to Nippon’s Home Islands.  Nippon had long before developed plans for the invasion of Formosa, and these needed only quick updates for the situation in which Nippon found itself at the outbreak of the Great War.

In preparation for the conquest of Formosa, the IJN concentrated all ten of its available battleships, including the newly-commissioned Yamashiro and Fusa [2].  Australia despatched a battle group formed around the battleships New South Wales and New Zealand, which rendezvoused with the Grand Fleet at Kagoshima on 2 August 1929.  Five days later, the Combined Fleet was off the coast of Formosa, covering the landing of five divisions of marines at Blau Stieg [3].  As the IJN had expected, this brought the Far Eastern Fleet out to fight...

The Battle of Neu Tessel was an uneven contest, with twelve Bouclier battleships including several of the most modern types engaging half that number of older German battleships.  Yet for all of this apparent disparity, and the support of a small number of skycraft on each side, converting the Bouclier numerical advantage to the sinking of German battleships proved to be remarkably difficult.  All six of the German battleships were damaged to a greater or lesser degree during the battle, but none were sunk during the main engagement.

The Far Eastern Fleet withdrew from Formosa, pursued by the faster ships from the Combined Fleet.  The most badly-damaged German battleship, the Laudon, suffered further bombardment damage from the New South Wales and Yamashiro, but eluded its pursuers again, only to be fatally torpedoed by a sea wolf off Hainan.  The next most-damaged battleship, the Habsburg had suffered damage to its steering at Neu Tessel, and at the urging of its commander, was left behind by the remaining German battleships as they made for Haiphong.  Habsburg was caught by Fusa and Mikasa, and was unable to elude its pursuers.  After receiving intensive bombardment, Habsburg caught fire and sank; the first battleship of the Great War to be sunk by another battleship...

The remains of the Far Eastern Fleet gathered at Haiphong.  Vienna and Danzig were the least-damaged of Germany’s battleships, and slipped away to Jakarta, where they were put into dry-dock, and were expected to be repaired within weeks.  Luik was considered too badly damaged to be repaired, and was deliberately sunk in shallow water in the Red River Delta, where its still-functional guns were to provide fixed defensive support in the event of any Bouclier attack on Haiphong.

The remaining battleship, the Lübeck, was unable to be repaired in Jakarta, Haiphong or any other available Far Eastern port due to lack of suitable drydock space.  Eventually, it was ordered to return to the port of Jabuuti, where the ship could potentially be repaired.  Due to successful British decryption of German naval codes, the movement of the Lübeck was anticipated.  It was caught south of Socotra by the Liberian battleship Liberty.  After receiving further damage during the engagement, Lübeck’s commander decided to scuttle the ship rather than allowing it to fall into Bouclier control.  However, after the regular sailors had abandoned ship, some of the scuttling charges failed to detonate properly.  The badly-damaged Lübeck was boarded and repaired by Liberian sailors, who claimed it as a prize of war...

--

From: “Salt of Glory, Salt of Tears: The Last War of the Royal Navy”
By Admiral John Cochrane (ret.) and Prof. Albert McLaughlin
(c) 1944 New Cambridge University Press
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

The Krijgmarine made several efforts to draw the Royal Navy into battle in the opening months of the war, mostly through repeated sorties into the North Sea, only to see their foes remain resolutely in port.  These efforts came to an abrupt halt with the entry of the United States and New England into the war.  This forced a rethink of German naval strategy, because it was apparent that the Royal Navy would not commit itself to a battle until the US and New England fleets arrived from North America.  At least not for any reason short of German landings on Great Britain itself.  Since these were not likely to be forthcoming, the naval manoeuvrings in the North Sea degenerated into stalemate for the remainder of the year.

In early 1930, with Paris besieged and Allied land forces preparing for a counter-attack, the Royal Navy finally received its expected reinforcements.  The US Navy sent a large naval contingent spearheaded by the new battleships Wilkinson and Coahuila.  New England used its skycraft carriers to transfer several hundred naval skycraft to operate from land bases in Kent and Northumbria, although the carriers themselves remained in the Atlantic.

After some internal debate, the German naval command wanted to force a battle while they could still consider themselves to have a reasonable chance of success.  They expected, correctly, that British and American ships were still not used to operating together.  German intelligence brought reports of several brawls between British and American sailors, and that more American battleships were to be redeployed from the Pacific.  With these incentives for quick action, the bulk of the Krijgmarine sortied into the North Sea on 16 March 1930.

This time, the Royal Navy came out to meet them.

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 1: The Great War”
(c) 1948 by Prof. Isamu Hayashi and Dr. Berndt Chou
Keio University, Tokyo, Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Kathryn Warner

Endless volumes have been written about the Battle of Dogger Bank, of the clash which occurred in the sky and the sea, on the waves and under them.  In terms of number of ships engaged, this was the biggest naval battle of the modern era.  Battleships and cruisers, destroyers and sea wolves, fighters and bombers; all were involved in the greatest single clash of naval arms which the world has ever seen.

This was a contest fought in the relatively confined conditions of the North Sea, and one in which the realms of battle were crowded indeed.  Forty-three battleships fought in the battle, supported by over two hundred smaller warships, over fifty submersibles and five hundred skycraft.  In these restricted conditions, with sky scouts almost perpetually ahead, the funk waves chattering constantly with news of enemy movements, the realm of battle left little room for subtlety.  Skycraft fought each other above the waves and struck at enemy warships when they could, submersibles hit beneath the waves and attempted the same, and the two main battle lines of the Krijgmarine and the Three Navies fought a circuitous clash first south and then north of the Dogger Bank.

Moments of individual glory were possible in this crowded melee.  In a move of deft manoeuvre and unprecedented boldness, Kapitänleutnant Maurits Escher in U-151 placed a four-torpedo spread into the USS Mississippi, causing such severe damage that the vessel sank when it was trying to return to port.  He became the first submersible commander to successfully sink an undamaged battleship, and he introduced a new word into the German language, where ‘Escher’ became a synonym for a bold and particularly successful action.  But such individual heroics were rare.  The main course of the Battle of Dogger Bank would be determined by the weight of metal and high explosive which the capital ships could bring to bear...

--

Taken from: “Cannon, Torpedos and Carriers: Naval Tactics from Nelson to Nielsen”
(c) 1951 by Malcolm Leveson
Columbia Press: Columbia [Knoxville, Tennessee]

The outcome of Dogger Bank was not as decisive as either side had been expecting.  Most battleships on both sides took some level of damage, but only two German and one British battleship were sunk due to battleship-on-battleship action in the course of the battle.  Two dozen more retired to port to receive varying degrees of repairs, some of which would require up to six months.  An alarming number of smaller ships had been lost, and German battleships had on the whole taken more damage due to receiving a greater weight of enemy fire, but in tactical terms the Battle of Dogger Bank was a draw.

Nevertheless, the strategic effect of Dogger Bank was a Bouclier victory.  Four capital ships had been sunk, a far cry from Long Island in the previous war, but it was a considerable disincentive for the Krijgmarine to attempt a further naval clash.  Still outnumbered by the Bouclier navies, and with more American ships due to arrive over the next few weeks, there was no pressing reason to attempt a further fleet engagement.

After the battle, Germany ceased major naval sorties in the North Sea for the remainder of the year.  While there would be raids into the Atlantic by sea wolves and cruisers, the core of the Krijgmarine remained in port, refitting and rebuilding while the German naval strategists considered ways to apply the lessons of Dogger Bank.  The sea lanes around Britain would be threatened by mines and torpedoes, but the British felt justifiably more secure than they had for several months.  The attention of the world returned to the war on mainland Europe, while the attentions of naval planners focused on the Atlantic and other, more distant theatres...

--

Taken from a speech by David Lloyd George, former British Prime Minister, former leader of the British Labour Party, and then-leader of the Cymry Nationalist Party
Given to the Welsh National Assembly, 21 March 1930

I have come here this afternoon to talk to my fellow countrymen about this great war and the part we ought to take in it.  There is no man in this room who has always regarded the prospects of engaging in a great war with greater reluctance, with greater repugnance, than I have done throughout the whole of my political life.  There is no man, either inside or outside of this room, more convinced that we could not have avoided it without national dishonour.  I am fully alive to the fact that whenever a nation has been engaged in any war she has always invoked the sacred name of honour.  Many a crime has been committed in its name; there are some crimes being committed now.  But, all the same, national honour is a reality, and any nation that disregards it is doomed.

Why is our honour as a country involved in this war?  Because, in the first place, we are bound in an honourable obligation to defend the independence, the liberty, the integrity of our fellow brothers and sisters within the United Kingdom.  They cannot compel us to fight this war.  If Cymru were to stand aside in this great war and refuse to discharge our debts, our neighbours in the rest of Britain could not require us to take part.  They are embroiled in the greatest struggle the world has ever known, and would be forced to acknowledge our sovereignty.  But while our call to Kingdom is justified and justifiable, we should not claim it under these circumstances.  We are obliged to our neighbours, we are indebted to them, and a nation which declines to discharge its debts because its creditors are too poor to enforce it is a nation of blackguards.

It is true that I should like to see a Cymraeg army in the field.  I should like to see the race who faced the Normans for hundreds of years in their struggle for freedom, the race that helped to win the battle of Crécy, the race that fought for a generation under Glendower, against the greatest captain in Europe — I should like to see that race give a good taste of its quality in this struggle in Europe.  But it is also true that our quality will show whether we march under our own flag or that of Britain.

So, we can and we shall honour our obligations.  This great war is not the time for Cymru to claim for itself a new Kingdom, the like of which has already been granted to our Celtic brothers across the Irish Sea.  That day is coming, nay, that day is certain.  But it is not yet.  War is a grim, ghastly business at best, and I am not going to say that we should make it worse by seeking to bring internecine struggles to the home country.  A bid for forcible Kingdom status now would merely set brother against brother, father against son, and imperil the effort against Germany, which is the greater danger.  We have gathered here today not to abandon the war, but remind our brothers and sisters in England that a great war is not an excuse to forget a great need.  Cymru needs a home of its own, and while we will always stand alongside England, we will not stand under them forever.

To those in England who scoff that Cymru alone will never amount to a nation worth describing, I would remind them that all the world owes much to the little five feet high nations.  The greatest art of the world was the work of little nations.  The most enduring literature of the world came from little nations.  The greatest literature of England came from her when she was a nation of the size of Denmark fighting a great Empire.  The heroic deeds that thrill humanity through generations were the deeds of little nations fighting for their freedom.  Ah, yes, and the salvation of mankind came through a little nation. God has chosen little nations as the vessels by which He carries the choicest wines to the lips of humanity, to rejoice their hearts, to exalt their vision, to stimulate and to strengthen their faith.

In that spirit, I call once again for the recognition of the justness of our cause.  Our road to the Kingdom on this world shall not compare to our road to the kingdom in the world to come, but it is likewise a matter of righteousness.  We shall need all our qualities, every quality that Cymru and its people possess.  Prudence in council, daring in action, tenacity in purpose, courage in defeat, moderation in victory, in all things faith, and we shall win.

--

23 March 1930
The Winter Palace,
St Petersburg, Russian Empire

An anonymous-looking man in an anonymous room.  At least, that was what he hoped he was.  He had arrived in this city in secret in the middle of the night, ushered quietly from the skyport to the greatest of St Petersburg’s many palaces, so that he would not be noticed.  He had brought no entourage, none of the trappings which would usually accompany a diplomatic mission by a head of government.  Just a well-dressed visitor in one of the many rooms in the Winter Palace.  No doubt this room had a name.  They all did, as far as he could tell.  But he did not trouble himself to ask.  The anonymous man had too much else on his mind, while he waited to meet Alexander II, Tsar of all the Russias.  The fate of so much rode on their meeting, perhaps even the future of both their nations.

Oh, his homeland would probably survive this great war intact and unbloodied, if he chose to keep them separate.  War raged around the globe, but there could still be islands of peace.  His homeland was a wonderful place, but not likely to be drawn into the war against its wishes, as had happened to some other nations.  But if he kept them apart from the war, he would buy them short-term peace, and long-term peril.

For the anonymous-looking man could see the shape of the future looming ahead.  Not all of the details, but enough to recognise what was important.  The world had never seen a struggle like this before.  All but one of the great powers had been drawn into a contest that spanned the globe.  Russia, the last, was surely poised to join.  Then, unless he missed his guess, would come years of blood and chaos, and then a new world order.  The nations who had been on the winning side would remake the globe in their own image.  Their friends would be rewarded.  Their enemies would be broken.  The few small neutrals would be spurned at best, or more likely offered as prizes amongst the victors.  He had to make sure that his homeland was on the right side, and that it received its share of the rewards.

A man arrived at the door, and said, “His Majesty is ready to receive you.”

“Thank you,” the anonymous-looking man said, as he stood.  He followed the other man out into the corridor.  There he took one last deep breath.  Then Kyriakos Venizelos, Premier of Greece, stepped into the room to greet the Tsar and plead his case for a common diplomatic front in negotiations with both Britain and Germany.

--

[1] i.e. the North Sea and the Mediterranean.

[2] The Yamashiro-class battleships are slightly larger than the historical Iowa-class; armed with 16.5-inch guns and displacing around 50,000 tons.  By ATL standards, they are well-armed and armoured long-range battleships, but with smaller guns than the newest German and British battleships (which use 18-inch guns).

[3] Blau Stieg (OTL Taitung City, Taiwan) has been deliberately chosen as a remote area of Formosa to occupy.  Both in OTL and ATL, this is one of the most remote areas of Formosa itself, cut off by mountains from the more populous areas.  Nippon has chosen this area as a landing site because it is relatively easy to acquire and use as a naval and skycraft base for attacks on the rest of Formosa.  It is not intended to be a base for the land occupation of Formosa, although there will likely be raids from the area.

--

Decades of Darkness #168: Tears and Glory

“Battle is my life’s blood.  Tactics my meat and drink.  I will find glory in this war of ours, or I will find death.  There is no middle ground.”

- New England Brigadier General Rodney Ironfist, speaking to reporters shortly after his arrival in France

--

This is the time of war.  The time of the clash of arms.  The time when all the myriad nuances of human interaction and diplomacy are reduced to a fundamental dichotomy: you are our friend, or you are our enemy.  To the individual soldier, this is the time when enemies usually have the courtesy to wear a uniform to distinguish them from friends; except perhaps for those artillery commanders behind the lines whose shells fall in the wrong place.  To the diplomat and the statesman, this is the time when rival nations make their hatred clear through formal declarations, not the more veiled distaste of peacetime.  Although even then, sometimes those nations who fight on the same side should not be considered friends, just rivals who have found someone whom for now they hate more.

This is the time of war.  The time when all of the great powers of the world have been called to battle, save for the empire led by the third Caesar, which trembles on the brink of joining.  A time when calls of pride, of prestige, of desire for conquest, of misguided patriotism and self-interest have come together to bring the world’s leading nations against each other in the realms of battle on land, sea and sky.  The land of the triple-headed eagle has fired the first shots in a war which its leaders did not want to start, but who believe they have been forced into action by hostile neighbours.  The patron saints of St. George, St. David and St. Andrew watch over the combined kingdom that, with its subjects and friends from across the seas, has entered a war which they believe they were forced into by an erstwhile ally who opposed them one too many times.  The land which sees itself as the heir to the glory of the old Romans has entered a war which they believe was the best opportunity to reunite the unredeemed territories and clip the wings of the eagle which hovers above Europe.  The peoples of the Fourth Republic have entered a war which at first they hoped would bring liberation to their co-linguists, but which has rapidly become a war for national survival.  The subjects of the Chrysanthemum Throne have entered a war to honour their alliance and to remove another of their rivals from eastern Asia.  The nation whose soldiers fight beneath the Stars and Stripes has joined the war to rescue one of the few nations it considers a friend, and to assert its self-proclaimed right of conquest over those peoples it views as racial inferiors.  The land which once called itself the New Republic, born in the hope of liberty and which now follows the name but not the form, has joined a war because its Chief seeks whatever glory and territory he can acquire.  The land under the rule of the Caudilho has joined a war which its people have devoutly prayed would never be fought, and who while they still hold some hope of victory, are a people whose leader has found it necessary to quote the words of a popular guerrilla leader from a now-vanished nation: “I would rather die on my feet than live on my knees.”

This is the time in the waning of the year, when the third decade of the twentieth century has almost been completed.  A time which history will remember as the twilight of the Nervous Twenties, and as a time when all of the destructive power of modern armaments would be called into a war which touched every inhabited continent on the globe.

This is the time where you are invited to picture, if you will, Paris.  The capital of a nation whose history stretches back to the Franks, a Germanic-speaking people who carved a great kingdom for themselves out of the bleeding carcass of the Roman Empire.  This is the nation of Charles Martel, of Charlemagne, of the Sun King, of Voltaire, and four national leaders who have called themselves Napoleon.  This is the nation for whom the wheel of history has fully turned, for now they find their homeland besieged by another Germanic-speaking people.  For if you look on Paris from above, you will see that the City of Light has been plunged into self-imposed darkness; a blackout intended to hinder the efforts of the world’s greatest concentration of artillery and occasional skycraft from finding targets.  For the city on the Seine has become a fortress on the front lines of a war in which its inhabitants had hoped that their enemies would never advance so far.

This is the time when the plans of men become worth no more than whispers in the wind, when the works of men become nothing more than dust on the breeze.  For the city once-called Lutetia had been surrounded by the world’s second-greatest collection of concrete buttressed within by steel.  Only the miscalled Peace Line, France’s much-vaunted shield, had more fortifications, and that line has been breached in too many places.  The forces of the Reich had always planned to reduce both to blood and ashes if war came, but their plans, like those of the Fourth Republic, have proven to be a fool’s optimism.  Where the concrete and cannon of the Peace Line contained enough weak points to be breached in a matter of weeks, the fortifications around Paris have held out for far longer.  For they are too compact to be outmanoeuvred, and moving in the cannon needed to reduce those forts is a monumental challenge with most every road and rail bridge in northern France destroyed before its defenders withdraw, and with the rebuilt roads and rails sabotaged with alarming frequency.  Still, while the pace is not as rapid as Germany’s military planners had hoped, with blood and iron and weight of high explosive, the many layers of Paris’s concrete shell are slowly being stripped away.

This is the time that turns both rapidly and slowly.  The time for when the soldiers and workers in Paris, the city which has become a fortress, must face hours of artillery bombardment in which every minute seems to last a year, but when the passage of days seems to blur together in a litany of retreat.  The grey- and olive-clad attackers have advances which are sometimes measured in metres per day, but advance they do, until it is not the fortifications that defend Paris, but the buildings of the great city itself.  The words of President Marceau have been short, but frank: “There is no land beyond the Seine.”  Buttressed perhaps by those words, or perhaps by the knowledge that help is belatedly coming, the people of Paris remain in the war.  Help is coming from the west, not from the east as they had hoped, but nonetheless it is coming.  As week after week passes, and suburb after suburb is reduced to contested rubble, the defenders hold onto their main advantage.  The northern reaches of Paris have fallen under enemy control, but no Germans anywhere near the City of Temporary Blackout have crossed the Seine.

This is the time when weeks turn into months, when months turn into memories, and when the third decade of the century gives way to the fourth.  For when the Nervous Twenties have been forgotten and a new decade has been birthed, the people of Paris are still nervous over what is to come.  The arrival of winter has slowed the German forces only by a small margin, and the passage of time has allowed them to rebuild some of the vital roads and rail lines needed to support their drive.  As the new year comes, the first German forces in the vicinity of Paris establish bridgeheads south of the Seine, and their advance continues.

This is the time when the attention of the world is on the city which has become a battlefield, even as on the ground far to the west and south, new forces are marshalling.  Armies are being gathered and shaped, prepared according to plans from nations rarely in concord even though they are in the war against a common foe.  To the south, from the third-most populous independent nation in the world comes the American Observation Force, with its soldiers landing first in Portugal or Aquitaine, acclimatising themselves there, then moving to oppose the forces which their German opponents have gathered under the code-name Kupfer.  Seen from above, the mountains of the Massif Central, the Morvan, and the Côte d'Or form a barrier which rises into the heavens, and which divides the advancing German tide into two smaller currents.  It is to either side of these opposing currents that the Observation Force has come to do more than just observe.  To the northwest of the City of Light, soldiers had been held back across the twenty-mile wide anti-arlac ditch known to the world as the English Channel.  They are now being ferried across the western reaches of that waterway, protected by minefields and distance from Germany’s attention, and assembling in a place which once produced the last dynasty to conquer England without local support.  Here, they are joined by soldiers from a nation named for a fragment of Britain, come to win glory and a place at the bargaining table for the expected victory.  Where the British soldiers move almost immediately to the line of battle, those of New England are held further behind the lines.  Here, they are assembling a host of machines; skycraft which have long been built openly thanks to an oversight in the military restrictions where their homeland has long laboured under, and great lumps of mobile metal which had been built in distant Africa to avoid those same restrictions.  And while these machines are held back behind the lines, the transport fleets bring some cargo which is quickly deployed to the front.  They bring lorries fitted with racks of parallel rails, and these are sent to the frontlines; not in Paris itself, but along much of the Seine.  German infantry soon come to dread the screaming sound of these lorries’ payloads: rockets which their New England makers code-named Red Death, and which they quickly nickname Reddies, even though the rockets themselves are unpainted grey metal.  As Germany’s armies discover, a saturation bombardment of these rockets is an effective way of shredding soldiers caught in the open.

This is the time for heroes.  This is the time when many men earn themselves decorations and citations for courage under fire, or in the presence of the enemy, even if most of the highest honours are awarded after their recipients are dead.  Each day in this struggle brings a thousand tales of heroism, most of which will never be retold.  Only a relative handful of these tales will be remembered after those who witness them are dead, and the finest of these tales will be told about one man.  As with all such tales, they will grow in the telling, in his own nation, in most of his allies, and even his enemies.  The man will become a myth before the war is done, and in time the myth will become a legend told around the world, save for four nations which in the decades to come will find it convenient to forget that this man ever existed.

This is the time of the man who calls himself Rodney Ironfist.  Born Rodrigo Heredia in Las Matas de Farfán in what was then the Dominican Territory of New England, he had moved with his mother and stepfather to the mainland and served as an underage soldier in the war which convulsed North America during the first decade of the new century.  His courage has never been questioned by anyone who knows him, but bearing a surname common in the United States had meant that even his excellent talents could not let him rise too far through the ranks.  Slighted or not, he remained a soldier all of his adult life, and with the cleansing of the army which was the end of careers for so many, his own fortunes received a welcome boost.  He has never expressed any public opinions for or against New England’s new governing regime, but his talk of glory to be won on the field of battle endears him to a Chief who wants to restore national pride.  The man who calls himself Ironfist would have to wear an identity number and chains if he had the misfortune to be born in the United States, but in New England he has found a role more suited to his talents.

This is the time of preparation.  In the new year, while the soldiers of the Reich press ever further into Paris, and advance elsewhere in France, Ironfist moves from place to place, giving words of encouragement wherever he appears.  His is the plan which has been formulated to give the Fourth Republic a hope of survival.  While the City of Light is extinguished one bulb at a time, he marshals his forces.  In the second month of the first year of the fourth decade, the last fragments of the government of the Fourth Republic flee the City of Light to a city in the Loire Valley at a place where an ancient Frenchman won the nickname of the Hammer for defeating another group of invaders of France, these coming from the south.  In that month, Paris has all but fallen, but Ironfist is readying his counterstroke.

This is the time of anticipation.  This is the time when Ironfist makes regular visits to British military commanders, to ensure that their part of the coming strike is ready.  For New England has arlacs aplenty, skycraft to sweep the skies and bombard the earth, and rockets innumerable, but of regular artillery it has very little.  Shock troops it has ready, but large numbers of men cannot be moved quickly across the Atlantic, and follow-up troops will be needed in the operation to come.  This is the time when Ironfist makes regular visits to the French president and military commanders, to reassure them of the Yankee commitment to the war while refusing their frantic requests for releasing New England soldiers to support the French defence in a dozen sectors where the Germans are pressing hard.  This is the time when Ironfist is visited by an Italian general named Vincent de Moro-Giafferi, and they talk far into the night about the best way forward.  This is the time when he tells his fellow New England generals: “The Italians had it right.  They just did not have the machines to carry it off.  We do, and we will.  We will never win this war by hiding inside concrete and waiting for Holly to swallow France one bite at a time.  We must take the fight to them.  A battle chosen on our terms, not theirs, and one where we can put our soldiers to their best use.”

This is the time of stroke and counterstroke.  On the penultimate day of the third month, German Chancellor Edmund Schulthess announces the fall of Paris.  This is the fifth occasion when German media has carried reports of the capitulation of the French capital, but previous claims had been made by local military commanders.  This latest statement is as true as any which can be made in a war governed by propaganda needs and confusion about the facts on the ground.  This is the time when Schulthess calls on the French government to abandon the war.  He promises lenient terms if France capitulates now, but adds: “Like your ally’s president said during an earlier war, my terms will be generous.  If I have to offer peace terms a second time, I will not be.”  This is the time when French President Pierre Marceau makes no public reply to this declaration, but the French and German ambassadors to Russia begin quiet discussions of exactly what these peace terms might be.  This is the time when Marceau summons Ironfist to Tours and tells him: “We will string out our discussions with the Reich for two weeks.  If your offensive, and the American one, bears no fruit by that time, then I will accept any generous German peace terms.”  This is the time when Ironfist flies back to his Normandy headquarters and gives the one-word order: “Lightning.”

This is the time when a new form of warfare is unleashed on the world.  It is the amalgamated child of a dozen pioneering fathers, particularly the choketroopers of the last war across the Atlantic, and the more recent Italian offensives, but with new touches added by Ironfist and his Yankee cohorts.  This is the time of the combined arms offensive, where infantry, arlacs, artillery, military engineers, fighters and bombers act in unison, according to a coordinated plan.  On the third day of the fourth month, the pre-dawn skies above north-western France are filled by the sounds of engines, as Yankee fighters begin sweeps to hunt down any enemy skycraft and strike at targets of opportunity such as troop convoys or trains.  Following in their wake come dive-bombers who in the first day of the offensive will strike at strong-points in or behind the German front-lines, and who in later days will be called on to strike troop concentrations and any locations which are holding up the advance.  On the ground, the German troops hear the scream of Reddies falling all around them, in a saturation bombardment along a fifty-mile front.  As soon as the last of the rockets has fallen, the massed Yankee arlacs of a type named for one of New England’s most celebrated presidents begin their ground assault.  They are operated according to General Ironfist’s simple dictum: “If you get behind the enemy, keep going.”  These Lincoln heavy arlacs have cannons to match that of the celebrated Goliath arlac which France builds, and while they do not have quite the same heavy armour, they are capable of moving much more rapidly.  The Lincolns are the armoured fist to punch through the German lines, striking at the enemy artillery and supporting infantry before they can be concentrated to stop the Yankee assault.  Effective opposition to this attack is limited; German arlacs are of inferior models, and suffer from the same crippling fuel shortages which have restricted the use of the German Sky Force.

This is the time when the line of the Seine between Rouen and Paris becomes the springboard for the greatest armoured assault the world has yet seen.  The German troops have a numerical advantage, but their communications are hampered by sky strikes and renewed sabotage efforts.  Over the days to come, the Yankee armoured spearhead reaches Beauvais, then divides their forces in two.  The smaller component continues the drive north, with a notional goal of liberating Amiens, but a true function of keeping German reserves occupied in that sector.  The main thrust of the attack wheels southeast from Beauvais, with its objective not a town but a river: the Marne.  Their precise targets are perforce fluid, as no plan of battle can be perfectly adhered to.  Few of Germany’s armies panic, and they attempt counterattacks both from around Paris and against the lengthening flank of the main Yankee drive.  But the initiative belongs with the Yankees, and they are fortunate in their allies.  France’s Goliaths and Sans-Tourelles [1] do not have the mobility to keep up with the advancing Lincolns, but they bring a great weight of firepower to defend the flanks once the Lincolns have moved on.  And on, and on.

This is the time of war.  The time when long before the two weeks promised to Ironfist have elapsed, the French government have decided to continue the fight.  The desultory negotiations in St Petersburg will last for longer, but they are abandoned on the day when the first New England arlacs reach the Marne from the north.  The time when the soldiers in German-occupied Paris are offered the devil’s own choice: abandon the prize they spent so much blood to capture and withdraw through the narrow eastern corridor left to them, or risk encirclement if the Yankees can press on beyond the Marne.  This is the time when, for now, the Bouclier has become the Épée.  A sword carried in an Ironfist.

--

[1] Goliaths are similar to KV-1s, and Sans-Tourelles are turretless arlacs which are not much use in an attack, but very handy for setting up a defensive line.

--

Decades of Darkness #169: When The Sun Burns Out

“No game or war is complete without sacrifices.”
- José Raoul Capablanca, American world chess champion, 1917

--

5 April 1930
Côte de Beaune, Republic of France

Picket duty at night.  An important task in any army, and one which suited Amber Jarrett perfectly.  The darkness was a comfort nowadays.  Since the news which had come from her father, anywhere that she could hide was welcome.

The faintest of noises, somewhere back from the direction of the platoon.  She had always had good hearing, although every time she hid in a foxhole from another damned Holly artillery bombardment, she wondered how long it would last.  For now, she raised her voice and called, “Who’s there?”

“Sergeant Hawthorn, and if you shoot me, Jarrett, I swear I’ll haunt you for the rest of your life.”

She lowered her rifle, and near her, she heard Chris Evans doing the same.

“Doing the rounds already, sarge?” she asked.  Not the most polite way of addressing the sergeant, of course, but she had quickly learned what she could get away with.

“Someone has to,” Hawthorn said.  He was close enough now that she could make out his shape by the starlight, but she imagined rather than saw the wry smile on his lips.  “Any sign of Holly?”

“Dead quiet all night,” she said.  “If they’re up to anything, it’s not around here.”

“Never can tell,” Hawthorn said.  “Holly’s not as good at sneaking in the dark as the Quitans were, but they’re not stupid.”

“I heard you, and you make less noise at night than any Holly I’ve ever met,” she said.  Not that she had met all that many Germans, really.  She’d shot at plenty of them when on picket duty, but apart from making prisoners of a couple of would-be sneaks, she hadn’t really come face to face with many of them.  “Even Chris here is quieter than a Holly.”

An embarrassed chuckle from Evans, but he said nothing, as he usually did.  Which was why he was the perfect partner for picket duty.

“Never mind that,” Hawthorn said.  He came closer, although she still could not make out his features.  When he spoke again, his voice was lower.  “Jarrett... why are you still here?”

“Can’t let everyone else down,” she said, keeping a veneer of calmness over her voice.

“You wouldn’t be letting anyone down,” he said.  “And you... no longer need to be here.”

Keeping the composure in her tone was harder, this time.  After all of the struggle to keep her brother out of a war he did not want to fight, and after she had taken his place, he had been run over by a God-damned horst on the Nephi Free State.  “You think I don’t deserve to be here?”

“You make a perfectly good private.  I’d have said something, otherwise,” Hawthorn said.  “But you can’t hide forever.  Some officer will notice, sooner or later, or someone will make things official.”

“I’ll take my chances,” she said.

“Your parents have lost one child.  How will they cope if they lose the other?” Hawthorn said.

“That’s not fair, sergeant,” she said.

“You needed to hear it,” Hawthorn said.  He lowered his voice even further.  “Make up your mind quickly.  In two days, things will be too busy to let you slip away.  Stay alert... men.”

The sergeant crept off into the darkness, leaving Amber alone with her thoughts and a fellow soldier who never said anything.

--

“It would appear that the natural frontier of Russia runs from Stettin to Trieste.”
- Helmut Planck, German ambassador to St Petersburg, 5 May 1930

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

History, it has been said, is not a time of turning points, but of gradual change, of the shifting of impersonal tides that drive events which are beyond the influence of any single man.  If this is so, then war is the antithesis of history, for war is full of turning points where a small change in events would have made dramatic differences to the war, and thus to history.

Nowhere is this more apparent than in the course of the Great War.  A few moments idle thought will identify several moments where a small change would have made a sweeping difference to the war.  If Alexander II had been more pro-French, then Russia might have joined the war a year early, with immense differences to the history of the war.  If Shane Mullins had opted to keep New England out of the war, say by invading Canada instead, then Rodney Ironfist would never have been given the opportunity to demonstrate why he is one of history’s greatest generals.  And if Germany had been slightly timelier in its reactions to his first great offensive, then the Black Fox might never have seen his finest moment of glory...

With the capitulation of Paris at the end of March, Germany appeared to have belatedly seized its prized objective, and come close to bringing the war to an end.  France indeed entered into informal discussions about peace terms, but these would be swept aside by the results of the two great offensives which had been planned.

Or rather, by the more successful of those offensives.  For two great offensives had been planned in the spring of 1930.  The Lightning Offensive conceived by Rodney Ironfist and carried out by New England forces, and Operation Vine Lance conceived by a cluster of American general staff officers back in their homeland, and carried out by under-equipped soldiers who possessed courage but lacked decent leadership.  The former was a shining success, the latter was an effective failure.

The objective of Vine Lance was to push the German forces back to Alsace, and in this it was largely a failure.  American military planners had been warned many times that their forces were not trained or equipped for a war against a modern army, but these warnings were mostly unheeded.  In particular, the American Army lacked much of the heavy equipment which had become part of modern warfare.  An American army division had less than half of the artillery of their German equivalent, and most of that artillery was of smaller calibres or mortars.  This helped the American forces when fighting in the hills, but placed them at a substantial disadvantage when fighting on open ground.  Likewise, American arlacs were woefully designed when compared even to the outdated German models.  The standard American General Bull arlacs were quickly nicknamed “firecrackers” by their German opponents, due to their tendency to catch fire and explode from any shell hit.

With this assemblage of inferior weaponry, it is unsurprising that Vine Lance was a miserable failure.  In the time when Ironfist was busy leading the encirclement of Paris, American forces launched a bloody offensive which eventually saw them liberate Dijon but otherwise advance less than twenty miles in most sectors of the front.  The contrasting performance did not go unnoticed in Columbia, Hartford or Frankfurt.

Nonetheless, while the American failure caused amusement around the world, soldiers and civilians alike placed more emphasis on the Lightning Offensive which gave the world its first truly great demonstration of the power of combined arms.  It had taken Germany six bloody months to reduce Paris to rubble and capture a ruined metropolis; the Lightning Offensive liberated the city in six weeks.  The advance of the New England arlacs and the dive-bombers captured most of the glory, but in truth the recapture of Paris required joint operations by British, French and New England Forces.  The New England forces were well-equipped, but too few to withstand the weight of German counteroffensives which began even before the first New England arlacs reached the Marne.  While New England rockets and sky strikes weakened the German counter-attacks, it took British manpower and French arlac-killers being flooded into the Marne salient to hold the newly-liberated territory.  Even then, the German offensives came close to cutting off the New England spearhead, but were hampered by the relative lack of rail lines south of the Marne...

On 4 May 1930, a month after the Lightning Offensive began, the New England spearhead driving south of the Marne linked up with French forces which had advanced north.  A quarter of a million German troops had been unable to escape from the Paris pocket.  A hastily-attempted German offensive to open an evacuation corridor stalled under the weight of skycraft and rocket bombardment.  Thanks to a private deal negotiated between the military commanders on both sides, most of the German troops inside Paris were allowed to escape on foot through the Bouclier lines, in exchange for allowing food and other supplies to reach the surviving civilian population of Paris...

For all of the grandeur of the Lightning Offensive, it was a far more closely-run event than its final outcome suggested.  New England frontline forces had also been running low on shells and fuel, and the attrition rate amongst their skycraft had been severe; over a third of their sky force was out of action by the time the last German forces in Paris surrendered.  While Germany still faced logistical difficulties of its own, it is quite possible that a more substantial German counter-offensive could have driven back the weakened Bouclier forces and retaken Paris.

Instead, after the debacle, Germany opted on a new military strategy.  It took them a further two weeks to put their plan into action.  Once again, the sound of pre-dawn thunder reminded an enemy army that Germany possessed the world’s largest concentration of artillery.  This time, it was the soldiers of the American Observation Force who received the message...

--

“Russian entry into this war will be on a matter of principle.  And interest, of course.”
- Clement Churchill, 1929, referring to potential Russian involvement in the Great War

--

7 July 1930
The Winter Palace,
St Petersburg, Russian Empire

Tsar Alexander II had learnt many things in his life, some pleasant, and some harsh.  But probably the firmest lesson was one he had realised after witnessing the fate of his father.  He had learned, then, that it was always important to keep his enemies divided.  His father had let the Duma unite against him, and it had cost him his throne.  Alexander had kept the Duma divided instead, and now all of the multitudinous factions in that assembly sought his favour.  Now, the Chief Minister stood beside the Tsar, ready to follow a policy which Alexander had proposed, and the factions in the Duma had agreed to follow.

And the same lesson applied on a larger scale.  Keep your enemies divided.  Which was why Russia was now acting in accordance with his wishes, but why the French ambassador had not received any summons to the Winter Palace today.  Nor had that of New England.  Instead, the British, Italian and American ambassadors waited for his words, having been summoned in the early morning.

“Good morning, gentlemen,” Tsar Alexander II said.  He ignored their collective words in response, and nodded to his aides, who handed each of the three men a document at precisely the same time.

The three men read the florid introductions, and then looked up at him, almost at the same moment.  Their faces were diplomatic masks, but he could read their shock in their stance.

“Given what you have just read, gentlemen, you will understand that you and your countrymen will remain no longer in Russia.  Arrangements will be made for you to return to neutral soil on Sweden within the day.  Goodbye.”

The ambassadors of were ushered out without being given any chance to respond any further.  Each of them held the written confirmation that Russia was now at war with Britain, Italy and the United States.

--

Decades of Darkness #170a: Under The Eagle’s Wings

Credit for this post on life in Germany during the Great War goes to Good Habit, who wrote most of it apart from a few editorial additions, and the opening and closing quotations.

--

“The history of Germany is the union of different nationalities and denominations.  As long as we feel this unity inside us, Germany will be invincible.”

- Werner Wolfgang vom Rath, German Chancellor, during his inauguration address to the Reichstag, 1941

--

Monday, 21 July 1930,
Zürich and Oerlikon,
Grand Duchy of Zürich, German Empire

A new week, and an old need to get up early.  The clock had only just ticked past five when Lina Huber opened the shutters that shielded the windows of her third-floor apartment.  She lived in Limmatstrasse 175, a large residential block in Zurich's largest working class neighbourhood, and by now she had become used to the mandatory blackouts.  They had been ordered since last winter, when Bouclier bombing raids became more frequent.  But now, at the height of summer, the sun was already rising over the Zurichberg to the east, and she did not bother to switch on any lights.

Throughout the summer, Lina had been home alone.  Her husband, Fritz, was again off with the Deutschleger somewhere in the mayhem of France.  She hoped he was still alive and healthy, but the gaps between letters had grown longer of late.  The bed in the third room was empty too; her boy Röbi [Robert] had been sent to a farm.  So had most of his friends; children from cities within reach of Bouclier bombers had been evacuated to the countryside.  He was not that far away, just on the Au Peninsula on Lake Zurich, but still, she missed her boy.  The only part of her family now with her had been demonstrated by her recent morning sickness; a legacy of Fritz’s home leave in April.  Lina was not a devout woman, but of late she had found herself praying that the child growing within her would not be born fatherless.

Her breakfast was quick; just buttered bread with a little cheese, and tapwater to drink.  Before the war, she had been accustomed to the occasional cup of coffee, but that taste could no longer be satisfied.  Brazil was reportedly giving a good fight to the Jackals on the high seas, at least according to the recent news reports, but the shipping lines to the country had been closed for some time.  She preferred water to the foul-tasting coffee substitute which some people produced from roasted acorns.

With her breakfast over quickly, she left the house at quarter to six, in time to reach the tram station that would take her to the Ajax factories in the northern suburb of Oerlikon.  In front of the house, nostalgia caught her again.  She had to pass by the small blue Chevrolet Familial.  She patted the roof of the small wagen, and blew off a bit of the dust which had accumulated over the last year when the vehicle had sat unmoving.  The wagen reminded her not only of her husband, but of the good times before the war.

Things had looked so bright when Fritz had bought the small wagen in the fall of 1928.  A mechanic at the Ajax factories, he could not afford the more prestigious models built by his own employer.  Thankfully, the factory management raised no questions if its workers bought Chevrolets or Bugattis; the brands most popular with the working classes.  But a few short months after the Hubers had finally bought their own wagen, the war had come, and with it the end of Lina’s confidence in life getting better.

No-one Lina knew had foreseen the war.  No-one.  None of her friends, and none of her colleagues.  Of course there had been tensions, but they had been going on for a decade, and peace had always won out.  Successive governments in Frankfurt had spent considerable money on maintaining the Deutschleger and the Krijgmarine, but that had been for purely defensive purposes.  Without that, the former enemies of France, Italy or even Russia might have gotten ideas.  And yes, the old allies in London had acted a bit odd in recent years.  But who could have expected that they would tear apart the bonds of peace and trade which had joined the nations of Europe since the end of the Second Napoleonic Wars?

For Lina and her friends, the British declaration of war had marked the end of an era.  It had shattered their belief in the basic goodness of the human race, and plunged them into an abyss of hate and despair.  How could people be so evil to plunge Europe into a devastating war?  Neville Wood and Pierre Marceau were self-evidently monsters, but it spoke poorly of their nations that they let such men stay in office and commit such heinous crimes.  Such barbarism would not have been out of place in the Americas, but Europe was the centre of civilization.  Or so she had always thought.  Britain and France had fallen into league with the forces of evil, as had been proven when the United States joined the war on their side.

Of course, the German people had risen to meet this challenge.  Their armies were still standing strong; not everything was lost.  Since those dark days, Lina had found a new purpose in life.  She had quickly volunteered to end her quiet life as a housewife and work a shift in the Ajax factories.  Like so many industries, Ajax needed more workers, with so many men called into the armed forces.

Lost in thought, Lina only noticed when she reached the tram station, and boarded an electric tramwagen on Line 8.  The trip took her north across the Limmat River to the Ajax works.  This morning, she luckily did not need to take any detour.  Last week debris had blocked the tram lines north of the river, left over from when a bombing raid had destroyed a school next to the road.  The debris was gone now, and at quarter past six she arrived at the main gate of the Ajax factory, near Oerlikon station.

She presented her identity card to the two women guarding the gate.  Identity cards had been required for everyone at Ajax since the war started; enemy saboteurs would love to gain entry to the factory.  Behind the main gate, Lina turned to the right, walking to the same factory hall where Fritz had worked before the war.  Of course, there had been changes since then.  Not only were most of the workers female, but this production line no longer produced luxury wages like the famed Ajax Clarissa III.  The machines had been retooled, and Lina now helped to produce the new Luftabwehrkanonen; the LAKs [anti-aircraft guns] that had brought many British bomber pilots to a well-deserved end.  But the big roll-out of the new LAKs had just started; production was due to ramp up over the next few months.  Lina and her fellow workers were proud of the contribution they were making to keep Germany safe...

In an office not too far from Lina Huber’s work station, Thomas Fischer also had a busy day ahead.  He had taken over the management of the Ajax Motor Works from his father Martin just three years ago, and it seemed like he had not had a quiet moment since.  At the time when he took over, he had set himself two main goals: build an even bigger market share for Ajax’s exquisite premium Wagens, and maintain a good share of the armament sector.  The latter goal had taken more of his time, since Ajax Panzerkampfwagens were not only one of the two leading models used by the Deutschleger, but were built under license by partners in Poland and Hungary for the armies of Germany’s brother nations.

The war had changed everything.  The market for Wagens had been crushed by the war.  Civilian production had almost stopped.  The only product being marketed to private citizens (mostly farmers) was the wood carburettors that let Wagens and tractors use firewood as fuel instead of gasoil, as that fuel had become completely unavailable for civilian use.  Military production, though, was now up.  Considerably up.  The first few months of the war had almost halted production, with the younger workers called into the army.  Fischer had tried to leave things alone for those first few months, and he was still regretting that choice.  He had thought that the war would be over by the end of 1929, with France crushed and the Bouclier coming to the peace table.  There would have been no need for expensive training and retooling, in such a case.

Then he had realised how long the war was going to last.  He had reorganised production completely.  New workers had been recruited, often the wives of his old workers.  Training them took time, but things were finally starting to run smoothly.  And the demand for military production just kept on growing.  Production of Panzerkampfwagens had nearly trebled over pre-war production figures, and he planned to increase output in the factory further.  The armed forces wanted every heavy Güterwagen [truck] his factories could make; twice his pre-war output, and they still weren’t satisfied!

Of course, accelerating production was proving ever more troublesome.  It was not just a matter of creating new production lines.  The old designs would not work, not without adaptation.  The OHP engines of the heavier vehicles needed to be adapted to burn vegetable oil, with petroleum reserves ever scarcer.  The lighter Güterwagens had used to burn gasoil; now they had to be redesigned to hold replaceable bottles of high-pressure coal gas [1].

In one instance, the new lines of production had been created for a wholly new design.  The Ajax Luftabwehrkanonen (ALAK) was Fischer’s proudest achievement.  A smaller artillery gun mounted on a rotating platform, combined with a precision visor which allowed the operators to track a moving target.  Small enough to be towed by one horse or two people, the ALAKs had inflicted substantial losses on British bombers since they had entered service in May.  Except that for these, production was running at maximum capacity.

Indeed, most of Thomas Fischer’s problems revolved around capacity constraints.  He had considered building an additional factory opposite the rail line, but suitable land was limited, and so was the supply of workers.  And no number of new factories could change the problem that Zurich was in range of Bouclier bombers.  ALAKs helped, but there weren’t enough of them, especially with a shortage of crews to man them.

Fischer had almost made up his mind to build a whole new second factory in Wischau, in central Moravia.  He had gone back and forth over the proposal, and it looked good.  Close to the Silesian coal mines, it would not be short of energy.  Wischau was far enough from the western border to be out of range of all Bouclier bombers.  With Russia finally in the war on the right side, he had no concerns about land invasion from that front.  Best of all, Wischau was near the Hungarian border.  With all the problems in the Kingdom of St Stephen, its people were not about to be conscripted.  That left him a large population pool to recruit from.  Wages were lower there, too, which made recruitment easier.  He had meetings scheduled today with recruitment agents to bring in Slovaks and Romanians – he would not trust Magyars right now! – to work in construction, and later production.

He had plenty of other meetings arranged for the day, too.  The question of how to redesign Germany’s Panzerkampfwagens was still being hotly argued, both amongst his design engineers and the broader German military establishment.  Everyone agreed that the problems in northern France meant that the PKWs needed new designs, but the military could not settle on their priorities.  Some wanted bigger guns, some wanted more armour, some wanted faster machines.  Some wanted radically new designs, while others argued that would take too long, and it would be better to make incremental improvements to the existing designs.  Fischer had a meeting scheduled with Walter Schmidheiny, the head of his design engineers, but he was no optimistic that they would get a major new design approved soon.  They might have to go on with upgunning the old designs for a couple of months yet.

“Still, at least with a war on, our sales are guaranteed,” Fischer murmured.  The Deutschleger was more or less his only customer these days, but at least they paid their bills on time.  For all of the argument over new designs, the Deutschleger still bought every one of the existing models, even before they rolled off the production line.  And with the investment guaranteed by the Reichsbank in Frankfurt, he did not even need to argue about lines of credit.

Fortified by that cheering thought, he settled himself to tackle the business of the day.

--

Tuesday, 22 July 1930,
Au Peninsula,
Grand Duchy of Zürich, German Empire

Röbi Huber had not slept well the previous night, even though he had gotten well-accustomed to farm life in the five weeks he had spent at the Künzli family farm.  Located at the top of the hill on the Au Peninsula, the farm had a marvellous view over the upper part of Lake Zurich, especially over the dam that linked Rapperswil with the southern shore.  Yet that view had been the reason for his interrupted sleep, too.

In the middle of the night, the alarm had sounded from the Wädenswil town hall; loud enough to disturb even the heaviest sleepers.  Moments later, they had heard the sounds of motors coming over the Albis mountains.  Karl Künzli, a man in his mid-forties, had explained that these would probably be British bombers, and that everyone needed to shelter in the farmhouse’s cellar.  All the children had crowded in.  At six years old, Röbi was the youngest child there.  Two older girls had been there with him; eight-year-old Vreni Glauser from Winterthur, and ten-year-old Lisbeth Künzli, 10 years, the farmers youngest daughter.

While sheltering in the cellar, they had heard some explosions, and the rapid fire of the new ALAK guns.  When they had heard that sound, Röbi had proudly said, “You know, my mother makes the guns that shoot down the English [2] devils.  Soon I’ll get one myself, and I’ll protect you from their raids.”  A little while later, they had been allowed to leave the shelter.  They could see fire burning from a blast near the Rapperswil Castle, and maybe the causeway had been hit, too.

Even now, a few hours later, Röbi could still see the smoke.  The fire had not been entirely extinguished.  But he could still see Güterwagens moving across the dam.  So it wasn’t damaged too badly.  And not even the sight of smoke or his poor sleep could put him off his food.  Along with the other children on the farm, he had a breakfast composed of a glass of milk, bread with butter and jam, and a fresh egg.

The workforce on the Künzli farm was reduced nowadays; the elder son Peter was off serving in the army.  The children had to help with the farm-work.  Röbi’s first task was to let the chickens out.  The black-and-white spotted hens greeted him with loud clucking, and ran out into the fenced grass.  After that, he had to prepare the tractor for use.  That meant heating up the carburettor.  The supply of gasoil had been cut off, and so the Künzlis had fitted a big steel barrel in front of the tractor.  Röbi had to fill the barrel with small chopped wood.  Fortunately, timber was not yet in short supply; the eastern side of the hill was still overgrown with pones and beeches.

When Röbi finished filling the barrel, he called Hans, the fifteen-year-old second Künzli son, who had been milking the cows.  Hans checked to see that the barrel was filled properly, then let Röbi light the fire at the bottom of the barrel.  They would need to wait at least quarter of an hour until the carburettor produced enough gas to run the tractor....

Karl and Hans Künzli pulled the reaper out of the barn and fixed it behind the tractor.  For today, they would be harvesting the rapeseed.  This was new for the Künzlis.  Rapeseed had never been a traditional crop here, but the directives from the ministries of agriculture and energy had declared it to be a wartime necessity.  Karl liked the idea of Germany’s soil growing fuel to replace the petroleum which the evil English and Italians had cut off from the East Indies.

Karl noted the fascination in young Röbi’s eyes as they prepared the tractor.  The war was not yet real to the boy, he supposed.  Lucky for him, and Karl devoutly hoped that the boy’s father would emerge unscathed from the end of the war.  Along with his own eldest son, of course.  If the war ever ended, that was.  No war could last forever, but this one might seem like it.  Karl paid close attention to the newspapers; not just what was said, but what was not said.  Some of the messages were not pleasant.  The Jackals and Yankees were in France for one reason only; to prop up the country for as long as possible.  They would put in enough soldiers to stiffen France’s resolve, so that more Frenchmen and Germans died.  They wanted a long war; the United States wanted to defeat the brave Brazilians, and New England boasted about how it would steal every German colony in Africa.  Russia coming into the war had brought many people hope, and every newspaper had trumpeted the news to the heavens, but Karl was sceptical.  As far as he could tell, Russia wanted to make sure that Germany stayed in the fight long enough to allow the Russians to go conquering in Asia, much as the Jackals were doing in South America.  Russia would sell Germany petroleum, but he doubted that there would ever be a single Russian soldier fighting in France or Italy.

But for now, they had a crop to harvest.  Rapeseed was a useful crop, by all reports.  It fuelled OHP engines for the larger Güterwagens, Seewolfs [3], and Panzerkampfwagens.  Other friends from closer to home had passed on rumours that the Sulzer Works in Winterthur, which usually specialised in large OHP engines for ships, was working on a lighter, opposed-piston OHP engine, which could propel heavier Luftwagens.  So today’s harvest would help to ensure that in the not so distant future, it would not be Rapperswil that burned, but London and Birmingham.

That prospect cheered Karl, despite the problems created by the new necessities.  Growing so much rapeseed had reduced the land available for grazing cattle, and for hay to be prepared as winter fodder.  The Künzlis had already sold off a quarter of their cows, to be slaughtered and processed into canned meat.  One small mercy was that there was a good price for that; the Deutschleger needed food just as much as it needed men.  But without more hay prepared, he could have to sell more livestock again in the autumn.  He could not talk about that in front of the children, though, who loved to play with the calves.

The harvest had to be interrupted partway through the day, since the carburettor needed to be filled with fresh wood.  All of the children, and even Karl’s old mother Bertha, helped to load the rapeseed onto horse-drawn carts.  At the day’s end, the harvest would be moved to Au Railroad Station, and from there transported to a factory to thresh out the seeds and produce fuel oil.  One more day’s worth of effort to helping Germany win the war...

--

Summer 1930
Near Quartino,
Duchy of Tessin, German Empire

Pierre Leclerc was not a happy man.  True, the scenery here was magnificent, if he had time to truly appreciate it.  The steep mountains flanked the plain, covered in lush forests of chestnut trees, with the magnificent lake to the west.  The weather was fine, if he had been here for a holiday.  But he was not in Germany through choice, and he had been away from home for far too long.

Along with many of his comrades from his platoon, he had been captured during the great German Copper offensive last October.  For all that he had not expected such a fate when he entered the hills of Franche-Comté, he had still expected that the war would be over soon enough to be back with his family in Bordeaux by the year’s end, or at least by the spring.  Surely it would not take any longer for the Bouclier to defeat the Germans.

But now, it looked like he would be a prisoner of war forever.  And the German treatment of he and his comrades had been far from pleasant.  They had been interrogated then shipped by rail far into the German interior, to a camp somewhere in southern Bavaria.  Almost from the first day, they had been sentenced to hard work.  Chained together while they worked, they had been forced to cut down trees, then load the logs onto rail cars.  Rumour claimed that the Germans were producing a gasoil substitute from pinewood.  Pierre was not sure about that, but he did not know that their other tasks had been to Germany’s benefit.  They had been forced to cut up the smaller branches into sections for distribution to local farmers, who used them in the carburettors on their tractors.  He was sure that this sort of forced labour violated the Versailles Convention, but his German captors had simply said that they were being treated no worse than German civilians, who had to work for their food, too.

After a winter spent cutting timber, Pierre and many of his comrades had been sent on another rail journey, this time to the Tessin.  Some of his fellows had been forced to work in a quarry in the Blenio, and then load the stones for a rail trip of their own, to Gerra in the Magadino Plain.  It was in this locality where Pierre found himself now.  Here was a large area of open ground, where the Ticino River led into the Lago Maggiore.  (Or Langensee, the Germans called it, but he preferred to give the lake its Italian name, since this was rightfully Italian soil.)  Apparently this area had been drained only a few years before, and the ground was still very soft and swampy.  Just not swampy enough to stop the Germans expecting Pierre and his comrades from working here.

Pierre and his fellow prisoners were put to work in the spring.  They started by building a small causeway for a road, using handcarts filled with small rocks from the railroad.  When that was done, they were ordered to fill a much larger, flat strip of ground about twenty metres wide, and more than fifteen hundred metres long.  This pointed in the direction of the lake shore.  Evidently, this was to become what the Germans called a Luftfeld, or what Pierre thought of as an aerodome [4]. Protected by high mountain ranges on both sides, a Luftstützpunkt on the ground of this deep valley would be safer than on the fields which the Padanian plain further south.  Or perhaps the Germans needed to build an aerodrome further inland because the Italians were making some headway.  That might mean that the Germans would soon be on the run.

Pierre hoped so, anyway.  Prisoners of war always had difficulty finding out what was going on in the war.  The camp commander sometimes read out some “official” news which talked about German “victories,” and sometimes about Bouclier “atrocities.”  Most of that was obviously propaganda.  Pierre had lost count of the number of times they claimed that Paris had fallen.  But now Paris was not mentioned at all, and the more recent announcements talked about “great victories” in the lower Saone Valley and “fast advances” toward Lyon and the Rhone.  He hoped that the silence about Paris meant that the Germans had been stalled in their attempts to capture the City of Light but how could he know for sure?

Instead, Pierre had taken to looking and listening for more indirect signs about what was going on.  When working at the aerodrome today, he had heard distant gunfire.  Did that mean that the front had grown close enough that escape or liberation was a real possibility?

He had discussed that possibility with his comrades.  Unfortunately, the German guards had noticed the same reaction, and found it helpful to add a few nasty comments of their own, in bad French designed to be overheard.  “The Frenchies think they just have to swim across the lake to freedom?  Good luck!  Our mountain hunters are over there, clearing the spaghetti-eaters from the valleys between Tessin and Wallis.”  One guard, either more sympathetic or more effectively malicious than the rest, had added, “Those cowards blew up a few bridges and part of the Simplon rail tunnel, but that won’t help them.  They’re fighting uphill all the way, and in a few days we’ll have a firm grip on Domodossola and the western shore.  Then you can stop moving these rocks and find some other rocks to move, clearing the rail line to transport our forces to victory.”

Pierre Leclerc would stay up late into the night wondering how much truth these comments held.  Unfortunately, he suspected that they were probably close to being right...

--

“Germany needs a strong state power and must have it.  But I am not calling for vitalism.”

- Werner Wolfgang vom Rath, German Chancellor, in his funk [radio] address to the Greater European Economic Union following the assassination of Holy Roman Emperor Franz Josef II, 1943

--

[1] Coal gas (or syngas), developed through the gasification of coal, and thanks to wartime necessity pressed into service as a fuel, despite the safety risks.

[2] ATL Germans – especially children – rarely make a distinction between England and Britain.

[3] Seewolf is a Neudeutsch word for submarines.

[4] Luftfeld is Neudeutsch and translates as airfield.  Aerodrome has a similar meaning in French (both OTL and ATL).  The usual ATL English equivalent would be skyfield.

--

Decades of Darkness #170b: Where Eagles Soar

Credit for this post on life in Germany during the Great War goes to Good Habit, who wrote most of it apart from a few editorial additions, and the opening and closing quotations.

--

“If goods cannot cross borders, armies will.”

- Anselm von Rothschild, German Foreign Minister, in his address to the Council of Nations during the Abyssinian crisis, 1941

--

Night from Friday 25 July to Saturday 26 July 1930
Observation post on the Lägern ridge, northwest of Zurich, Germany

Franz Müller had plenty of spare time, nowadays.  As a member of the Home Guard, he had spent many nights in this observation post on top of a steep ridge north-west of Zurich.  He and his comrades were on watch for enemy skycraft, but those rarely showed before midnight.  The clocks had only just ticked past 10pm; the July sun had recently set in the west, and darkness was descending over the Furttal.  Since people meticulously observed the blackout, the towns in the valley had turned as dark as the surrounding fields.  Soon, he would see nothing but the stars and clouds above.

On many nights, nothing much happened.  The men spent most of their nights playing Jass, Doppelkopf and other card games, and after midnight, sleeping in shifts in a small hut that was part of the observation station.  Usually, they did not need to stay alert all night.  They were not in the first line of observation posts, and they would receive telephone warning when the stations further ahead had seen approaching Luftwagens.

Tonight, they played a few rounds of Jass, and then Franz offered to brew some fresh tea.  The other men agreed, but then Heinz Wettstein said, “Did anyone read today’s Neue Zürcher Zeitung?  There’s an interesting editorial on the front page.  I have it here; shall I read it out to you?”

After the murmurs of agreement, Heinz read out the editorial from the newspaper...

Editorial from the Neue Zürcher Zeitung (25 July 1930)

Even geniuses have weak moments.

We are all aware of the grand deeds that our great Chancellor Bismarck achieved for the resurgence of the German Reich.  For those, he will live in our memory, and those of all the generations of Germans who come after us, for eternity.  But truth must remain truth.  We must be allowed to speak in all honesty: didn’t Bismarck commit one huge error?  The peace at the Third Congress of Vienna was much too lenient, and it emboldened some of our traditional enemies to try to attack us one more.

Germany fought three large neighbours during the last great war, but only Russia paid a heavy price.  Poland, Courland and Bulgaria were stripped from the Tsar’s rule.  Yet Russia has never been a traditional enemy of Germany.  It stood on our side in the wars against the first Napoleon, as it stands at our side again now.  It was lured into a dangerous alliance by yet another Napoleon, the fourth of the name.

Italy did not lose anything meaningful during the last war.  What was taken from them in Albania and Tunisia was more than repaid with Savoy, Nice and Corsica.  At the time, many thought that Bismarck had been clever in driving a permanent wedge between France and Italy.  As history has taught us, that stratagem did not work.  This has been a hard lesson.  Our sons are now paying the price in blood in the battles in the Padanian plain and the South-Western Alps.

We must remember that Italy is an artificial state.  It was created as a gesture by a French leader, this time the third Napoleon.  Never since the fall of the Roman Empire has Italy ever been anything other than a geographic term.  The north has always looked to Germany.  Rome was always ruled by the pope.  The south and the islands of Sicily and Sardinia always looked elsewhere, to North Africa, Aragon, or Greece.  The so-called reunification of Italy was not, and never will be complete.  The “Italian” regions of Tessin, Lombardy, Venetia, Istria and Dalmatia [1] are still claimed by the Italians, but the peoples of those regions have always preferred to look north rather than south.  So why not do away with this wretched artificial construct, born out of the destructive ideology of ‘national identity’ – just one more French brain disease – when the opportunity presented itself?  Why did Bismarck not abolish this state during the Third Congress of Vienna?  That is a question we would gladly ask our great Chancellor, if we could.

Yet even the fate of Italy is not the big concern.  Our traditional enemy for centuries has always been FRANCE.  France has only been non-threatening to Germany when it was otherwise occupied.  During the time of the Viking raids, its centuries-long entanglements with Britain, and finally in the Huguenot wars, France found other enemies.  Yet even before then, in the time of the Emperors Friedrich III, Maximilian I and Karl V, France challenged the rightful position of the Holy Roman Empire in Burgundy and northern Italy.  Since then, the list of French aggression and intrigue against Germany has grown even longer.

France took advantage of the internal weakness of Germany after the Thirty Years War and stole Alsace, a historical injustice which took three centuries to correct.

Louis XIV allied with Muslims against the Christians of the Holy Roman Empire when the Turks besieged Vienna.

France sabotaged the rightful succession of Emperor Karl VI to the Spanish throne in the War of the Spanish Succession.

Louis XV intrigued against German unity.  His plots were successful as he pitched various German princes against each other.  Thus Austria, Bavaria, Prussia and Saxony were frequently on opposing sides in unnecessary and devastating conflicts such as the War of the Austrian Succession and the Seven Years War.

Next, France gave Europe violent revolution and decades of war.  Germany reached the lowest point in its history when more than a third of its soil had been annexed outright by France, another third turned into French client states, and even the Holy Roman Empire dissolved.

After an epic struggle, the first Napoleon was defeated, and Germany’s resurgence began.  But this was not without setbacks.  More struggles followed to stop French intervention in Germany’s internal affairs (the so-called Confederation War) and to liberate the South-Western states from the French puppet Swiss Kingdom.  Since the unified Deutschleger had only recently been created, a complete victory was not possible in the 1860s, and so Germany had to accept the creation of the artificial nation of Italy.

But in the 1880s, the next criminal attempt at world domination by another Napoleon had been crushed.  Victory was indisputably ours.  Germany was stronger than it had been for centuries.  Yet although France was clearly defeated, and its record as a warmongering state had grown even longer, it was let off lightly.  It lost only a few border regions and some poor colonies.

Dear Otto v. Bismarck, we are sorry, but surely that was your greatest-ever mistake?

Ever since that war, France has tried to find new allies and encourage other nations to hatred against the peaceful and prosperous German Reich.  With the one hand they made common cause with the misnamed Kingdom of Italy, and with the other they reached out to Britain.  In the end they succeeded, when the treacherous pack that now rules in London has broken the longstanding alliance between Britain and Germany.

Why did they fall into the French trap?  For once it was not even the fault of a Napoleon; the fifth Napoleon had his flaws, but it was only after his departure that Britain abandoned the alliance which had brought peace to Europe.  It seems that Britain has not recognised its new standing in the world since their defeat in the North American War.  Too many Englishmen blame Germany for their own failure to defeat the American slaveocrats.  Unable to reverse the outcome, and jealous of Germany’s international success, English warmongers replaced the United States with Germany as the main ‘danger.’  Yet without the compliance and trickery of the French, even the new English wickedness would have come to naught.  With the divisive ideology, they tried to drive a wedge between Germany and our brotherly European allies.  When that failed, and our Hungarian and Croatian brothers rejected their bribes, they finally resorted to war.

Of course, none of this would have been possible without the involvement of France, so long the puppet master behind most European conflicts, and Italy, another product of their nationalist ideology.

Now our brave and valiant soldiers are spilling their blood once more on the fields of Champagne and Burgundy and the outskirts of Paris, to correct that old mistake.  It is no surprise that now Britain’s old enemy, the United States, is on their side, since this abomination of a state was born with the help of a French midwife.

So the German people must not only fight hard to overcome this coalition of evil powers, we must be watchful that our leaders do not fall once more into the trap of a lenient peace.  The price in blood is too high.

We have no doubt that the people will rally behind the three Kaisers and Chancellor Schulthess, and the German Holy Roman Empire will win this war!  But we must ensure that we win the peace as well.  We must make sure that the victory does not dissolve like morning mist because we have again been too lenient.

There can be no peace with France except for unconditional surrender.  And the terms imposed on them afterward must ensure that they will never disturb the peace of Europe again.  So that Germany and Europe can live, France has to die, and it shall never rise again.

On that, we will insist so long as breath is in us.  Or, to adapt the phrase which the famous Roman statesman Cato used in a similar situation more than two millennia ago:

“Francia delenda est
Francia delenda est
Francia delenda est
Francia delenda est
Francia delenda est
Francia delenda est
Francia...”

Even before Heinz Wettstein had finished, Franz Müller and the other two men group joined in the chant.  It had an elegant simplicity to it.  Franz, already in his mid-fifties, still remembered the last war.  He had been a small boy then.  His father had gone away with the army and returned with a permanent limp in his right leg.  Franz remembered his father had started swearing when he heard the terms of the peace treaty.  He had not cared about Poland, but he cared about France where he had fought and been wounded.  And he had said the same thing: France had got off too lightly.  His mother had tried to calm him, and said that Bismarck knew what was best for Germany.

Now, it seemed that his father had been right, and Bismarck had been wrong.

The four men continued to discuss the article.  That argument kept them going for a while, as they talked about the ultimate destruction which had apparently befallen the once glorious city of Paris, and their views on what the minimum requirements should be for peace.  They were still talking when the phone started ringing.

Franz answered the phone, and within a minute, the observation station was ready.  A formation of incoming Luftwagens had been seen passing near Mount Weissenstein, on a north-easterly heading across the Aare plateau.  Searchlights went up from the observation post, and from about a dozen similar posts across the ridge.  They entered the data about the flight-path of the incoming enemy Luftwagen into the parallax calculator.  That handy device let them calculate the expected direction of the approaching skycraft from the available data about the position of the station, the earlier observation from the phone, and the angle of the flight path listed in the observation record.

Half a minute later, the large searchlights were directed toward the lower ridge of the Altberg across the valley.  Other stations had already sighted the incoming skycraft, and followed them with their beams of light.  Two minutes later, the lights over the Altberg started to turn toward each other, so Franz directed one beam into the middle of the beams coming from the opposite ridge.  Yes, there was some shining metal in the air above the Altberg.  Some twenty or so twin-engine Mullholland bombers were heading eastward.  Their likely target was the armaments works in Oerlikon, just a bit to the east of the observers.

At least ten of the bombers were now clearly visible in the cross-beams from the observation stations on both ridges.  With his binoculars, Franz followed the Luftwagen hit by the beam from their searchlights.  He could see the pilot in his cabin, holding a hand to shield his eyes.  That was the least they could achieve, blinding the pilots with lights.  It would be farcical if the pilots had to wear sunglasses in the night-time darkness.

Rapid stuttering announced the firing of the new automatic Ajax Anti-Luftwagen guns.  While judging locations was difficult in the blackness, the fire seemed to come from the area north of the village of Regensdorf, and from Buchs just below them.  One of the Luftwagens went down in flames, somewhere near the small Katzensee lakes, but the one caught in the searchlights continued undisturbed.  The rapid fire of the ALAKs now came from the batteries near Oerlikon and Rümlang.  Another Luftwagen appeared to explode in mid-air.  But Franz could still see the one they followed, as it opened its bomb bay and dropped its load of death.  Flashes flared up when the bombs exploded, followed by loud thunder a few seconds later.

The stuttering of the ALAK fire continued.  The bombers started to turn north, far enough away to make it hard to pick out individual machines, so Franz lost track of the Luftwagen they’d been following.  He thought he saw more machines go down in flames over the next few minutes.  Flames from distant fires continued, some of them for hours, over Oerlikon, Wallisellen and the Hard Forest to the north.

Franz Müller, Heinz Wettstein and their two comrades switched off the searchlights. Two of them went to sleep, while the other two held watch, in case the English devils followed with a second wave in the same night. But the rest of the night stayed quiet...

--

Saturday, 26 July 1930,
Oerlikon and Zürich,
Grand Duchy of Zürich, German Empire

When Lina Huber went to the Ajax factory on Saturday morning, the night after the bombing raid, she feared that she would see immense damage.  Indeed, there was a large hole on the road just in front of the main gate, but some workers were already filling it in again.  The main factory building seemed undamaged; a few windows had been blown out in the office block to the north, but that was about the extent of the visible damage.  Later, she learned that a few rail wagons on the nearby stretch of track had been burned out.  Most of the bombs seemed to have fallen on the building site for the factory extension, and some must have hit residential buildings to the east of the railway station.  But production continued uninterrupted.

At lunchtime, the overwhelmingly female workforce met in the canteen.  Lunch was simple today.  First cabbage soup, then roasted potatoes with a bit of minced beef, then a few crates of fresh apples from the new harvest were distributed as dessert.  During the meal, Lina chatted with one of her workmates, Klara Schnyder.  They talked about several things, but the conversation turned nostalgic when dessert arrived.  For all that they appreciated the fresh sweet-sour applies, Klara reminisced on the larger selection of food they would have enjoyed only a couple of years ago.  Oranges from Aragon, southern Italy and Morocco, peaches from southern France and Aragon, and strawberries and apricots would have been available for several months, and in much greater quantities.  No more bananas, either from America or West Africa.  The former producers had either joined the Bouclier or been cut off when the treacherous English and their New English lackeys claimed control of the sea lanes.

Before they returned to the factory hall, Klara asked Lina if she would accompany her to tomorrow’s Sunday service.  Lina was not really a religious person, but she saw no harm to attending once, and so she agreed.

On the way home to her apartment in Aussersihl, she picked up a copy of Abendpost, the evening newspaper.  The paper provided a detailed and possibly even accurate report about last night’s bombing.  According to the article, ten enemy Luftwagens had been shot down before, during and after the raid, which would be half of the attacking force.  Lina hoped that this was not an exaggeration or wishful thinking.

The bombs had fallen over a wide area to the north of Zurich.  Most had fallen in the residential quarter on the eastern side of Oerlikon, where three houses had been destroyed, a few more damaged, and an elderly couple killed because they had not had time to reach a shelter.  The Abendpost claimed that other bombs had fallen even further to the north-east, when the attacks that had not found a target tried to turn and run.  One bomb had hit the Glatt River.  One had struck the abandoned construction site for the first few kilometres of the new Wagenbahn that the Grand Duchy had started to build in 1928, but where construction had been suspended at the start of the war.  At least two had fallen in a wheat field west of Wallisellen, where fortunately the farmer had harvested the wheat a few days before.  One had hit a pond in the park of a villa in that upper-class suburb.  So the bombing seemed to be a nuisance rather than a danger, and the English had paid a high price for little effect...

--

Sunday, 27 July 1930,
Zürich and Au,
Grand Duchy of Zürich, German Empire

Lina packed a small rucksack before she went to the church.  After the service, she would take a train to Au and spend the afternoon on the farm with her son.

At about 9.15am, Lina and Klara met in front of the Zwingli Church, a large neo-Gothic building with a great spire, that dated from the turn of the century.  A building opposite the church had been partly destroyed in a bombing raid a few weeks before.  A few of the church windows had been broken during that raid, and they were now covered by cardboard.  When the bells started ringing, the two women walked through the great gates and took seats in the fifth row.  Soon after the bells stopped ringing, Pastor Weber climbed onto the chancel, and the chatter died down.

The service opened with some dark piece of music from the large organ.  Lina did not recognise the tune, but it sounded fittingly sombre after the recent bombing raid.  Then together the congregation sang a song of praise to the Lord.  Then Pastor Ernst Weber started his sermon.

“My fellow Christians, today’s service is dedicated to the present dire global situation, the war, our enemies, and what we can learn from the Holy Bible in that respect.

“Can there be any doubt which side the Lord favours in the present conflict?  The faint-hearted might begin to doubt when they see how many nations have banded together against the German people, but the faithful cannot be deceived.

“It has long been foretold that the Lord will put His people to one ultimate test.  The prophet Isaiah, and the books of Daniel and Revelation are very clear about this moment.  A great number of nations will join together against God’s people, and the fight will be hard, but the faithful will prevail.

“We can be sure that we are the ones meant in these prophecies.  It is clear for everyone who has eyes to see, and ears to hear.  The prophet Daniel tells us about the four beasts, representing four empires.  It is obvious that these four nations are France, Italy, the United States and Britain.  The fourth empire has ten horns, representing several kings.  This is clearly in reference to the British Empire, which holds multiple kingdoms within the nation.  Three of these horns were replaced by a new horn, as England, Scotland and Wales were merged into the United Kingdom.

“Yet even these are not the only signs.  Revelation tells us that the beast will be permitted to hold blasphemous speeches.  And we can see those words being used now.  What do they call their murderous Luftwagens that are destroying our houses, and killing innocent children?  They call them “skycraft” – Himmelsgerät – and their crews are called “skyriders” – Himmelsreiter [2].  This is clear proof that they are rotten to the core, to use the name of the heavenly realm of our Lord and Creator for their fire-spouting, murderous abominations.  Is this not clear proof that the English language is the language of hell?

“Of course, there are even more signs.  Look at our North American foes, who both call themselves Christian nations.  The Americans have a long tradition of warfare, aggression and expansion, and all of their wars have been against their fellow Christians.  How can a “Christian” nation enslave other Christians?  How can they treat other human beings who pray to the same heavenly Father as mere property?  Obviously they are not praying to the same God, but their master is Satan.

“In New England, there is a country that looked quite civilized for many decades.  But it has fallen victim to the Vitalist seduction, which is clearly inspired by hell.  Why else has Mullins, this incarnation of the devil, started to persecute the Israelites?  How else could Mullins ally himself with the eternal enemy of Christianity, the United States?

“We see the enemy is strong, and he is deceitful, but is this a reason to despair?  Not for the truly faithful!  No, the Holy Bible plainly tells us that the righteous will prevail.  The books of Daniel and Revelation predict that the forces of evil will ravage the world for a long time, but their reign is measured, and it will not exceed forty-two months.  This is a long time, and it means that this war might last another two years, but we can endure this test.  We know that the Lord will be with us, and He will give us the final victory.  As we are told in the Book of Revelation, the beast and the false prophet will be thrown into a sea of brimstone, were they will burn for all eternity.

“This, then, will be the fate of the coalition of blasphemous English-speaking devils.  We will resist them, and thanks to our faith in the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit, we will send them to their rightful place in hell.

“Now, let us pray.

“Oh Lord, protect our Holy Roman Emperor Franz Josef the Second.
Oh Lord, protect his co-Kaisers Karl the First and Willem the Fifth.
Oh Lord, protect Grand Duke Ferdinand.
Oh Lord, protect Chancellor Edmund Schulthess and the German government.
Oh Lord, protect the Deutschleger, the Krjigmarine, the Luftmacht and all other armed forces of the German Holy Roman Empire and its friends and allies.
Oh Lord, protect our brave and valiant soldiers.
Oh Lord, protect the widows and orphans, and all workers, men, women and children.

Oh Lord, give us the force to destroy our enemies.
Oh Lord, give us the courage to withstand all temptations and weaknesses.

Oh Lord, destroy the forces of evil.
Oh Lord, destroy England
Oh Lord, destroy America
Oh Lord, destroy France
Oh Lord, destroy Italy
Oh Lord, destroy New England
Oh Lord, destroy Aragon and Morocco.

We thank you, oh Lord, for the inspiration and hope that you give us in these times of distress.

Our Father, which art in Heaven
Hallowed be thy Name
Thy kingdom come
Thy will be done, in earth as it is in Heaven
Give us this day our daily bread
And forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive them that trespass against us
And lead us not into temptation
But deliver us from evil
For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever and ever.

Amen.”

After the service, Lina strolled across a few lanes to the central railway station and took a passenger train to Au.  She had been to the farm on the hill once before, so she easily found her way from Au station to the farmhouse.  Lisbeth, the farmer’s daughter, noticed her and called, “Hey Röbi, your mama’s here!”

A few moments later, Röbi appeared, followed by a loud barking dog, running toward Lina.  After a heartfelt embrace, mother and son joined the others in front of the bar.  Röbi showed her the wood carburettor on the tractor, and explained how he could already heat it up by himself.

Röbi asked, “Mama, did you bring us some chocolate?”

“No, I’m sorry, son, but chocolate isn’t on sale anymore.”  It could hardly be, since the ships that had brought cocoa beans from Brazil, Africa and Southeast Asia now carried more militarily valuable cargos on the rare occasions when they reached German ports.  “But I brought you a book about chocolate and sugar.  It tells the story of a poor slave boy in Colombia, who is forced to work all day in the sugar fields, is separated from his parents, and who has to sleep in a dirty hut.”

They looked through the book, which mostly told about a brutal white overseer called “Master Thompson.”  This cruel man threatened the slave children with the lash, and often hit them.  The children who listened to the story became quite agitated.

“Master Thompson is a really bad man!” Vreni said.

Lina said, “Well, he is an American.  Americans have always been evil.  They are attacking more poor countries in South America.  They’ve even sent soldiers to France to enslave more people.  But don’t be afraid.  Your daddy, Röbi, and yours, Vreni, and Elsbeth's brother Peter are all fighting them and their treacherous allies in France and Italy.  We know that they are good and strong men.  They’ve just given the Americans a bloody nose.  Fighting together, they’ll win in the end.”

Later that day, they talked about the harvest.  The field where the rapeseed had been harvested just a few days ago had already been reploughed.  Some of it was newly sown with grass and clover, and some with replanted cabbage, lettuce and endive seedlings that could be harvested later in the year.

Röbi told her about the bombing raid he had observed, and his decision to fight against the attackers.  Lina found his determination amusing, although she knew better than to mention it.

Karl Künzli asked, “How much do you suffer from the bombings in Zurich?”

“Oh, this week wasn’t that bad.  You probably heard about the raid on Oerlikon, but from what I saw the damage is very limited.  The attackers paid a heavy price, and with the new ALAKs that Ajax is producing, we’ll make them pay more next time...”

Before Lina went home in the evening, the farmer’s wife gave her a few fresh eggs; another item that had become rarer these days.  On the train ride back to Zurich, she mulled over the events of the day.  The sermon, her son’s determination to fight the enemy, the story in the children’s book, and the call from Ajax management to form a factory guard of volunteers from the workforce to man the additional ALAKs.

Even before the train reached the main Zurich station, she had made up her mind to volunteer for the new guard.  If she could build the LAK guns, she could operate them too.  She knew how they worked, and she would send as many of the arrogant ‘skyriders’ to hell as she could, where they rightfully belonged.  She would operate the guns as long as her pregnancy permitted.

--

“The quicker humanity advances, the more important it is to be the one who deals the first blow.”

- Attributed to Anselm von Rothschild, German Foreign Minister, after his return from a visit to the United States, 1946

--

[1] Italy in fact stopped claiming Dalmatia quite a while ago, although it was part of the original claims for Italian unification.  For Italy to keep claiming Dalmatia would gravely antagonise Croatia, and so the claim has been dropped.  However, this doesn’t stop German propaganda from repeating the former claim.

[2] This argument rests on the fact that in German (as in many other languages), there are no two distinct words for heaven and sky.  The word Himmel, although usually translated as “heaven” in English, is the realm of the divine, and it is impossible to use the word for man-made actions and machines.  Of course, the way Weber uses this translation deliberately blurs this meaning for effect.

--

Decades of Darkness #171: Deliriant Isti Americani

“Men often oppose a thing merely because they have had no agency in planning it, or because it may have been planned by those whom they dislike.”
- Attributed to Alexander Hamilton (1755-1804), American statesman

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 1: The Great War”
(c) 1948 by Prof. Isamu Hayashi and Dr. Berndt Chou
Keio University, Tokyo, Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Kathryn Warner

In the summer of 1930, the German military command formulated a new strategic direction.  Pre-war planning had focused on capturing Paris and forcing France to capitulate.  It was now apparent that France would not easily be forced into surrender, even if Paris could be retaken.  The combination of heavy arlacs and superior numbers of skycraft meant that advances in north-western France were in any case difficult.  While confident that New England and Britain could be overcome given time and weight of materiel, offensives in that sector were unlikely to yield quick gains.  The German General Staff supplied enough manpower and materiel in that sector so that they hoped to prevent renewed New England drives from becoming German routs.  But their main objectives were elsewhere.

Accordingly, a new strategy was formulated, which replaced “France first” with “Italy first” as the guiding principle.  Two new offensives were planned to achieve this objective.  The Quecksilber [Mercury] offensive was a two-pronged attack on the French and American forces defending the Saone and Rhone valleys, bypassing Geneva, but with the objective of driving to Lyon and eventually to Marseilles.  The purpose of this attack was to separate Italy’s communications with the other Bouclier nations, and exploit the under-equipped nature of the American forces who were the primary defenders on this front.  German planners hoped to weaken the American commitment to Europe, and increase the strains between the Bouclier powers.  The other stroke was the Eisen [Iron] offensive, a push south and west into Lombardy, to recapture German soil, with the objective of crossing the Apennines into Tuscany, and eventually capturing Rome and forcing Italy out of the war.

Quecksilber started in mid-May, and quickly demonstrated the inadequate equipment and training which had been provided for American forces in Europe.  The American forces provided stiff resistance in the mountainous terrain of the Morvan and the Massif Central, and in that sector they held off the German assault and prevented any German breakout into the Loire valley.  In the more open territory of the Saone valley, however, the American forces found themselves repeatedly outgunned by German artillery and arlacs.  While there were some occasional holdout actions, Quecksilber lived up to its name; German forces advanced along the Saone more quickly than they had driven on Paris after breaking the Peace Line.  Lyon was threatened from north and east and eventually taken.  German forces began a slower, but steady advance along the Rhone valley which would end at the Gulf of Lion...

The Eisen offensive took longer to organise than Quecksilber, since it involved more divisions and artillery deployed across a broad front.  Eisen started in June, and its progress was at first slower, but the Italian forces in Lombardy and Piedmont were driven back.  Germany’s advance became more rapid with the deployment of the new Lion arlacs, which started in September.  Although the Italian forces formed a new defensive line along the fortified pre-war border which stalled the advance out of Lombardy for nearly three weeks, German pressure was relentless.  By the time most offensive actions were stalled by the November rains, Germany had reached the Apennines in several places, and established a front line which stretched from Massa to Rimini...

--

Extracts from a letter written by Senator Jefferson Davis Caden to Industrial Commissioner Oliver Bird, dated 18 August 1930

The official capitulation of the Peruvian government is a welcome development, but not a major one, as far as the struggle goes.  It has taken nine months of warfare even to end the official struggle there.  Having the remains of their government working with us will help a little, but not very much.  We will be fighting guerrillas in the mountains of Peru for a long time.  So while your administrators will eventually be needed to help run the new territories, sending them down there soon will only make them targets, not make the fight easier.

As to your other points, do not over-estimate the effects of Russian entry into the war.  Not with regard to us.  It is ominous news for France and Britain, but while we should pay attention to Russia, we should not fear them.  Not because Russia is a weak power.  Far from it!  Russia is in some respects even more powerful than Germany; there are more Russians than Germans, for instance.  But Russia is even less well-placed to project power across the oceans than Germany.  Particularly since Germany and Russia will never fully trust each other.  I strongly doubt that there will be any Russian soldiers fighting on the Seine in this war.  It will aid the German war effort now that they can buy petroleum from Russia, but beyond that, Russia is not our problem.  Let the Russians bleed themselves fighting against the Turks, the Persians, the Nipponese, and the rebels in China.  By the time they’ve finished digesting those meals, the rest of the war should be over.  We will need to deal with them down the line, but not now.

--

14 April 1953
Hobson University, Eden [Auckland, New Zealand]
Kingdom of Australia

Associate Professor Adrian Disraeli barely looks at the lecture hall before he begins to speak.  The good students are already seated, and the bad students are mostly sitting over in the Bear & Lion.

“Welcome back for this, the sixth lecture on ‘Understanding the Great War.’  This lecture will examine Anglo-Nipponese relations during and after the Great War, particularly as they relate to China.

“As you will recall from what was briefly mentioned in our third lecture, and which was more extensively covered in your readings, Australia and Nippon had contrasting goals during the Great War.  Both wanted to drive Germany out of the Far East, and to contain Russian influence in China.  Beyond that, they had several areas of disagreement.  Australia was still nominally part of the Old Empire, but in practice had been pursuing an independent foreign policy for two decades.  Where the governments in both London and Tokyo foresaw a war which would replace German colonial rule with British or Nipponese, the government in Nowra regarded this as impractical.

“Even in the early days of the war, when it could be believed that Britain would be a post-war power, the Australian government had reservations about the cost of occupying and administering new colonies in the East Indies, Indochina and most particularly in China.  Prime Minister Lane spoke privately of a war which would see German colonies replaced by friendly and sovereign states, apart from a few smaller areas which as Timor which he regarded as incapable of defending themselves against renewed colonial expansion.  This meant that Australian forces encouraged local opposition movements to German rule, and were prepared to grant them considerable day-to-day powers in administering the territories once Australian troops had taken control.  Lane viewed these nascent movements as the nucleus of new governmental structures to be created after the war, which would see German colonies instead become friendly nations.  In contrast, Nippon wanted quiescent former German colonies, which would in time become quiescent Nipponese colonies.

“These differing views were most pertinent in China.  Australian governments even before the war had regarded British colonial rule of China as unsustainable, a view which found some support from the British administrators there.  The prospect of trying to hold down half of German China as well was not viewed favourably [1].  Australian administrators preferred to win the cooperation both of local warlords and nationalist movements to administer former German China.  Nippon, however, viewed German China as a valuable addition to existing Nipponese China, and was loath to grant any meaningful administrative positions to local leaders.

“This issue caused considerable tension between Tokyo and Nowra in the first few months of 1930.  It was resolved only due to the mounting tensions with Russia.  Even before the official declaration of war, growing Russian hostility was evident.  Faced with rumours of planned uprisings, and the prospect of a three-way war with Russia and Chinese revolutionaries, Nippon started to make arrangements for local forces to be established in its portion of former German China.  The Australian government went even further after the Russian declaration of war.  Chen Jiongming, the leader of the Chinese Rebellion of the mid-1920s, was released from prison in Hong Kong and accepted a position as Generalissimo of the Chinese Auxiliary Forces.  This was a prescient move, since it ensured Chinese cooperation against Russian forces.  The wisdom of this course was confirmed a week later, when revolution engulfed the streets of Xinjing [Beijing], and would soon spread across most of Russian-ruled China...

--

From the editorial of the Columbia Messenger
15 November 1930

All is not well in South America, and very little is well in Europe.  America’s soldiers are fighting bravely, but they have achieved much less than we have expected of them, much less than was accomplished in former wars.  Peru is ours, as it should be, but Chile and Brazil are not.  If we do not find some better leadership amongst our generals, they will never be.  Our generals and admirals cannot organise a decent attack on either country.  They wait and wait, and do nothing of consequence.  The few attacks we have made across the borders have accomplished nothing but embarrassment.

America needs generals who know how to win wars, and our current leaders have done little to show that they know how.  It is time to bring back a general who has proven ability to win wars.  It is time to call Alvar O’Brien back into the Army.  In the last war, Bull stole the credit against the Yankees, but O’Brien invented the choketroopers who won the war.  O’Brien pacified New Caledonia for us in a handful of years, while lesser men were given control of Colombia-that-was, where revolt still burns to this day.  O’Brien recognised the dangers of American forces being given inadequate equipment long before the war.  That lesson was not properly heeded, as we have seen in France.  We need a general who can fix things.  America needs Alvar O’Brien.

--

25 November 1930
The New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

President Harlan Porter had grown up in Hamden, a small town in Hopkins County, just east of Madisonville.  He had many memories of his youth, most of them fond ones.  Of late, though, the ones which had been troubling him had to do with tornados.  The twisting winds of death struck the county with alarming frequency, and there were always stories of people being sucked up into the air by a tornado.  He had never seen that himself, but he knew about them.  He had even heard one tale of a man who had been lifted up by a tornado, carried across half a dozen miles, and then dropped back to earth softly enough that he could walk home.  But for that one tale of survival, there were hundreds of stories of people who had been killed by the twisters.

Now, with the world engulfed in war, Porter felt like he was a man who had been sucked up into a tornado, one which kept on growing larger and larger.  A small storm had started over in Hungary, and it had grown to draw in every important nation in the world.  Porter had led the United States into that war reluctantly, but had been convinced that he could not stay out forever.

Still, he wished he had made a stronger effort to stay neutral.  Too many things had gone wrong.  American soldiers had not acquitted themselves well on the fields of battle.  In France, and in the first probes into Brazil and Chile, nothing had gone right.  Oh, there had been some victories on the high seas, and Peru had fallen as expected, but that was nothing compared to the swirling chaos around them.  Russia had joined the war on the German side, something he had never expected.  New England succeeded in France where America failed.  News of the wider war had provoked a few flare-ups of guerrilla activity in Quito, Buenaventura and Antioquía.  The uprisings could be managed, in themselves, but they were an unwelcome distraction, and just another opportunity for the media and Congress to claim that the war was being badly-managed.

No matter how much he might wish it, Porter knew that the tornado could not be wished away.  The war had to be fought, and he would find out if he was the one man who would win a soft landing, or one of the hundreds who would be crushed by swirling debris in the chaos of war, or plunge to their deaths when the war ended.  He still did not know exactly how to ride out the tornado.  But he did know that it would require making an accommodation with someone he despised.  Well, no doubt many people he despised, before the war was over, but only one of them was waiting to see him.

“Send Mr O’Brien in,” the President said.

Porter had never met Alvar O’Brien in the flesh, but he needed only a moment to see that the notorious man had not changed much since the old photos had been taken in his military service.  O’Brien still wore his trademark walrus moustache, although he no longer looked insanely young.  He had kept himself in fighting trim, too, where more and more wealthy American men tended toward the rotund.

“Welcome to the New White House, Mr O’Brien,” the President said, extending a hand.

O’Brien shook it with the soft grip of someone who is used to a great many handshakes.  Some men fondly imagined that a firm handshake was a sign of good character, but most politicians learned very quickly that it was also a sign of a bone-crushing evening.  “Pleased to meet you, Mr President,” O’Brien said.  He sounded effortlessly polite, but without any real warmth.  Not that the President had expected any.

“I’m glad you could come,” the President said.  Just another statement of banal greeting, that one; few people would refuse an invitation to meet the President of the United States.  He also wished that it had not been necessary to send such an invitation to the man who had made peons out of white men, but some things were necessary.

They exchanged a few more pleasantries before Porter asked, “Do you know why I have invited you here?”

“It could be any of several reasons,” O’Brien said.  He sounded perfectly polite, but something his manner reminded the President of another person he had met recently.  Capablanca, the world chess champion, who always looked as if he were waiting for his opponent to make the first move, but to which he would respond with a long-prepared plan of his own.

“I want you to come back to the army.  Return to active service, and you will be given back your old rank of Major General, and the chance to help bring Brazil under American control.”

O’Brien did such a good job of appearing surprised that the President would have almost believed it, if he had not known that O’Brien had been behind the long media campaign calling for his re-instatement.  Or maybe it would be fairer to say that O’Brien knew about that campaign; while the man had many flaws, he was still a man of honour, in his own way.

After a long moment of waiting, O’Brien said, “I would love to serve my country, if I could be sure that I will be allowed to serve it properly.”

“How do you mean?” the President ask.  He had considered several possible responses to the offer, both positive and negative, but not that one.

O’Brien said, “People have long memories.  I still have enemies within the army who resent my success.  I have even more enemies in Congress, who resent what I achieved because they believed I forced their hands.  They’ll try to block whatever I do, just because I am the one doing it.  I’ve no interest in returning to the army if I won’t be allowed to do a decent job once I’m there.”

“You will inevitably have opponents, but I’m sure you will accomplish much, regardless.  You always do,” the President said, allowing himself a small smile.

“I’d rather not need to fight against intrigue as well as fight against America’s external enemies,” O’Brien said.

“What do you want, then?” the President asked.

“Recreate the old role of General-in-Chief for all American forces in Brazil.  Give me the power to bind and loose everything we do on the ground there.  And give me your backing.  Both your very public backing, when you announce my appointment, and your private backing, when Congress tries to interfere.”

“You ask for much,” the President said, in lieu of replying with something far stronger.

“You ask for much from me.  Subduing Brazil is going to be the devil’s own task.  I think I can do it, if I’m given the tools to do the job, but I can’t do it if I have to fight my own side as well.”

Porter paused for thought.  O’Brien demanded a lot, but there was no denying his talents.  If one man could make the difference in Brazil, O’Brien was that man.  Otherwise, Porter would not have made any offer.  “If I agree to this, Mr O’Brien, there will be a price to pay in return.  You will be very publicly responsible for American success or failure in Brazil.  I’ll give you my backing, but if you can’t win the job when we give you the resources, then the blame falls on your head.  No complaints about how you weren’t given the help you needed.  Is that clear?”

“Perfectly, Mr. President.”

The President shrugged.  “I think you overestimate the problems, anyway.  Brazil has what, only a third as many people as our citizens?  The Amistad has about the same.  We’ve run into some temporary problems, but they will be resolved.”  Germany and Russia were giving him nightmares, but he was less concerned about the result in South America.

“There’s no way we can win in Brazil with the tactics which are being applied now.”

“Oh?  You have everything worked out already?” the President asked, allowing a sardonic cast to his words.

“Everything?  No.”  O’Brien remained perfectly calm.  “But enough to begin planning.  For starters, we’ll need better machines on the ground there.  And many more machines.  Arlacs and skycraft both, and ones which work.”

“We’re... doing what we can there,” Porter said.  “You aren’t the first to ask for those things.”

“As may be, sir, but we’ll need them badly.  Especially lots of skycraft, for reconnaissance and for bombardment.  They are force multipliers, which we’ll need since we’ll be outnumbered down there.”

“Hardly outnumbered.  Our army is bigger than Brazil’s, even with the forces we’ve committed in France and Chile.”

“Brazil won’t need to put a garrison into every little town in their country, though.  We will, unless we want our forces to control only the ground they walk on.  The Brazilians can afford to concentrate their forces.  We will be outnumbered, a lot of the time.”

The President leaned back in his chair.  “So, lots of skycraft?  And I expect you’ll want to pick the design yourself.”

“Indeed.  For the arlacs, as well.  Too many of our designers don’t understand what we need down there.  Especially the civilian engineers who love to add all kinds of fancy gadgets.”

“Oh?”  Porter allowed himself to be distracted by the apparent tangent.  “What would you ask for in an arlac, then?”

“Not to bother trying to match the models of New England or France.  I’ll bet that’s what most of the designers have come up with.  Big, heavy arlacs which burn lots of fuel and with a very big gun.  That’s not what we need, not at all.  We need arlacs which have guns to match the Brazilians, but the Brazilians aren’t building Goliaths, either.  What we need is good, simple, reliable arlacs, and lots of them.  They need to have very good engines; they can’t break down all the time.  We’ll be operating on the end of supply lines thousands of miles long.  We can’t have arlacs which keep on having to stop and wait for some engine part to come from New Orleans.  We need good, reliable machines, not ones which need to strain to drag too much armour or fire bigger shells than we need.”

“And is that all?”

“Not everything, no.  The most important thing is simpler than that.  Force of arms alone won’t win this war.  We need a political strategy.  Which, with all respect, Mr. President, you and Congress have not yet found.”

The President frowned.  “We need to defeat Brazil first.  The political solution will follow the military solution.”

“No, it won’t.  There’s no way we can hold down a country of thirty million people if we have to fight guerrillas every step of the way.  Which is what we’ll be doing if we don’t find a way to have people down there willing to work with us.”

“We’ll find collaborators.  We always do.”

O’Brien shook his head.  “Not quickly, and not enough of them.  Brazilians are in limbo.  They don’t know what we’re going to do with their country even if we win.  They think we’re going to try to swallow all of it.”

“Not in one bite, we’re not,” Porter said.  “The place is just too damn big.  But we’ll take what chunks we want.  Leave the rest, and let the ones not willing to live under our rule run there.”

“As was done in Mexico, and would have been done in Quito if Bull had listened,” O’Brien said.  “But the Brazilians don’t know what we plan.”

“It looks weak announcing that we can’t conquer their country while we’re still fighting them.  Defeat them first, then announce it.  Doing anything else will only embolden their resistance.”

“I’d say they’re already emboldened enough, after Fortaleza,” O’Brien said.  “There’s one thing we need to do, and do it quickly.  Para a liberdade e o emperor!”

Porter frowned.  He spoke passable Spanish, but that did not have the same ring to it.  Portuguese, by the sounds of it.  “For freedom and the Emperor?”

“Exactly.  Put a Braganca back on the throne of Brazil, and we’ll have a lot more people willing to support us.  Or at least to stand aside while we fight the Republicans.”

“It’ll be a hard sell in Congress, fighting Brazil just to turn the country back into a monarchy.”

“We don’t need to give the monarchs back all of the country.  But better a friendly Brazil than a hostile one.”

Porter paused again, this time for a much longer time for thought.  O’Brien had clearly been planning this, or something like this, for a long time.  His ambition was limitless, it seemed.  But then, if he applied that same talent for planning to Brazil, things should go well there.  “If I agree to those requests, will you take the job?”

“Yes.”

The President extended a hand, and the two men shook hands again.  “Good luck in Brazil, then, General-in-Chief O’Brien.”

--

[1] German colonies which have been occupied by Australian forces are in theory under British control.  In practice, however, with British forces committed to Europe, Australian officials and soldiers are responsible for occupying and administering British colonies throughout the Far East.  The British Indian Army is responsible for former German colonies bordering on the Indian Ocean (except for the East Indies).  The effective separation line runs between Indochina and Siam.

--

Decades of Darkness #172: Watch on the Rubicon

“The rights of neutrality will only be respected when they are defended by an adequate power.  A nation, despicable by its weakness, forfeits even the privilege of being neutral.”
- Ivar Kreuger, Swedish Prime Minister, 1930

--

Taken from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Endguelting Friede: A German word which was first used during the Great War.  Endguelting Friede translates as “final peace.”  The term was used in a variety of German popular media (especially newspapers) in 1930 as a rallying cry for those who advocated the imposition of a harsh peace on the primary Allied powers of Britain, France, Italy and the United States.  The phrase gained widespread currency on both sides when Chancellor Schulthess (q.v.) used the phrase as part of a speech to the Reichstag on 16 October 1930, where he stated that “since France has rejected a just peace, they can expect only an Endguelting Friede.”  Since the Great War, the term has entered the vernacular in both German and English to refer to a particularly harsh settlement of any dispute.  See also: Carthaginian peace.

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

The beginning of 1931 saw German forces poised to launch fresh assaults on the Italian defensive lines across the spine of Italy, while preparing further advances against the French and American forces along the coast of the Gulf of Lion.  The campaign in Italy was the primary offensive, since Germany’s objective was to force at least one Bouclier power from the war before the year was over.

The Eisen [Iron] offensive had ended the previous year with Germany gaining control of northern Italy, and the Italian forces per force required to withdraw from their pre-war border fortifications to less well-established defensive lines further down the spine of the Italy.  Over the winter, the Italian forces had been hastily constructing further defensive fortifications.  The German forces had been bolstered by further Polish reinforcements and a steady supply of new war machines.

In February, the Eisen offensive was renewed with a German message delivered by skycraft, artillery and arlacs.  They advanced slowly into Tuscany, but on the eastern side of the Apennines, Germany had more dramatic success.  Thanks to their naval control of the Adriatic, the Krijgmarine launched a series of landings at Pesaro and Ancona.  The Pesaro landings soon became bogged down in difficult terrain and stiff Italian resistance, but the landing at Ancona was virtually unopposed.  These landings were not only useful in the Italian conflict, but they gave the Krijgmarine several lessons which would be applied in later amphibious assaults.

From this position, German forces soon overran most of the region of Marche, although they continued to scrupulously respect the neutrality of San Marino.  Further advances followed down the coastal railroad toward Pescara, while German forces also prepared to advance through the Apennines to outflank the Italian defensive lines in Tuscany.  While the rough terrain meant that a rapid German breakout was impossible, it was hoped correctly that being forced to reallocate defenders to this region would weaken the overall Italian defensive position.  Thanks to both this attack and increasing German skypower, the Italian position in Tuscany was effectively undermined.  By April, the Germans were across the Arno and advancing south...

While the Italian campaign was shaping into a major German victory, American forces in south-eastern France inflicted the one blow which they had been thought incapable of: a German defeat.  The German advance southwest was halted by solid American resistance at the Battle of Lattes, and American and French forces adopted a defensive position on a line running from Grabels to Maguelone.  While this victory was mostly due to the rugged terrain and most German resources being diverted to Italy, it was nonetheless significant since it prevented the French position in south-western France from collapsing.  French and American forces now held a defensive line along the Massif Central and the coast which would be difficult to shift.  The next major German assaults in France would fall in the north, not the south...

--

25 May 1931
St. Nikolaus’s Palace
Frankfurt-on-the-Main, Germany

Giovanni Amendola, Italian Minister of Foreign Affairs, felt numb as he walked into the palace.  He devoutly wished that he had not needed to come to Frankfurt at all, let alone in these circumstances.  If not for the double Russian betrayal, he was sure that the Bouclier would have defeated Germany.  But first Russia had dishonoured her agreements and stayed out of the war.  Then, more incredibly, she had joined on the German side.

Ever since that day, Germany had hammered Italy, until now the enemy forces were uncomfortably close to Rome, and advancing ever closer.  Unlike France, Italy could not count on anyone to come to her aid to liberate Rome if it fell.  The Americans were being pushed back, and seemed more interested in Brazil and Chile nowadays than anywhere in Europe.  Even the Black Fox, although he still showed his brilliance, was being forced back by the weight of German numbers.

And so, Amendola had come here, to the end of all things.  Or of everything that mattered.  The public did not know that he was here – neither the German nor the Italian public – but they soon would.  They soon would.

Reichs Chancellor Edmund Schulthess had none of the gloating expression which Amendola had expected.  If anything, the Chancellor looked relieved.  So did Hermann Müller, Amendola’s German counterpart.

Amendola said, “His Majesty has asked me to request what peace terms Germany will consider... for Italy’s exit from the war.”

Müller nodded.  They would have been expecting this, of course.  “We would require a ceasefire in place, and evacuation of all foreign Bouclier military personnel from Italian soil within two weeks.  After that date, you will demobilise your army, and German troops will have free movement throughout Italian territory as long as we are at war with one or more of the Allied powers.  German troops will be deployed on Italian soil to guard and operate key points: ports, roads and railways.  Your government would continue in power so long as Germany’s security requirements are not affected.”

“And who determines what actions threaten Germany’s security?” Amendola asked.

“We will send a military commission to Rome, led by Marshal Walther von Brauchitsch, which will advise you on any questions you may have, and convey to you any German concerns.”

So, you will have us ruled in fact by a German military dictatorship, Amendola mentally translated.  Still, he had not really expected anything else.  “And what of the final peace terms?”

“Those will not be determined until the war is over,” Müller said.

“That leaves my government with little reassurance,” Amendola said calmly.

Schulthess leaned forward and spoke for the first time.  “With Italy, I will seek a just peace, not a final peace.  Unlike France, who was offered just terms once and rejected them.”

“That is comforting, but does not offer me anything solid to take back to Rome.”

Schulthess said, “You will recognise any governments we set up in Hungary and Croatia.  There will be restrictions on the size and composition of your armed forces.  You will compensate Germany for the suffering it has seen in this war, at an amount to be determined.  Those items are non-negotiable.”

“And what of Italy’s territorial integrity after the war?” Amendola said.  The other terms were what he had expected, but this was the vital question.

“You can expect that we will annex some territory.  The German people will demand no less.  Nice and Savoy, in particular, we will claim.  How much more than that, we will negotiate before reaching a final peace settlement.”  Schulthess paused.  “The degree of cooperation we receive from Italian officials will have a large bearing on our decisions on the final indemnity and the post-war border.”

Amendola nodded.  Schulthess had always had a reputation as a bargainer, both before and during the war.  He also tended to honour agreements he had made, with the notable exception of the first bargain to divide Portugal’s colonies.  So... perhaps he could be trusted.  But one thing was certain: the longer Italy stayed in the war, the harsher the final German terms would be.

Amendola settled down to negotiate the terms more fully.

--

Extracts from the Vatican Treaty (signed in Vatican City, which formally ended the state of war between Germany and Italy)

Section II

Article 12

The frontier between the Kingdom of Italy and the German Holy Roman Empire will become the current provincial borders between Liguria and Tuscany in the west, between Emilia and Tuscany, and then between Emilia and Romagna.  All of the former territory of Italy north of that border will be ceded to Germany, except for that portion which Germany shall restore to the Principality of Monaco.

Article 13

The German Holy Roman Empire will restore the Principality of Monaco to its 1788 borders, including the towns of Menton and Roquebrune.  The Kingdom of Italy recognises the sovereignty of Monaco in perpetuity, and hereby cedes any future claims to Monaco.

--

Excerpts taken from “Revolutions and Counter-Revolutions: Examples of the March of History”
(c) 1946 by Vladimir Trotsky,
Imperial Press, Berlin: German Empire

When the terms of the Vatican Treaty were made public, the response of the Italian people was widespread condemnation.  While the Italian government had not had any realistic choice but to accede to the treaty provisions, the people of Italy viewed the treaty as a betrayal.  The response was protest marches in Rome by disaffected veterans.  These rapidly turned into riots, and then into the formation of a street army.  The first troops called in to suppress the riots went over to the rebels instead.  The revolt spread throughout other Italian cities, as the rebels called for the removal of both the elected government and the monarchy which they viewed as having dragged them into a losing war.  The king and the government fled Rome for Naples and then for Palermo as the revolts spread.  The rebels proclaimed a provisional republican government, while some loyal troops remained backing the king and the elected government, particularly amongst the navy.  German troops remained in their bases and refused to intervene as the revolution spread...

--

15 April 1953
The Bear & Lion Pub
Outside Hobson University
Eden [Auckland, New Zealand], Kingdom of Australia

Danielle Warner half-extends her hand when the packet of cigarettes is offered to her, then shakes her head when she recognises the brand: Lansdownes.  The smaller text beneath announces them as “Nicaragua’s Finest!”  Danielle enjoys a cigarette as much as the next woman – more than most of them, in truth – but she refuses to do anything which puts money into the hands of an American tobacco baron.  She has been called a fool for it several times over, by those who claim that no other country’s cigarettes came close to matching the flavours of Cuba or Nicaragua or Virginia.  She has been called cheap and a Jew too, from those who believe that her refusal comes from the greater price attached to cigarettes which must be smuggled through South Africa or Toubizan Jima [Hawaii].

Little do they know.  Little do any of them know.  The United States is the enemy of the world.  The Jackals and their puppets have preserved institutions which should have been abandoned before the nineteenth century, let alone the twentieth.  They have cost her a sister, who has been imprisoned for the ‘crime’ of trying to alleviate the suffering of others.  They entered the war only to fight on their own terms; the rest of the world be damned!  They are the enemy, nothing else but, and always will be.

Andy Keegan knows nothing of her reasons for refusing, of course, so he just shrugs and makes pass-it-on motions with the packet.  She passes it onto Lucy, the only other woman at the table, who has no qualms about smoking free cigarettes.  Danielle spares her friend no further glance, and returns her attention to Andy.

“I might go back to Hellas.  The islands there are beautiful.  Sun, sand, shindigs and shining seas.  Naxos.  Mykonos.  Rhodhos.  Kypros.  All magnificent.”  Andy’s smile widens, and his eyes gaze upward in some private reminisce.

Over a woman he met there, unless Danielle misses her guess.  He is unlikely to be holding back for fear for spoiling any chances with her, since he already knows that he has none.  None of the other students in this group have any hope there, and they know it.  None of them are old enough or mature enough to attract her, and by now they have learned that.  Even if it took some firm discouragement in a couple of cases.  No, Andy knows better than that.  He just must prefer to keep the memory private.

“What about anywhere else in Europe?  Would you go back?” she asks.  She has been only to Ireland, and that when she was much younger.  Perhaps she will find time for a journey there, for all that Europe is so far away.

“Not most of it,” he says, after a moment’s thought.  “The parts I’d like to see are the ones that aren’t safe.  Except maybe Portugal.”  He engrosses himself in the last puffs from his cigarette, which is lucky for him, since he misses Danielle’s frown.

Andy finishes the cigarette, and his gaze runs between their two beer glasses.  His is empty, hers nearly so.  “I’m getting another beer.  Want one?”

She shakes her head.  “Not just yet, thanks.”  Danielle knows better than to try to match a man drink for drink.  She drinks at her own pace, not anyone else’s, or she will end up dancing on the tabletops.

With Andy gone, she looks around.  Lucy is engrossed in conversation with some strange bloke on her left.  On the other side, Danielle sees Vikas Prasad expounding some argument or other, which involves lots of expansive gestures.  She slides over on the seat to catch more of the conversation.

“Look, the Goliath was the best arlac of the war.  No question,” Vikas says, punching the air for emphasis.  “3.7 inch armour.  3.15 inch gun.  12-cylinder, 620 horsepower engine.  The Germans shells just bounced off, a lot of the time.  It did the job for France.  Without the Goliath, the French would have folded in a few weeks.”

“Too heavy and clunky,” another student says.  She doesn’t know him, but he looks like the one who started the argument.  “The Lincoln was a much better arlac.  A 3.15 inch gun which was just as good as anything the Goliath used.  Sure, it only had 3.2 inch armour, but it had a better engine – 650 horsepower – and it could go further and faster than any Goliath.  And it did more in the war, too.  Without the Lincolns, the Black Fox would never have retaken Paris or driven into Wallonia.”

“The Lincoln-II was even better,” Tim Tam says, from across the table.

The numbers the boys are quoting float past Danielle’s attention without getting caught.  Typical men, to obsess over meaningless numbers and miss the bigger picture.  There is a simple answer to their argument, but they don’t see it.  They probably won’t realise it even if it she points it out to them.

“It came too late in the war to matter,” the nameless student says.

“You’re forgetting the other side’s arlacs, anyway,” John Holbrook replies.  “The Lion was the best arlac of the war.  It came late, true, but it was in the war when it mattered.  3 inch gun, smaller than a Lincoln, but it fired a faster shot, which made up the difference.  4 inch armour at the front.  Thinner armour on the sides, but that doesn’t matter if the Lions were advancing, which they were.  The Lion was the arlac which won Europe.”

They throw a few more numbers around, which Danielle duly ignores, until Tim notices her watching the conversation.  “What do you think, Danielle?”

She thinks that this sort of conversation is best left inside the university rather than the pub, but she also has an instinctive tendency to speak up whenever she thinks that other people are wrong.  “The best arlac of the war was the General Hearst.”

That provokes a round of laughter from three of the boys: Vikas, Tim and the nameless student.  John is the only one who stays quiet.

“That Jackal piece of junk?” Tim says scornfully.  “2.95 inch gun and 3 inch armour?  Any of the Lincolns would have had it for lunch.  A Goliath could have sat there and let the shells bounce off.  The Lions would have turned it into dogmeat.  Hell, so would the Russian and Italian arlacs, come to that.”

As much as she detests the Jackals, she detests unclear thinking even more.  And these boys have all been concentrating on technical specifications, and missing the whole thrust of the argument.  How they think they will make historians when they can only consider individual facts, she will never know.

“It did more than any other arlac to change the war,” she says simply.

“The Hearst hardly made it to Europe,” Vikas says.

“You’re missing the point, boys,” Danielle says.  “The big arlacs you mention were important parts of the war in Europe, but none of them were nation-beaters.  Germany was winning ground on the Continent even without the Lion.  New England broke through German lines using skycraft, not Lincolns.  France used concrete fortresses, not just armoured Goliaths.  But the Hearst turned the tide in Brazil and Chile.”

“Compared to any European arlac, it was a toy,” Tim says.

“It was smaller, yes, but it was designed for a different purpose,” she says.  “It was what the Jackals needed in Brazil and Chile.  It matched the Amistad arlacs, and that was what mattered.  It was light, it was reliable, and it was a simple design which didn’t need high-end machine tools.  It could be produced in large numbers by quickly-trained workers.  It was quantity which let the Jackals do what they did in South America.”

John Holbrook nods; he can recognise a valid argument when he hears one, at least.  Tim and the nameless student look like they want to continue the argument, but they are interrupted by Andy returning from the bar carrying a beer.  He squeezes past them to Danielle, and she returns to talking about holidays, which at the moment interests her far more.

--

Decades of Darkness #173: Francia Delenda Est

“War does not determine who is right - only who is left.”
- Attributed to Clement Churchill

--

History teaches of a certain president of New England, considered by many of that nation’s scholars to be their finest ever leader.  This president told the tale of an old monarch who summoned his wise men, and demanded that they present him with a saying which would be true for all times and all situations.  The wise men offered the king the following words: “And this, too, shall pass away.”  These salutary words became that president’s unofficial motto in both triumph and defeat, and he had them inscribed on a brass plate below the flag of New England which hung in the presidential office, so that he might be reminded of them throughout his tenure in government.

The words came true for this president, both in his life and his accomplishments.  For the man whom his father christened Abraham achieved many worthy goals in his life, but perhaps his proudest was to add a new star to the flag of his beloved New England.  The land which had formerly been called the Dominican Republic became the Dominican Territory, and in time the state of Dominica.  By this protection, the finest president of New England aimed to protect forever the people of that island realm from the threat of renewed slavery.  He delivered on this goal for a time, but even this, his greatest accomplishment, passed away.  In time, the Stars and Stripes flew above Dominica, and its people became exiles.  New England gained a new flag, one with a star visible only in outline, to mark what was lost.  And it gained a new citizen on the mainland, a man who would in time become Dominica’s most famous son, a man who called himself Rodney Ironfist.

The man who called himself Ironfist never heard of the president’s saying.  Ironfist never set foot in the presidential office, and even if he had, he would no longer have found that brass plaque with its inscribed message about the transience of all accomplishments.  For a man arose as president of New England who called himself the Chief, and who mistrusted the warning left by his distant predecessor.  The Chief had the brass plaque removed, and he forgot its message as he went about building what he thought was a new form of government which would endure for long in his nation’s history.  The Chief would in time receive his own education about what would pass away, but Ironfist instead needed to learn this lesson across the seas.

For everything ends, sooner or later.  Glory can be won, but it will eventually be lost or forgotten.  The man who called himself Ironfist won glory for himself and for his country in the year 1930.  The forces under his control liberated Paris from German role, and made further gains for the remainder of the year.  With screaming rockets preceding them, and skycraft flying above them, they advanced again and again across north-western France.  They rejoined forces with some French soldiers who had been defending the fortifications of the Peace Line for over a year.  At the peak of the Yankee advance, they broke out through the Ardennes which German forces had reckoned largely impassable for large-scale assaults, and entered onto German soil.  The last New England offensive of the year came close to capturing the German city which its inhabitants called Brussel, but were halted.

The following year, Ironfist learned the truth of the saying.  For if 1930 was the year of New England advances, 1931 was the year of New England retreats.  This was the year which later German historians would refer to as the Year of Victory.  For New England had achieved its gains through superiority in tactics, in numbers of skycraft, and the quality of its arlacs.  But this superiority, too, would pass away.  By 1931, Germany had not only learnt how to defend against ironfist tactics, it had also learned how to apply them.  Germany had always possessed superiority in numbers of infantry, and in this year it would be bolstered by more skycraft, and better-quality arlacs.  While these arlacs were not quite of the quality of the Lincoln-II arlacs which New England deployed, Germany had many more of them.  Ironfist’s soldiers still had rockets and courage, but they no longer had the same advantage of surprise and weight of skycraft which had supported their great offensives, and the glory began to pass away.

For in the Year of Victory, New England, French and British forces were the ones who were forced to give ground.  In the month named for the queen of the old Roman gods, Italy abandoned the war and signed a ceasefire with Germany.  Many of the German soldiers who had served in Italy were now brought north, and the Italian Navy was interned for the remainder of the war.  The departure of Italy cost the balance of power in the naval contest for the Mediterranean, as German forces began to advance in North Africa.  But for Ironfist and the France he fought to defend, what mattered more was the weight of numbers which Germany could now bring to bear on the ground.

History does not record whether Ironfist ever admitted the truth of the saying, but it does record that he, too, passed away.  When the German armies returned to Paris in the waning of the year, the Bouclier forces no longer provided the same stalwart defence which they had provided earlier in the war.  Even if the French government had been willing to subject the city to a second siege, by then Germany’s soldiers were advancing on too many fronts to make that practical.  New England’s soldiers were among the last to withdraw from the former City of Light, and Ironfist was among those who did not take the opportunity to withdraw.  Soldiers near him reported that he took up a rifle and started firing at the advancing German soldiers, and that he refused to flee the city which he had once liberated.  The man who called himself Ironfist died fighting on the streets of Paris, but the myth would take much longer to pass away than the man.

The words which the former New England president spoke would become true not just for Ironfist, but for the nation he had died trying to defend.  Born of the division of Frankish realm amongst the sons of Louis the Pious, the nation which would come to be called France had waxed and waned in power many times throughout the centuries.  At times, the authority of the King of France was so limited that it was confined to what could be called the Island of France, while at other times France was led by rulers who made it the greatest nation in Europe.  But this nation of France, too, would pass away.

For in the Year of Victory, in the month named as the eighth month but which is marked as the tenth month on the calendar, the soldiers of Germany have overrun most of northern and eastern France.  The remaining British and New Englander forces hold out in Rennes and Brittany, but most of the rest of the country north of the Loire has fallen under German occupation.  So has much of the east, although French and American forces still defend most of the Massif Central.  In this time, when the French government was driven out of their wartime capital of Tours, President Marceau finally asks his ambassador in Sweden to contact the German ambassador to the same nation and find what terms Germany will accept for the end of the war.

The reply of Chancellor Schulthess, as relayed through the ambassador, is:
“Germany will accept no peace except a final peace.  You must surrender without conditions.  The fate of France will be in Germany’s hands.  The government of France will be dissolved, all military forces disbanded, and then we will make peace.”

President Marceau wishes that he could fight on, but there is no hope.  Word of the French request for peace terms leaks out to France’s soldiers, and many of them no longer wish to fight in a war which they know is lost.  The government makes further attempts to bargain for terms, but it is placed in an untenable position.  German soldiers advance at will through much of the country, and military logistics have broken down.  With no other alternative, the French government surrenders without conditions.  Germany announces that all foreign military forces within France will be permitted two weeks to evacuate the country without hindrance.  Most of the senior surviving members of the French government flee for Britain when the ceasefire goes into effect on 5pm on Thursday 15 October 1931.  This is not so for President Marceau, who retires to the basement of his dwelling with a pistol.  As best as can be judged, he shoots himself at the exact time the ceasefire goes into effect.  His death is announced the following morning, at almost the same time as the German government announces that former French territory will be divided into eight military districts and remain under military law for the remainder of the war.  The final status of France will not be determined until the wider war is over.  But from the moment of these announcements, it is plain that both the French president and the French nation have passed away...

--

From “The Whitman Encyclopaedia: Volume 18: Migrations (7th Edition)”
Editor-in-chief Dr Emilio Johnson
(c) 1949, Aztec Publishing Company
Mexico City, Mexico State,
United States of America

French Diaspora.

The term French Diaspora refers to former French citizens who have emigrated, or people of French descent who have been born overseas.  The word can be used in two contexts.  In a broad sense, it refers to all people who have emigrated from France since the colonial era.  In this sense, the term refers to a widespread French cultural presence which remains in North America, the former French Caribbean, Algeria, Syria and the Lebanon, several parts of Africa (mostly in West Africa), Mauritius and other Indian Ocean islands.  However, the name is normally used in a more restricted sense for people of French descent who left the former nation of France during or after the Great War.  The name libre is sometimes used as a synonym for people in this latter French diaspora, a name which was originally applied to the Free French forces who left their homeland to continue the war after mainland France surrendered, most of whom would never return.  Libre has now come to be applied to anyone of French descent who left the former nation of France during or after the Great War, including soldiers from the French colonial possessions in Algeria and West Africa who fought for France during the war...

The majority of libres left France in the period 1932 to 1937 (estimates range from 2.5 to 3 million), but a smaller number continue to leave every year until the present day.  The total number of libres, including descendants born overseas, is estimated at around 5 million.  The single largest group of libres (1.5 million) reside in the United States, with the second-largest community in Australia.  Smaller numbers of libres live elsewhere in North America, and in South Africa, Kenya, Ireland, and Sweden.

Libre communities maintain active cultural and political connections with each other, and sometimes with their ancestral homeland.  Some of the most notable military and political organisations include Union Militaire Française, Solidarité Nationale Française, and Le Congrès Français.  Due to their military and political activities in seeking the restoration of France, UMF and SNF are classed as criminal organisations within the Greater European Economic Union, although LCF acts as a more apolitical organisation which maintains cultural links with Europe...

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

The capitulation of France was not quite as complete as Germany hoped.  Colonial officials in Syria and French West Africa rejected the terms of the surrender.  The governor general of Syria invited Russian annexation rather than yield the colony to German rule.  Russia agreed to occupy Syria as a “protective measure,” although they reassured Germany that they would make a final disposition of Syria once the broader war was over.  The governor general of French West Africa appealed for and received protection from New England and Britain, and then claimed the interior portions of Algeria as being under similar protection.  Only the fact that German troops already occupied Algeria prevented the Mediterranean portions of that colony from a similar rejection of German sovereignty.  Even within metropolitan France, tens of thousands of French soldiers refused to accept German rule.  Many of them fled the country for Britain.  Many of those who remained in southern France chose to keep in the war alongside American and Aragonese troops.  They established the Free French forces under the command of General Philippe Muselier, who vowed to continue the fight against Germany until France was liberated...

After the fall of France, the public reaction of the remaining Allied governments was continued defiance.  British Prime Minister Wood announced that “Britain shall fight to the last.  We will fight in the sky and on the sea.  There can be no peace with tyranny.”  U.S. President Porter declared that “America will stay in the war in Europe.  This is not the time for cowardice.  Portugal has been our ally for over a century, and we will not abandon them.”  The American Observation Force conducted an orderly withdrawal from its more exposed positions in France, along with the Free French forces and the Aragonese divisions which had been fighting in France, and established new defensive positions near the Pyrenees.  The public statements of defiance continued even when Morocco capitulated two weeks later in a negotiated peace, and even though the Indian Army was on the retreat in Egypt.

Despite the public proclamations of continuing the war, both Germany and the United States were more inclined to consider peace.  After the Moroccan armistice, President Porter arranged for informal contact with Germany via Swedish intermediaries.  While the details of these communications are still retained [1], the gist of them is reported to have been that America would consider peace with Germany provided that it included a “just peace” for Aragon and Portugal.  Germany temporised on these communications, and made diplomatic overtures to Castile whether they would join the war in exchange for territory taken from Aragon and Portugal.  Castile was reluctant to become involved in any military action, fearing that would give American forces an excuse to invade the country, and that German forces would be too busy on other fronts to provide any meaningful support.  In any case, several parties within the German wartime coalition government wanted to concentrate on Britain, which was seen as the nation responsible for starting the war, and did not want to become entangled in a long trans-oceanic entanglement with America...

The announcement of a ceasefire between German, American, Aragonese and Portuguese forces on 14 December caught the soldiers on both sides by complete surprise.  The Treaty of Madrid would not be officially signed until February of the following year, but some of the key points were publicly recognised long before then.  Germany conceded the territorial integrity of European Aragon and Portugal.  Aragon was required to dismantle its fortifications on the former French border, and accept German bases on its soil.  Portugal would not need to accept any such restrictions, and America would keep some divisions in that country to act as guarantor of its security.

The Madrid Treaty included several secret articles which were not publicly announced until some months later.  Aragon agreed to cede the Congo to Germany, although this was not stipulated publicly at that time, otherwise British and New Englander forces would simply occupy the territory.  Germany agreed to restore the former Portuguese Guinea (then under British rule), “once the state of war between Germany and Britain has been ended.”  Germany recognised South America as an American sphere of influence, while the United States recognised Africa as falling under Germany’s sphere of influence, except for Whydah and the Portuguese colonial territories.

In the most publicly unexpected articles of the treaty, the United States recognised the independence of Argentina and Uruguay, provided that Argentina ceded its claims to Tierra del Fuego [2] and the British Falklands, and that both nations refused to allow any foreign military forces on their soil.  In a public statement which accompanied the ratification of the treaty, the American government announced that it would cease all offensive operations against Argentina and Uruguay for three months, to allow those nations time to affirm the conditions of the Madrid Treaty.

American forces began to withdraw from Europe as soon as the German-American ceasefire was announced, without even waiting for the formality of a peace treaty.  While some divisions were kept in Aragon to monitor German activities, over half had been recalled by the time the Madrid Treaty was signed.  The U.S. Navy began to withdraw from Britain after the formal peace treaty.  This left Britain, New England and Germany still at war, and the Krijgmarine and Royal Navy staring at each other across the North Sea...

--

[1] “Retained” is used in this sense similarly to OTL usage of “classified” government records.

[2] Which actually included nearby islands, not just the island of Tierra del Fuego itself.

--

Decades of Darkness #174: The Truth of an Omen

“So many arguments have raged about where we went wrong.  Everyone says that the world would have been better if we had acted differently in the past.  It’s a truism that the world would be different if we had acted differently.  As to whether the world would have been better or worse, well, God only knows.  But people seem to be putting the blame in the wrong place.

Most people say we should never have allied with Germany in the Second Napoleonic Wars.  There, I disagree with them.  If we hadn’t gone in with Germany at the start, we would have been even worse off.  Either the Axis would have won, in which case they would have turned on us next, or the Germans would have won without us.  If they had done that, they could have picked whatever they wanted, and been even stronger.  Even if we came in on Germany’s side at the last minute, the result would have been the same.

No, the problem was the Boer War.  We did what we thought was right, but who could have expected how that struggle would turn Germany against us?  We did not try to start that war.  But events were decided on the ground; South Africa is where the rot began.  A few over-eager imperialists in the Cape ended up dictating policy for Britain.  Of course the government of the day thought that they had to intervene.  They had the best interests of the Empire at heart, or so they thought.  Instead, they had just laid the first paving stone on the road to hell.”

- Neville Wood, last Prime Minister of the United Kingdom, in his memoirs “Good Intentions,” written during the final days of his imprisonment

--

“Britain, you stand alone.  Your allies have fallen or fled back across the seas.  The armies of the Reich and its friends and allies are triumphant across Europe.  We have driven out your soldiers and your skycraft.  You have no further hope in this war.  If we must, our forces stand ready to cross the Channel and bring the war to your home soil.

I would prefer not to bring about such ruin.  An armada awaits on the Continent, needing only my command to bring death to your cities from sea and sky.  If I need to give the word, then I shall do so.  But I would prefer a just peace.  Abandon this futile war which you cannot win, and we will have peace.”

- Reichs Chancellor Edmund Schulthess, from a speech delivered by funk after the signing of the Treaty of Madrid, 14 February 1932

“A lie repeated a thousand times does not make it truth.  And the truth is that Schulthess began this war with lies, and he continues to be the master of falsehoods.  Britain still has allies across the sea.  Our Empire is united in defiance of tyranny.  Our compatriots have already stripped Germany’s overseas colonies from her, and they have reassured us of their support.  New England stands with us against German oppression.

The truth is that even if Britain stood alone, we still would not yield.  Britain fought alone against the first Napoleon and against the Spanish, and we were victorious.  Our defences are strong; our people are courageous.  We will not bow down to tyrants.  We will not accept a “just peace” – as just as you offered France?”

- British Prime Minister Neville Wood’s reply to Edmund Schulthess, delivered through a spokesman (Clement Churchill) because Wood stated that he was ‘not on speaking terms’ with Schulthess, 17 February 1932

--

17 February 1932
Skyfield Delta Two
England, United Kingdom

Flight Lieutenant Daniel Kelvin finished running through the pre-flight checklist of his Thunderer twin-engine bomber, and gave his flight engineer Nick Harris a quick nod.  “Ready to go?”

“Looks good,” Harris said.

Kelvin taxied the bomber into position, then took off a few moments after the bomber ahead of him.  For now, he didn’t need to check with the navigator about the bearing to follow.  The last light of the sun still shone out of the western horizon, which let him see the bombers ahead of him.  That would be gone in a few minutes, and then their navigation would be at the mercy of the navigator’s skills.

The cabin was quiet for a time, as below them the ground turned to waves, with faint reflections of red-orange sunlight from their tops.  The waters of the English Channel awaited them if something went wrong with the Thunderer now, and beyond that only the soil of occupied France.

“Hope nothing goes wrong with the craft,” Harris muttered, after a while.

“Wouldn’t be ideal,” Kelvin said, with as much dryness as he could muster.  For this raid, the Thunderers were operating at the limits of their range.  If everything went right, then they would have enough fuel to reach their target, drop their bombs where the Guides had dropped their flares, then turn around and come straight home with a fifteen or twenty minute window to find a friendly skyfield to land on.  If anything went wrong, then they ended up dead or prisoners of war.

“She’ll be right, though,” Harris said, in a bad imitation of an Australian accent.

Kelvin shrugged, which was rather pointless in the darkness.  Harris was a good man underneath, but he was British through and through.  Britain was the country with the dagger being held at its throat, not Australia.  While the British were glad to have Kelvin and a few of his countrymen here to help, they sometimes showed some underlying resentment.  Australia’s involvement in the war was much more successful, or so they thought.  They were probably right, too.  Inchon had been a stunning success, and the newspapers spoke of Russia trapped in an endless quagmire in China.  Of course, the same newspapers had also insisted that the Allied forces on the Continent were inflicting devastating losses on the Germans in Paris, then in Chartres, then in Alencon, Laval and Rennes.  So he settled for saying, “Frankfurt, here we come.”

--

“Britain prefers to bomb civilians than it does to negotiate.  So be it.  Germany will fight to the finish.”

- Schulthess to Wood, 18 February 1932

--

19 May 1953
Hobson University, Eden [Auckland, New Zealand]
Kingdom of Australia

Associate Professor Adrian Disraeli says, “Until recently, most historians and virtually all laymen had taken at face value the public exchanges between Germany and Britain in February 1932.  It is one of the most enduring myths of the Great War that both Britain and Germany were fully committed to a fight to the finish.

“Certainly, the public statements on both sides favoured unyielding defiance.  Both governments wished to maintain military and civilian morale.  Rumours of a negotiated peace might reduce the willingness of the population to continue the war.  Even after the war, it suited no government’s purposes to admit that there had been back-channel dealings between the two nations.  Neville Wood mentioned them in his memoirs, but they were expurgated by his publishers, and have only recently been restored in the third edition.  Similarly, none of the post-war German official histories of the war mentioned any informal negotiations with Britain.  While some historians had long suspected their existence, the details of the negotiations only came to light with the posthumous publication of Hermann Müller’s autobiography.

“Thanks to several sources, we now know that informal British proposals for a negotiated surrender began almost as soon as the German-American ceasefire.  The British ambassador in Geneva made contact with his German counterpart to discuss peace terms, and the King of Sweden was also approached to act as a mediator.

“Yet the potential for a negotiated peace was minimal.  The German government had spent the last two and a half years condemning the British as the instigator of the war, as a betrayer of alliances, and thanks to British bombing raids, as murderers of civilians and burners of babies.  The German parliament and especially the German public expected extremely harsh peace terms to be imposed on Britain.  Schulthess himself is reported to have believed that the minimum acceptable peace was one which left Britain ‘never again a threat to Germany.’

“From the British perspective, their military position was dire, at least as bad as it had been during the height of the First Napoleonic Wars.  Most of their allies had been defeated or abandoned them, except for New England.  The Royal Navy was outnumbered by its German counterpart, and a massive army waited on the other side of the North Sea.  Still, Britain’s position was not entirely hopeless.  Successful amphibious assaults have always been difficult, especially with British and New England armed forces massed for a response.  Without German troops on British soil, Germany could not impose a peace as harsh as would be imposed on Italy.

“The peace terms which Germany offered were a stark demonstration of the difficulties in reaching a negotiated peace.  Schulthess listed what he believed to be harsh but acceptable terms.  Britain was to sever its remaining imperial ties with the Kingdoms.  Bharat, the Christian Philippines, Malaya, and Kenya were to be granted independence, while Germany would acquire Britain’s other African possessions, the Arabian colonies, Palestine, Burma, North Borneo, the Muslim Philippines and British China.  The Royal Navy was to be scrapped [1], but Britain would be guaranteed free trade with nations throughout the world.

“The British Cabinet were prepared to consider many of these terms, but they were unanimous in rejecting any peace which included limitations on the Royal Navy.  Neville Wood is reported to have remarked, ‘If we do that, five years from now the Germans will land soldiers on our soil, and we’ll be powerless to stop them.’  Any restrictions on the Royal Navy were considered tantamount to unconditional surrender.

“The informal negotiations continued through most of January, but the essential positions of both sides did not change.  New England also remained in the fight, since Mullins is reported to have believed that he had little to lose and much to gain.  So reluctantly, both sides stayed in the war...”

--

Taken from: “The Battle of England”
(c) 1948 by Friedrich Ebert
Imperial Press: Berlin, German Reich
Translated by Cyril Washbrook

At the start of 1932, the world had been engulfed by two and a half years of the bloodiest warfare it has ever seen.  A war started by English and Italian meddling had spread to become a conflict which involved nations on every inhabited continent on the globe.  Armies were mobilised and civilian populations turned to military production on a scale unprecedented in the history of the world.  This was a war not just of armies, but of nations.  Warfare was not limited to the frontlines, as England took the American invention of bombing cities and applied it to terror raids on Germany’s civilian population.

The Year of Victory had seen German arms triumphant across Europe.  France, Italy and Morocco had been defeated and sued for peace.  America’s ill-equipped forces had been driven out of France and begged for a ceasefire which would soon see them abandon the continent.  Aragon and Portugal had recognised the strength of German arms and joined in the same ceasefire as America.  Only England and New England remained in the war, and their armed forces had been driven back to the British Isles.  As the year turned to 1932, there remained only this final challenge before Germany’s armed forces: to force England to yield...

Ideas for seaborne invasion of England had been in place since before the war started, but they were first given serious consideration when Russia declared war on England on 7 July 1930.  They were developed alongside plans to blockade England into submission, and plans to encourage internal revolt within England and its subject realms of Scotland, Cymru and Ireland.

Full-scale planning for invasion of England began in 1931, under the codename Operation Jungeisen.  The General Staff authorised the creation of specialist troops and equipment at the start of the year.  The first mock assaults on beaches commenced in the Baltic in August.  A wide variety of experimental troops and technologies were also tested during the planning for Jungeisen.  The most well-known of these are Fallschilders [paratroops] and hovercraft.  By the time France and America had capitulated, the invasion plans were well-advanced...

Despite the elaborate planning for Jungeisen, a seaborne assault was always considered to be an extremely difficult undertaking.  It would require the combined success of German arms on sky and sea before the invasion could even be attempted.  Success would require courage, extensive training, and a great weight of men and machines.  So while the planning and training continued apace, the government continued to explore other alternatives even before the Allied forces had been defeated on the mainland.

In February 1932, Chancellor Schulthess offered England the chance for peace with honour to end their involvement in the war.  Wood and the English government flatly rejected just terms for a negotiated surrender.  This defiant attitude meant that England could only be defeated by a successful blockade, internal revolt, or invasion.  While some of England’s subject peoples were unhappy with English rule, they were not in a position to rebel on their own.  Blockading England into surrender would be time-consuming and difficult, if it could be achieved at all.  German cruisers and sea wolves had much success in the North Atlantic, but the lessons of the North American War had ensured that England could feed itself.  While it still suffered shortages of raw materials, England would not easily yield to a blockade, especially in a short timeframe.

With England still defiant, Schulthess authorised the first stage of the Battle of England.  Operation Vorherrschaft [Supremacy] was planned to be a six-week campaign designed to strike against English skycraft, skyfields, and related defences and infrastructure.  The objective of Vorherrschaft was to destroy the effective capacity of the Royal Sky Force to operate over southern England, and more particularly the North Sea and the Channel.  Despite the boasts of Sky Marshal Oswald Boelcke, most senior Luftmacht planners did not expect to completely knock the Royal Sky Force out of the war.  But control of the skies was essential to any potential seaborne invasion, and would greatly assist in the continuing blockade of England...

The first phase of Vorherrschaft, code-named Drachaanval [Dragon Attack], started on 4 March 1932.  The first wave of Grief fighter-bombers struck at English coastal skyfields, while nimbler fighters sortied in the skies above them, seeking an English response...

--

[1] The terms were actually severe restrictions on the size of the Royal Navy, but this amounted to the same thing.

--

Decades of Darkness #175: Above Us Only Sky

Credit for this post goes to Robert Conley, who wrote most of this apart from the opening and closing sections, and a few editorial additions.

--

“What a bugger.”
- Scottish pilot Anthony Balnaves, after becoming the first Allied pilot to be shot down by a German Blitzcraft, 16 September 1931

--

Excerpts from: “The Future Born: A Technological History of the Great War”
(c) 1949 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

The modern Blitzcraft originated in the early 1910s with the caelunautic [1] research conducted by Dr Louis Leiden of the Luftreich Werke (Imperial Sky Works) [2].  The first skyframes were powered by Goddard style rockets until 1920, when the first usable flame [jet] engines were developed.  Budget cutbacks during the early 1920s meant that none of the prototypes moved into production.  The added cost of short range and high fuel consumption meant that financers would not back the construction of a new generation of skycraft.

Despite the limitations on production, the Luftreich Werke continued research efforts under the direction of Dr Johann Schwartz.  This program focused on the use of wind tunnels and scale models, and in 1926 achieved a breakthrough with the first practical Blitzcraft design.  The experiments predicted a model which could reach 1.2 times the speed of sound, and could fly faster and higher than any known skycraft at comparable range and weapon load.

While there was widespread skepticism in some research and government circles, the rising international tensions of the 1920s provided Schwartz’s team with their opportunity.  In 1927, the German War Ministry authorised the development of the LZW-100...

--

19 September 1929
Kummersdorf, Germany

The funk [radio] waves crackled the pilot’s words, but they could still be understood.  “We are at sixty percent power.”

Dr Johan Schwartz leaned over the microphone, and spoke as clearly as he could.  He was not about to let six months of planning be ruined due to miscommunication.  “Very well.  Proceed with eighty percent.”

“Ja, Control, moving throttle to eighty percent power,” the pilot affirmed.

The low murmur of technicians disturbed the silence in the room, and Schwartz held up a hand.  Quiet returned quickly, as it always did when he gave a command.  Until the funk crackled to life again.

The pilot said, “We are at eighty percent power... experiencing near-sound speed turbulence.”

All as expected, but Schwartz’s shoulders still tensed.  Today was about to become a historic triumph... or an expensive catastrophe.  “Very well, you are to proceed to full throttle.  I say again, throttle to one hundred percent.”

“Ja, Control,” the pilot repeated.  Zimmermann was his name, or so Schwartz thought.  He found people hard to keep track of; numbers were much easier.  Easier just to think of him as the pilot.  Probably-Zimmermann said, “There’s some buffeting of the controls here, but... nothing I can’t manage.  Moving the throttle to one hundred percent.”

The second hand ticked away, and then a loud boom sounded from outside.  Schwartz stood up and looked out of the window at the sky.  The other members of his team broke out into excited chatter.  This time, he didn’t stop them.  History was being made today.  The world would remember his name, and the pilot’s name too – even if Schwartz couldn’t – but the rest of them would be forgotten.  Let them have this moment of talk.

The funk crackled to life again.  “Control, this if Flight L-204.  We’ve done it!”

“Report your status,” Schwartz said crisply.

“Looks like my airspeed is about 1.2 times the sound limit.  Just as we thought.  There’s no buffeting.  Control is good.  I repeat, control is good.”

Schwartz sat back down again, and sighed with relief.  The room erupted into cheers, which he let proceed for a few moments before motioning for quiet again.  “We’ll remember this day, but for now we have the rest of the test to proceed with.  Especially the landing.”

--

Excerpts from: “The Future Born: A Technological History of the Great War”
(c) 1949 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

American research and investment in caelunautics was haphazard for a long time.  Despite their performance in the North American War, for the rest of the decade skycraft were considered a sideshow by the budget planners within the U.S. Army.  It took a series of highly-publicised loses in sky races in Europe before any U.S. government agencies started funding serious skycraft development.  Most American expertise in caelunautical engineering originated in the various skymen putting on sky carnivals.

After several scandals involving fraudulent companies and contracts, the United States government established the American Commission on Caelunautics in 1919.  Its stated purpose was to supervise the research and development of skycraft.  The first commissioner, Hugh Carroll, proved to have lack talent for both rhetoric and achievement, and was not reappointed after his first term.  Only with the appointment of Andrew Morrell as second commissioner in 1921 did caelunautical engineering in the United States finally find a firm foundation.

Despite the tight economic conditions of the early 1920s, Commissioner Morrell induced the U.S. Congress to authorise the necessary funding.  In this he was aided by the spectacular appeal of some skycraft achievements.  With political astuteness, he spread the various sponsored facilities across the country, which ensured that he had a group of Congressmen who backed caelunautical funding.

The most important of these facilities was the Lake Marie Proving Grounds [3] on the border of North and South California.  Here, the first rocket-powered manned skycraft, the R-1 Eagle, made its first flight.

--

Taken from: “Rockets: The Wave of the Future”
(c) 1953 by John Banning
Ashbury Publishing
New York City, New England

Reports of the first flights of German blitzcraft caused great consternation in the ACC.  With similar political astuteness to his predecessor, Commissioner Sewell appealed to President Porter’s vision of creating a “Fortress America” [4].  Thanks to some well-articulated visions of LZW-100s streaking through the skies above Columbia, the president authorised the development of a skycraft to counter the enemy blitzcraft.  The result was the R-1 Eagle.  It used the extensive American experience with rocket-powered skycraft to develop an interceptor capable of engaging the LZW-100.

The R-1 included several design innovations.  It was the first delta-wing skycraft, and the precursor of more modern designs which incorporate that configuration.  Due to the perceived need to bring a model into production quickly, it was a deliberately simple design which was designed to do one thing extremely well.  The R-1’s single function was to intercept and shoot down high-speed blitzcraft as they crossed into American-controlled airspace.  It had an extremely limited range of 25 miles.  The R-1 was simply constructed around two license-built Goddard B-2s that permitted it to reach a maximum speed of 700 mph.  This came at the price of extremely low fuel capacity; the Eagle was designed to glide back to base.

Testing the early models of the R-1 was not a career which would allow its pilots to purchase life insurance.  The early R-1s had several design problems, including a tendency to bounce back into the air on landing and then crash.  The R1-C model overcame these problems.  It was a highly manoeuvrable craft and virtually unable to stall or spin.  Pilots declared the R-1C a dream craft to fly, and its twin 2-inch Dallas cannons gave it enough firepower to shred any enemy skycraft.

Production of the R-1C began in 1930, and the first operational squadron formed late in the year.  It was one of the few American skycraft deployed to Europe in any numbers, since its highly specialised capacity was useless in the South American theatre.  In the midst of its deployment, France capitulated and the Eagle squadrons were diverted to Aragon.  The first modern battles of the sky were fought over the Pyrenees, as German blitzcraft fought with American rocket-craft.  The appearance of the Eagle gave a nasty shock to German LZW-100 pilots who had considered their skycraft the fastest in the world.  The American withdrawal from Europe brought an abrupt end to these sky duels, but they were a harbinger of modern flight...

--

Excerpts from: “The Future Born: A Technological History of the Great War”
(c) 1949 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

By the late 1920s, Goddard Rockets was one of New England’s largest munitions companies.  Most of its production and research were focused on military applications, but it had a small, well-funded division devoted to meteorological research.  Thanks to Coleman Carnegie’s brilliance, this division investigated and developed liquid-fuelled rockets.

Carnegie achieved a breakthrough with the LC series of liquid-fuelled rockets.  The LA and LB series were all one-off models that could not be scaled up a larger size a payload, due to problems with combustion instability.  With the LC series, Carnegie developed reliable medium thrusters and then clustered them together firing in a large engine bell.  With this new design concept, Carnegie developed increasingly larger rockets which pushed higher into the atmosphere.  The third of these models, the LC-3, reached 100 miles high.  It also took a photo which was to become one of the most famous of the twentieth century...

--

Taken from: “Going to the Moon”
(c) 1973 by Dr. Anton Leonov
Moscow University
Moscow, Russian Federation
English Translation by Arthur Fleming

There are many examples of where a single letter to the right person changed the course of history.  The first of these is lost in the mists of time, probably written on a clay tablet lost at the bottom of the Euphrates.  However, we can be sure of the first photo which changed history.  This is Carnegie’s notorious “Darkness over North America,” which was taken from a meteorology camera mounted on the fourth launch of an LC-3 rocket.

This photo marked the first time that people glimpsed the Earth from space.  The fourth LC-3 was launched from Gabarus Bay [5] in the early morning, and flew over the Atlantic.  When it reached its greatest height, it shot a dozen photos.  One of these was of outstanding quality, and was quickly christened “Darkness over North America.”  Taken looking westward, the photo depicts the beginnings of a clear day over the entirety of contiguous New England.  Like a razor’s edge, the terminator lay across the border with the United States.  It showed New England bathed in light, and the United States swathed in darkness.

When the payload was recovered, the Darkness photo was immediately sent to Henry Goddard.  He recognised that the stark imagery could be used for his company’s benefit.  He had Carnegie draft a letter to President Mullins and enclosed a copy of the photo.  Mullins referred it to the Secretary of War James Ingersoll and Chief of Procurement [6] Henry Oliphant.  They were quick to recognise his wishes, and with the cooperation of Secretary of Public Relations Terry Rundle [7], the path was cleared for the Astor-5 and its dramatic debut.

--

Taken from a letter written by Coleman Carnegie to President Shane Mullins
Dated 20 August 1927

Mr. President,

I believe that you should be aware of several important developments in the field of rocketry.  These advances could provide you with the means to secure the future of New England, and win global recognition for Yankee ingenuity and technical brilliance.

Since the first skycraft launched into the clouds, man has strapped on the wings of Icarus and turned the traverse of the heavens into an everyday occurrence.  Every year, skycraft go a little farther and faster.  When armed with the weapons of war, they contribute for New England’s defence on land and at sea.  Yet there are fundamental limits imposed by their engines.  Like us, they need oxygen to perform and air to function.

Rockets provide the opportunity to transcend these limits.  Rockets provide their own oxygen in the form of an oxidizer.  When combined with fuel, this allows rockets to reach where skycraft cannot function.  They can travel faster and give the power to punch through steel.  To date, rockets have been limited in their size and range, due to the inability of building a large engine safely.

It is my pleasure to inform you that these limitations no longer exist.  We at Goddard Rockets have developed the technology to combine a series of small engines to function as a single large engine.  With enough time and funding, we can now build and safely launch a rocket of any size.  What was once the realm of theory is now just a matter of engineering.

These new rockets offer immense benefits for New England.  They will be invaluable to our nation’s defence.  No longer are we limited by the strength of a steel barrel; we can throw any size shell any distance we need.  We can affix rockets to manned craft that are airtight and send people vast distances at incredible speeds.  We can use cameras affixed to rockets to take photographs of anywhere in the world.

The possibilities of our discovery are limitless, but like any great discovery, we must explore the way to the greatest deeds.  At the suggestion of my company’s president, Henry Goddard, I have affixed an outline of practical options which can be achieved within the next five years.  In particular, I would draw your attention to a rocket design which can deliver a one-ton explosive shell over a distance of several hundred miles, and at a speed which defies interception by any skycraft.

As an illustration of our breakthrough, I have enclosed a photograph from one our test rockets.  It was taken at a height of one hundred miles, and demonstrates the capabilities of our new technology.

Coleman Carnegie.
Chief Research Director
Goddard Rocket Company
Meteorology and Ice Division

--

Excerpts from: “The Future Born: A Technological History of the Great War”
(c) 1949 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

President Mullins approved the Astor program in the spring of 1928.  Under the direction of the brilliant Coleman Carnegie, the Astor-4 [8] was developed as a test bed for the new rocket system.  After several successful experimental launches, production moved onto the Astor-5.  The first test launch of this rocket was in July 1929.  Even then, it took five launches before the accomplishment of a complete test flight.  Flight #5 travelled 210 miles from Gabarus Bay, reaching a maximum height of more than 50 miles into the sky.  After this first successful flight, Goddard Rockets began a series of operational tests to examine various launching techniques and to improve accuracy...

Despite a variety of ingenious attempts, the early designers were limited by the lack of funk guidance techniques.  Their most accurate flights were achieved through clock mechanisms and accelerometers.  Even with the best engineering available at the time, the Astor-5 could only be expected to land within a 3000-foot radius in optimum conditions.  Rocket advocates argued that mass attacks would overcome the accuracy limitations.

Production of the Astor-5 began in April 1931 and was accelerated after the fall of France.  Batteries of Astor-5s were started to be shipping in significant quantities by early 1932.  The first Astor raids were launched against targets in Germany in early March 1932 from mobile launchers.  Raids became more frequent over the next two months, targeted against ports and rail junctions.  Despite growing German sky superiority over Britain, Astor mobile launchers were almost impossible to detect and intercept.

While dramatic, most historians agree that the Astor raids had little effect on the course of the war.  Their only major military success came in the raid on Antwerp on 18 April 1932, where by good luck they destroyed several ships moored there as part of the invasion fleet for Operation Jungeisen.  Their most notable propaganda success came in the following month...

Regardless of their lack of direct military success, the Astor raids diverted German sky power away from British skyfields and other military targets and into a fruitless search for the Astor launchers.  Certainly, their greatest effect is in the field of publicity.  Mullins’ release of the “Darkness over North America” photo was the first stage in this process.  Along with the accomplishments of the LZW-100 and the R-1 Eagle, the Astor program helped to fuel interest in caelunautical research and space exploration in the post-war world...

--

Taken from a speech by Shane Mullins, timed to coincide with the first Astor raids on 12 March 1932

On this day, the world has changed.  On this day, Yankee ingenuity has triumphed.  German soldiers have already tasted the power of our rockets, where we can deliver death from the heavens to those who would oppose New England.  But all that we have done before has been only the first step!

New England’s armies possess a new weapon.  The Astor-5 is a rocket like no other.  It can strike at targets over three hundred miles distant, and bring death to Germany which thinks it is safe behind the Channel.  Against our new weapon, there is no defence.  Germany’s fastest skycraft can do nothing to reach it.  We can aim it where we will, and strike at whatever targets we choose.  Our rockets are ready, and we will use them!

No matter what Schulthess may bluster, he cannot hide from the truth.  Germany has used every method of warfare they have against us, and we have responded in kind.  The weapons that we use are the sign of our inventive genius, and our unbreakable will.  We will not be forced into surrender!  We will stand firm, and we will use every weapon at our command.  Our rockets will strike at German soil every day until they abandon this war they have started, and cease their futile threats against New England and our staunch ally, Britain.

--

[1] Caelunautic is the ATL English equivalent of aeronautic, derived from Latin caelum, “sky.”

[2] Literally, this would be Imperial Air Works, but ATL anglophone authors tend to render the German word Luft (air) into the more familiar “sky.”

[3] Lake Marie is OTL’s Dry Lake Rogers, i.e. Edwards Air Force base.

[4] Amidst the rising international tensions of the 1920s, President Porter began his first term in office pledging to create a “Fortress America safe from the ravages of the world.”  This policy would eventually quietly be abandoned even before the breakout of war in Europe.

[5] Garbarus Bay is a southward-facing bay in Nova Scotia.

[6] Chief of Procurement is one of those wonderfully vague titles given to Vitalists who are outside the elected government structure of New England.  As Chief of Procurement, Oliphant gets a considerable say into which companies are allocated which projects.

[7] i.e. the Cabinet member in charge of Vitalist propaganda.

[8] The earlier LC-1, -2 and -3 have been retroactively renamed as Astor-1, -2 and -3.  The Astor program was named for Jacob Astor, who was the leader of the fusion party of United Democrats until his death.  Mullins took over that party after Astor’s death and reshaped it as the Vitalists, but he is still inclined to make some placatory gestures to his predecessor.  Especially since Astor is safely dead and thus any honour which accrues to him from the move does not threat Mullins’ own position.

--

Decades of Darkness #176: Ride Through The Night

“This and no other is the root from which a tyrant springs; when he first appears he is a protector.”
- Plato

--

17 October 1929
Angoche, German Mozambique (Bouclier-occupied)

Evening had just come, and with it some relief from the humidity.  Brigadier General Stenio Duvalier, commander of Liberian forces in occupied Mozambique, was used to heat, but he preferred the dryness of his adopted Liberia.  In his long-distant youth in Haiti, this would have been considered a mild spring day, but his standards had changed since then.

“You’re looking much more morose than I’d expect for a man who’s just been told that his wife will be joining him,” Brigadier Johannes Hofmeyr said.

Duvalier shrugged.  Hofmeyr was a decent man, for all that he was a descendent of Afrikaners.  Hofmeyr and Duvalier had got on well since they had both been assigned to the conquest of German Mozambique.  As a result, Hofmeyr had been turned into the unofficial liaison officer between South African and Liberian forces, although unlike Duvalier, he was not the senior officer in his nation’s part of the invasion force.  But for all of that, there were some things which a white man could never truly understand.

“I’m glad that our high command has recognised that German Mozambique is no longer dangerous territory, and that it’s safe to bring our spouses here.  But how could anyone feel comfortable when their nation has just let the devil join their war?”

Hofmeyr said, “The Americans are bastards, no two ways about it, but I’d rather have them fighting on our side than fighting against us.”

“The Jackals are more than just bastards,” Duvalier said.  They destroyed my homeland, and still keep tens of millions of my brothers and sisters in bondage.  Given the chance, they would do the same to my new home, too.  Forgive me if I’m not welcoming of them.”

“Oh, I don’t like the Americans any more than you do,” Hofmeyr said.  Duvalier wondered about the sincerity of any white man who said that, but held his peace.  Hofmeyr continued, “Still, imagine how much worse things would be if they had joined Germany.  Our list of enemies is long enough as it is.”

“I’d rather the Jackals stayed out of the war entirely,” Duvalier said.  “Theirs is a country of warhawks and racists.  They call butchers like Fierro “generals” when they should be executing them as criminals.  You’re old enough to remember the Kingdom War, which was bad enough, but the Jackals have done much worse.  Do you want to see the fire-squads set loose across the world?”

Hofmeyr froze for a long moment.  “No, I’d not like to see that.  But there are other opportunities.  The Americans are sending hundreds of thousands of men to France to fight the Germans.  I hope that the battles are extremely bloody.  Let the Germans and the Americans kill each other in mass numbers, and make the world a better place.”

That sentiment, at least, was one which Duvalier could agree with.

--

“Our march to freedom is irreversible. We must not allow fear to stand in our way.”
- Liberian Major Stenio Duvalier, said while witnessing a demonstration of the new Hannibal arlacs, 12 March 1921

--

25 June 1930
Saldanha [Pemba/Porto Amélia], German Mozambique (British-occupied)

It was a rare moment indeed which saw all of the senior Liberian officers who had been deployed to Mozambique gathered into one room.  Security was not a particular concern; in truth, unlike nearby Madagascar, this territory had been almost entirely peaceful since the Bouclier forces liberated it.  What political agitation there was came only for a call for the restoration of Portuguese rule, which Major General Stenio Duvalier found hard to credit, though it was undeniable.  But while security did not keep the members of Liberia’s occupation force apart, the demands of the occupation did.

Still, they were here now.  Brigadier General Gerard Hyppolite, another son of the Third Exodus who had risen to a general’s stars in his new homeland, although unlike Duvalier, Hyppolite had gone to the military academy rather than being promoted from the ranks.  Also here were the four most senior colonels in the occupation force, Gerard Hyppolite, Dany Étienne, Julien Biassou and Abraham Lincoln Roye.  Apart from Roye, all of them were sons of the Third Exodus, too, and again apart from Roye, they owed their current positions to the aegis of Duvalier himself.  Yet he had not promoted them because of their ancestry, but because they represented the best talent he had seen.  The army had a large number of former Haitians represented in its ranks, after all, and this had been true for the last two decades.

Apart from the rarity of gathering all of Liberia’s senior officers into one room, their choice of location was rather unusual.  Saldanha was an inconsequential northern port; a conference of Liberians would have made much more sense much further south in Port Pungue [Beira], the administrative centre of occupation.  But there were no South Africans of consequence in Saldanha, which was convenient to ensure that no-one got suspicious of this little gathering.

“Thank you for coming, gentlemen,” Duvalier said.  “Most of you have expressed your concerns privately to me over the last few months, and I thought it would be appropriate for us to discuss whether we should send a formal protest to General Johnson [1] over what is happening in Mozambique.”

“Damn right we should,” Hyppolite said.  “We came into Mozambique to free it from the Germans, but the way things are going, it’s just going to turn into another part of South Africa.”

“More white men trying to relegate black men to second-class citizens in our own continent,” Roye said.  “We should be encouraging the locals to stand up for their independence.”

“I understand that there have been some actions along those lines,” Duvalier said, his tone dry.  Despite political instructions for the occupation force to remain strictly apolitical, he had done everything he could to create a political consciousness for freedom for the Mozambicans.  He had to ensure that they would not meekly submit to South African or British rule.  That included enough arms caches that the Mozambicans could fight for their independence, if necessary.  Of course, he knew better than to admit that last part openly, even to men he thought he trusted.

“If we had to join this war, we should have done so to end colonialism, not to replace it,” Étienne said.  “All colonial powers are evil, in one way or another, even if some are worse than others.  Why are we fighting in what is a war to replace one colonial power with another?  Even if we do not help the United States directly, this is not our war.”

Biassou said, “Abyssinia has it right: stay out and let the white men kill each other.”

Duvalier said, “Neutrality would have been my preferred option, too, but do not let this be confused by issues of race.  There are Africans fighting in the war in Europe.”

“It’s good to see the Black Fox remind the world that the Jackals’ claims about race are lies, but this still isn’t our war,” Biassou said.

“Not just the Black Fox,” Duvalier replied.  “Even discounting Morocco, France and Britain both have Africans fighting for them in Europe.”  Biassou should have known better than that; the British recruitment of soldiers from their equatorial colonies was relatively new, but the French had been recruiting soldiers from West Africa since the start of the war.

“If they’re dumb enough to volunteer for a war in Europe, that’s their lookout,” Biassou said.  “No race has a monopoly on stupidity, but then we already knew that.  The question is why we are in a war which gains us nothing and which helps the United States.”

Duvalier said, “I had substantial misgivings when I first heard of our involvement in this war, but also some hope that we could at least win freedom for the people of Mozambique.  But we’re not going to win freedom for anyone here.  If we could liberate German West Africa and turn that into a nation, I would see some point to continuing this war.  But the Yankees have got there first, and they will not relinquish their grip.”  He paused, then added, “Do any of you see any reason to continue our involvement in this war?”

Every other man in the room shook his head.

Duvalier said, “Who, then, will add their signatures to mine in a letter to General Johnson and the President, calling for our withdrawal from the war?”

Étienne said, “Though it cost me my career, I’ll do it.”  Roye and Biassou added similar affirmations.

Hyppolite said, “I’ll sign the letter, but on one condition: it not be made public.”

“Small point to a private protest,” Duvalier said.  “The President will just bin our letter then, even if General Johnson passes it on.”

“Our soldiers who serve here will feel betrayed if our grievances are made public,” Hyppolite said.  “I care not for my own career, but I do care for their morale.”

Duvalier thought for a long moment.  It went against his grain to back down on any issue, but Hyppolite had the right of it.  “So be it.  Our letter will not be made public.  Not by me, anyway.”  He help up a hand to forestall the other general’s reply.  “No, that doesn’t mean that I’ll get someone else to release it.  Just that I cannot prevent the President from leaking it, if he wants.”

Hyppolite nodded.  “So be it, then.  Let’s get our protest written.”

--

BRING OUR BOYS HOME
- The most popular banner carried by student protestors from Abraham Lincoln University during the demonstrations of November-December 1930

--

28 August 1930
Wilkinston [Walvis Bay, Namibia],
Republic of Greater Liberia

“Pleased to meet you, General,” Major General Stenio Duvalier said, extending a hand.

Major General William J. Donovan shook his hand.  “Likewise, General.”  With an equivalency in rank, even in different armies, there was no need to do anything more than shake hands.

“I’m honoured that you took the time to come from Europe to meet me,” Duvalier said, more or less truthfully.  He had expected any number of possible reactions to his protest letter, from indifference to court-martial, but not that New England would send an emissary out to personally plead with him to maintain his support for the war.

Donovan gave him a curious gaze.  This Yankee cut a strange figure for a general.  He wore the uniform, but he looked as if he would be more comfortable in civilian clothes.  He had an oddly rounded face with a protruding nose, thin lips and narrow eyes.  Not a face which someone would trust easily, especially belonging to a white man.  But the man’s voice was pleasant enough.  “You’ve stirred up a hornet’s nest, Stenio – do you mind if I call you Stenio?  You’ve got soldiers and statesmen from four nations fretting over what you’ll do next.”

“What I won’t do next is trust General Johnson.  He gave me his word that he would not share our protest with anyone except President Jamieson.”

Donovan waved a hand.  “No soldier can make binding promises on behalf of a politician.  Your president passed on the news of your concerns, although not the details, to his friends in Hartford, London, and Paris.  They got worried, and so here I am.”

“They expect you to convince me that my government knows what it’s doing in committing us to this war?” Duvalier asked.

Donovan chuckled.  “Any government can make mistakes, my own among them.  I learnt that in Wisconsin.  But their reasons for their actions aren’t always straightforward.”

“Like the Jackals, joining the war for the oh-so-pure motive of defending France, only to turn it into a war of enslavement in South America?” Duvalier asked.

“America’s motives are more complex than that,” Donovan said.  “But I care nothing for the United States.  I’m here to explain why your government felt it necessary to join the war, and why we in New England are grateful that they have.”

“Because it means some of us to share the dying?” Duvalier said.

“Not at all.  Your government’s involvement has been carefully chosen to cost you the minimum of bloodshed while still joining the war.  Why do you think we haven’t asked for any of your soldiers to help us in France, even though we’re hard-pressed there?”

“You seem to be advancing well enough, if the newspapers do not lie,” Duvalier said.

Donovan smiled.  “The gist of what they say is accurate.  But there are still a God-awful lot of Germans.  And Liberian troops are not going to be deployed anywhere outside of Africa, to ensure that they aren’t the ones dying in numbers.”

“So why enter the war at all, then?” Duvalier asked.

“One reason only: arlacs.  We need your arlacs, and Liberia could hardly justify shipping them to us if your nation was still neutral.”

“That was the reason why we started this war?” Duvalier said, sure that his disbelief showed in his voice.

“The main one.  Oh, there were others.  Having your army around to help drive out the German colonial forces helped.  But the biggest reason was to let you send arlacs to us in New England.”

Duvalier shook his head.  “That has the sound of a well-crafted lie to me.  Liberia joined the war before New England did.”

“Indeed, but that was so that you could strike Mozambique at once.  New England could not join the war unless we could be assured that the United States would not be attacking us.  The intention always was that Liberia would supply most of our arlacs.”

“So we have to be trapped in Mozambique watching the Afrikaners try to take over that country?” Duvalier asked.

Donovan sighed.  “South Africa would have gone into Mozambique with or without you.  At least if your men are there, they have a chance to do something to keep the Mozambicans free.”

“Not very much, with our own government constraining our actions,” Duvalier said.

“Take up that point with your president, if you like,” Donovan said.  “But by keeping Liberia in the war, you are helping to defeat Germany at relatively little cost.”

“And fighting alongside the United States,” Duvalier said.

Donovan said, “The Americans would be in South America regardless of what Liberia did.  You are not helping them, nor are you hindering them.  What you should be asking is what’s best for Liberia.”

“That’s what’s been on my mind for many months now,” Duvalier said.  “But you have given me much to think about.  Did you come out to Liberia just to meet me?”

“Not just that.  I’m here to investigate new designs for arlacs, too.  I’d welcome any thoughts you have on them, as well,” Donovan said.

Duvalier laughed.  “Plenty, I think.”  They settled down to discuss the finer points of arlacs, though Duvalier was still far from convinced by Donovan’s earlier arguments.

--

“Condemn me, it does not matter: history will absolve me.”
- Major General Stenio Duvalier, 1931

--

16 December 1930
Wilkinston [Walvis Bay, Namibia],
Republic of Greater Liberia

For the first time, President Morris Jamieson found himself face to face with the most troublesome soldier of his generation.  Duvalier had shown that he had military talent, and plenty of it, or he would long since have been cashiered.  But he also was a man convinced of the rightness of his own beliefs and with the determination to act as he saw best.  Now, that self-righteousness had caused a breach which would be impossible to repair.

“Sit down, General,” Jamieson said, without offering to shake hands or exchange any other pleasantries.

Major General Stenio Duvalier seemed to catch his tone, too.  His gaze flicked to the two armed guards who stood to either side of him.  “I was told that these men were for security, but it looks like they’re for your security, not mine.  Do you really think that I’d attack my own president?”

“Nothing seems to be beyond you if you put your mind to it, Duvalier.  Have you been told why you are here?”

“General Johnson spent the last hour haranguing me about it,” Duvalier said.

“You’re lucky that’s all he did.  An agent of yours has been captured smuggling arms to rebels in British East Africa,” the president said.  “His confession leaves no room for doubt... and how many more of your agents haven’t we captured?”

Duvalier said nothing.

“Do you have any reasons for treason and creating an international incident?” the president said.

“I am no traitor,” Duvalier said.  “I swore to defend Liberia against all enemies, foreign and domestic, and I will uphold that oath until my dying breath.  But I never swore to stand by and be happy about Africans being slaughtered by white men.”

“So you admit to ordering gun-running to rebels?” the president asked.

“I did not order it, but I am glad that it was done,” Duvalier said.

“You’re glad to see our allies busy fighting rebels instead of the Germans?” the president asked.

“The British are persecuting the Kikuyu in the highlands of East Africa, and you call them our allies?  British soldiers are standing by while white men massacre Africans in their thousands, and then condemn the Kikuyu as butchers when they try to defend their lands?”

President Jamieson shook his head.  “Don’t try to change the subject.  I want an honest answer from you.  Why did you order your agents to send guns and mortars to the rebels in the highlands?”

“As I said, Mr President, I deny giving any such order.  But I have a question for you.  How can you call the British our allies, when they do something like this?”

“They are our allies.  Your treasonous actions have given guns to men who will use them to shoot at British soldiers.  This has caused a huge diplomatic strain, and the only small mercy is that the news has not become public,” the president said.

“Is it treason to give civilians the chance to defend themselves against other civilians?  It is not the British soldiers who are killing the Kikuyu.  For all that I dislike the British, their soldiers have behaved as soldiers should.  It is their colonists in the highlands who massacre Africans.”

“And it is the Kikuyu who are killing British civilians when they can catch them, too.  Neither side is blameless in what is happening in East Africa,” the president said stiffly.

“It is the fault of the British, who are supposedly our allies.  Compared to them, what have the Germans ever done to us?  They are not well-disposed to Africans, but then the British are worse, as we’ve now seen.”

“We entered this war because if we were not on the British side, the South Africans would have seized the excuse to attack us,” the president said, more defensively than he had planned.  “We need to be British allies, or they will become our enemies.  Do you think I like fighting on the same side as the Americans?  But much as I detest it, it is necessary.  And for all that you proclaim for the Kikuyu, you don’t know who started the killing in East Africa.  No-one knows for sure; both sides blame the other.”

“If the British had not colonised the highlands and started stealing their lands, the Kikuyu would never have needed to defend themselves.  Justice is on the side of the Kikuyu regardless of who struck first,” Duvalier said firmly.

“I’m sure the Herero and Nama your soldiers killed in the Kalahari would proclaim that they had justice on their side, too.  But you had no qualms about killing those who would not submit to Liberian rule.”

“That is quite different, Mr President,” Duvalier said.  “The Herero were offered full citizenship and all the rights of Liberians, and rejected them.  The white men in the East African highlands will not treat the Kikuyu as equals.  They want to grind them into the dust.  That is why they are forced to defend themselves.”

“We would have been in a position to defend them, if not for your ill-conceived treason,” the president said.  “I spent the last three months negotiating with London to have our soldiers replace the British in East Africa.  We had nearly reached agreement.  It would have worked; our presence would have calmed the Kikuyu, and the British could have recalled their soldiers to Europe where they are needed more.  Now, they will never trust us.”

“The British would never agree to that,” Duvalier said calmly.  “Had they signed any accord?”

“Not yet.”

“And they wouldn’t.  Their colonists in the highlands are almost as bigoted as Americans.  Their settlers would refuse to accept Liberian troops deployed there, since they would accuse us of siding with the Kikuyu.”

“Ah, so along with being an expert at committing treason, you are also a master diplomat.  I’m glad to know that-”

“That is the fourth time you have called me a traitor in this meeting, Mr President,” Duvalier interrupted.  “Either withdraw the accusation or have me brought before a court-martial.  I have no patience for hearing anything else.”

“You have no patience at all, Duvalier; that’s your entire problem,” the president said.  “Maybe you did not give a direct order for the gun-running, but you’ve already admitted that you approve of it.  This is conduct unbecoming of a sworn officer of Liberia.”

“My military oath does not forbid me from holding opinions,” Duvalier said.  “But I have done nothing treasonous.  If you believe otherwise, give me a hearing before a court-martial.  I will be glad to defend myself.”

The president shook his head.  “I don’t want this incident to get any bigger.”  For Duvalier to be so emphatic about wanting a court-martial could only mean that he had a defence prepared.  No doubt he had arranged for the gun-running to happen in one form or another, but it looked like it would be difficult to prove.  “What do you want me to do with you, Duvalier?  I cannot keep you on active service any more, not after this.”

“Dismiss me from the army if you want,” Duvalier said.  “I’ll be sure to tell Liberia and the world why you’ve done it, too.”

“That will be quite enough, General.  No, you aren’t going to be dismissed from the army.  But I’m recalling you from frontline service.  You will have an administrative post right here in Wilkinston, where I can keep an eye on you.  I don’t trust you on the frontier with Portugal or South Africa; I wouldn’t put it past you to create another international incident.  Nor are you to discuss any aspect of this incident with the media.”

“The world will hear about East Africa anyway, Mr President.  Even if I stay silent, there are plenty of people who know what’s happening there.”

“I’ll deal with that when it happens,” the president said.  “And try not to cause me any more headaches, will you?”

--

“We know what happens to people who stay in the middle of the road. They get run down.”
- Attributed to Stenio Duvalier

--

Extracts from “The Rise and Fall of The Liberian Republic: Struggle, Sorrow, Triumph, Growth and Tragedy”
(c) 1974 by Sergey Tolstoy,
Translated by Richard H. Morris,
Red Truth Publishing Company: St. Petersburg, Russian Federation,

... Notable demonstrations against Liberian involvement in the Great War had been held in the streets of Wilkinston on three occasions in 1929 and 1930.  Each of these occasions corresponded to end of semester examinations for university students, which accounted for a considerable number of the protestors.  These were not the only demonstrators, particularly during November-December 1930; the general Liberian population grew increasingly frustrated with the war, particularly over co-belligerence with the United States.  Yet students made up the bulk of the protestors in these demonstrations, and calm returned to the streets of Wilkinston along with the end of the examination period.

The protests which began on 12 March 1931 drew on the same underlying frustrations, but found a new trigger.  The previous day, Jorge Chepe, editor of the Wilkinston Chronicle, defied government censorship to publish a story describing the Kikuyu uprising in what was then British East Africa (now Kenya).  The article condemned the “massacres of innocent Africans by British settlers,” although it did admit that British soldiers had done what they could to prevent further bloodshed.  Regardless of that admission, the news brought a fresh round of demonstrations to the streets of Wilkinston.  They started around the British embassy, where soldiers had to be deployed to protect the diplomatic personnel inside, but the protests soon spread across Wilkinston and to other cities.  At first, the calls were for withdrawal from the war, but they soon spread to calls for the impeachment of President Jamieson and the removal of the government...

--

19 June 1931
Lenfield Jail, Wilkinston, Liberia

Jorge Chepe had received few visitors since his incarceration for speaking the truth.  Tens of thousands wanted to see him, surely, but only relatives and the occasional close friend were permitted.  He was even denied anything but the briefest contact with other prisoners.

So finding a two-star general waiting for him in a private meeting room was a shock.  The soldier who had escorted him closed the door and waited outside.

“I’m Major General Stenio Duvalier,” the general said.

“Ah, the hero who risked his career to aid the Kikuyu,” Chepe said.  “Not here to gloat, then.”

“Just to give you some advance warning.  You’re going to be released tonight.”

Chepe felt his eyes widen.  “I’d been told in no uncertain terms that I was going to stay in prison until the war was over.”

“There’s been some changes in the officers controlling this prison,” Duvalier said.  “The new chief warden feels that you’ve been unjustly imprisoned, and he’s going to let you go.”

“Back onto the streets, just like that?”

“Back onto the rather dangerous streets, yes,” Duvalier said.  “You probably haven’t heard, given where you are, but the people are unhappy with the government.  Demonstrators have been encamped outside the Capitol for a couple of months.  There’ve been riots more than once, and many of the police have been reluctant to restore order.”

“Good.  They still have consciences, then,” Chepe said.  “And what is the army doing?”

“Protecting key government buildings, but the troops aren’t very happy about it.  Nor are they happy about being in a war which we’re losing.  Italy’s capitulated, and the French and Yankees are being pushed back.”

“I’ll find out more when I get released, I hope,” Chepe said.

“I hope you do, too,” Duvalier said.  “And I suspect that your reappearance will inspire the people to new demonstrations.  I think you should take your message of opposition to the war straight to the Houses of Congress.  Right into the buildings, in fact.  The president won’t listen; maybe Congress will.”

“Into the buildings?” Chepe asked, then realised just what Duvalier was saying.  “Into buildings protected by the army?”

“The soldiers on duty tomorrow will not fire on you.  On that, you have my word,” Duvalier said.  He sounded sincere, and given what the man had already accomplished, Chepe was prepared to trust him.

--

20 June 1931
Wilkinston, Liberia

By the time he realised that the soldiers were no longer protecting him, President Morris Jamieson knew that it was too late to do anything about it.  There was an underground tunnel out of the Black House, but there were soldiers guarding it.  If they were part of this treason, then going into the tunnel would just make it easier for them to arrange an accident.  Better to stay here than run, since he had nowhere to run to.

To Jamieson’s complete lack of surprise, Duvalier was one of the two men first through the door to his office.  He did not recognise the other, but the important thing to notice was the pistol which Duvalier held up.

“Mr Jamieson, you may consider yourself under arrest,” Duvalier said.

“Oh, you marched your soldiers into Congress and got them to vote for impeachment, did you?” the president said.

“No.  All of the members of Congress have resigned.  I’m arresting you in the name of the people of Liberia.”

“Ah.  The epitome of democracy, then: one man, one gun.”

“Spare me your irony,” Duvalier said.  “Just raise your hands and come over here.  Slowly.”

“I see that my words to you at our last meeting were correct, even if a little premature,” Jamieson said.  “You are a traitor.”

“No, I am a patriot.  The people retain the revolutionary right to remove a government which has made itself a tyranny,” Duvalier said quietly.  “It happened in the United States once, before they turned to evil, and then again in New England.  It will happen here, too.  We are removing your government, and replacing it with a just one.”

“Making yourself dictator, you mean.  You won’t take anything less than full power for yourself, Duvalier.”

“Better a government run by a man who speaks out for his conscience rather than one who forgot that he needed one,” Duvalier said.

“And what will you do with Liberia now?” the ex-president asked.

“Recall all Liberian forces back to home soil... on the grounds that they are needed to maintain internal security,” Duvalier said.  “Then I’ll withdraw us from the war and proclaim neutrality.  And after that, well, I’ll do everything I need to do to set this country back to rights.”

--

[1] i.e. General of the Army Timothy Pickering Johnson.

--

Decades of Darkness #177: Chasing Rainbows

Credit for this post goes to Nicksplace27, who wrote most of it apart from a few editorial additions.

--

Taken from: “The Hofmeyrs: The Famous South African Family”
(c) 1953 by Thomas Joubert
Orbit Publishing Company: Bulawayo, South Africa

... The first Hofmeyr born on South African soil was Stephanus Johannes Hofmeyr, on 26 October 1760, to parents Jan and Magdela Hofmeyr who had recently arrived from Holland.  Stephanus attended a small merchant school in southern Cape Town, went on to become a highly successful trader, and passed his wealth onto his descendants.  Today, over 900 of his Hofmeyr descendants live in South Africa.  They are among the most influential families in the nation: in politics, in commerce, in the military and in culture.  Their history is rich and their achievements are many and celebrated; they are admired across the [Restored] Empire.

Still, the Hofmeyrs are a family with their share of controversy.  Hendrik Hofmeyr was a famous Boer captain who personally slew many British officers during the Kingdom war.  After Transvaal was conquered, Hendrik escaped to the United States and became a prominent cotton planter and slaveowner in South California [1].  Maria Hofmeyr became a notoriously outspoken critic of the British government over the terrible conditions of Boers forced into assembly camps.  She was also an outspoken anarcho-socialist who advocated the destruction of all nation-states in the world, and proclaimed that government was evil in and of itself.

But for all of the controversy and power they possess, no member of that great family has attracted as much attention as the most respected and revered man in South Africa, the one who many regard as the country’s greatest-ever Prime Minister.  That man is of course the great William Hofmeyr...

--

11 December 1931
Cape Town
Kingdom of South Africa

William Hofmeyr strolled into his house in the northern fringes of Cape Town, and plopped himself down into his comfortable and familiar chair.  From here, he had a large panel of windows to look over his rustic estate and the cobalt-blue waters of the South Atlantic, brightly lit by the summer sun.  He treasured a few moments of relaxation before he let his thoughts return to work; being the Prime Minister of South Africa was never an easy job, but this was doubly true in wartime.

At least he had hope.  Unbidden memories returned of his tour of the whole nation.  He had visited all of the important cities – Brisbane [Durban], Delegoa, Retief [Pretoria] and Bulawayo – meeting with local government officials and business representatives, and making plenty of speeches.  But his most treasured memories of the tour were in the former German Mozambique.  There, he had seen everyone fighting for the same cause; blacks, whites, Afrikaners and even Indians.  It was a pleasant sight, and one which gave him some optimism for the future.  Although he would have felt even better if the Liberians were still there to stand alongside them.

Given what he had seen throughout his tour, William had thanked God that he lived in a relatively peaceful country.  He had seen the terrible effects which war brought on people and on nations.  In his youth, he had been sent to college at Columbia University in New England.  Soon after he had finished his second year there, Mr Mitchell started the North American War.

Always in love with the sea, William had served aboard the HMS Camperdown for most of the war.  He had been on that battleship during the Battle of Long Island and during that fight, he had become a man.  When the Camperdown took critical damage that would send it to the bottom of the Atlantic, William saved seven of his fellow seamen from certain death in the torpedo room.  He received the Edward Cross [2] for his efforts in saving the men and leading them to safety in the face of blistering American firepower.  The event had changed his life.  He liked to think that it had given him the desire to serve others through leadership; it had certainly given him no shortage of sleepless nights.

“You look worried, Will.”  The voice came from his brother Frederick, who had just walked into the room and smiled.

The words jolted William back from his reverie.  He greeted his brother with a nod.  They both respected each other for their achievements; Will in politics, Frederick in commerce.  Frederick was named for his godfather, Frederick Morton, the great mining magnate who had been good friends with their father.  Morton had taught the young Frederick everything he needed to know about business, especially how to win wealth from South Africa’s massive reserves of gold and diamonds.  Morton had recently died without heirs, and Frederick had received most of his godfather’s wealth, along with control of the ever-growing Morton Industries [3].

“Don’t let yourself fret.  We’re doing fine, just fine,” Frederick said.  He sat down with an effortless grace that suggested that he was half his true age.

William shook his head in disgust.  “Liberia has abandoned the war.  Worse, they have turned their backs on democracy!  Worse still, some African leaders I met in Bechuanaland and Maritzia are calling for a Greater Liberia!  Duvalier has already helped the Kikuyu rebels; what if he helps those closer to his home?  There were rumours of secession, too.”  He asked himself how Liberia could have turned out so badly.  He had visited the nation on many occasions, and he admired its accomplishments.  Now, though, he wondered.  Losing Liberia hurt the occupation of Mozambique, but what did the future hold now?

“Liberia has taken a step sideways, not started down a new road to barbarism.”  Frederick spoke with the self-assurance of a man who controlled enough wealth to buy and sell nations.  “I’ve met Duvalier as part of securing the diamond supply for Morton.  The man knows what he’s about, but he’s no Mullins.  Liberia will do well under his rule.”

Frederick paused, his gaze running out the windows toward the ocean.  “As for the African leaders, well, they’ve been talking about a Greater Liberia for many years.  And their claims get more outlandish each year.  The truth is much simpler.  The economy is booming in their lands, and more and more of their people are abandoning their old ways.  They’ve stopped listening to their tribal leaders, and their allegiance is to you, King Jonathan and the Empire.  That is why the African leaders are screaming, and it’s a problem which will sort itself out.”

“Maybe,” William said.  “They aren’t the only ones making worrying claims, too.  Vitalism is growing in Retief.  That old Boer commander, Petrus Rietz, has an ever-growing number of followers.  Half of his speeches sound like he’s reading from the Jackals phrasebooks!  He and his faction care nothing for anyone else’s rights or opinions.  It sickens me to see bigoted pigs like that who call themselves Afrikaners.  I wish they’d just leave for America; the Jackals are welcome to them [4].”

Frederick chuckled.  “Will, you’re a great politician, but you get alarmed too easily.  These are fringe groups, who love to make noise about long-dead issues.  Just focus on the war at hand.  I think that’s what you’re really worried about.”

William held back a sigh.  “We have just about run out of allies.  Italy and France have fallen.  The United States, Liberia and Portugal have abandoned the war, in truth.  Britain has never looked more vulnerable.  What will we do if the British will collapses?”  With that, he finally admitted what was really bothering him.

“Regardless of what happens there, Europe is a long way away.  You need to inspire unity here to continue the war.  If you can’t bring all the people together, the war will be lost here, not in Europe.”

William could only nod.  His party held only a third of the seats in Parliament.  He had a wartime coalition, but it was a fragile one.  If the war kept going so badly, he doubted that his government would survive a motion of no confidence.  “I have a plan to unite everyone who’s important within Parliament and within the Kingdom.  I think it’s a good one.  But I’m staking my future on it.  If I fail, it spells the end of everything I’ve worked for.”

--

Extract from: The Encyclopaedia Recidivus (3rd edition)
Editor-in-chief Lord Percy Kelvin III
(c) 1949 New Cambridge University Press
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Ubuntu Coalition (South Africa):

A prominent ruling coalition within the South African government during recent times.  It was created by Prime Minister William Hofmeyr on the basis of the humanist concept of Ubuntu [5].  The coalition was formed between January and March of 1932.  Under Hofmeyr’s leadership, it remained together during the remainder of the Great War and the establishment of the Restored Empire.  The coalition’s most noted accomplishments have been the introduction of full suffrage [i.e. African suffrage] in 1942 and the creation of a national system of highways linking the major cities of South Africa.  While some parties have left and joined the coalition, it remained the effective government of South Africa for fifteen years until Hofmeyr’s death in 1947.

--

“Even as darkness encloses North America, the brave nations of South America fight on.  Even as the home country is being bombarded from the skies, they battle on.  This war is like nothing the world has ever seen.  I’ll be damned if we let ourselves lie down in defeated.  We have been blessed with an entire continent of separation between ourselves and the German tyranny.  To bow before them now would be an act of true shame.

We must be a beacon of light and freedom in this age of darkness.  Our nation is built from many cultures, many proudly different traditions, while our foes crush any people who oppose their monolithic nationalism.  We must stand together with the rest of the Empire and say to them: ‘No more!  No more!’ ”

-Prime Minister William Hofmeyr, in an address to the South African Parliament on 4 April 1932

--

Taken from: “Republics, Kingdoms and Theocracies: Governments in the Post-Colonial World”
(c) 1950 by Simon Bowhart
Horizon Publishing Company: Stirling [Perth, Western Australia], Australia

The current South African government was established in 1 January 1901, but it owed its structure to the events of the Kingdom War, which concluded seven years before.  At its founding, the Kingdom included six provinces: the Cape, Natal, Transvaal, Orange Free State, Bechuanaland, and Maritzia [6].  Heavy contention ensued over the location of the new capital, but with divisions amongst the Afrikaner delegation, Cape Town received the honour.  The constitution of South Africa is based on the same British parliamentary system that is emulated throughout the [Restored] Empire.  South Africa has eleven provinces, which have representation allocated proportionately in parliament...

Population by Province

The Cape:                 2,619,111
Natal:                        1,821,081
Orange Free State:   1,050,623
Transvaal:                 5,152,974
Bechuanaland:            700,418
Maritizia:                   1,663,487
Zambezia:                   928,050
Maputo:                    1,120,665
South Mozambique:    825,519
North Mozambique:     717,926
Niassa:                         910,540

Population by Race

Coloured: 9,575,505
White:      6,354,519 
Indian:     1,029,319
Malay:        360,640
Filipino:      190,411

Total South African Population: 17,510,394

--

30 September 1948
Bulawayo, Maritzia
Kingdom of South Africa

His work finished for the afternoon, Jack Cousteau strolls out of the looming sandstone building that houses the regional headquarters of Morton Industries.  He makes his way casually to the parking lot, donning his sunglasses as he reaches his horst.  This new model is an open-air four-seater, perfect for his family and well-suited to his new job.  As he turns on the ignition, the funk begins blaring some of the new Moroccan music that is all the rage amongst the Indian community.  He turns the volume down; while he can tolerate the music, he prefers the quiet hum of the engine and the whistling wind.  He has heard enough loud noise during the debates that have raged during the day.  For now, he wants something quieter.

He turns onto the highway and heads south toward Retief.  The journey is familiar enough that his thoughts wander away from the road and back to the events of the day.  Cousteau relishes his new title of Director of Marketing, but the role brings with it an over-supply of pressure.  Morton Industries is losing its market share of diamonds.  Their Australian rivals have been producing a wealth of diamonds out of Northumberland [7] for a couple of decades, but their new mine at Macarthur [8] produces far too many gem diamonds.  The Russians have been producing more diamonds of late, too.  If Morton does not diversify its investments, its revenue will crumble.  Which is why Cousteau’s job has become so important, and why he has become even busier of late.  He is looking into every possible investment opportunity.  Morton needs to diversify their holdings and find other revenue streams.

The role brings its perks, of course.  He lives in a large house, almost a mansion, in one of Brisbane’s premier suburbs.  The pay is excellent.  His family are healthy, although his wife has been making some occasional comments about not seeing much of him.  He makes a mental note to take Julia and the girls on a trip at the first opportunity.  Somewhere north would be good, probably to the new national park created around the Okavango Delta, and Edward Falls [Victoria Falls], too.  He has seen them before, although his family haven’t, and he has found them places of unsurpassed natural beauty.

All in all, life is looking good.  It has not always been this way.  Jack has the legal name of John Michael, but he was born Jean Michele Cousteau in Lyons.  He was born in 1916, too late to remember much of the Golden Years which others speak of so fondly.  His experiences of childhood are of life in a lower-class slum during the Nervous Twenties, when France-that-was lurched from one crisis to another.  His worst memories of his childhood are of the war.  His mother died when their house was struck by a stray artillery shell during the German invasion of the city, and his father was summarily shot on suspicion of harbouring partisans.  The charge was not true, but it made libres of himself and his older brother.  Lionel had taken a more active role in being a libre, which eventually saw him flee to Britain before the war was over.  Jack last heard from his brother in a letter written before the Communards took control of London, although it reached him much later.  He has to presume that Lionel is long dead, although he has never had the closure of a funeral or even being told that a body has been found.

His thoughts drift away from maudlin reminisces and back to the present as he passes through the small city of Messina, and crosses the Limpopo into Transvaal.  The waters are brownish-blue beneath the bridge, but the campaign signs above the bridge capture more of his attention.  The largest of them is a colour photo of Adrian Kotuku with a smile so wide it is a puzzle why his jaw has not fallen off.  Kotuku leads the Progressive Party, and is the first realistic prospect for a black Prime Minister.  He has the force of personality of an American tropican star, combined with a commanding grasp of rhetoric.  His election would be a historic moment, but this campaign has been one of the most polarised in South African history.

Cousteau allows himself a smile as he passes the signs.  Some praise Kotuku; others denounce him.  It is as if the election can be divided into pro-Kotuku and anti-Kotuku factions; there is minimal mention of the other candidates or other parties.  The divisions do not fall along racial lines either, as they might have a decade ago.  Many leaders in the black establishment have condemned Kotuku, citing his position about politics in Liberia, Kenya and the Congo.  Others have said that he has too little substance to his policies and is simply running on empty charisma.  Some have even argued that he should not be considered truly black because he was not involved in the great struggle!

That’s a ludicrous concept from his point of view, but then he sometimes does not understand the native-born South Africans.  He never cared very much about race, and the media reports of black soldiers fighting for France during the war long since eliminated any lingering traces.  Of course, not all native-born South Africans can swallow those arguments, either.  His wife, born Julia Modiba, openly laughs at the notion.  His father-in-law Francis was slowly warming toward Kotuku too, saying that the establishment leaders were just perpetuating another form of racism.  Paternalistic rather than sadistic like in America, but racism nonetheless.  Jack has seen more paternalistic racism than he likes to think of in his own lifetime, a result of having one of the few mixed marriages [i.e. mixed race marriages] in his home suburb.  Strange looks and whispers still happen today, and he hates it, but married life with Julia is something he could never do without.

The campaign signs grow thicker as he travels further south.  Kotuku and his Progressives are the most numerous, but he sees wave after wave of signs for the Tories, the conservative party who linger in South Africa long after they have vanished from Britain.  He even sees some proclaiming the KwaZulu Socialists, an extremist group who advocate expelling whites from Natal and Transvaal and redistributing the wealth back to what they call the African people.

He thinks they are fools; isn’t everyone here an African now, by birth or by choice?  The KwaZulu have only a small base of support nationwide, but they do rather better in the volatile politics of Natal.  At the last election, they pulled over ten percent of the vote in that province.  He hopes they will do worse this time.  Kotuku draws crowds in the tens of thousands even here, and his personal charisma should go some way to building support.  Kotuku fights against naysayers on all sides, those who proclaim that a black candidate will never become the leader of South Africa.  Cousteau hopes that Kotuku wins, but does not want to stake all his hopes on it.  Disappointment is too bitter a commodity; he just has to make sure he gets out to vote when the day comes.

With an effort of will, he forgets about the campaign signs that are all around him.  After one last turn on the highway, the skyline of Retief comes into view.  This is the largest metropolis in South Africa, with over two and a half million inhabitants at last count.  While there are several large buildings in the skyline, one massive cloudscraper towers above everything else.  The Alhambra reaches over 250 metres into the blue expanse of the sky, its Arabic curvatures the vision of one of South Africa’s most influential architects, Abdul Ibrahim.  The man’s distinctive style and influence appears in buildings all over the country, but this is surely his finest achievement.

Cousteau pulls into the exit land and turns off onto Dube Boulevard.  The traffic here is divided by a central strip showing the statues of men fallen for their country, or for Britain-that-was.  Here are the fallen volunteers who died in France and Britain, and the soldiers of the Kingdom who died in Mozambique and elsewhere in Africa.  These are some of the members of the Greatest Generation, who fought in the bloodiest struggle the world has ever seen.  The other members of that generation, including Jack himself, have received the fruits of their sacrifices.  South Africa has boomed since the end of the war, and Morton Industries’ current troubles notwithstanding, he expects that the nation will keep growing.

He removes his sunglasses as he pulls into the underground horst parking beneath the Retief Stock Exchange, locate at a prime spot at 33 Dube Boulevard.  This is one of the premier stock exchanges of the world, not quite on the same scale as those in Frankfurt or New Orleans, but still a major hub of financial activity.  He pulls the file folder from his horst and hurries inside the biggest financial trading institution in all of Africa.  He has a wide range of investments in mind, but the most promising ones are those involving new technologies.  There’s an intriguing new firm out of Australia looking for funding for a technology they call inverse osmosis, which can extract fresh water from seawater.  That could be worth billions.  A Nipponese company has described a new form of all-purpose polymer [plastic] which could be worth even more.  These two companies, and plenty of lesser opportunities, should be ripe for investment.  They just need funding and an experienced commercial operator to guide them.  Morton Industries can provide that.

He climbs the top of the stairs, and steps through into the future...

--

[1] This is in the region of OTL Baja California, where a small amount of cotton is grown today.  ITTL, although it requires irrigation, this one region has one immense advantage as a cotton-growing region: the boll weevil has never reached there.

[2] The closest ATL equivalent to the Victoria Cross.

[3] Frederick Morton was an “enlightened” colonial leader who had a habit of pushing for colonial expansion as part of exploiting natural resources, along the line of Cecil Rhodes (see posts #104a and b).  Morton Industries is in some ways like De Beers of OTL, although it has other commercial interests and has not quite the same worldwide diamond monopoly of OTL, due to earlier exploitation of Australian diamonds.

[4] In OTL, many Americans were sympathetic to the Boer cause, because of the conflict’s resemblance to the American Civil War.  Some state governments even offered to accept the Boers as immigrants.  The Boer leaders declined, preferring their own home.  ITTL, *America supports the Boers for significantly different reasons.  Because of the different *American social structure and increased English settlement in South Africa, Boers have left South Africa for the United States in greatly increased numbers over OTL.

[5] This term originates from a Zulu saying, “Umuntu Ngumuntu Ngabantu.”  This means that a person is a person through other people.  The essence of the philosophy is that someone affirms their own humanity when they acknowledge that of others.  It is a central philosophy in OTL’s African National Congress.

[6] More detail about the original founding of South Africa can be found in post #104b.  At first South Africa included six provinces; five have since been added.  The province of Maputo is located in the southernmost area of OTL Mozambique, including Delgola Bay.  The province of Zamebizia includes OTL northern Zimbabwe and a small section of adjoining Mozambique, with is northern border on the River Zambezi.  The province of South Mozambique is located in the central coastal regions of OTL Mozambique, and also has a northern border on the Zambezi.  The province of Niassa is located on the shores of Lake Malawi, encompassing what in OTL is northern Malawi and eastern Zambia.  The province of North Mozambique is located in the OTL region of southern Malawi and northern Mozambique to the River Lurio, south of the OTL border between Mozambique and Tanzania.

[7] The ATL name for the Argyle diamond mine in the Kimberly region of Australia.  It produces a third of the world’s diamond supply by volume (less by value).

[8] The ATL equivalent of the Merlin diamond mine in Australia’s Northern Territory, which produces an unusually high proportion of gem-quality diamonds.

--

Decades of Darkness #178: The One Regret Of My Life

“Bravery is being the only one who knows you’re afraid.”
- Attributed to Clement Churchill

--

RFS Utrecht
8 February 1932
Buenos Aires, Argentina

Admiral Erwin Gercke was not a happy man.  As the commander of the South Atlantic Squadron of the Krijgmarine, his ships had been far out at sea when the war broke out.  He had not been back to German soil ever since.  Over two years in exile from his wife Erika, whom he missed more than life itself.  Over two years to rage at the stupidity of the naval high command.  They had known the war was coming; why didn’t they prepare better for it?

It would not have taken all that much effort.  With a few weeks warning, or maybe even a few days, they would have lost far fewer of German’s merchant ships interned or captured by the Bouclier.  Gercke had done what he could, and had amassed a large collection of German- and Polish-flagged merchant vessels in South American waters, first in Brazil and more recently here in Argentina.  He had been joined by those merchant vessels which had sheltered in Germany’s other colonies until those fell one by one.  Under his command now, he had his own squadrons, a few additional cruisers who had been raiding the sea lanes and driven here, and the remnants of the Indian Ocean and Far Eastern Fleets.  Under his protection, he had a much larger collection of merchant vessels and unruly civilian sailors.  He wanted to get all of these ships to somewhere useful, but he had never been in a position to do so.

Until today, when he had received a set of orders which made him speculate aloud about the anatomically improbable place where the naval high command had placed their heads.  The orders had given him fresh congratulations on his accomplishments in gathering so much of Germany’s shipping into a safe harbour... and given him instructions on what to do with them.

“Which buffoon back in Rotterdam came up with this stroke of genius?” he muttered.  He had been given four days to evacuate all German and allied ships from Buenos Aires, both military and civilian.  Four days to prepare for a voyage back to Germany.  And more specifically to a Baltic port, or failing that Hamburg.

Oh, there were dangers staying here, to be sure.  The Argentines had been jittery ever since Germany signed a ceasefire with the United States.  They had remained cool despite repeated assurances that Argentina would not be abandoned by Germany in any peace treaty.  Now he had been told, belatedly, that peace would happen in four days.  America would recognise Argentine independence, at the price of the Falklands and Tierra del Fuego.  Maybe the Argentines would accept that deal, but his orders stated that he was to be out of Argentine waters before the peace treaty was publicly announced.  And make it home to Germany afterward.

“Some more notice would have been nice,” he muttered.  He sent for Konteradmiral Kindler, commander of the Utrecht, and a man who had always been handy for bouncing ideas off.

While Gercke waited, another even more ominous thought occurred to him.  These orders were nonsensical in most circumstances, but it was particularly strange that he had been ordered to attempt the dangerous route around England.  Why not cross to conquered Morocco and transit the Straits into the Mediterranean?  That was now reportedly a German lake, at least at the western end.  If he was being sent on such a long voyage around England, that could only mean that his ships were needed in the North Sea.  The rumours must be true; the planned invasion of England was going ahead.

“Ah, come in, Jörg,” he said, motioning Kindler to a chair.  “Think we can get every warship and merchant vessel ready to leave Buenos Aires in four days?”

“Why ever for, sir?” Kindler asked.

“Peace is coming with the Jackals.  We need to be out of here, and pick a route which avoids any trouble.”

“I see.”  Kindler paused for thought, then said, “There’s no safe route.  If the Brazilians don’t attack us for selling them out, the British and Yankees will.  Not to mention that it’s a damnably long way to anywhere safe.”

“We’re meant to make it to the Baltic.  Arrangements have been made so that we can refuel in the Azores or Morocco if we choose, although we can’t linger there.”

“Great help that is,” Kindler said.  “The Allies will be looking for us.  Even assuming that they aren’t reading our codes – and you already know what I think about that – it’ll be impossible to miss the fact that all of our ships are gone from Buenos Aires.”

“They certainly didn’t intercept this set of orders.  They were delivered by sea wolf,” Gercke said.  “Hmm.  Perhaps we could refuel at Recife.  If the Americans are at peace with us, they should permit it.”

“I doubt it, sir,” Kindler said.  Gercke raised an eyebrow, and the other man continued, “Guess you haven’t heard the news.  Blundell’s done it again.  He seized four American merchantmen, and scuttled them in the harbour at Rio.  It’ll be weeks before the Americans get any use out of their newly-captured port.  They’ll certainly be too suspicious to let us go anywhere near a port they control.”

“And they occupy too many Brazilian ports, even if their control isn’t all that firm,” Gercke said.  He smiled.  “Blundell again.  I wish that man well.”  Despite the inconvenience which Blundell’s actions had caused, he still could not make himself dislike that man, even for a moment.  This was the man who had captured the heir to the Brazilian throne.  The man who had stolen an American ship full of Chilean nitrates and brought it close enough to destroy one of their artificial harbours when the ship exploded.  The man who had finally killed General Yarwood.  And now this, another strand to the legend.  In his own way, Blundell was becoming as famous a Yankee as the Black Fox.

“We still have to work out how we’re going to move,” Kindler said.

Gercke thought for a few moments, then said, “Put the fear of God into everyone ashore, and get our ships moving.  Anyone who isn’t ready in four days gets left behind.  Probably best to travel in a combined fleet as far as the Azores.  We will need to refuel there; no point going to Morocco.”

“It’ll be damnably slow in a convoy with the slowest ship,” Kindler said.

“Indeed, but we’ve got no choice.  Strict funk silence at all times, I think.  After the Azores, we should split into, hmm, four squadrons, and take different routes.  Make it harder for the Yankees to get lucky.”

“Sounds workable as a basic plan, but there’s a lot of details still to cover,” Kindler said.

They summoned their staff, and got to work on the many details.  Gercke still had many reservations, but he didn’t have much choice.  The German fleet sailed out of the Rio de la Plata four days later, and began a slow journey to the Azores.  They divided there, and thanks to the strict funk silence, they did not communicate much with each other after that.  But later than he expected, Gercke brought the Utrecht and a large convoy of other vessels into Hamburg.  Only there did he find that two of the other convoys had made it home, but one convoy was caught by a Yankee carrier and most of the ships had been sunk far from shore...

--

16 April 1932
Amsterdam, German Holy Roman Empire

“Welcome to the Office of Information,” the receptionist said.  “Please take a seat; Herr Fagel will be ready in a moment.”

A moment which could stretch to an hour, for all Gercke knew.  He had never had dealings with Fagel before, but he had heard that the man was a bureaucrat through and through, and quite focused on matters of status.  Although that had not matched with his correspondence with the man.  Fagel had given no job title, no indications of his authority, nothing.  But then, what else could be expected from a senior spy?

The moment turned out to be about ten minutes, and Gercke spent the intervening time reading through his briefing papers.  He needed to have his facts in order before this meeting.  Although Gercke could not yet decide if he would rather be right than wrong.  Having Fagel convince him that he was mistaken would be a relief, even if it would reflect badly on his judgement.  And being right could lead to many headaches.

When Gercke was ushered in to meet Herr Fagel, he found a man entirely unremarkable.  Fagel had medium build, medium height, offered a handshake which was neither too soft nor too firm, had medium-length hair on his head, and no facial hair.  He had, in fact, no distinguishing features worthy of mention.  Gercke suspected that five minutes after leaving this office, he would be hard-pressed to recall what Fagel looked like.

“Your letter mentioned that you had important news, Admiral,” Fagel said.  His voice was similarly undistinguished, with a monotonic delivery that gave no hint of his feelings about any subject.

“Yes.  Based on what I and my colleagues have seen, I believe that the Yankees can read our codes.  Our naval codes, at least, and probably others.  Our encryption is based on similar principles for all services, isn’t it?”

Fagel gave a half-shrug.  “What leads you to this belief?”

“The Yankees were just too damned good at knowing where our ships were moving.  They’d appear where they had no right to be.  They had to be reading codes, since they were too accurate to just be direction-finding funk waves.  They even appeared at times when we had funk silence.”

Fagel said, “How can you be sure that they don’t have sources within your navy?  Although it is not my area of responsibility, I am sure that we have sources within theirs.”

“They’d need a network of people everywhere to find this out,” Gercke said.  “I have trouble believing it.”

Fagel said, “I have it on good authority that our codes would be extremely difficult to read.  Still, I have heard a few indicators which suggest the possibility.  We had one American defector a few months ago who swore that the New Englanders or British could read some of our army codes.  One of our Greek colleagues say that his contacts amongst the New Englanders have dropped enough hints that he is sure that they are reading codes.  And we’ve had a few other indicators which I will not mention here.  But we have nothing concrete.  All of these could be disinformation.  If the Bouclier cannot crack our codes, why not encourage us to go to the trouble of changing them, especially to something which they might be able to read?”

“There might be ways around that,” Gercke said.  “Create an operation where sources on the ground are told one story, but where the funk messages show another.  That would be a strong indicator.”

“It is worth exploring, perhaps,” Fagel said.  “Do you have any more specific ideas?”

“Something involving the invasion fleet.  Why not create decoys in a port which we are not actually using?  Rotterdam, say.  If everyone on the ground knows that they are decoys, then if they human sources, the Yankees will not bomb them.  But if our funk messages give hints of congregating shipping, I would expect the Allies to do what they can to strike at Rotterdam.”

“I will consider this,” Fagel said.  “Thank you for your assistance.”

--

6 May 1932
The Reichstag,
Frankfurt-on-Main, German Holy Roman Empire

“Keep your wits about you,” Grossadmiral Gerard Huygens whispered, before they stepped into the conference room for the meeting that could decide the fate of the war.  “The eagles are in flight.”

Admiral Erwin Gercke nodded as he followed Germany’s highest-ranking naval officer into the room.  The chamber had the feel of a place where much argument had taken place.  Underground and windowless, but with ample lighting around a large conference table.

A veritable host of men awaited in the chamber, though he did not know many of them.  Chancellor Schulthess’ white-moustached, spectacled profile was familiar enough, although he had aged considerably since his last public photograph.  He knew Hermann Müller, the Foreign Minister, and Wilhelm Moeller-Bruck, the Minister of War.  There were four other civilians around the table whom Gercke could not recognise on sight, and several clerks sitting behind them.

He knew more of the military men present in the room.  Prinz-Marshal Adolf Ernst of Schaumburg-Lippe, head of the Deutschleger, would have been distinguished by his broad-jawed profile even if he had not been festooned with medals and ermine.  Gercke knew enough to look beyond that fanciful appearance; the Prinz-Marshal had risen to his position through merit.  He had two other marshals beside him, and an array of lesser officers behind.

Marshal Heinz Naumann, commander of the Luftmacht [1], was booming with laughter at some comment by one of his colleagues when Gercke walked in.  Naumann looked like a normal-sized man who had been rolled through a printing press into someone tall and ill-proportioned, but his voice and laugh were always loud.  He had other sky officers with him, a few whom Gercke knew, although not well.

“Now that everyone is here,” Chancellor Schulthess said, with his gaze lingering on Gercke and Huygens for a moment, “We may as well begin.  As you no doubt realise, gentlemen, I’ve invited you here to hear your views on how best to bring Britain to her knees.”

Moeller-Brock said, “Throw the full weight of our armed forces against them, and they’ll crumble.”  He spoke in the tones of one who has been advocating the same course for a while.

“Launch Jungeisen, you mean,” Grossadmiral Huygens said.

“Of course.  Everything is in place, or will be within a few weeks,” Moeller-Brock said.

“The threat of invasion works best as just that: a threat,” said Müller.  “Britain has come close to surrendering once already.  They are running out of allies, and soon enough they will run out of courage.  With us ruling the skies above their home islands, their capitulation is merely a matter of time.”

“We can’t wait forever,” Moeller-Brock replied.  “We’ve booted the Jackals out of Europe, which is well and good.  But I don’t trust what Russia will do if let ourselves get trapped in a long stalemate with England.  They’ve already caused enough problems over Courland.”

Schulthess had been flicking his gaze between his two ministers like an umpire at a tennis match.  “Your opinions have been noted, gentleman.  I’d appreciate the insights of some of our military men.  Prinz-Marshal?”

“If we can get enough men and machines across the North Sea and keep them supplied, we can defeat the British on their home soil,” Adolf Ernst said.

“We need the Krijgmarine to guarantee our supplies,” one of the other marshals added.  Rather redundantly, Gercke thought.

“The only guarantee in war is that events will not turn out as planned,” Grossadmiral Huygens said coolly.

“Do you think that Jungeisen shouldn’t go ahead?” the Prinz-Marshal asked.

“It may work, but it is a gamble,” Huygens said.

“A pointless gamble,” Gercke heard himself add.  When he realised he was the focus of everyone’s attention, he continued, “We can starve Britain into submission.  Why risk what will be a very bloody attack even if it’s successful?”

“Britain will not surrender through starvation,” the Prinz-Marshal said, confidence dripping from his voice.  “Our intelligence is clear on that point.  They learned their lesson from their struggle with America.”

“We can’t bomb England into submission either,” said Marshal Naumann.  “They struck our cities repeatedly – even if we haven’t returned the favour much.  We didn’t give up.  Neither will they, not from sky power alone.  We’ve concentrated our efforts on military targets, but even a prostrate England will be loath to yield.  We need to get soldiers ashore and defeat the English there.”

“It’s a pointless risk,” Gercke said.  “Even if we defeat the Royal Navy, we will pay an immense price.  In the last war, the English and Americans wrecked each others’ fleets, and kindly made the Krijgmarine the largest navy in the world.  Do we want to return the favour for the Americans?”  He tried to put aside his private thoughts about his career prospects in a navy which was a quarter of its former size, or however much would survive a great battle.  “And even such a battle does not guarantee us any success in invading England.  We will need to have everything go right, while they only need to have one thing go right.”

“Have we thrown away so many skycraft and pilots for nothing?” Naumann said.  “My men have been fighting and dying over the skies of England while the Krijgmarine hides in port.  If we don’t act quickly, it will have been for nothing.  The English skycraft have withdrawn to the north, but we haven’t put the Royal Sky Force permanently out of commission.  They will rebuild, and all of our sacrifices will have been in vain.”

“A fighter is much cheaper to replace than a battleship,” Gercke said quietly.

“A weapon which is never used is of no use, whether it’s a fighter or a battleship,” Naumann answered.

“We have a chance of winning, but a failure would cost us too much,” Gercke said.  “Not just losses of ships and men, but it will invigorate English morale.  They will be willing to stay in the war for years, as they did against the first Bonaparte.”

“Delaying a decisive blow will cost us too much, too,” Naumann said.  “If we dally, our soldiers will wonder why they are being left to grow bored in port.  Our civilian population will ask why we are prolonging the war, while rockets fall about our heads.”

Schulthess cleared his throat.  “Gentleman, I think we have heard enough of these disagreements for now.  Tell me what other alternatives there are besides Jungeisen, or if you think there are any refinements which should be made to that plan.”

After a few moments awkward silence, Grossadmiral Huygens said, “Jungeisen does not have any fundamental flaws which anyone has identified.  It is the result of much careful planning.  It has been well-resourced, includes the best technology we have available, and allows for what we know of the enemy’s resources and intentions.  While our political strategy has required that we trade strategic surprise for moral advantage, I believe that it incorporates enough misdirection that we can still achieve tactical surprise.  If there are any minor amendments which my colleagues can provide, I will ensure that they are given due consideration.  But for today, I believe that there is little to add.”

Schulthess asked, “If we decide to delay Jungeisen, how quickly could it be restarted?”

“At least a month’s notice would be required,” Huygens said.  “Quite likely more, depending on how long until the next full moon.”

Gercke added, “The later we leave it, the worse the weather will turn.”

“Are you now advocating that we proceed?” Naumann asked.

Gercke said, “I think that we should wait until next year.  Give England a year of starvation and destruction from the skies, and they will be much more amenable to a negotiated surrender.”

“If we give them another year, their army will be much more prepared,” the Prinz-Marshal said.  “The New Englanders have been bloodied in France and are still recovering.  Give them a year, and they will have reorganised and brought more strength across from their homeland.”

“They’d better not, if the Krijgmarine is up to the job,” Naumann said.

Huygens said calmly, “We can intercept many of the ships coming from North America, but not all of them.  The ocean is simply too vast.”

“The Yankees have lost much of their strength anyway,” one of the other army marshals said.  “Much of their armour was built in Liberia, and they’ve lost that.”

“Give them a year, and they will retool more of their own factories,” Naumann said.

“And most likely keep much of their new strength close to home,” Foreign Minister Müller said.  “Canada already troubles them, and they will be wary of what the Americans may do.”

“The Jackals have their hands full in Brazil and Chile,” Moeller-Brock said.  “They won’t open yet another front by interfering in New England.”

“Never underestimate a vitalist’s paranoia, or a slaveholder’s foolhardiness,” Müller replied.

Schulthess said, “This meeting is straying from the topic.  So far, all I have heard is that Jungeisen should go ahead, or it should be delayed.  Are there any other options?”

The Prinz-Marshal said, “Not at the strategic level.  Either we force a decisive confrontation with Britain, or we continue to attack them in the skies and on the seas in the hope that they will surrender.  There is no third option.”

“Not military options, but a continued chokehold over Britain will make for auspicious conditions for renewed diplomacy in a few months,” Müller said.  “Whereas a failed attack will invigorate the British for months or years to come.”

“We cannot allow this war to go on indefinitely,” Schulthess said.  “But I have not yet heard enough to convince me that we must strike immediately, either.  Grossadmiral, tell us frankly: what do you estimate to be our chances of success of this invasion if it proceeds as scheduled?”

“About sixty percent, assuming we get full cooperation from the Luftmacht,” Huygens said.  “Even victory will come at a bloody price, however.”

Schulthess said, “Marshal Naumann?”

“The Royal Sky Force will come out in strength on the invasion day,” Naumann said.  “But we have the advantage in numbers and technology.  We will defeat them on that day, and we will have several weeks of sky supremacy.  We will strike at enemy artillery, disrupt troop movements and bombard fortified positions.  Whether that is enough for victory is up to our colleagues on the ground.”

“Prinz-Marshal?” Schulthess asked.

“I do not like the chances of survival for any soldiers who come ashore in the first wave,” Adolf Ernst said, his tone dry.  “But assuming that we retain control of the seas and sky, then I believe we can defeat the English on the ground within six months.”

Schulthess coughed.  “So far, I’ve heard too many assumptions and not enough surety.  I am not yet convinced, nor will it persuade Their Majesties.  Continue with planning for Jungeisen for now, but I make no guarantees that I will authorise its launch.”

“There’re no guarantees that morale will hold up if we delay,” Naumann said.

“I have heard your objections already,” Schulthess said, his tone cool.  “But the final decision is mine, not yours.  Thank you, gentlemen.  That will be all.”

--

12 May 1932
Hamburg and Frankfurt, Germany

The ringing phone woke Gercke, eventually.  He murmured to his wife to go back to sleep, then answered it groggily.  “Gercke here.”

“You need to get to the Luftfeld immediately.  A skycraft is waiting to take you to Frankfurt.”

“What’s the emergency, Hans?”

“You’ll find out when you get there.  The Chancellor wants to speak with you.”

A blurry period of time later, Gercke stood before Chancellor Schulthess.  He knew he looked bad; he had taken only the minimum amount of time to freshen up before leaving Hamburg.  But then, Schulthess did not look much better.

“Thank you for your promptness, Admiral,” the Chancellor said.  “Have you been told why you were ordered here?”

“No-one wanted to talk about it.”

“Good.  We need to keep it out of the news for a few hours yet.  Kaiser Willem is dead.”

“Dead?” Gercke asked.  Not the most eloquent of replies, perhaps, but the best he could manage in the circumstances.

“Killed in a rocket strike on Rotterdam.  Which was aimed, as best we can tell, because the enemy found out he was visiting the ‘sailors’ there.  Your suspicion about Yankee code-reading looks to be correct.”

“Kaiser Willem really went to visit dummy ships?” Gercke asked, feeling numb.  He suspected that he would rue this for the rest of his life.

“He was never near the port facilities.  But rockets are murderously inaccurate.”

“Grave as this news is, you can’t have summoned me here just to tell me that,” Gercke said.

“Indeed not.  I need your advice.  You are the voice most opposed to Jungeisen.  If I am still to oppose it, I will need a reason,” Schulthess said.

“Still to oppose it?  Why...?”  Gercke’s voice trailed off as he realised the implications.

“Indeed.  Crown Prince Willem – Kaiser Willem VI now– is enraged.  He wants the invasion to go ahead immediately.  So do the other Kaisers.  So do most of the Diet.  So will the German people, when they hear the news.  Delaying Jungeisen now will be... difficult.”

That struck Gercke as a fine understatement.  “We can’t let passion sway good judgement, Herr Chancellor.  The problems with Jungeisen have not changed since yesterday.”

“Not at all?  Surely knowing that the Yankees can read our codes can be put to some suitable misdirection.”

“No doubt we could trick them,” Gercke said.  Indeed, one idea immediately sprang to mind.  “But only once.  Jungeisen requires too many things to go right.”

“Perhaps, but not launching it leaves the problem of what to do with Britain once the war is over,” Schulthess said.

“I don’t follow.”

The Chancellor said, “Now that the war is – mostly – over, what concerns me is about the future of Germany after the war.  You don’t need me to tell you what Germany’s biggest threat will be then.”  Schulthess gestured toward the east.

“Russia will be there regardless of what we do to England,” Gercke replied.

“Indeed.  But if we allow Britain a negotiated surrender, will we be able to make them our friends again?  Allies is too much, but if we can make them friends again afterward, well and good.  What do you think, Admiral?”

Gercke had the ominous feeling that whatever answer he gave, he would regret if for the rest of his life.  Eventually, he said, “I do not see how England will become our friends after this war, no matter how generous peace terms we offer them.”

Schulthess nodded.  “If they receive Russian or American backing to be our enemies, they will be a thorn.  We can strip much of their empire from them, but their Kingdoms will remain on their side.  So, is it best to grind Britain into the dust, however bloody the price?”

Gercke waited for long thought before he answered.  The Chancellor had looked much further ahead than him.  “I don’t know if we can grind them into the dust by force of arms.”

“You may be underestimating the effects even of a failed invasion,” Schulthess said.  “Regardless of whether Jungeisen succeeds or fails on the ground, do you think that the Krijgmarine can smash the Royal Navy?”

“At the price of making the US Navy the largest in the world, yes.”

“Forget the Americans.  Their navy will be formidable in their home waters, but they will have no influence outside of their own continents.  Not before we can rebuild the Krijgmarine, at least.  But for Britain, would you think that they will come to terms with their navy gone?”

“I am no diplomat, but I understand that the biggest stumbling block is restrictions on the Royal Navy.  If they have no navy to speak of, and if we can rebuild faster than them, then yes, perhaps we can negotiate a peace we can live with.”

“Thank you, Admiral,” Schulthess said.  “Given our problems with communications, I will leave you to convey this message in person to the Grossadmiral: The invasion will go ahead.  Use whatever subterfuges you can to mislead the British along the way.”

--

[1] The Luftmacht uses ranks which are directly equivalent to ranks within the German Army, rather than any separate titles.

--

Decades of Darkness #179: Blood and Iron

“In war: determination.  In defeat: malice.  In victory: vengeance.  In peace: preparation.”
- Amber Jarrett, American author and philosopher, in “All Too Human,” 1951

--

War shapes the world, and the lives of the men and women who live through it.  Now, the globe has convulsed in the struggles of the greatest war which the world has ever seen, as it twists the fates of people on every continent.

Africa saw the first shots fired in what was to become the bloodiest conflict in world history, and since that time it has been an unwilling battleground between distant powers who view the continent as their colonial preserve.  Asia is a vast battleground, with the Russian bear extending its paws while the British Empire and Nippon seek to block its advances.  North America has seen no significant military action on its own soil during this war, save for strife-torn Canada, and Australia has likewise been spared the direct effects of war.  Yet men and women on both of those continents labour to support immense war efforts in other parts of the globe.

The nations of South America have battled to hold onto their sovereignty, and for their inhabitants’ rights to be treated like humans, not cattle.  But one by one, the Jackals are hurling the torches of freedom into the abyss.  Peru has been conquered, and if its peoples still keep up their struggles in that nation’s mountainous interior, they also knows that a similar struggle in Colombia-that-was has endured for a quarter of a century without the Americans ever yielding.  Argentina and Uruguay preserved most of their strength to defend their homelands.  They recently accepted a peace which guaranteed their independence while standing beneath the Jackals’ claws – and made their names cursed in Brazil and the remaining nations of the Amistad.  Protected by their distance from the sea, Charcas and Paraguay are safe from any immediate threat, but they know the fate that awaits them if Brazil or Chile fall under the rule of the Stars and Stripes.

On their western flank, Chile, itself protected by coastal mountains and its remoteness, has mostly stood fast against the American tide.  The Jackals have seized the barren northlands and gained a few coastal lodgements, and while their soldiers have gained some additional ground at the price of much blood, most of Chile remains defiantly free.  But on their eastern flank, the American General-in-Chief has been heard to remark, “Brasilia est omnis divisa in partes tres.”  There are Jackals in Brazil, in the north, and in rapidly-expanding enclaves along the east and south-east coast.  There are supporters of the restored monarchy, although these are found mostly in the north-east of the country which has long distrusted the rule of Rio de Janeiro.  And there are the faction-ridden forces of General Oliveira, Caudilho of Brazil, who has tried to hold his nation together amidst mistrust and desertions to the monarchy.  His forces were successful in many of their first battles, but the Jackals have weight of numbers and of metal.  In the last few months, their fortunes have been boosted by the transfer of men and ships from across the Atlantic, when the United States abandoned its erstwhile comrades in Britain and New England to the claws of the triple-headed eagle.  Now the Jackals advance behind a screen of arlacs, and Brazil teeters on the edge of ruin.

In Europe, the continent has been set aflame by the greatest battles of the war.  On one side stood Germany and its allies, some loyal and some capricious.  On the other side stood the five nations who had called themselves the Bouclier, whose symbol was five golden stars on a blue shield.  In their struggle, they were joined by three allies who fought with varying degrees of sincerity.  Two of those allies have departed the war, while one still stands.  For the Bouclier itself, one star has been extinguished entire, one split asunder, one turned black, and one turned grey.  Only the fifth star still burns, and that precariously.  Britain has not given up hope, just as they would not abandon a long-ago war with the first Napoleon.  But the British know fear, and daily the skycraft of the Luftmacht strike at whatever targets they please.

Britain fights on, but it does not stand alone.  Their old ally New England stands alongside then, bloodied but unyielding.  Led by General William J. Donovan, the Yankee soldiers have courage still, but many of their bravest and most experienced comrades died in the advances and retreats across the Continent.  Their supplies have grown scarcer in the last few months, with shipping from their homeland threatened by German sea and sky attacks.  Many of those ships who do make it through are packed with Astor-5 rockets that can bring death without warning to European cities, but which cannot usefully strike at any target smaller than a city.  Despite the pleas of Donovan, more and more of these rockets are sent, for the priorities of the Chief are not entirely congruent with those of the soldiers defending Great Britain.  Even if the Chief had a more realistic assessment of the situation in Europe, supplies of arlacs and much other war materiel are still disrupted, since the people of Liberia discovered that their old generosity had undone their nation.  So with imperfect supplies and imperfect morale, the British and Yankees wait warily for what is building across the North Sea.

Across the waves, Germany marshals the weight of its population and industry toward the destruction of a nation which two generations ago was their most trusted ally.  Many amongst the German people still have their reservations about this course of action, and even as recently as a month ago, their leaders were still not fully committed to the perilous course of invading the British Isles.  A combination of tragedy, public sentiment, and wariness of Britain becoming an unsinkable Russian skycraft carrier after the war has ensured that the invasion is attempted, despite many misgivings.

Plans have been made, and as the calendar turns to June in the Year of Our Lord Nineteen Hundred and Thirty-Two, the first steps are launched in the complex dance that the Germans have named Operation Jungeisen.  In the world of culture, Germany has become known for the Swan Waltz.  But Jungeisen is more choreographed than if all of the waltzes throughout history could be gathered into one time; never before have so many performers moved across water to a single tune.

In the lead-up acts for this grandest of waltzes, skycraft have performed their own symphonies as they strike at skyfields, suspected artillery concentrations, crossroads and rail-lines.  Their music has mostly descended between Felixstowe and Southend, where coastal fortifications have been the subject of repeat performances.  The British and Yankee defenders have endured considerable punishment in this region, but the German cacophony has let them know to bring their own performers closer to join in this grand dance.  The soldiers in the fortifications do not know the date of the coming invasion, but they know that it draws near.  Most of their officers have been informed of the date of the invasion, however.  Every British officer with a regimental command or higher – and every British admiral – has been assigned a special liaison officer.  These liaison officers have recently informed their principals that according to ‘our sources in the German high command,’ the invasion date has been set for the twelfth day of the month.

Indeed, on the eleventh day of the month, the sounds of the German overtures have been temporarily silenced.  Not a single German bomber or fighter-bomber strikes at a British target on the ground.  Instead, a stream of reconnaissance skycraft traverse the heavens, escorted by fighters, as they take numerous photographs of military sites, both real and suspected.  The British commanders do not need their special liaison officers to tell them what is coming, as they quickly concluded that most of Germany’s sky strength is being rested for the forthcoming invasion day.

And so it comes to pass that shortly after dusk on the eleventh day, when the moon has just turned to its first quarter, flotillas are moving above, below and on the waves.  The grandest of aquatic waltzes has begun.  Men board transport ships and embark for the landing beaches, while warships and submersibles escort them.  In the pre-dawn of the following morning, the sounds of artificial thunder descend around two small beaches near the British city of Felixstowe, in a brief targetting of coastal defences.  The quieter music of engines follows as German landing craft bring the first waves to land on the beaches.  Most of those craft are filled with men, but some hold machines instead.  Arlacs, of the old varieties which had been destroyed in such great numbers when Germany first tried to break into France.  While so vulnerable in France, these arlacs have one great advantage: they can fit into a landing craft.  They are not a match one for one or even two for one for the heavier Yankee and British machines, but any arlacs are better than none on a day such as this.

For the men who have been deployed to come ashore on the first day, this is a time of contemplation, prayer, and preparation.  Most of them are convinced that their nation will have the victory in the end, but their prospects for survival in the first wave are remote.  More remote, in fact, than even the officers among them know, since many of the details of the planning for Jungeisen have been withheld from them.  If those soldiers knew the truth, many would be tempted to desert as soon as the first landing craft touches the beaches.  With their ignorance, though, will come courage under fire.  Incredible courage, against the odds which are even higher than those soldiers know.

Five years from now, after the great war is ended and a quieter war begun, identical monuments will be erected in the four capitals of Germany.  Monuments in the shape of an Egyptian obelisk of old, with four sides sloping slightly toward each other as they rise to the heavens.  Each of the neo-obelisks will be capped with gold.  Known officially as Gouden Gedächtnisse, they will earn the popular sobriquets of Needles of the Martyrs.  For beneath the gold, each obelisk in Frankfurt, Vienna, Berlin and The Hague will record the same names, displayed across the Fatherland so that all of the generations to come will know of their courage.  Each side of each obelisk will be inscribed with seven thousand, seven hundred and eighty-one names.  These are the names of the fallen in the landings of the quarter-moon, the men whose orders were to come ashore at the beaches code-named Ceres and Pallas.

Thirty-one thousand, one hundred and twenty-four men were scheduled to land on the first day, and they will all die.  They will die when their transport ships strike mines and sink, or when their ships are bombed by Yankee skycraft.  They will die when their landing craft are struck by shells or cylinder-gun fire.  They will die in the water after they abandon their landing craft.  They will die entangled on underwater obstacles.  They will die in the mine-fields on the beaches.  They will die from bullets, they will die from grenades, and they will die from bayonets and knives when the fighting becomes closest.  They will die engulfed in flames when their arlacs are destroyed.  They will die from Neville Wood’s special gift.  Three days after the first landings, when their numbers have been reduced to less than sixteen hundred men, the last survivors will surrender to the Yankee arlacs on the beaches, and go into prison camps.  Those prisoners will all die too, without ever returning to their homeland.

None of the men scheduled to land on the first day will return to Germany alive.

On the day itself, though, few of these men realise that.  They come ashore in their landing craft, while above them fly endless squadrons of skycraft, and warships crowd the cold waters of the North Sea.

For Germany is not the only nation which has made plans.  The Royal Navy has prepared for an invasion, and long ago reached the decision to allow a landing rather than attempt to intercept the first ships before they could discharge their human cargo.  Their plans call for them to engage the German transport fleets and warships when the invasion force has been committed.  That will give them the best chance to launch a combined sky and naval assault against the invasion ships.  Constrained by the need to defend the precious transport ships, so the plan goes, the German warships and skycraft will be restricted in their movements and too distracted to help the invasion forces on the ground.  If the invading transport fleet can be destroyed, the German troops who have landed will be cut off from their supplies and defeated.  If not, then the progress of the German fleet will be the least of the British problems.

The Royal Sky Force, and their Yankee counterparts, has also long been planning for this day.  Until two days before, their skycraft had been held in reserve in the northern reaches of England, beyond the effective range of the German bombers.  Over the nights of the tenth and the eleventh days of the month, most of those skycraft were flown south to concealed sky-fields.  Ground crew followed, repairing the worst of the German bomb damage, and making preparations for deployments on invasion day.  Their most pressing task will be to aid the Royal Navy against their German foes on the morning of the twelfth day.

The battle of the waves on this day will be described in the memoirs of the noted German Admiral Gercke as “two elephants wrestling in a broom closet.”  The sea and sky lanes are simply too crowded, with too many warships and skycraft clashing at close range as they press for victory.  Both sides have initial formations, with the British sending their fastest ships in a loop to attack from the east while the main bulk of their battleships attack from the north.  The German warships are arranged in a rough protective circle around the convoys of transports.  But none of these formations will be preserved for long.

The Battle of East Anglia will turn into the bloodiest naval battle in the history of mankind.  It does not involve as many capital ships as the last great naval clash at Dogger Bank, since Britain’s other erstwhile allies have withdrawn across the Atlantic.  But where both sides had moved cautiously in that battle and withdrawn after their ships took some damage, the conflict in the seas off East Anglia is altogether of a different kind.  The British and Yankees want to sink every German transport ship afloat, and destroy any German warship which crosses their path.  The German ships and skycraft have been given more complicated orders, but the result of those instructions is the same: engage the enemy ships whenever they can.  Sea wolves lurk beneath the surface, rarely striking at an unharmed enemy vessel, but eager to deliver some high-explosive gifts to any ships which have been damaged by bombs or shellfire.

By the time the sun has set, the Royal Navy has become effectively a force of cruisers and destroyers.  Only two British battleships remain in battle-worthy condition, with the rest limping back to shore with damage which will take weeks or months to repair, or turned into shipping hazards on the bottom of the North Sea.  The Royal Sky Force has had the advantage of operating at shorter range than the Luftmacht, but weight of numbers and blitzcraft has taken a devastating toll on British sky power.  The men of the New England Sky Force and Naval Sky Arm have taken similar losses.  Still, their sacrifices have not been in vain.  The Krijgmarine’s losses in capital ships are only one battleship fewer than the Royal Navy, and their smaller warships have paid a similar toll in blood and iron.  Three-quarters of the transport ships will be sunk off the beaches of Felixstowe or in their attempted transit back home.  The losses have been colossal, and while the much-bloodied Krijgmarine has a considerable advantage in numbers over what is left of the Royal Navy, their warships are in no condition to support the soldiers struggling on the ground.

For while the sea and sky battle rages, the German soldiers push ashore.  They have suffered considerable casualties, but they have pressed on.  Their first soldiers are off the beaches, and their arlacs are starting to find higher grounds, and it seems that the British defenders have made some tactical withdrawals.  The leading German soldiers have become accustomed to the sound of shellfire, but even they are astonished to hear sloshing sounds from artillery shells flying over their heads toward the beaches.

Two decades before, the nations of the world met at Versailles.  Under the auspices of the fifth Napoleon, they established conventions to govern some of the more inhumane aspects of the already ghastly nature of warfare.  These had standards for treatment of prisoners, the opening and cessation of hostilities, rights of shipping and obligation of neutrals, and forbidden some of the most abhorrent weapons.  During the Great War, the signatories have mostly adhered to the protocols of that convention.  The proposed restrictions on sky warfare were never ratified, so no nation can be accused of violating those.  There has been some disregarding of the laws for neutral shipping and taking of prisoners, but the principles of Versailles have usually been followed.

Not entirely trusting that protocol, Germany had issued gas masks to the soldiers landing on the invasion beaches.  Some of those soldiers lost their masks when swimming to shore, or in the confusion of the landing beaches, or in a few cases left behind as unnecessary burdens by soldiers already loaded down with weapons and equipment.  Those mistakes will see thousands of names added to obelisks, and end the already slim prospects of any of the German soldiers ever seeing their homeland again.  The soldiers will fight bravely despite the choking mist, and their arlacs will take up defensive positions amidst rubble which will almost negate their disadvantages in weak armour, at least for a few hours.  But their fate has been sealed by the gas and by the battle at sea which has seen the much-battered Krijgsmarine sail for home, guarding the remnants of the transport fleet.  The use of gas will cause much consternation and acrimony within Britain during the days which follow, but for the moment, there is only grim joy that the invasion force has been halted.

Amidst all the shock and furore of the reality of invasion, few British soldiers or government officials have time to pause and think about what they are not seeing or hearing.  From spies and special liaison officers, they have heard some occasional warnings of potential landings by German paratroopers, but these have not been seen.  There have been rumours about a whole new type of German craft, very fast and able to bring large loads straight to shore, but these have not been seen either.  The German came ashore in landing craft and a few arlacs fitted with inflatable rubber skins to keep them afloat.  The special liaison officers, when speaking amongst themselves, had mentioned reports of five or six German divisions being prepared for the landings, but only two divisions have been seen on the beaches.

These are minor omissions, and easily overlooked during the confusion of the day.  They will cause occasional discussion by the evening, but other subjects will be the topic of many more conversations.  The noxious fumes have ensured that the remnants of the German landing forces are no immediate threat, and they can be stopped when arlacs and men are moved to the invasion beaches over the next few days.  Yet the price of stopping the invaders has been high, both on the sea and the land.  Skycraft have fallen in incredible numbers, and their hidden landing-fields are now revealed.  German fighter-bombers have been vicious in their pursuit of any British artillery which shelled the landing beaches, and their efforts only redoubled after the first shots of chlorine and phosgene were sent hurtling through the air.  What the German skycraft will do to any Yankee or British arlac caught in the open in daylight is not pleasant to consider.  Of course, there is no doubt that the Luftmacht and Krijgmarine have suffered heavily, too.  Still, the losses are troubling, especially with the Royal Navy being transformed into a profitable source of employment for future maritime archaeologists.

Despite all of this, the thrill of halting the German landings means that most of those men and women who do find sleep that night rest content in the knowledge that the enemy threat has been, for now, defeated.

That will change in the morning.

It is doubtful that any of the British commanders on the day realised it, despite a host of memoirs by exiles claiming that they knew, but the transport ships which they sank during the Battle of East Anglia were the oldest and slowest merchant vessels which Germany could find that were still seaworthy.  They will certainly begin to realise what has happened on the early morning of the thirteenth, when a funk message arrives from a reconnaissance pilot who has flown over Hamburg.  He reports seeing the harbour filled with ships.  A great many ships, all of which have been modified for easy departure of landing craft.  Many of the landing craft are visible, too, including some of a type with strange rubber around their sides, and which seem to float above the water.

The pilot’s last words, before he meets his fate from sky fire, are: “Looks like they’re coming back soon.”

--

Decades of Darkness #180: The Cold Light of the Sun

“Thou seest Me as Time who kills, Time who brings all to doom,
The Slayer Time, Ancient of Days, come hither to consume;
Excepting thee, of all these hosts of hostile chiefs arrayed,
There shines not one shall leave alive the battlefield!”
- Taken from the Bhagavad Gita

--

Parte the Firste

22 June 1932

*

In the cold pre-dawn light of the full moon, off the coast of East Anglia, Admiral Erwin Gercke had command of the RFS Utrecht, as he waited for Zero Day to begin.  Some of the advance forces would already be on the English mainland, the Fallschilders [paratroops] and Luftkussenwagens [hovercraft], but the main battle had yet to commence.  That left him only time to wait, and regret what had been lost.

A few days before, Germany had been offered a great opportunity, and they squandered it.  Their ships and skycraft should have done much better the last time they were off this coastline.  The Krijgmarine had brought twenty-four battleships to the contest, while the British had brought only nineteen, and Germany had superiority in the skies.  The German warships could manoeuvre freely since they did not care so much if their oldest and rustiest transports were sunk, while the English and Yankees had to run the gauntlet past them.  Well, German warships had been able to manoeuvre freely provided that they did not make it obvious that the transports were only there to attract attention.

So why, Gercke asked himself, did German warships with all those advantages sink only one more English battleship than they lost to enemy fire?  The Royal Navy had emerged from the struggle with only two seaworthy battleships, if the intelligence reports could be believed.  Yet the Krijgmarine had only six battleships left, and would not have a seventh until the De Ruyter had spent most of another month in drydock.

“Six battleships are not enough,” he muttered.  Not with every British cruiser, destroyer, and smaller vessel sailing to attack the transport ships, along with whatever remained of the enemy sky forces.  Six battleships could protect themselves, but not the transports.  There would be too many angles of attack, too many targets and not enough firepower to sink them fast enough.  “We are not going to win this invasion with the second wave either,” he added, although he made sure that no-one else was close enough to hear.

*

HMS Sanspareil waited in the cloudless night of Invergordon, docked at a port safely out of range of German blitzcraft, held in readiness for Holly’s next wave of invaders.  One of only two capital ships of the Royal Navy which could make that claim.  Vice-Admiral William Gillick might have been born in Galway in the west of Ireland, but he had enlisted in the Royal Navy on his eighteenth birthday, and had spent most of his life defending the Empire.  If his rapid rise through the ranks to a commissioned officer and then to an admiral might have been partly due to a desire to show that Irishmen were still treated properly in the Royal Navy [1], well, that was another reason for him to be grateful.

And that institution which he had belonged to and loved all of his adult life was now at its lowest ebb.  Gillick was the most senior admiral to survive the Battle of East Anglia, and one of only two who still commanded battleships that could still fight.  The Royal Navy had defended Britain since the times of Alfred the Great.  Now it was gone, and what did they have to show for it?  An ever-increasing litany of dead, wounded and missing.  The Royal Sky Force was battered and withdrawn, too.  A fresh, larger invasion force waited across the North Sea, and some panicky funk [radio] reports suggested that there were German paratroopers already falling from the skies.  Admittedly those reports had come before and turned out to be false alarms, but this was the night of the full moon, which was surely the best time for an invasion.

“And we’ve squandered our best card too early,” Gillick muttered.  Gas.  A horrific thing, that, and played far too soon.  If he had been asked, he would have urged patience with that tactic.  The Deutschleger would not overrun the British Isles in a couple of days.  But he had not been asked – nor had anyone much in the armed services, from what he had heard – and the deed was done.  Now Britain had been abandoned by its last ally, and Holly was enraged, not demoralised.  Events were likely to turn much worse, Britain was at its most vulnerable juncture in a thousand years, and the night beckoned before him...

*

On a skycraft flying somewhere over the North Sea, Feldwebel Christian Jensen felt burdened with both gear and pessimism.  He had all of the equipment he had trained with - parachute, assault rifle, knife – but he also had a new addition, a gas mask.  Just another reminder that this battle was unlikely to go as planned.  Their objective was to land near the village of Lound and secure the crossings across the nearby waterways, to protect the flanks of the soldiers landing on the beaches around Corton and Hopton.  But after what had happened the week before, who could say whether their supposed objective was the true purpose of their mission?

The soldiers who landed on Ceres and Pallas had been given detailed instructions, after all, yet their mission was merely a diversion.  Many brave soldiers had been sacrificed there, and apart from a couple of thousand prisoners, none of them were left.  How could he know that this attack would not be the same?  Even if the main landings were proceeding as scheduled, how could Jensen know that the Fallschilders were not being used as another diversion?  Quiet whispers amongst the soldiers this last week had spoken of their battalion being dropped inland not to capture valuable military targets, just to be sacrificed to keep the British away while the beachheads were secured.  It made an eerie kind of sense, although he did not dare to repeat those rumours now, of all times and places.  He loved Germany, but he would rather live for his country than die for it.  And he wondered what sins Germany had committed to deserve leaders who would give orders such as these?

Still, despite all of his doubts, he moved to be first to jump out when the order came, though.  He had no choice.  He could not let his comrades down.  But as he jumped out into the darkness over Lound, he expected only death and failure.

*

Sergeant Henry Anderson wondered, sometimes, what a full night of sleep would be like.  He had gone without it for far too long, trying to stay awake in the pillboxes watching over the Norfolk coast.  Until recently, they had mostly been spared the continual bombardment which their comrades further south had faced, but not any more.  Now every day the coastal fortifications were subjected to dive-bombings by the Luftmacht, and every night the defenders crowded into the surviving pillboxes and trenches to await the next wave of Germans.  Or what might be the next wave of Germans.  No-one knew exactly where Holly would attack next, and word had filtered down from his lieutenant that German skycraft had been hitting a long stretch of coast.  He hoped that they could not land everywhere at once, but he could only do what he could to defend his own beach.

A siren wailed, off somewhere in the distance.  He swore briefly, then rushed to don his gas mask.  So did the other soldiers in the pillbox and, he hoped, those elsewhere along the beach.  No German skycraft had dropped gas yet, at least not that the newspapers had been permitted to report, but the threat was always there.

Anderson stepped up to the viewport, and thought that he caught a glimpse of movement, somewhere far out in the distance.  He shouted an alert, and he heard the soldiers beside him preparing the cylinder gun [machine gun].  Then he heard a much louder sound coming out from the waves, like the roaring of a dozen lorry engines.  Something was moving across the water... no, above the water.  He could not make out too many details in the night, but he could see several strange vehicles moving impossibly quickly.  He could not see whether they were partly in the water or entirely above it, but either way, they looked deadly.  Worse, they were strung out across the horizon as far as he could see.  Even if they were stopped at his pillbox, too many of the bunkers had been damaged by German bombs.  He could only hope that they could stop these vehicles, somehow, before his defence of the beach ended in ignominious defeat...

*

Far to the south of the battle beginning in Britain, another group of ships made their way through the waves of the South Atlantic.  They sailed beneath the same full moon, but with clouds above them, that meant very little.  Aboard one of those ships, the light cruiser HMAS Richmond, Sub-Lieutenant Aman Kumar found himself wide awake in the darkness.  He had no tasks right now, but sleep was hard to find.  Not because of any problems of weather – which was quite reasonable for being not too far west of the Cape of Good Hope – but because of his thoughts about their destination.

Kumar thought that the Royal Australian Navy had been held in the Pacific for far too long.  They had not fought a major fleet engagement since Neu Tessel almost three years before, when the Krijgmarine was driven out of the western Pacific.  They had supported the liberation of the East Indies, but even once that was accomplished, the RAN was kept in Chinese and Australian waters.

Officially that was because of the potential for a clash with the Russian Navy.  Of course, the Russians did not have much of a Far Eastern Fleet, and they had never come out to fight even after Inchon.  Their sky forces had been used many times, striking in the night at Chinese and Nipponese cities, but their ships had mostly remained in port.  From there, they posed a threat which meant that the RAN was never released to help its allies in Britain, who were so hard-pressed.  Kumar suspected that whatever the official reason, one major motivation had been because no-one in Nowra could stomach the idea of sending Australian ships to serve alongside American ones.  Even before the Jackals had sold out their ‘co-belligerents’, few Australians could accept that idea [2].

He could only hope that this relief force was not being sent far too late.  For all their reluctance to describe it, no officers could hide the scale of losses which had been suffered off East Anglia.  Kumar wondered if there was even much of a Royal Navy left for them to help.  And whether the RAN would be able to do much against the German blitzcraft once it arrived in Britain...

*

Heinrich Carl Eilers was called a captain, but he doubted that he should be given that title.  A captain should have command of his own ship.  Until the early days of the war, that was exactly what he had.  The Sabina was a fine 5,000 tonne merchant ship, and while the ship’s owners back in Basel gave some instructions from time to time, they were far away and he was left to run the ship on each voyage.  Now, though, the Sabina had been impressed into the Krijgmarine, and while he was paid more, he no longer had real command.  The high-and-mighties in Rotterdam decided where he would sail and when, what he would do, who his crew would be, and so much else.

Which was why he had ended up here, off the coast of England during the breaking dawn, wondering if he would live.  He could see German warships sailing in the distance, and hear the comforting whine of flame [jet] engines above him.  All well and good, but the English would be coming.  Soon, he expected to hear the more ambiguous sound of propellers, which could be either friend or foe.  But he could not hear the real enemies, which were those back in Rotterdam.  They had ordered him to sail where and when they wanted, and the last time this was attempted, they butchered thousands of seamen who were sent in ships meant to die.  That could happen to him at any moment, now.  He did not expect to survive the day.

*

The morning in London was a couple of hours old when Logan Knight awoke, bleary-eyed and rubbing his chinstrap beard.  He had not slept much the last couple of weeks, although the nights had been clear of bombings.  Since Holly started their sky war against Britain, they had been loud in their announcements that they wished to spare civilians, especially in ‘the historic city of London.’  There had been a couple of nights of bombing, more than a month ago, but Funk Frankfurt had carried the message that the bombers had been led astray by navigation errors.

Despite the vociferous protests in the British newspapers, Knight believed the Germans about this.  They might be arrogant in other ways, but they had learned something which his own government had not grasped; soldiers, not civilians, should be the targets of warfare.  Knight’s cousin had been flying in a bomber which vanished somewhere over a German city, and had never been heard from since.  He was not confirmed as dead, but surely word would have reached them if Frank had been taken as a prisoner of war.

Without any recent bombing, Knight should have been able to sleep, but other doubts had kept him awake.  How would Britain fare now, with the Royal Navy sunk, New England withdrawing, and Holly free to send fresh forces across the Channel?  The question haunted his waking hours, and sent nightmares to torment his sleep.  Lately, those nightmares had involved enemy bombers flying over London again, this time to drop gas.  He knew that the Germans would respond somehow to the use of chemical weapons.  They had to.  He just hoped that retaliation would not come over London.  He had a gas mask, but he did not trust it properly.

Still, for all of his nightmares, he had been grateful that he had not seen any German bombers over London for a long time.  So he barely knew how to respond when he heard the sky raid sirens.  He knew what he needed to do – go down to the shelter – but he could not make himself move.  He managed to put on his gas mask, but nothing more.  His gaze went out the windows to the skies, but if there were bombers there, they were too high to see.

Knight only knew that there really were German bombers flying overhead when he saw a leaflet falling to the ground.  Now, he found his legs worked.  The leaflet read: “Sons and daughters of England, your own government has betrayed you.  We could be dropping gas on you now, as your soldiers fired it on us in violation of the laws of war, but we are merciful.  We want peace, but your government refuses to speak with us.  Do not trust them.”  It went on, but he had read enough.  Knight threw the leaflet back down and returned to staring at the skies, wondering who to trust.

*

With the sun rising above the horizon, Major Viktor Lutze drove his Skorpion panzer into the flat waters of the North Sea.  The flotation screen held, as he expected it would.  Two test landings in the Baltic had convinced him of that some time before.  What worried him was what would happen once they reached the shore of the beach code-named Jupiter, not beforehand.

His Skorpion was not the first swimming panzer ashore, which was all to the good.  A couple of Flagellant panzers were ahead of him, their flails at their front ready to detonate any beach mines at a safe distance.  Enemy cylinder guns fired, more than he had hoped for, but less than he had feared.  The advance parties must being doing some good.  He had some concerns about that gunfire, but it could be worse.  His Skorpion towed an armoured trailer of precious and highly flammable fuel, and the flamethrower that replaced the hull cylinder gun would be very useful if he reached shore.  But his panzer had a main gun too, and losing the flamethrower or its fuel could be worked around.

The Flagellants reached the shore first, and flailed their way up the narrow strip of sand.  No mines went off that Lutze could see, which was some relief.  Either the minefields were elsewhere on the beach, or more likely further inland to stop any breakout.  The British would hardly be planning to stop any landing dead on the beaches, just to slow it down so that their reserves could flood the area.

The nearest Flagellant bypassed a pillbox as Lutze brought his Skorpion ashore.  He snapped a quick order to the driver to follow the path left by the Flagellant, then got nearer the pillbox.  “Fire ’em up,” he said.  Konrad gave a quick agreement, and a few moments later a yet of flame burst from the thrower into the viewport of the pillbox.  Konrad moved the flame back and forth a couple of times before he turned it off.

A shame we’re too far away to hear the screams, Lutze thought.  The English deserved every punishment that could be inflicted on them, after their cowardice bringing death to civilians from the skies, then their more recent use of gas.

He snapped out another order, and the gunner brought the main turret around to fire at a block of concrete in the distance.  Maybe too far away to hit, but one shot never hurt.  The round struck in an explosion, but the distant bunker looked undamaged.

“Which way?” the driver asked, over the intercom.

“Forward,” Lutze said.  Forget about the English hunkering in the concrete over in the distance.  Other Skorpions could deal with them.  He wanted to get off the beaches and inland.  That had been the lesson of the war; armour was most effective when it was kept moving.

The Flagellant commander must have had the same idea; through the periscopes, Lutze could see the other panzer pushing his way across a field.  Then something streaked through the air to strike the side of the Flagellant, and the flail panzer exploded in a message of hatred and combustible petrol.

“My God!” he said, for a moment, before composing himself.  “Hans, those bushes, two o’clock.  Give ’em the main gun.”  The Skorpion shuddered backward for a moment as the round fired.

“Good shot!” Lutze said, watching as the bushes exploded.  He did not know exactly what that new English weapon was – probably some type of rocket – but he was not going to lose his own precious skin if he could help it.  This rocket looked to be a lot deadlier than the explosive mortar [3].  It could reach further, at least.  If the English infantry had a lot of those rockets, this invasion had just got a whole lot harder...

*

Leaflets being dropped over London again, David Lloyd George muttered.  History had a cruel sense of humour, it seemed.  The last time had been bad enough.  Now...

Lloyd George had been Labour Prime Minister of Britain once, and cast aside by his party once he lost an election due to circumstances beyond his control.  He had no future in that party after that series of unfortunate events, and he had joined the Cymry Nationalists instead.  If he could not improve Britain as a whole, best to encourage a new nation which would better itself.  He had wanted Kingdom status for the Cymreig just as their Irish brothers and sisters had long possessed.  He had swept that desire to one side once war broke out; better to join a wartime coalition with Liberals and Labour both rather than lose the war due to infighting.

Yet he now found himself wondering whether that had been the wisest course.  The war had been mismanaged in so many ways.  The use of gas against the first German landing had been both militarily and morally unjustifiable.  He had made the point in Parliament the day after the landing, although his words would not be repeated outside Westminster until the war was done.  But it was simple truth.  As he had said, the Prime Minister and his inner Cabinet acted without proper thought; it had badly mismanaged the entire war, and eroded the trust of the people it should be protecting.  Britain was already in a very difficult position, and those actions had not helped.

Privately, he thought the situation was much worse than that.  He was no longer sure if the United Kingdom could survive the war.  Especially if the Chief gave up the fight as not worth his while.  However, he was determined that if it was within his power, he would ensure that Cymru survived the war.

--

Parte the Seconde

After 22 June 1932

*

Despite all his doubts, Admiral Erwin Gercke survived the Battle of Great Yarmouth on 22 June, and all of the myriad smaller engagements which followed in the last days of the war in Europe.  He also survived the Battle of Cap-Vert which followed, and won promotion to the rank of Generaladmiral.  He remained in the Krijgmarine after the war.  He was appointed to the position of Grossadmiral in what turned out to be one of the last acts of the Schulthess government, just before an election which they had confidently expected to win, but which they narrowly lost.  He remained as head of the Krijgmarine for the next eight years, overseeing its rebuilding, and he retired from command with an exemplary record.  His tell-all memoirs were published after his death, in the first breach of the veil of secrecy which had always been maintained in the German General Staff and Naval Staff.  He offered both praise and condemnation for the way the war was conducted, and spared no-one blame when he thought they deserved it, including himself.

*

“I hate war as only one who has lived through it can, only one who has seen its cruelty, its futility, and its insanity.”
- From the memoirs of Grossadmiral Erwin Gercke, published 1949

*

Vice-Admiral William Gillick and the Sanspareil never made it to the Battle of Great Yarmouth.  The vessel struck a mine on the voyage through the North Sea, and had to return to port for repair.  He spent too long in port waiting for repairs.  The Sanspareil and its fellow battleship the Royal Oak had only just completed repairs when the United Kingdom dissolved into chaos.  Gillick chose to take both battleships, along with one heavy cruiser and a few surviving destroyers, to his native Ireland.  There they linked up with the Royal Australian Navy and formed a protective force which allow Ireland to declare its neutrality from the Great War, a move which spared it from the worst of post-war German domination.  Gillick was made a hero in Ireland.  After the war, he became an advocate of international cooperation to prevent the horror of a Second Great War.  He was named as Ireland’s first ambassador to the Council of Nations, a post which he held until his death in 1946.

*

“A living thing is born, and we must see to it what clothes we put on it.  It is not a vehicle of power, but a vehicle through which power can be harnessed to worthy ends.  While it is general in its terms, it is definite in the one thing that we were all agreed upon.

It is a definite guarantee of peace.  It is a definite guarantee by word against aggression.  It is a definite guarantee against the things which have just come near to bringing the whole structure of civilisation into ruin.

Its purposes are declared, and its powers are unmistakable.  It is not contemplated that this should be merely a council to secure the peace of the world.  It is a union which can be used for cooperation in any international matter.”

- From a letter written by Ambassador William Gillick, shortly after accepting appointment to the Council of Nations

*

Feldwebel Christian Jensen survived the plunge into the night, although he landed slightly north of his intended landing site.  Despite the firmly-held beliefs of him and his fellows, the paratroopers who landed on Zero Day were not deliberately abandoned by the Luftmacht, but received relatively little support due to skycraft being diverted to what were seen as the higher-priority attacks on the landing beaches and British shipping.  While most of his battalion were scattered across the landscape, Jensen rallied enough of his comrades to hold the two adjacent crossings at Lound Waterworks long enough to let the landing forces push north toward Great Yarmouth.  He was decorated for his part in that battle.  For the rest of the war, his battalion fought in more conventional style, and although wounded outside Long Melford, he returned for the last days of the war in Britain.  He remained on the island as part of the post-war German garrison.  Soon after, he met and courted an English lady named Emily Montgomery, and they were married two years after the end of the war.  They found it advisable to relocate back to Germany, and they settled in Hamburg.  Here he took up a job as a supervisor in a copper plant, and with his new wife raised a family of nine children.  Despite the quiet enquiries of his neighbours, he and his wife were in fact Lutheran, not Catholic.

*

“The ability to concentrate and to use your time properly is everything if you want to succeed in commerce – or anywhere else.”
- Christian Jensen when asked by a colleague how he combined a successful career and a large family, 1945

*

Sergeant Henry Anderson survived the battle on the beaches, and the fighting at Beccles, and later at Bury St Edmunds.  He even survived the German discovery that hovercraft would work just as well over the marshy ground of the fens as they did over the open sea.  He was still serving in the armies just outside of Peterborough when news of the ceasefire came through.  News of the Communard uprising came two days later, but while those revolutionaries took control of London, he and his fellow soldiers remained defiant, and suppressed the rebellions in Staffordshire, although not before the rebels there stormed several prisoner of war camps and massacred the inhabitants.  He turned in his rifle four weeks later when King Richard IV, from exile in Ireland, ordered British soldiers to surrender to the Germans rather than inflict further bloodshed on the country.  The Germans paroled him to join the forces of General John Blackwood and suppress the Communards.  He joined the march on London, and while too late to prevent the revolutionary justice which greeted Prime Minister Neville Wood, he helped to liberate London and was promoted three times to the rank of captain.  He remained in the Dragoons after the war, and fought against the socialist uprisings after the Potato Winter, where he was promoted again to the rank of major.  After Marshal Blackwood dissolved Parliament, Anderson became a government figure, rising to the role of Minister of State for Information.

*

“Films and phonograph records, music, books and buildings show clearly how energetically a man’s life and work go on after his death, whether we feel it or not, whether we are aware of the individual names or not. There is no such thing as death according to our view!”
- Minister Henry Anderson during an interview with Die Zeit, 1946

*

Sub-Lieutenant Aman Kumar and the HMAS Richmond made it safely to Britain, along with the rest of the Australian taskforce.  Due to the withdrawal of New England and its navy, they could not offer much help in the naval defence of Great Britain.  They remained in the Irish Sea and, with Vice-Admiral Gillick’s forces, protected Ireland when it declared neutrality.  After the war, Kumar stayed on as a career naval officer, serving with distinction in a variety of overseas deployments, and rising to the rank of Commander aboard the destroyer HMS Bennelong.  He retired from active service in 1952.

*

“The only safe ship in a storm is leadership.”
- Attributed to Aman Kumar, 1939

*

For all of his fears, Heinrich Eilers survived Zero Day, although about half of his fellow transport ship captains did not.  He survived many more trips across the North Sea, too, the first few to the beaches, then to the artificial harbours created onshore, and then to Great Yarmouth once the harbour there was cleared.  Each time he expected that the next voyage would be his last, but each time more and more of his fellow captains survived the voyage, too.  After the war, he became the captain of the Amelia, a former British merchant ship, one of the many confiscated by the Krijgmarine.  Officially these were taken was war reparations, but to his dying day Eilers believed that the Naval Staff had simply stolen from the British to make up for their own blunders in losing so many merchant ships in the invasion.  He worked as a commercial captain for the next twelve years, until his ship collided with another former British merchant ship on a foggy spring morning in the North Sea, and he went to a watery grave.

*

“How do you tell if a politician is lying?  If his lips are moving.”
- Heinrich Eilers, when grumbling about the 1941 German national elections

*

On that clear morning in London, Logan Knight came to the conclusion that Britain was lost, not because of a few leaflets, but because their government was so incompetent it was about to lose two wars running.  Due to the lack of wartime elections, he could not act on his conviction immediately.  He became a pub critic of Neville War for the remainder of the war.  When German forces stopped outside Brentwood and Schulthess went on Funk Frankfurt to announce that he “wished to spare London the same fate which befell Paris,” Knight became involved in a pub brawl over his insistence that the government deserved to be removed.  He spent the night in jail and was released in the morning to hear that Prime Minister Wood had requested a ceasefire.  He was one of the first to take to the streets in anger, and he became one of the street leaders of the Communards who stormed Westminster when the police refused to open fire on them.  Knight was smart enough to have deployed some men further back to cover the Thames, where Wood tried to escape from, and captured the Prime Minister.  He then became one of the leaders of the Commune Council, and his was the first of the three signatures on the execution order for Neville Wood for war crimes.  Knight served on as a street soldier when the repatriated British soldiers under General Blackwood fought to recapture London.  He died on London Bridge when it was blown up, staying too long above the Thames to stop the Dragoons from crossing to the South Bank.  His name would become long-remembered by socialists around the world as one of the great revolutionary martyrs.  The most famous depiction of him showed his hawk-nosed, chinstrap-bearded profile staring off to the right of the photographer to watch the execution of Neville Wood.  This became one of the greatest icons of the later half of the twentieth century.  Inspired by the events of the London Commune and Knight’s defiance, the young American tropican musician Harry James composed the mournful song “London Bridge is Falling Down.”  Although banned in post-war England, this song of defiance became popular throughout the rest of the English-speaking world.

*

“Go now, and if I fall here, remember: England endures!”
- Reported last words of Logan Knight to his girlfriend Gloria Coleridge, the last person to see him alive and survive the collapse of London Bridge, and who later became the only member of the Commune Council to survive the Dragoons’ cleansings

*

Major Viktor Lutze survived the worst of the Yankee-made rockets which the British fired at his panzers, although he twice had his vehicles disabled by mines and needed to abandon them.  He commanded three Skorpions during the conquest of Britain, and he was among the first Germans to reach Brentwood, progressing past the line where he had been ordered to stop.  He was reprimanded for disobeying orders, but after the British government collapsed, he was among the forces transferred to Morocco.  He fought in the Sahel during the last days of the war, and remained in the colonial forces in Morocco after the war’s end.  In 1937, when driving along one of the desert roads at night, he lost control of his vehicle and crashed, killing him instantly.

*

“The tragedy in the long history of the German people is that it has seldom had real leaders.  It has had able generals, but what was always lacking was political leadership, political will.  Bismarck had the heart of iron needed to command Germany, and Schulthess had the strength of his convictions, but those in between were rabbits, not eagles.  I just hope that Blucher is an eagle.”
- Viktor Lutze, speaking shortly after Party of Labour leader Karl-Heinz Blucher defeated Edmund Schulthess during the 1936 elections

*

David Lloyd George remained a trenchant and increasingly vocal critic of Neville Wood and the War Cabinet, withdrawing from it after the Deutschleger won the battle of Long Melford.  Due to his political isolation, he was not in Westminster during the Communard uprising, and fled to what was then Wales.  He announced that he would rather “lead Cymru to sovereignty rather than submit to a blood-stained clique in London,” and he was one of the signers of the Cymry Declaration of Independence as the first fragment of the United Kingdom broke away.  He led the negotiations with Germany that led to recognition of Cymru as an independent state.  He was elected unopposed as first President of the Republic of Cymru, and held this non-executive position until his death in 1943.

*

“What is our task?  To make Cymru a fit country for heroes to live in.”
- Lloyd George during his presidential inauguration address, 1933.

--

[1] While Ireland has been a separate nation from Britain since 1862, and possesses its own armed forces, a considerable number of poorer Irish enlisted in the British armed forces as well, up until the North American War and even some after that time.  These mostly joined the British Army, but a few entered the Royal Navy as well.

[2] In fact, the other main motivation was to avoid any clashes with the remaining German forces gathered in Buenos Aires.

[3] This is an anti-arlac high-explosive shaped-charged warhead delivered by a spigot mortar, much like the British PIAT used in WW2.

--

Decades of Darkness #181a: Victoria Aut Mors

--

“A man should be upright, not kept upright.”
- Marcus Aurelius, Meditations

--

16 June 1932
Federal House
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

Once, James Ingersoll had thought that war could be a matter of honour.  He had served in the skies above the battlefields during the North American War, and earned his title as an ace when he brought down the first of the Jackal cloud-ships.  He had conducted himself honourably in all of his actions throughout the war, only to be abandoned by his government when the war was over.  They had called him to fight, and then forgotten him when peace was declared.  That had convinced him that any future war should only be conducted by the right sort of men... but now he wondered whether any sort of men could retain honour if they commanded a war.

The years since the war had been good to Ingersoll in many respects.  He had found camaraderie amongst the Redshirts and the Vitalists.  He had found glory, in the ever-increasing list of titles which the Party had bestowed upon him, including his current office of Secretary of War.  Unfortunately, he had also found that being in control of a war changed men.  Particularly the man who was in overall control of New England’s involvement in the greatest conflict the world had ever seen.  No matter what titles Ingersoll bore, nowadays only one man made the decisions that mattered in New England.

Shane Mullins, President of New England, Majority Leader of the Senate, the Chief, had always been a man brimming with energy.  His had never been a handsome face, with square-cut black beard and bare upper lip dominating otherwise unremarkable features, but he had a presence about him which could not be easily disregarded.  But the war had taken its toll in other ways.  Mullins’ moods had been mercurial of late.  Anger and suspicion [1] had always been the twin forces driving him, but now it was increasingly difficult to judge which force would be the stronger.

So when Ingersoll was ushered into Mullins’ private office, he entered only slowly.  The Chief was apparently engrossed in paperwork, and gestured to a chair without looking up.

A bad sign, Ingersoll reflected.  If Mullins were being consumed by anger today, he would bring more passion and energy to what he did.  That meant that the Chief was being driven by suspicion... and anyone could be a victim to suspicion.  Errol Oakley had been a Party member since even before they were called vitalists, but the Chief had decided that Oakley might have higher ambitions, and that was that.  Ingersoll had to make sure that the same suspicion did not fall on him.

Mullins looked up a moment later, and got straight to business without anything in the way of greeting.  Another bad sign.  “Where do you think the war is heading, James?”

The war had been a disaster, of course.  The Chief knew that as much as did Ingersoll.  New England’s armies had bled themselves white in France, only to succumb to active betrayal by Russia and passive betrayal by the United States.  Their forces in Britain had one victory today, but their intelligencers had already reported on the bigger attack that was coming.  Britain waited while Germany built the scaffold.  Still, he knew better than to speak his mind so plainly.

“Britain hangs in the balance,” Ingersoll said, eventually.

“Let them hang,” Mullins said.

Ingersoll raised an eyebrow.  “You mean...?”

“Time for us to get out of this war,” Mullins said.  “The British have put themselves beyond the pale.  Using gas was unconscionable.”

And you knew that was coming, too, Ingersoll thought.  The Chief had not given any official permission for the gas bombardment, but he had been informed, and said nothing.  Still, he knew better than to comment on something like that even when Mullins was in a good mood.  “Getting out of the war might not be easy, unless we want to abandon everything and just bring our soldiers home,” he said.

“Withdraw our troops to Ireland,” Mullins said.  “I won’t ask our boys to die saving a nation which uses gas.”

By which you mean that you no longer think it will benefit us to defend Britain, Ingersoll thought.  If Mullins believed it was in his interest to stay in the fight, then the use of gas would make no difference.  He’d just blame Germany for making it necessary.

“Once our soldiers are in Ireland, we can discuss things with Germany at leisure.”

“Things like West Africa?” Ingersoll asked.  That was about the only thing that New England could still hold out of this war.  Maybe they could defend it even if Britain fell, since the Krijgmarine had suffered almost as badly as the Royal Navy.  But it seemed a poor choice to give up the fight in Britain merely to keep it going in Africa.

“Among other things, yes.  New England must be safe.”

Ah.  Ingersoll nodded, as if in agreement to what the Chief had said.  But he thought he understood now what drove Mullins.  Suspicion and fear.  With the Jackals withdrawing from Europe, the Chief had been very suspicious of what would happen if they decided to look north.  “Those could be difficult negotiations,” he said.

Mullins shrugged.  “If Germany is willing to make peace with the Jackals, they will agree to peace with us.”

Only if we agree to status quo ante bellum, Ingersoll thought.  The Chief would know that as well.  If he was willing to withdraw to Ireland – which destroyed any bargaining position – that meant that he no longer cared about winning anything out of the war.  Or maybe that he just thought it was impossible.

“Peace on what terms?” Ingersoll ventured, after an awkward pause.

“That’s something we can only find out at the bargaining table,” Mullins said.

This time, the Chief sounded more resigned than anything else, which let Ingersoll venture an opinion of his own.  “Better to find out beforehand, surely?  We still have an ambassador in Geneva.  So does Germany.”

“Not enough time,” Mullins said, with a firm shake of his head.  “Germany is going to make a second landing any day now.  We can’t make an orderly withdrawal from Britain once shooting has started.  And the Germans won’t delay their own plans unless we offered them definite terms.”  The Chief paused, then added, “Besides, staying around any longer would make it seem like we endorsed Britain’s use of gas.”

The offhand way in which Mullins added the last comment made Ingersoll pause for a moment.  Maybe the Chief really was sincere in what he said about the horror of gas.  Plenty of infantry veterans of the last war carried such hatreds.  If Mullins held such views, though, he had been remarkably quiet about them, and it was not like the Chief to be silent about anything he hated.  Especially since Mullins had allowed the Army to stockpile phosgene despite the Washington restrictions.

“When will you announce our departure from Britain?” Ingersoll asked.

“Tomorrow morning, once Terry’s [2] finished drafting the speech.  And once you’ve prepared the orders for our soldiers to evacuate with all possible speed.”

“And when will we tell the British?” Ingersoll said.  He wouldn’t have put it past Mullins to let the British government find out about the withdrawal via the newspapers.  Which would cause considerable chaos for the soldiers in Britain, to say the least.

“An hour beforehand, no more,” Mullins said.

Ingersoll nodded and made his excuses to depart.  He said that he needed to decide how to give orders to the soldiers in Britain, but that was only partly true.  He had too much else to think about first.

“He’s just sold the British into starvation,” Ingersoll muttered, when he was safely within the walls of his own office.  Britain had trouble feeding itself at the best of times, and would surely not be able to manage that with so many of its men under arms.  Even if the British had food enough, for raw materials they relied on imports via New England, the only nation which could conveniently ship them [3].  Well, some came from Argentina and South Africa too, but those nations relied on the protection of New England’s carriers to keep the sea lanes open.  Even if Britain fought off future German landings, their industry and people would be starved in the months ahead.

Which would leave New England... well, where would it leave the country?  No-one would disobey the Chief’s order to end the war.  Not openly at least.  Yet the people would not like it, not at all.  How much would that matter?  The next presidential election was only five months away, even if there had been no campaigning yet.  Since the Chief could not stand again for president, Ingersoll had assumed that he would nominate someone pliable to stand in his place, and remain in the Senate as Majority Leader.  A puppet president was all well and good, provided that the Chief made the right decisions.  Yet how could joining this war be seen as anything other than a colossal and bloody blunder?  Ingersoll had sworn an oath of personal loyalty to the Chief, as had all the Redshirts and leading generals.  That did not meant that he could be confident about Mullins’ decisions any longer.  Just that he could not be sure what to do about them.

--

Taken from: “Young Iron: History’s Greatest Gamble”
By Varlam Shalamov
Translated by Sir Allen Fairhall KSA [4]
St Petersburg, Russian Federation
(c) 1970 Ulyanov & Trotsky Publishing Co., St Petersburg.
Used with permission.

The ultimate success of Operation Young Iron is well-known.  So well-known, in fact, that it blinds most people to the historical truth.  Young Iron was an incredible gamble, launched in the self-serving interests of the second of Germany’s infamous autocrats [5].  The Schulthess regime had already won the war in Western Europe by early in 1932.  Britain had offered armistice terms which met everything Germany should have hoped to gain by the war.  Instead, Schulthess chose to prolong the war, in a move which by his own admission was designed to do nothing more than “grind Britain into the dust” (Gercke, 1949).  It served no useful purpose; Germany had already won in Western Europe and lost around the Indian Rim.  Whether London negotiated surrender or was invaded would not change the fate of Germany’s occupied colonies or subdue the shards of the British Empire.

For the truth is that any amphibious invasion is a gamble, and an opposed amphibious invasion triply so.  The Great War featured many successful amphibious landings, and a couple of notorious failures.  Young Iron was the greatest gamble, the only seaborne landing to be so firmly opposed.  It came closer to failure than post-war German authors like to admit.  The gamble succeeded, but the cost in blood was borne both by the British peoples and Germany’s own sons...

The New England withdrawal was the largest factor in Germany’s overall success, for some reasons obvious and others more subtle.  It is true that New England’s forces were not always valiant in their defence of the British homeland.  They had not been as committed to the fighting as Britain preferred, even before Zero Day.  During the Battle of England [i.e. the sky battle which preceded the invasion], New England’s fighters were ordered to withdraw north several days before Britain relocated their surviving sky forces.  During I-Day [6], New England’s ships and skycraft were much more inclined to withdraw rather than fight to the death, as the British usually did, especially the Royal Navy.  New England also had less manpower to commit to the fight, since unlike Britain it did not have conscription, and the supply of volunteers had nearly dried up [7].

Still, while New England’s forces had not been fully committed to the struggle, their departure left Great Britain’s defences much-weakened.  Their anti-shipping skycraft, especially the Great Auk torpedo bomber, were better than anything the Royal Sky Force flew.  Even with their supply difficulties after Liberia’s withdrawal from the war, New England had more and better arlacs than anything built in the British Isles.  The counterattacks of the 3rd Armour under General James John Walker had been the main reason the I-Day landings were defeated so quickly.  Several New England armoured divisions were waiting in reserve to attack any fresh German landings.  These had been an integral part of British defensive plans, but were withdrawn immediately after Mullins’ announcement on 17 June.  With a few deadly words, Britain lost half of the remaining sky power it had to defend itself, and considerably more than half of its available armour.  The withdrawing New England forces also took with them a considerable supply of materiel, although a few rocket grenades [bazookas] remained in British hands.  Perhaps most important of all, the Yankees took with them Britain’s remaining supply of hope.  The effects of the withdrawal on already-fragile British morale were considerable...

The effects of the New England withdrawal had one major effect on Zero Day which had not been anticipated in either Hartford or London.  At the time, British intelligence was misled by German disinformation, and believed that the main landing was to be aimed around Southend, because of its proximity to London.  In truth, the main landings for Young Iron had been deliberately aimed between Lowestoft and Great Yarmouth.  This sector was where the British and New Englander lines joined, with the New England forces to the north.  German planning for the invasion had hoped to create confusion and a lack of cooperation between these two forces.  Instead, the withdrawal of New England forces saw a frantic and only partially successful British scramble to move fresh defensive forces into the vacant areas.  New troops were relocated quickly, but they were not familiar with their new defensive positions.

Despite some claims by post-war authors, the beaches were never left entirely undefended.  Mullins’ orders had anticipated an immediate withdrawal, but these orders were ‘misunderstood’ by General Donovan, and New England’s infantry were not withdrawn from the beaches until at least some British forces had moved in to replace them.  This delay prevented any opportunity for Germany to land on undefended beaches, but it also had some unanticipated effects.  New England troops had been ordered to remove all Yankee-built equipment and munitions.  This included all explosives and weapons, including the demolition charges which had been prepared for key bridges and port structures.  This meant that the British troops moving into the port of Great Yarmouth did not have time to prepare a proper plan for the destruction of the port facilities before Zero Day arrived and they were fighting for the port...

If the withdrawal of New England was the greatest contributor to German success in Young Iron, the performance of the Luftmacht was a close second.  German sky forces had seen some embarrassments during the early days of the Great War, but by 1932, they were the most numerous in the world.  In some respects, they were the most advanced in the world, too.  German blitz fighters [8] were the fastest in the world in level flight, an advantage they would apply again and again in hounding the British from the skies.  Their torpedo bombers were not quite a match for the Great Auks, but they were available in much larger numbers.  The Trumpet is widely-regarded as the best dive-bomber of the war, and would be used with deadly effect against both land and sea targets on Zero Day.

The biggest problem which the Luftmacht faced was one of range.  Throughout the war, the German sky forces were limited in their operating radius.  They did not adopt such simple innovations as drop-tanks for their fighters, which would have allowed them to provide escorted bombing raids much further into the British industrial heartland.  Their bombers were also lacking in effective range; Germany would not fly its first true long-range bomber until three years after the war’s end, almost a decade after the first flight of a Pobyeda [9].  For the battles which they would fight over the invasion beaches, though, this was a difficulty which could be overcome.  The main British skyfields had been severely damaged by repeated bombings in the lead-up to Zero Day, leaving the Royal Sky Force to operate mostly from bases in the Midlands.  This meant that both sides suffered from a lack of nearby bases to the combat zones...

In its preparations for Zero Day, Germany had marshalled the landing soldiers outside Rotterdam and Antwerp.  The main concentrations of ships were at first gathered further north in a number of ports to give them more protection from British bombing.  They were moved south in small groups after the first landings on I-Day, when the threat of British bombers was largely neutralised.  The invasion fleets assembled in the two main German ports in preparation for Zero Day.  With the Royal Navy also reduced in numbers, the Krijgmarine became more aggressive with its mine-laying.  A number of minefields were established in the North Sea in a rough line from Somerton in England to the West Frisian Islands.  These were intended to make it more difficult for the remnants of the Royal Navy to launch hit-and-run raids on the invasion flotillas further south.  Germany also made extensive use of submersible-laid and sky-dropped mines in an attempt to close the more southerly British ports which could be used as bases for raids by surviving destroyers and torpedo boats.  These port closure mines were only marginally successful, although the threat of them delayed some of the British naval responses on Zero Day...

--

From: “Salt of Glory, Salt of Tears: The Last War of the Royal Navy”
By Admiral John Cochrane (ret.) and Prof. Albert McLaughlin
(c) 1944 New Cambridge University Press
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

The tradition of extreme aggressiveness had long been part of the history of the Royal Navy, particularly in the defence of the home islands.  Nelson’s famous adage about no captain being far wrong if he put his ship alongside that of the enemy was a prime example of this.  With German transport ships filling the North Sea, every surviving commander in the Royal Navy had the same idea.  From admiral in charge of a battleship to the captain of the smallest torpedo boat, every British commander wanted to sink a German vessel or die trying.  Most of them would accomplish both...

--

[1] A non-vitalist would probably describe the two forces driving Mullins as anger and paranoia, rather than just suspicion.

[2] Terry Rundle, the New England Secretary of Public Relations (propaganda).

[3] Many British imports in fact originate in the United States, but these have to be sent via New England.

[4] KSA: Knight of the Most Exalted Order of the Star of Australia, the oldest purely Australian order of knighthood, created in 1850.

[5] The first infamous German autocrat – in Russian eyes – being Otto von Bismarck.

[6] I-Day is the German name for the landings of the first wave on 12 June, which were a strategic feint designed to commit the Royal Navy to battle and destroy most o what remained of Britain’s sky forces.

[7] Conscription was forbidden in New England due to the Washington restrictions.  However, Mullins could have gotten around this if he had been inclined to do so.  “Volunteers” would have been easily arranged, as indeed they had been in the early days of the war.  Some historians (although not Shalamov) argue that the rapid drop-off in New England volunteers after Russian entry into the war was an early sign that Mullins was pessimistic about the prospects for success.

[8] Blitzcraft is the generic name for any non-propeller skycraft.  In the 1970s, it is effectively synonymous with jets (flame engines ITTL), although the term is also used to refer to various rocket-powered skycraft, most of which were only experimental.

[9] The Pobyeda [Victory] was the main Russian strategic bomber of the Great War, with an operating radius of up to 5000 km depending on bomb load.

--

Decades of Darkness #181b: Donatio Mortis Causa

“Germany’s victories are barren.  They will leave her poor and her people hungry, bereft of the markets and the wealth that she possessed five years ago.  But above all, they leave her with an immensely greater problem than she had then.  We have reached the end of one phase of Europe’s history, but the next will be no happier.  It will be grimmer, harder and bloodier.  Germany will learn this lesson: it is one thing to invade a nation, and another to hold it.

As a young man of pure English descent, I will devote all my capability and energy to the liberation of the country which I love so dearly.  England has been tested, she has been cast into the fiery furnace.  If we are steadfast, if we are devoted to the cause of liberty and the Anglo-Saxon race, we will withstand the flames.  We will cast out the Germans and their running dogs, and we will make England pure once more.

Ours is the cause of justice, and one which we will follow unswervingly.  We will strike at the occupiers and their collaborators.  We will fight strike them down in their homes, in the streets, and in the fields and forests.  The whole of our Island will become a battleground.  We defy the Germans and the darkness which they represent.  We warn the German people that their victory is transitory.  A new war is beginning.  A war where every true Englishman and Englishwoman is a soldier.  A war that will make England great once again and raise her standard from the dust.”

- ‘Archie’ (William B. Joyce [1]) in “Our Struggle,” a pamphlet distributed as part of the founding of the English Liberation Army, 1934

--

Taken from: “The History of Military Engineering”
(c) 1952, Prof. Solomon Kazungu
Uhuru University
Simba Publishing: Mombasa, Kenya

The preparations for Operation Jungeisen required one of the greatest efforts of military engineering which the world has ever seen.  Most of the important aspects of these efforts have gone largely unnoticed in the history of the Great War.  The maintenance and repair of landing craft, the neutralisation of fortifications, minefields and other defences, the construction of crossings over canals and flooded fields; these were all essential requirements for the first days of the landings.  Yet what has been most remembered is the various combat engineering vehicles usually known as “Perles’ Coffins.”  These modified arlacs and other vehicles played a useful role on Zero Day and its aftermath, but their importance has been overstated to the point where they are now sometimes regarded as having won the beaches by themselves...

Brigadier [2] Simon Perles had won something of a reputation as a German armoured warfare theorist before the war.  He had been an early advocate of the use of independent armoured formations to make deep-penetration attacks into enemy territory.  He also argued that German arlacs were systematically underarmed and poorly-armoured when compared to their enemy counterparts.

These opinions did not win him much favour in conventional pre-war German military circles.  German tactical doctrine was based on what was needed to defeat their two expected enemies, France and Russia.  The prevailing doctrine in the German General Staff favoured methodical infantry advances supported by an overwhelming weight of artillery.  Arlacs were viewed as valuable support vehicles, but essentially as armoured artillery pieces and mobile armoured cylinder-gun posts [3].  Deep-penetration raids were viewed as useless against France’s heavily fortified frontiers, and an invitation to getting over-extended in the vastness of the Russian steppes.

Perles remained in disfavour until the autumn of 1929, when the experience of German arlacs being destroyed in disproportionate numbers by French Goliaths matched with what he had been foretelling.  In his acerbic way, Perles reminded the General Staff that he had been warning of this, and found himself appointed to a committee which would evaluate new arlac designs to replace the obsolete German models.  This would lead to the development of the Lion and Lynx arlacs, although by the time that they were deployed operationally, Perles had been called to other duties.

With his background in military engineering, Perles had long been open to experimental uses of armoured vehicles.  In June 1930, he was contacted by a Polish officer, Major Jozef Sikorski, who had developed the idea of attaching a rotating flail to arlacs to clear a safe path through minefields.  Perles championed this proposal, which would see fruition in the arlacs most commonly remembered by their nicknames of Flagellants; modified JD-V [4] (and later Lynx) arlacs with flails fitted to clear mines.  The Flagellants performed well in the later days of the Quecksilber and Eisen offensives, clearing paths through American and Italian minefields.

The success of the Flagellants saw Perles appointed to a new role, heading a design board to produce modified arlacs to support specialist military operations.  This was a role he adopted whole-heartedly.  Although given the self-mocking nicknames of “Perles’ Coffins,” his designs would be put to very good use throughout the rest of the war.  Their most visible role was in support of amphibious landings on the Italian and English coasts...

Perles’ design bureau received the code name of the Schnapps Board.  Certainly, many of the exotic design proposals they developed led some outside observers to wonder whether the designers had spent too much time consuming the product their board was named for.  Yet the modified arlacs produced by the Schnapps Board would do excellent work in supporting amphibious landings in East Anglia, if not quite the war-winning effort which public memory credits them.

The first and simplest of the design modifications developed for the Coffins were the Tadpoles; amphibious Lynxes with propellers and flotation screens which allowed them to be launches several miles from shore.  Most of the amphibious arlacs used on the landing beaches were of the simple Tadpole type, although a few other kinds of Coffins were also developed into amphibious variants to allow them to land with the first waves.  The Tadpoles were to provide valuable fire support to the infantry landing on Zero Day, and were undoubtedly the most important of all of the Coffins.

The second type of Coffin, and one which would be used both on Zero Day and in the first few weeks after the landing, was the PIW (Panzeringenieurwagen) [5].  This was a Lynx medium arlac modified to attack defensive fortifications.  Its main gun was replaced with a spigot mortar to destroy concrete obstacles.  It also included three combat engineers as part of its crew, who could disembark through side hatches.  The PIWs could be further modified to carry assault bridges, bulldozer blades, demolition charges, or lay prefabricated paths that would prevent following vehicles from sinking into soft ground.  The PIWs would serve a useful role in clearing German obstacles and in maintaining supply lines across difficult ground.

While the Tadpoles and PIWs gave the most military benefits, other Coffins are well-remembered in post-war novels and movies.  Scorpion flame tanks could clear out enemy bunkers quickly.  A scene involving Flagellants failing to clear minefields and blowing up seems to be de rigueur in German war movies.  Eclipse tanks were equipped with powerful searchlights which let them create artificial daylight to assist with night attacks; another device which has been adopted as a convenient rationale for why night battlefields are so well-illuminated during German war movies...

In the lead-up to Zero Day, Brigadier Perles was named as commander of the 101st Armoured Division, a creation unique in the annals of German military history.  The 101st had nine thousand armoured fighting vehicles under its command, but they were never intended to be deployed as a collective unit.  Elements of the 101st were committed to support landing troops as necessary in the initial landings and in follow-up actions.  Their independent command meant that they could accept or decline any orders they wished from regular military commanders.  Still, it was a rare 101st commander who refused any order which would bring him into contact with the enemy...

--

From: “Salt of Glory, Salt of Tears: The Last War of the Royal Navy”
By Admiral John Cochrane (ret.) and Prof. Albert McLaughlin
(c) 1944 New Cambridge University Press
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

The foundations of the Royal Navy were laid by Alfred the Great in the ninth century, and it won its first victory over the Vikings at Blood Point in 885 [6].  These would be the first of many enemies, since at one time or another the Royal Navy would fight the Moors, France, Scotland, Spain, Portugal, the Netherlands, Russia, Sweden, the United States, Denmark, Germany and other nations [7].  For eleven and a half centuries, it won glory for itself around the globe.  While not without some defeats, the Royal Navy had a long tradition of victory and recovering from setbacks.

The nineteenth century was the height of the Royal Navy’s power.  After the defeat of the French Navy at Trafalgar in 1805, Britain ruled the waves for the next hundred years.  Yet the approach of the twentieth century brought with it the rise of new naval powers.  The United States, a nation born out of rejection of British freedom, had long sought to challenge Britain at sea, and marked the dawn of the new century with the launch of a new warship whose name became synonymous with modern battleships [8].  The long-sundered German peoples were also reunited over the course of that century, and while they were at first friends and indeed allies of Britain, the Krijgmarine’s increasing strength was an obvious cause for concern.

From triumph in the nineteenth century, the twentieth would mark the demise of the Royal Navy.  The single most important moment in this demise came off Long Island, where the monumental incompetence of one man led to eclipse.  The Royal Navy had suffered losses before and could rebuild, as it would do after the North American War.  But Germany now possessed the largest navy in the world, an achievement which it would not let slip away.  For all that the Royal Navy rebuilt itself in the twentieth century, Germany built faster.  And so, when at last Germany attacked Britain, the Royal Navy found itself on the defensive.  Betrayed by both treachery and incompetence, its putative allies were defeated in battle or abandoned the war one by one.  Despite some early victories, the Battle of East Anglia saw Britain’s finest sailors fight against incredible odds.  While they gave a good account of themselves, the toll paid was a bloody one.

After East Anglia, there remained only one final act to play out.  The Krijgmarine had been battered too, but it now possessed sky cover where the Royal Navy did not.  The second wave of landings was aimed at the environs of Great Yarmouth.  With Germany coming to deliver the final knife, every Royal Navy commander brought his ship to the last engagement.  They had targets in abundance, for the southern reaches of the North Sea were filled with German warships and transport vessels.  But they also had numerous hazards.  The British cruisers and destroyers took a few losses from mines, a few more from sea wolves, many from German warships, and increasing losses from sky bombardment.

The Battle of Great Yarmouth would be the last major engagement of the Royal Navy.  From Blood Point to Great Yarmouth, eleven and a half centuries of tradition would come to end.  Even to the end, the Krijgmarine knew that it had been in a fight.  Over half of the German transport vessels sent out to land troops on Zero Day would not survive.  In the most celebrated accomplishment on an eventful day, Captain James Quinn took his destroyer Dido into sight of Neptune Beach, sinking a dozen transports and as many landing craft.  This action won him the Edward Cross, the last received by any member of the Senior Service, although it would be posthumous since the Dido was forced into an engagement with the German light cruiser Nurnberg and sunk.  Most British captains showed the same courage as Quinn, if not quite the same success, and fought until their ships were no longer seaworthy.

A handful of British vessels survived Great Yarmouth, mostly those which had taken damage from mines or sky bombardment which made their ships unusable in combat.  This included the battleship Sanspareil, which struck a mine on the voyage to the landing zone and was forced to turn back for repairs.  The intact cruisers and destroyers continued to dog the German naval supply lines for a few more days, but the battle of 22 June marked the end of the Royal Navy.  Only a few vessels would survive the war.  Sanspareil survived because she was in drydock until three days before the ceasefire, and her sister battleship Royal Oak emerged a day later.  These vessels attached themselves to the Royal Australian Navy, which they formally joined in 1934, along with a handful of smaller vessels.  The remaining battleships in drydock were destroyed by their crews to prevent them being seized by Germany...

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 1: The Great War”
(c) 1948 by Prof. Isamu Hayashi and Dr. Berndt Chou
Keio University, Tokyo, Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Kathryn Warner

The Jungeisen preparations saw Germany and its Verein allies gather their resources for the largest amphibious invasion which the world has ever seen.  The Great War would see several other landings whose names are well-remembered – Taíba, Ancona, Inchon – but none evokes the same resonance as Zero Day.

The landing forces for Zero Day were aimed at four beaches, which from north to south were code-named Speck [9], Jupiter, Anvil and Neptune.  The invasion beaches were to receive a combination of infantry and armoured landings on the first day (and subsequently), although they would also need to be used to unload the immense quantity of supplies needed to sustain a landing force.  All of the troops landing on Zero Day itself were German, although some Polish soldiers would land in the following days.

While large numbers of soldiers were needed to land on the invasion beaches, as German planners had correctly recognised, without support, they would just be landing future prisoners-of-war.  Naval support was virtually non-existent for the critical first few days, since the badly-battered Krijgmarine spent what remained of its strength engaging the equally-battered Royal Navy.  Paratroops were a much-vaunted method for gaining depth of territory, but in practice, apart from occasional strokes of luck such as Lound Waterworks, paratroopers provided only a few hours of distraction to the British forces.

The essential means of support for the German forces on Zero Day and later was sky support.  Part of this was tactical sky support, with British fortifications, artillery, defensive hold-outs, and attacking columns being targeted by any available German fighter or fighter-bomber.  Perhaps the more important part of the sky support was the methodical bombing of transport infrastructure, with key bridges, road junctions, and rail lines and assembly areas.  The vital effect of these actions was to hinder British effort to bring defensive forces up to the front-lines...

The difficulties of any amphibious landing are considerable, particularly an opposed one.  German forces had invested an immense amount of time and ingenuity in preparing ways to overcome these difficulties.  In the end, they succeeded, but only at a bitter cost.  Despite overwhelming sky superiority, despite having more available manpower, despite the disarray in Britain’s defence thanks to the withdrawal of New England forces, the Zero Day landings came close to failing.

Of the four invasion beaches, the landings at Neptune did fail, with the landing forces forced to surrender or withdraw by the next day.  The British counterattacks on Anvil further north left the landing forces there in a bad position, forced back onto the defensive and only able to hold onto some of their early gains with the support of forces from the 101st Armour.  However, the troops landing at Jupiter and Speck were more fortunate.  Those invasion beaches had been in the New England sector, and while British defenders had moved in, they were less familiar with the terrain.  Crucially, they were also furthest from the main concentration of arlacs which might have held the landing forces on their beaches.  Without those obstacles, the landing forces were able to move off Jupiter and Speck, and by nightfall on Zero Day were fighting in Great Yarmouth...

The naval engagement off the landing beaches was bitterly-fought, and the German transport fleet suffered substantial losses on Zero Day and in its aftermath.  In the end, German sky power would inflict enough losses on the Royal Navy to neutralise it as a fighting force [10].  The losses suffered by the invading transport fleet and landing craft were horrendous; Germany has never admitted the exact losses, but the most reliable estimate is around sixty-five percent of their initial tonnage (Montgomery, 1946).

With the naval situation brought into their favour, the success of Jungeisen depended on holding off the British counterattacks long enough to establish reliable lines of supply.  Germany’s defensive success mostly relied on sky power disrupting British marshalling and transportation.  Their supply situation was rather more tenuous.  At various times, Germany had shortages of both shipping and landing craft.  They received some additional shipping capacity from French and Italian ships which were now deemed safe to escort around the British Isles, but the shortage of landing craft was nearly critical.  They were fortunate to have available a limited number of hovercraft, which were able to avoid minefields both on land and at sea, and fast enough to move supplies straight up off the beaches.  They were also aided by the discovery that hovercraft could be used to move supplies across the low-lying and often flooded ground of East Anglia.

Yet even with hovercraft, the shortage of landing craft threatened to disrupt German supply lines.  They were only alleviated when Germany was able to move some of its supplies through proper ports.  Due to the difficulty of landing supplies over open beaches, planning had called for three artificial harbours to be constructed and then dropped off the invasion beaches of Neptune, Anvil, and Speck.  The failure at Neptune meant that the prefabricated harbour intended for there was assembled at Jupiter instead.  These artificial harbours allowed a much higher volume of supplies to be unloaded than across beaches, and also reduced the need for landing craft.  However, they were also easily damaged, particularly by storms.  The harbour at Speck was destroyed completely by a storm a week after its construction.  The harbour at Anvil was damaged by a British bombing raid and then finished off by a later storm.  But the harbour at Jupiter survived for four crucial months.

The other stroke of fortune for Germany’s forces was the capture of the port of Great Yarmouth.  With the town’s defence so frantically rearranged, and with quick action by paratroopers at Lound Waterworks holding open the approaches to the town, the first German forces were in the town before the end of Zero Day.  There would still be four days of fighting before the port was completely secured, but the British demolition efforts were only partially successful.  The occupied port had one functioning dock two weeks after capturing the town, and although fully clearing the port would take another month, this let ships bring their cargoes directly to shore.  This, more than anything else, was what let Germany establish the supply lines which let their soldiers continue their invasion of Britain...

--

[1] William Joyce is actually of Irish-Yankee descent, but he is not above misstating his origins.

[2] An error on Kazungu’s part: Simon Perles German rank was Generalleutnant, which is equivalent to a Major General.

[3] Germany has developed its military doctrines based on the experiences of the North American War and Brazilian Civil War, where armoured vehicles were not effective on their own, but only when combined with infantry assault.

[4] The Jäger-Doter series (models I to V) were the most numerous German panzers built in the period 1909-1929.  The JD-Vs were state of the art in 1926 when they were first deployed operationally, but Germany’s rivals developed heavier arlacs which would be taken into the Great War.  The JD series were replaced in 1930-1 by heavier designs, most notably the Lion (heavy) and Lynx (medium) panzers.

[5] Literally, Armoured Engineer’s Vehicle.  An ATL equivalent of the AVRE (Armoured Vehicle, Royal Engineers) used in the D-Day landings.

[6] Or 884, depending on which source you ask.

[7] i.e. pirates and enemies fought in colonial wars, such as China.

[8] i.e. the USS Vanguard, TTL’s equivalent to HMS Dreadnought.

[9] Speck would usually be translated as ‘Bacon’, but unlike the code names for the other invasion beaches, this name is traditionally left untranslated in history texts written in English.

[10] More accurately, inflict enough losses that the surviving German warships can do a reasonable job of holding off naval raids.

--

Decades of Darkness #182: I Hear Voices

(Regarding Tsar Alexander II).  “You may quote me as saying that that Imperial bastard will never set foot on American soil any time when I’m running this glorious country of ours.  And when I call him a sonofabitch, I’m not using profanity, I’m referring to the circumstances of his birth.”
- H. Pierce Long, Jr., U.S. Senator (Louisiana), exercising a unique brand of diplomacy during his presidential election campaign, 1932

--

“Why have you declared war on Britain?”
- Neil Browning, British ambassador to Russia, during a last-ditch effort to persuade the Russian Tsar to withdraw the Russian declaration of war, 8 July 1930
“Because every great game must end in checkmate.”
- Tsar Alexander II, replying to the British ambassador.  (The reference is to the Great Game, the long rivalry between Russia and Britain for control of Central Asia).

--

Article XIII [of the Warsaw Accord]

The Government of the German Reich recognises the historical claim of the Russian Empire to the territory of the Kingdom of Courland.  The German Government agrees to permit Courland to join a federated state with Russia, and will undertake all necessary legislative and economic requirements to allow Courland to leave the Reichsverein within five years of the date of ratification of this accord.  The Russian Government recognises the right of King Friedrich II and his heirs to remain as rulers of Courland and act as guarantors of that nation’s sovereignty, in perpetuity.

- The Warsaw Accord was a secret treaty between Germany and Russia which was ratified on 31 May 1930.  Article XIII was one of six articles in the treaty which were not included in the versions given to the governments of the other Verein nations.

--

“Bulgaria will gladly join with Russia and Greece in war against Turkey, in exchange for being granted all of Thrace west of the River Evros.”
- Lazar Ganchev, Bulgarian ambassador to St Petersburg, 9 July 1930
“Except for guaranteeing Cyprus to Greece, His Majesty’s Government will make no promises for how frontiers will be drawn after this war.  Borders will be determined solely based on how each nation has contributed to the war.”
- Russian Chief Minister Konstantin Kazimirovich Korovin, replying to Ganchev

--

“Everything, underlying everything, a feeling of unfathomable horror.”
- Sherry Chamberlain, describing the mood of Constantinople on the eve of the Russian declaration of war, in “The Price of Life” (1952), p213.  Sherry was the wife of Andrew Chamberlain, British Commissioner to Turkey.

--

“Nothing has changed in Russia’s policy.  Her methods, her tactics, her manoeuvres, her proclamations may change, but the pole star – global supremacy – is immutable.”
- Isaac Disraeli, 3rd Earl of Beaconsfield, former British prime minister, 10 July 1930, commenting on the Russian declaration of war on Britain

--

“War must be recognised as an instinct of mankind, of divine origin.  It will not be replaced by fantasies of idealistic human devices like commissions of arbitration or princely mediation.”
- General Nikolai Krestinsky, 16 July 1930, when speaking to journalists and affirming his support for the Duma’s rejection of a combined French-Swedish offer to mediate a peace between Britain and Russia

--

“Russia is cramped in the Black Sea and she should own the exit, that is, the Straits, as much to protect the security and welfare of the south of Russia as for political, economic and religious reasons.  Russia must become the master in Constantinople.”
- Russian Chief Minister K. K. Korovin addressing the Duma, 17 July 1930

--

“Of course we will fight.  Turkey’s honour and her courage are paramount.  If we are steadfast, we can hold off Russia until we find aid from our allies.  Even if aid does not come, our valour will force better terms from the Tsar than meek submission.  And even if our bravery comes to naught, like the Venezuelans, I would rather die on my feet than live on my knees.”

Osman Mehmed Mustafa Pasha, diary entry, 22 July 1930

--

“We will not rebel to fight the Sultan.  He is not a perfect ruler, but why would we want to trade one foreign overlord for another?”

- Anonymous tribal leader in “southern Mesopotamia” (probably near Basra), responding to Sergei Nikiforovich Kruglov, who was part of a covert and largely unsuccessful Russian mission to inspire rebellion in Turkey’s Arabic-majority provinces.  Quoted in “Life in the Shadows,” Kruglov’s posthumous autobiography, 1975.

--

Article IV [of the Warsaw Accord]

Both parties [i.e. the Russian and German governments] recognise the need for stability in the Balkan Peninsula, which has historically been a source of conflict.  To this end, both parties agree to divide the region into mutual spheres of influence, which both parties agree to recognise in perpetuity.  Both parties will recognise the primacy of the other party in all matters military, political and economic within their respective spheres of influence.  Both parties agree to strict non-interference in the other’s sphere of influence.

Article V

The German sphere of influence in the Balkans shall consist of the territory comprising the present nations of Hungary, Croatia, Albania, and Montenegro.  The Russian sphere of influence in the Balkans shall consist of the territory comprising the present nations of Bulgaria, Greece, and Turkey-in-Europe.  The nation of Serbia shall also be considered to be part of the Russian sphere of influence.  Notwithstanding the provisions of Article IV, the Government of Russia agrees not to move any of its military forces, or those of its allies, onto or through Serbian territory without the prior consent of the Government of Germany.

--

“If you have to ravage the country which you attack – to destroy for a score of future years its roads, its woods, its cities and its harbours – and if, finally, having brought masses of men, counted by the millions, face to face, you tear those masses to pieces with jagged shots, and leave the fragments of living creatures countlessly beyond all hope of surgery, to starve and parch, through days of torture, down into clots of clay, what book of accounts shall record the cost of your work?  What book of judgement sentences the guilt of it?”
- Viktor Rimsky, outspoken member of the Duma, condemning the Russian entry into the war, 24 July 1930.  He would be expelled from the Constitutionalists a week later over his comments.

--

“Please convey to your Shah that Persia has historically been under Russian protection, and I invite him to renew that protection.  He will find Russia to be a stauncher protector of Persian sovereignty during this convulsion of the world order than anything which Britain can offer.”
- Tsar Alexander II to the Persian ambassador, 1 August 1930

--

“The British Empire is a corpse which is still twitching; the Americans delivered the fatal blow a generation ago, and Russia and Germany together will quash its final movements.  Once Britain and its allies are fallen, the superior Powers will divide the world as we see fit.”
- Russian Chief Minister K. K. Korovin addressing a rally of workers in St Petersburg, 10 August 1930.  His use of the phrase “superior Powers” was much-quoted in both Germany and the United States, and is believed to be the inspiration for the word “superpowers” to describe the leading nations of the post-Great War world.

--

“I find war detestable, but even more detestable are those who praise war without partaking in it.”
- Tatiana Rostov, Russian writer, in a letter to the St Petersburg Journal, 14 December 1930

--

“We who strike the enemy where his heart beats have been slandered as ‘baby-killers’ and ‘murderers of women.’  What we do is repugnant to us too, but necessary.  Very necessary.  Nowadays there is no such animal as a non-combatant: modern warfare is total warfare.  A soldier cannot function at the front without the factory worker, the farmer, and all of the other providers behind them.  My men are brave and honourable.  Their cause is holy, so how can they sin while doing their duty?  If what we do is frightful, then may frightfulness be Russia’s salvation.”
- General Grigol Uratadze, commander of the Russian strategic bombing forces during the Great War, quoted in A. K. Scheradze, “Red, Green and White: The Great War Through the Eyes of Those Who Fought It” (1972)

--

“If I fail, bury me where the lotus blooms.”
- Chen Jiongming, Chinese revolutionary leader, 6 September 1930, soon after accepting command of the Chinese Auxiliary Forces.  Said as he was preparing to move into Black China (i.e. that part ruled by the Russian-backed Qing Dynasty) to support the guerrilla campaign against the Qing.

--

Annex III of the Treaty of Constantinople (1931)

Article I

A head mufti shall reside in Constantinople and shall act as intermediary between the muftis of Thrace and Marmara, and the Russian Ministry of Public Worship.  He shall be elected by the muftis of Thrace and Marmara and from amongst them, assembled especially for that purpose.

The head mufti shall have the right, within the limits proscribed by the Sharia, of supervision and control over the muftis of Thrace and Marmara, over the Muslim religious and charitable institutions, as also over their staffs.

--

“Perpetual peace is a dream, and not even a beautiful dream.  War is an integral part of the ordering of the universe.  Men love peace as a means to new wars.”
- Amber Jarrett, American author and philosopher, in “All Too Human,” 1951

--

Decades of Darkness #183: Honour Among Thieves

“An extensive empire must be supported by a refined system of policy and oppression: in the centre, an absolute power, prompt in action and rich in resources; a swift and easy communication with the extreme parts; fortifications to check the first effort of rebellion; a regular administration to protect and punish; and a well-disciplined army to inspire fear, without provoking discontent and despair.”
- Edward Gibbon (1788), “The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire”

--

21 April 1953
Hobson University, Eden [Auckland, New Zealand]
Kingdom of Australia

Over the many years of his academic career, Associate Professor Adrian Disraeli has found that lecture notes are useful things.  He does not follow them slavishly; the mark of a good lecturer is one who is prepared to adapt his material to new audiences, and who is willing to improvise.  Yet notes are very helpful for giving him structure, for refocusing his thoughts when he has become distracted by too many student questions.

For this lecture, he has no notes.  There is no point.  There will be too many questions.  There always are, when Russia is involved.  No country in the world has a more ambiguous relationship with Australia.  And no other country in the world has a political structure which is so hard for outsiders to grasp.  At times a democracy, at other times a monarchy, sometimes an empire, sometimes a federation, sometimes a theocracy, and always an argument; Russia creates even more misconceptions amongst foreigners than the United States.  Even Disraeli himself does not have a full understanding of Russian history and politics.  His core interests lie elsewhere, and he relied on the help of his colleague Dr Sierra when first preparing this lecture series, several years ago.  Now, though, he knows the material by heart, and after so many variations on the same questions, he thinks that he can answer most of them.

“Welcome back for this, the seventh lecture on ‘Understanding The Great War’.  This lecture will describe the causes and effects of Russian involvement in the war.  I understand that many of you have been looking forward to this lecture.”  That is true enough, although a brief glance shows him that Danielle Warner is showing little interest.  Usually the most vocal student in the hall, she appears to have no interest in Russia.  Foolish, foolish.  He has high hopes of Danielle for a historian, but she should know better than to ignore the largest country on earth.

“The question of Russian entry into the war, and even which side that nation should support, was something shrouded in confusion to contemporary powers during the early days of the war.  As with the United States, the belligerent powers believed that Russia could join either side in the war, if it could be offered the right incentives.  In the case of America, we now know that to have been an illusion; their government would never have agreed to fight alongside Germany.  In the case of Russia, however, this perception was quite accurate.”

“Does that mean that Russia would have auctioned its participation in the war to the highest bidder?” Vikas Prasad says, raising his hand even as he is already speaking.

“Russian motivations in the lead-up to the Great War were rather more complex than that,” Disraeli says.  He does not bother to berate Vikas for speaking out of turn; there will be far more interruptions like that before this lecture is done.  “This was partly an effect of Russia’s historical objectives, and partly a product of Russia’s internal political divisions.  Like Germany at the time, and as is frequently true of Russia even today, pre-war Russia was divided into a multiplicity of parties and had frequently-shifting coalition governments.  This allowed for a diversity of views, but it also gave considerable influence to small but vocal parties which held the balance of power.  It also meant that a change in government, or in members of the ruling coalition, could produce sudden and dramatic shifts in government policy.  This was no more evident than in the shifts in Russian foreign policy preceding their entry into the war.

“Consider: at the start of 1929, Russia under the Lebedev premiership was a French ally and committed to thwarting German hegemony in Europe.  Six months later, Russia chose neutrality rather than join France in war.  Two months after that, the Kiev Declaration, while ostensibly affirming Russian neutrality, amounted to an oil embargo on Germany, and one which emboldened the United States and New England to join the war against Germany.  Yet less than a year later, Russia joined the war on Germany’s side.”

“Sounds like they auctioned themselves off,” Vikas Prasad says, in the sort of pseudo-whisper which can be heard throughout the hall.

“A new government often brings new policies,” Disraeli says.  “On the surface, Russia’s shift in foreign policy appears to be an abrupt one, but properly considered, the motivating factors had been present since well before the war started.”

“Then why couldn’t other nations tell that Russia wouldn’t honour its alliance at the start of the war?” someone asks from near the back row.  Disraeli doesn’t know this student’s name, since it is the first time he has asked a question, but his voice has a faint touch of a French accent, which gives a good indication of the student’s own interest.

“Because they forgot that in a government with major internal divisions, the most likely outcome is for it to do nothing.  Internal divisions within Germany had prevented them honouring their alliance with Britain during the North American War a generation before, and Russia now found itself in the same position.  Russia’s government would take time to work through the divisions and arrive at a combined policy.”

Timothy Tam raises a hand, and Disraeli gestures for him to speak.  “Were the divisions because Russia could not decide which nations it hated the most?”

“Those were not the main drivers, although they certainly played their part.  Russia’s main recent historical experience before the Great War had been defeat in the Second Napoleonic War.  The desire to effectively repeal the Treaty of Konigsberg was the main reason for the terms which Russia demanded before they entered the war.  Russians had reason to dislike both Britain and Germany, and they also had a growing abhorrence of the United States.  But in practice, Russia could demand from either side terms which would reverse the main effects of Konigsberg.

“Beyond the immediate effects of the Second Napoleonic War on the Russian psyche, there were two competing factors which influenced Russian military development and foreign policy over the centuries, and which were still predominant in the first third of this century.  These were a desire for security from western invasion, and the long attempts to expand Russian power in the south.

“Historically, Russia has always been very concerned about the threat of invasion and occupation from the west.  There have been a number of invaders who have pushed into Russia from the west, culminating with the first Bonaparte’s drive on Moscow.  More recent invaders confined themselves to fighting on the fringes of Russian territory – which had more success – but Russia remained gravely concerned about security on its western frontiers.  By the eve of the Great War, that essentially meant that Russia was concerned about Germany and the potential threat it posed.”

Timothy raises his hand again, and Disraeli nods.  “Isn’t it the case that the only successful occupation of Russia’s coreland came from the east, not the west?”

“Indeed, but the western invasions were mostly more recent, and had continued even when Russia united.  Against this desire to maintain security in the west, Russia also possessed what has been called “the Southern Obsession,” a drive to increase its power and influence southward.  There have been a variety of factors involved in this desire, some religious, some from a sense of cultural commonality, and some geopolitical, but their combined effect has been the progressive expansion of Russian territory and influence southward from the sixteenth century.  This southern drive had experienced a reversal during the later half of the nineteenth century.  The Second Napoleonic War played a part, with Russia losing control of Bulgaria during this time, but the broader cause was British influence first over Turkey, and then later over Persia and Tibet.  By the eve of the Great War, that meant that Russia was concerned about Britain and its effective block on further southern expansion.”

Vikas says, “Doesn’t this mean that in effect, Russia had to choose whether they hated Germany or Britain more?”

“It meant that both of those factors would be taken into before Russia joined the war on either side, and that they needed to decide whether they were more concerned with western security or southern expansion.  Lebedev’s commitment to join France in war with Germany would have enhanced Russian security on its western frontier if Germany’s defeat could be assured, but it would have confirmed Britain as the overlord of the southern territories which Russia still wished to acquire.

“A declaration of war in June 1929 would have been difficult to pass through the Duma, since the members were divided into three factions.  Some were pro-Bouclier, some were pro-German, and some were neutralists.  Before a vote could be called, the Tsar made it clear that he would not sign any immediate declaration of war.”

Anne Stillwell raises her hand to speak, then says, “Why did the Tsar’s opinion matter?  The Duma had defied the Tsar before, when they brought down Peter IV.”

“The involvement of the monarchy in Russian politics is varied.  The Romanovs have learned through experience that they cannot defy the will of a united Duma, but they retain immense influence when they wish to impose a policy on a divided electorate.  In the context of the Great War, this meant that the Tsar ensured an initial declaration of neutrality, while foreign diplomacy and internal politicking continued until Russia could build a united sense of political will.

“Building a common purpose sense would take some time.  The Korovin government which took office in September 1929 comprised a coalition of neutralist and anti-British parties who had only a slim parliamentary majority.  Korovin began work almost immediately to build a broader coalition which would support war against Britain, provided they could receive the right concessions from Germany.

Danielle Warner raises a hand.  Disraeli nods, glad that she is showing some interest at last.  “Didn’t American involvement mean that Russia would no longer consider joining on the Allied side?”

Disraeli says, “It certainly alienated some pro-Bouclier members of the Duma, but it was not decisive in itself.  What mattered more was the progress of negotiations between Germany and Russia over territorial and diplomatic concessions for Russian entry into the war.  Many of the details of these negotiations still have not been released by the governments of those nations, but we do know the main points...”

--

From “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Warsaw Accord: A treaty between Russia and Germany, ratified on 31 May 1930, which negotiated terms for Russian entry into the Great War as a co-belligerent with Germany.  The Accord established some strategic cooperation between the Russian and German war efforts, although there were no provisions for any combined military operations.  The Accord also divided post-war Europe into spheres of influence.  The Accord was not published in full until after the war’s end.  Even during the war, several articles were not revealed to most of Germany’s allies.  Most of these articles made provision for Courland to be removed from the Verein (q.v.) and established as a federated state with Russia, with some rights and protections.  The other secret article was negotiated with the government of Poland.  This required post-war Polish border changes, with much of Ukrainian-majority Bukovina being ceded to Russia and Poland being compensated by acquiring Polish-majority territory from Courland.

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

Russian diplomacy focused on extracting the maximum possible concessions from Germany before joining the war.  They were assisted in this endeavour when Greek premier Kyriakos Venizelos proposed the establishment of a common diplomatic front.  This allowed Russia to push for further concessions in the Balkans, which for religious and cultural reasons was one of their main areas of geopolitical interest.

The objectives of Russian diplomacy were to obtain territory which would further separate its coreland from German troops, to reverse most of the setbacks of the Second Napoleonic Wars, and to restore their influence over much of the Balkans and Middle East.  This meant that they secured the return of Courland as a federated state, and negotiated a sphere of influence in the Balkans which meant that Bulgaria would also eventually go the same route.  Russia was not interested in re-acquiring most of their former Polish territory, but they negotiated an exchange of frontiers which saw them regain most of Bukovina while Poland received compensatory territory from Courland and rebellious Hungary.

For its part, Germany extracted what concessions it could to protect Courland.  It negotiated a separate sovereignty, and the continuation of the core of the existing concessions and rights of the Courlanders, including language.  A separate treaty article was included which guaranteed the protection of rights of religious freedom, particularly that the Courlanders were not be required or encouraged to convert to Orthodoxy or have a state religion imposed on them.  Further treaty articles ensured that no additional taxes or duties could be imposed on Courland without the consent of the king and parliament, and that Russian or allied troops could not be based in Courland without the consent of the king.  As a final protection, the royal line of succession for Courland was guaranteed so that it would return to a German branch of the Hohenzollerns before it reverted to Russia or any other royal family...

Russia was prepared to concede some rights for Courland and Serbia because its main aims in those regions was to remove German influence.  On a broader geopolitical scale, however, Russia demanded wide-ranging concessions which Germany needed to accept or face losing the war.  Thus, in the end, Germany conceded Russian influence in Serbia, Bulgaria, Turkey, Greece, and Persia.  If Russia could acquire them, Germany also conceded any interest in Tibet, India, and Nippon, including Nipponese territory in Choson and China.  Russia also negotiated free passage of the Suez Canal in the event that Germany acquired Egypt, although that particular right would turn out to be very difficult to exercise after the war’s end.  In a smaller concession, Germany also agreed to hand over control of Kypros to Greek forces by no later than 31 December 1930...

--

Decades of Darkness #184: Much Ado About Everything

“This is an age of the world when nations are trembling and convulsed.  A mighty influence stirs, surging and heaving the world.  Gold has crumbled to dust, and the foundations of commerce have been shattered.  Every nation must find a new course in these uncertain times.”
- Victoria Claflin Coldwell (an American exile in St Petersburg), commenting on the status of the world during the early days of the Nervous Twenties, 1921

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

Before the declaration of war on Britain and the United States, Russian and Greek diplomacy had been restricted even after the ratification of the Warsaw Accord on 31 May.  Due to the need to preserve secrecy, no meaningful diplomacy was conducted with Bulgaria, Turkey or Persia until after the declaration of war on 7 July.  Diplomats from all three of those nations hastened to St Petersburg as soon as the war was announced, with one nation wanting to negotiate terms for alliance with Russia and Greece, and the other two seeking to secure their own national survival...

The Venizelos mission had already arranged a common diplomatic front between Greece and Russia.  This had allowed them to extract considerable diplomatic concessions from Germany, and they expected to apply the same pressure against Turkey.  If they were unable to secure their desired territorial and political concessions, this pact would then extend to military cooperation.

What had not been negotiated conclusively was the precise territories which were to be required from Turkey; both nations found it convenient to leave some of the details vague to allow scope for negotiations with Turkey.  Nonetheless, it was expected that Thrace would be divided between Russia and Greece, with the possible exception of Constantinople and its immediate environs.  Russia wished to guarantee passage through the Straits, although this may have been done by the establishment of military bases, rather than outright annexation of the Turkish capital.  Russia also wanted to re-acquire the Kars region which it had lost after the Second Napoleonic Wars, and Greece wished to acquire much of the Aegean coast, without specifying the borders.

These plans needed to be rewritten within days of both nations joining the war.  When news of the Greco-Russian declaration was published, the Bulgarian government instructed its ambassador to make an immediate request to join in what it expected to be a war against Turkey.  As a price of its involvement, Bulgaria wanted western Thrace, a region where Greece had also expressed considerable interest.

Russia initially rebuffed Bulgaria’s invitation, until on 15 July Black China erupted in rebellion against the Russian-backed Qing.  With this destabilising influence on its proposed Far Eastern campaign, the Russian government became more amenable to Bulgarian overtures.

The three nations delivered combined diplomatic demands to Turkey on 20 July.  The core of these demands was territorial cessions.  Western Thrace was to be ceded to Bulgaria, while eastern Thrace and Marmara were to be established as a separate state in federation with Russia, with guarantees offered to protect the religious rights of the Muslim inhabitants of those territories.  Russia also demanded Kars, while Greece was to be granted Smyrna.  The Arabic-majority provinces of Turkey were to be detached into a new nation of Mesopotamia, which was to be a Russian client state.  Turkey itself was to become a Russian protectorate.

While these demands were harsh, it appears that Russia, at least, preferred to bargain for what it could acquire at the negotiating table.  While certainly willing to fight if Turkey did not concede, the Korovin government would have preferred to obtain influence over Turkey – and Persia – by non-military means...

--

From: “Crescent and Star: A History of the Turkish People”
(c) 1952 by Hasan Menderes
Jefferson Davis University Press: Puerto Veracruz, USA

Korovin wanted war with Turkey, and presented impossible demands to ensure that he achieved his aim.  No nation would willingly hand over its capital to an invading power, and the demand for Istanbul forced the Turkish people into war, no matter how much they sought to avoid it.

In war, the Turkish people showed their courage even in the face of overwhelming odds.  Russian military plans called for the occupation of Kars within two weeks, but it would be six weeks before they could claim the region.  Turkish prowess was demonstrated on the battlefield, even in the darkest times.  With Istanbul besieged, the Hellenes sought to pre-empt the peace negotiations by landing outside Izmir and occupying the city.  While the landing was initially successful, and Izmir was occupied, Kazım Karabekir rallied the Turkish forces outside the city and pushed the Hellenes back out of Izmir two weeks later.  The remaining Hellenes were trapped in the Karaburun Peninsula.  Still, against the vast population and industry of the Russian Empire, the Turks could only ensure that they gave a good account of themselves in battle...

--

Taken from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Treaty of Constantinople: The peace treaty signed by Russia, Bulgaria, Hellas and Turkey in 1931, which ended Turkey’s involvement in the Great War.  The treaty stripped Turkey of much of its pre-war territory: western Thrace went to Bulgaria, Kypros and Smyrna to Hellas, Kars to Russia, eastern Thrace and Marmara as a federated state with Russia, and Mesopotamia as a Russian protectorate.  The treaty also established the Sultanate of Turkey as a Russian protectorate.

--

From: “Crescent and Star: A History of the Turkish People”
(c) 1952 by Hasan Menderes
Jefferson Davis University Press: Puerto Veracruz, USA

Facing overwhelming numbers, with Russian soldiers invading the heartland of Anatolia, the Turkish government had to sue for peace.  They were given no choice but to prevent further bloodshed of its soldiers on the battlefield and its civilians who were murdered by Russian bombing.  Russian terms were harsh, requiring the abandonment of Mesopotamia even when Russian soldiers had not yet reached there, but there was no alternative other than to continue the bloodshed.  The treaty would eventually see the Sultan deposed by Turkish patriots who could not stomach the concessions, but even the new Turkish Republic needed to acknowledge the loss of Istanbul and the other territories, and continue as a Russian protectorate.

Worse than the demands of Russia, however, were Hellenic actions once Turkey had surrendered.  They were restored to control of Izmir, a region they had not been able to secure through conquest of arms.  The city of Izmir itself had a substantial Hellene minority, and Hellas wished to see this become a majority.  Turks and Hellenes had lived peacefully alongside each other for centuries under Ottoman rule, but this peaceful coexistence came to an end through Hellenic hatred.

Hellenic government propaganda announced Izmir as indissolubly part of Hellas, and stirred up the fires of hatred.  The mob on the streets heard the words, and Turkish civilians were murdered or driven from their homes in riots and militia actions which started in Izmir City but which spread to the surrounding province.  Hellenic troops turned a blind eye to these massacres; their officers ignored them and in some cases their regular soldiers joined in the mobs.

Inspired by the Hellenic example, Bulgarian soldiers likewise started to drive out the Muslim inhabitants of western Thrace.  Their civilians started to harass their Muslim neighbours in Bulgaria itself, which saw most of the Muslim inhabitants abandon their homes and flee to Russian-controlled territory.  With the hatreds inspired throughout the region, many Orthodox (mostly Hellene) inhabitants in Turkey chose to leave their homes for Izmir or Marmara.

For all of their massacres of Turkish civilians during the fighting, Russian forces at least did what they could to prevent bloodshed during the turbulent times of 1931-2.  Russian soldiers were moved into all of the chaotic regions to maintain order.  Russia exerted diplomatic pressure on Bulgaria and Hellas to ensure that their soldiers acted in accord with the laws of war...

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

The immediate aftermath of the Treaty of Constantinople was civilian hatred and bloodshed.  Civilians in both Turkey and the new Greek territories of Smyrna and Cyprus started to attack their neighbours of different faiths.  The Turkish and Greek governments both blamed the other for encouraging massacres, with Premier Venizelos announcing that “Turkey has imported the terror of fire-squads [1].”  Greeks in Turkey were murdered or driven from their homes, with Muslims suffering similar fates in Greek territories and soon Bulgaria.

International condemnation was swift to follow from both sides in the Great War, although only Russia was in a position to stop the bloodshed.  Russian armies were moved in as observers into Turkey, Bulgaria and Smyrna.  Most of the immediate bloodshed was quelled, except in Cyprus which was devoid of Russian troops, but passions had been stirred.  Russia wished to avoid a long-term distraction, and so arranged for an exchange of populations between Greece, Bulgaria and Turkey.  Muslim inhabitants of Greece and Bulgaria were to be resettled in Turkey; while many of them had found temporary safety in Thrace and Marmara, they were not allowed to settle there permanently.  Greek inhabitants of Turkey were evacuated to Greece and Thrace and Marmara.  Other religious and racial minorities were mostly unaffected by the chaos of the era, although some Armenians and Jews also fled Turkey, particularly those who had lived in Trabzon.

In one of the more unanticipated effects of the Russian deployment, Russian soldiers remained in Bulgaria as peacekeepers and did not leave until Bulgaria had agreed to join Russia as a federated state...

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 1: The Great War”
(c) 1948 by Prof. Isamu Hayashi and Dr. Berndt Chou
Keio University, Tokyo, Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Kathryn Warner

Persia’s capitulation in May 1931 meant that Russia had now achieved three of the great prizes it had sought with its entry into the Great War.  China and Choson still hung in the balance, while the way now appeared open for the fifth prize.  Yet India, as it was then known, had always been an optimistic choice.  The logistics for a Russian invasion were extremely poor, and India’s natural defences were magnificent.

Any land invasion of India would have to force an assault through the Hindu Kush or the Himalayas, the greatest mountain barriers in the world.  Most of Afghanistan may have been under theoretical Russian control, but the rugged terrain, poor roads and lack of railways meant that no large force could be supplied through that region.  Persia did have some railways, but these did not link to the railways of either Russia or India.  Russian engineers were attempting to extend rail links through the Caucasus, but these had not yet been completed.  Russian men and materiel needed to be shipped across the Caspian, through a long Persian rail network which required mountain crossings and was extremely vulnerable to guerrilla sabotage, and then force their way through more deserts and mountains into Baluchistan.

By contrast, the Indian Army was well-supplied and had had decades to prepare defensive fortifications along the north-western frontier.  Despite the efforts of Russian strategic bombing to strike at transport links and supply centres, the Indian Army was well-positioned and eager to defend its homeland.

A full-scale invasion of India was extremely unlikely to succeed, and military planners on both sides were aware of that.  Russia’s objectives were more limited; while most Russian government records of the Great War era are still inaccessible to historians, published materials indicate that Russia sought to acquire some of the north-western areas of India.  The frontier probably would have been drawn somewhere along the Indus.  Russian plans were immaterial, since they were not able to force any meaningful invasions of Indian soil.  They had hoped for anti-British uprisings from nationalist elements within India, but these failed to materialise.  The Bharati National Congress caused some substantial agitation during the war, but most Indians were content to wait for the promised post-war independence...

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

Russo-German cooperation during the war had always been tenuous.  The two nations had formed an alliance of convenience to allow them to focus on other targets, but their relations showed increasing signs of strains as the war neared a conclusion.  The Russian occupation of Syria-Lebanon in October 1931 was a major example of this, but the tension between the two nominal allies increased in the following year.  In March 1932, Russian officials in St Petersburg allowed a copy of the full text of the Warsaw Accord to fall into the hands of the New England ambassador, who quickly published the secret articles.  This news aroused considerable mistrust amongst Germany’s Verein allies, both in Courland itself and also in Hungary...

--

“In a time of carnage and dark confusion at home, we place the future of the Empire in the hands of its diverse inhabitants.  The sun has set on the home islands, but it still shines over the jewels of the imperial crown.  India, Australia, South Africa, Ceylon, and East Africa still stand free.  Now they must stand on their own.”
- Richard IV, during his last public address as King of Great Britain

--

[1] A reference to the “fire squads” which the *USA used to suppress guerrillas and their civilian support in the former Colombia.  See post #163a.

--

Decades of Darkness Interlude #7: Sharing All The World

A bit of a change of pace for this post...

--

“For generation after generation of mankind’s industrial progress, we have assumed that our efforts would leave the fundamental balance of the world’s ecosystems stable.  We have assumed that the seas and the sky could endure despite whatever poisons we unleashed upon them.  We have assumed that no matter what we do to nature, it will still be there to exploit.  We have only just started to learn the scale of our misjudgement.”
- Miriam O’Connell, keynote speaker at the first Earth Friends International Congress, held in Sydney, 1951

--

19 June 1872
New White House,
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

Hugh Griffin, President of the United States, had met a great many women in his lifetime.  Without false modesty – and Griffin had no modesty, false or otherwise – he knew that women found him extremely attractive.  For his part, he enjoyed talking with women.  He loved making women smile, or better yet making them laugh.  It often went further than that.  Women had a way of opening their hearts to him, and he was more than willing to take advantage of any opportunities which arose.  He knew how to be discreet, Amelia knew when to pretend not to notice, and he could always rely on reporters to publish nothing even if gossip spread.  But he was perfectly happy talking to women even if it went nothing further than conversation.

With the woman who sat opposite him in the Davis Room, he had known immediately that this conversation would go no further.  Which suited him well, since Muriel Hayden had come to discuss politics.  She was one of the rare women who sought to contact the president to argue a cause.  Unlike with those tiresome suffragettes who sought to meet with him, Griffin was glad to grant to Muriel a meeting.  He had read her travel diaries, along with what seemed like the entire nation.  He had been entranced by her description of journeys alongside her husband through the wilderness of West Texas, Colorado, and the Californias.  Now he had finally met one of America’s most celebrated – or should he say notorious? – women.

When Muriel had entered the room, his first impression was of a woman unaware of contemporary fashion.  Modern women nowadays wore bustles and corsets in as great a variety of colours as possible, but she had chosen a flat-backed dress in pure white.  Did that mean she was out of touch with modern society – likely, given her life in the outdoors – or just that she did not care for the whims of ever-changing fashion?  Impossible to say, yet, but she certainly gave other signs of belonging to the margins of polite society.  Her skin had a golden-brown hue, sure proof of a woman who lived outdoors, and in stark contrast to the porcelain-white skin preferred by most upper-class women, who shunned the sun.  Muriel was a daughter of the Spriggs family, who owned one of Maryland’s largest tobacco plantations, but she had spurned that part of her heritage.  Likewise, her black hair hung loose and just past her shoulders, where fashion dictated hair which should be longer if loose, or bound up instead.

When she had arrived, he had kissed her hand and made all the usual social pleasantries, and she had responded in the appropriate manner.  So even if she was used to living outdoors, she had not forgotten everything of the social graces.  But it did not take long for her to show why she did not quite fit into high society.

Griffin said, “Along with the whole nation, I was entranced by your tales of journeys through America’s unspoiled wilderness.  If you could choose just one place to see again, which would it be?”

Any other well-born woman would have made some modest disclaimer at that point, and then spoken softly and gently in her response.  Society did not favour women who spoke and acted like men, which was one of the many reasons the suffragettes could not make progress.  Muriel leaned forward and spoke with extreme earnestness.  “If I could choose, it would be that the one place I treasured most would be protected for all future generations.”

“That place would be Yosemite Valley, then,” he said.  It was not difficult to guess; her travel diaries had waxed enthusiastic in their depiction of the valley, of the imposing granite dome of El Capitan, of the myriad waterfalls, of the immense natural bulk of Yosemite’s giant sequoias, the world’s largest trees.

“The same.  It deserves to be protected for all time.”

Griffin shrugged.  “It sounds beautiful, and I would certainly like to see it.”  He ventured a small smile.  “Although thanks to the magnificence of your descriptions, I almost feel that I have seen it already.”

“Nothing compares to standing in the Valley itself.”  She did respond with a small smile of her own, although it quickly faded as she returned to business.  “If everyone is allowed to do what they want there, though, that experience will be lost.  It should be preserved.  It must be preserved.”

“Its remoteness surely helps to protect it,” he said.

“Not enough.  Not nearly enough,” she said.  “It needs government action.  Federal government action.”

“You mean you want Congress to pass an Act forbidding access to the Valley, or something similar.”

She said, “Not forbidding access, but controlling what people can do in there.  Homesteaders could claim whatever land they wanted if they lived there, for one thing.  Cattle and sheep, those hoofed locusts, could be run there, for another.  Yosemite needs to be protected by the national government.  There is precedent for that; federal reservations of land have been established to protect Hot Springs in Arkansas and Ometepe in Nicaragua.  Let Yosemite have the same protection.”

Griffin thought for a moment.  “A federal reservation would be difficult to establish in an established state; the North Californian government would object.  But... yes, we would need to create it as something new.  A national park for a national heritage, perhaps.”  He considered that phrase, then smiled.

--

From “The Whitman Encyclopaedia: Volume 23: Famous Americans (7th Edition)”
Editor-in-chief Dr Emilio Johnson
(c) 1949, Aztec Publishing Company
Mexico City, Mexico State,
United States of America

HAYDEN, Muriel.  Naturalist, explorer, author, and early advocate of the preservation of America’s natural heritage.  Born Muriel Spriggs in the Northampton Plantation in Prince George’s County, Maryland on 21 April 1841.  Married Lucius Aelius Hayden on 5 June 1864 in Baltimore, Maryland.  Died in Santa Barbara, South California, on 24 December 1917.

While born into a rich heritage with one of Maryland’s leading tobacco families, Muriel Spriggs showed an early and continued lack of interest in settled society.  At a young age, she spurned the attentions of suitors in good social standing, and in defiance of her family’s wishes eloped to Baltimore.  Her husband, Lucius Aelius Hayden, was nearly twenty years her senior, a sometimes engineer and social misfit.  Soon after their marriage, he turned his interest in geology and the outdoors into a career, launching the first of several expeditions into the Sierra Nevada and other unspoiled areas of America.  Hayden accompanied him on these expeditions, and published a series of travel diaries which became popular throughout the nation and abroad, and which remain widely-read to this day.

During these expeditions, Hayden became convinced of the need to preserve America’s wilderness from what she saw as the encroaching threat of human activity.  This became an enduring theme in her travel diaries and later writings.  She became a political advocate and one of the early pioneers in the preservation movement of the nineteenth century, a precursor to the modern terramicitian movement.  Her greatest success was in the creation of America’s first national parks in Yosemite, Three Rivers, Yellowstone, and Grand Delta [1].

After her husband’s death in 1881, Hayden settled in South California and began a more public role as a speaker and author encouraging the protection of wilderness areas and protection of endangered wildlife.  She was one of the founding members of the Redwood Lodge [2], an organisation which survives to the present day as a defender of America’s natural heritage.  She had less success in her attempts to protect endangered wildlife from hunting.  Despite her public pleas for the protection of the rapidly-declining buffalo [3] and passenger pigeons, both of these species were hunted to extinction.  In her autobiography Daughter of the Wilderness, she described the moment when the last known buffalo were shot on 9 August 1885 as “the greatest disappointment of my life, knowing that one thread had been torn forever from the tapestry of life.”  With the extinction of the buffalo, Hayden kept campaigning for the protection of the passenger pigeon.  Some individual states passed legislation protecting the species, but this was rarely enforced, and the last known passenger pigeon died in Louisville Zoo on 1 April 1906 [4].

While frustrated in her efforts to protect endangered wildlife, Hayden still commanded considerable public respect, and she kept up her efforts to preserve more and more of America’s wilderness areas in national parks.  Under her inspiration, the Redwood Lodge persuaded President Lewis Mitchell to establish the National Heritage Service in 1902, to establish a national regime to monitor national parks and other places of national significance [5]...

--

From Column 11 of the Stirling Daily Mirror [6]
21 April 1946

THE TIGER’S TALE

Picture this scene.  Three hundred men, dressed in a variety of greens and browns, armed with bolt-action rifles, picking a path through woods and meadows, hunting for the elusive tiger.  It sounds like a scene from a tiger hunt in the vanished days of the British Raj.

In fact, this hunt is being carried out right now.  The location is Yellowstone National Park, in America’s rugged northwest.  Three hundred men have paid substantial sums of money to be permitted to take part in this hunt.  All of them want the prize of being the first man to shoot an American tiger for the year.  Only one can succeed.  Only one can win the accolade of premier tiger-hunter for 1946.  Up to three others may win the lesser honour of bagging a Yellowstone tiger – the quota is restricted to four in any year – but for those hunters, that will be merely a consolation prize.

The Yellowstone Tiger Hunt is one of America’s more curious traditions.  Conducted in a national park where hunting would usually be forbidden, especially trophy hunting.  Yet this hunt has been held for a quarter of a century, and it has evolved its own strict rules.  Hunters have to travel only on foot until they have made the kill, and they can use only bolt-action rifles or pistols for close work.  Horses, vehicles and automatic weapons are not permitted.

The story behind the tiger hunts of Yellowstone go back to an eccentric man named Stephen Muir.  He was appointed as the first park ranger when Yellowstone was created as a national park in 1882.  Muir arrived in Yellowstone just in time to witness the death of the last of the American bison in the park, shot by poachers when they should have been protected.  Muir had also read about the excavations of some of the vanished large animals of North America, mammoths and sabre-tooth tigers and their ilk.  With the bison now vanished from the world thanks to human actions, Muir decided that he should restore a “complete ecology” to Yellowstone.  To achieve this aim, he decided to import the closest living relatives of the vanished animals back into Yellowstone.

Despite his eccentric intentions, Muir found backing from a number of prominent American planters [7].  Thanks to their assistance, and the completion of a railway spike which had been intended to bring human visitors to Yellowstone, Muir bought and transported a variety of exotic animals to the park.  He brought in Siberian tigers, European bison, Amur leopards, and Spanish ibex.  The leopards and ibex did not do well, and can no longer be found in the park today.  But the bison and tigers have thrived, enough to allow the strange sight of an American tiger hunt...

--

From “The Whitman Encyclopaedia: Volume 23: Famous Americans (7th Edition)”
Editor-in-chief Dr Emilio Johnson
(c) 1949, Aztec Publishing Company
Mexico City, Mexico State,
United States of America

CLAY, Jonathon Andrew.  Soldier of fortune, planter, and pioneer of America’s insecticide industry.  Born in Richmond, Kentucky on 7 July 1841.  Died in New Orleans, Louisiana on 24 December 1917.

Born two years before his second cousin Cassius Clay led an armed rebellion against the Kentucky government [8], Jonathon Clay found that his family name turned into such a stigma that his family emigrated to New England when he was a teenager.  Finding New York even less to his liking, he travelled to Europe where he found employment as a soldier of fortune.  He fought under the Habsburg crown in the Swiss and Italian War, where he was wounded twice.  After the end of that war, he continued his military service as a sergeant in the ‘volunteer battalions’ used to secure Habsburg control of Sarajevo.

Clay remained in Habsburg service in the Balkans while the nations of Europe gathered in Vienna to argue over borders [9].  While his unit was wintering in Croatia in 1863-4, he discovered that the locals used the dried flower heads of the Dalmatian chrysanthemum to kill pestilential insects.  He quickly recognised the potential of this plant, and guessed correctly that it would grow in the Appalachian regions of his homeland just as readily as in the mountains of Dalmatia.

When Clay was discharged from Habsburg service in 1864, he took his accumulated earnings, a considerable number of chrysanthemum seeds, and returned to Kentucky.  Here, he set about breeding chrysanthemums and working with some of his industrialist relatives to develop better ways of extracting a useable powder from the flowers and leaves.  The result was pyrethrum, an insecticide which Clay first marketed in 1870.  He had some early commercial success in selling it as a product to be used around households to protect against moths and other insect pests.

While pyrethrum sold well for domestic use, its most effective application would only be found in the closing years of the century.  Cultivation of chrysanthemums had been spread to extensive areas of Kentucky and neighbouring states, which meant that production could be increased many-fold if a new use arrived.  Clay found his true opportunity when the boll weevil spread across the Eastern states [10].  This greatest of insect pests devastated the cotton production which was the foundation of so much of America’s economy.  Realising correctly that pyrethrum could be used to kill boll weevils as well as moths, Clay had some trials conducted in northern Alabama.  He discovered that with effective application of pyrethrum in late spring and early summer, the boll weevil could be nearly eradicated from cotton fields.

With this discovery, chrysanthemums became the new wonder crop of Appalachia.  Widespread application of pyrethrum allowed limited cotton production to resume in areas where it had been abandoned, and this led the revival of America’s cotton industry after the North American War.  Clay died one of the wealthiest men in the United States.

Although Jonathon Clay died wealthy, his main legacy would not long survive his death.  The pyrethrum industry continued to boom for another decade, until in 1926 New England chemists discovered the insecticidal properties of DDT.  This chemical had been known for half a century, but it took the recognition of its ability to kill insect pests for DDT to come into its own.  The new insecticide was a boon to agriculture around the world, but it spelled the demise of pyrethrum.

--

“The parks are America’s pleasure grounds, they are our restoring places.  There is nothing so American as our national parks.  The fundamental idea behind the parks is that the country belongs to all the citizens, that it is in the process of enriching the lives of all of us.  But our national heritage is richer than just scenic features.  The realisation is coming to us that our greatest national heritage is nature itself, with all its complexity and its abundance of life.  When combined with great scenic beauty as can be found in the national parks, it becomes of unlimited value.  That is what we would achieve with national parks, and the nation would be bereft without them.  We must maintain and extend the systems and administration which preserve our existing parks, and we must be quick to establish new parks in the remaining areas of wilderness which are our combined heritage.”
- Congresswoman Faith Griffin Bautista, addressing the U.S. House of Representatives during her first speech in 1917.  She would go on to become an advocate for a large expansion in the U.S. national park system during the 1920s and 1930s.

--

Taken from: “Strangers in a Strange Land”
(c) 1935 by Miriam O’Connell
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

The truth is, we are strangers in this homeland of ours.  We came late to Australia, and we did not come alone.  We brought our crops, our animals, and our tools to lands where they were not suited.  Most of all, we brought our old ways of thought, and sought to apply them to a new land where they did not belong.  The Aborigines and the Maori found their own accommodation with these lands when they first came here.  They changed themselves and their ways to suit the new lands which they found.  We who came later have tried to change the new lands to suit our old ways.

We who came here last did not seek to understand the lands of the Southern Cross, we sought only to exploit.  We found a multitude of native animals and plants which could be used without harming the land, and we spurned them.  We brought cows, sheep and horses whose hooves damages the soils of this ancient land, and whose grazing has all but destroyed some of the most valuable plants which grew here.  We brought in strange new creatures which are driving out the native animals that had long been established here.  Rabbits, foxes, cats, stoats, deer, and a host of others are now established on our shores.  They are driving out the animals and the birds which belong here; the wallabies, the bilby, the kiwi and so many more are being slowly eradicated.  Our hunters have added to the toll.  We hunted so many species to the brink of extinction, and pushed some over that fateful abyss.  We drove the platypus, the koala and the Tasmanian tiger to the brink of extinction, and brought in protection for them only when it was almost too late.  The beautiful huia, the kokako and the takahe have vanished, along with so many others.

We have been slow to react to the holocaust we are inflicting on our own land.  We recognised the need to protect some small parts of our natural heritage.  This is why we have the Royal Natural Park, the first in the world, and its close successors in the Waitakere Ranges and Tongariro, and some more which we have created since.  These are a valuable first step, but they are only a small step.  We have preserved not one-tenth of one percent of the Australian landscape, while across the rest of it the march of so-called progress continued unchecked.  We are clearing the forests, we are destroying the homelands of our wildlife, we are hunting or driving out the native animals who have dwelt here for millions of years, we are over-exploiting our rivers so that some almost run dry with water taken away for unsustainable farming practices, while others are blocked with dams that hamper the movement of the fish who live in them.  We continue to use foreign farming methods which weaken the soil until it is blown away in great dust storms, and which turn much of what remains into salt-encrusted wastelands where nothing will grow...

The time to act is now.  We are now dwellers in this strange land, and we will not return to our old homes in Europe, India and China.  Since we remain here, we must change.  We must protect more of our natural heritage in natural parks and reserves, but we must do more than that.  We must do what we can to reverse the destruction we have brought to our new home.  We must stop the destruction of the remaining forests.  We must bring the introduced animals and plants under control by what means we can.  We must recycle the products of our manufactures and factories, rather than discarding them to despoil the countryside.  But most of all, we must develop new methods to farm and live on these lands.  We need to develop sustainable farming methods, using the crops we have been blessed with, or changing the methods of cultivation for those foreign crops we continue to use.  And once we have changed ourselves, we will have lessons to teach the rest of the world.  Australia’s natural heritage has suffered more than most nations, but everyone who lives beneath the light of the same sun must come to the same light of understanding.  We must all become friends of the earth.

--

From the Liverpool Star [11], 12 May 1953
A column written by Wayne Maclean [12]

Once again, the Coalition government has passed a budget which raises subsidies for ethanol and methanol production as petroleum additives.  This is the twelfth year of ethanol subsidies.  The twelfth year where millions of taxpayers’ pounds are wasted in an ever more expensive political stunt.  The twelfth year of economic mismanagement by a government more concerned with appearing to care than improving the lives of Australians.

Proponents of ethanol subsidies argue that they have two main advantages.  They are sustainable [renewable], where petroleum is not.  They reduce our dependence on imported petroleum and add to our independence in strategic resources.

But these ignore the fundamental fact that ethanol and methanol are incapable of replacing petroleum as a fuel.  It is not cost-efficient, and it is not energy-efficient.  Ethanol costs four times as much as petroleum.  Even worse, it requires good cropland.  Producing enough ethanol to fuel Australia’s horsts would require us to turn all of our croplands into high-energy crops like sugar cane and sorghum, and leave nowhere to grow food.

It is high time that the Coalition stops wasting taxpayer money on political gimmicks and starts fixing Australia’s real problems.

--

25 August 1951
Sydney, Australia

Miriam O’Connell stands at the podium, looking over the two thousand or so delegates gathered before her.  She has seen terramicitian conferences before, but this is the first where most of the world is represented.  They have come from Australia, and they have come from all of the nations of the Empire.  They have come from Germany and her European vassals.  They have come from most of the states of the Russian Federation.  They have come from Nippon, and from New England.  None have come from the United States, at least not officially.  Politics, it seems, will interfere with even the most important of causes.

Still, of all the delegates gathered here, not one national flag is shown.  The only flag which flies in this room is the one behind her.  The new flag of the League of International Earth Friends.  Three vertical stripes of sky blue, earth brown and forest green.  A new flag for a new movement.  One which she hopes will change the world.  One which has to change the world, before it is too late.

Miriam stands up to the microphone to begin her speech.

--

[1] Yosemite National Park, established in 1872, covers a similar area to OTL’s Yosemite.  Three Rivers National Park covers most of the area of OTL’s Sequoia and King Canyon National Parks.  Yellowstone National Park is somewhat larger than the OTL equivalent, including some nearby areas such as Hebgen Lake.  Grand Delta is a national park which includes most of the Colorado River Delta.

[2] Redwood Lodge is a lobby group formed to protect environmental interests in the United States, similar to the OTL Sierra Club.  It received its name because its first meetings were held in a redwood lodge on Muriel Hayden’s ranch.

[3] Buffalo are properly called American bison, but most ATL sources prefer the first name.  ATL American bison were hunted out for much the same reasons as they were hunted historically: to destroy the livelihood of the Great Plains tribes, and to allow ranchers to run cattle without competition.  In DoD, American bison were hunted even more vigorously than in OTL, because of the greater persecution of the Amerindians, and the species was eventually driven to extinction.

[4] As in OTL, passenger pigeons were commercially hunted as a cheap source of meat for slaves and poor whites.  With continued slavery and a larger slave population, this has meant that the passenger pigeon was hunted more vigorously, and was driven extinct eight years before this happened historically.

[5] The National Heritage Service is roughly equivalent to the OTL National Parks Service.  It oversees national parks, national monuments, and a variety of other heritage properties.

[6] The Stirling Star is one of the main tabloid newspapers of Stirling [Perth, Western Australia].  Column 11 is a regular feature which appears on the eleventh page of every Sunday edition.  It focuses on external stories (i.e. outside Stirling, whether national or international) which are about light-hearted, humorous, exotic or unusual events.

[7] Who probably just liked the idea of being able to hunt big cats.

[8] Cassius Marcellus Clay was a would-be Kentuckian abolitionist who led an armed uprising which was intended to force an emancipation program in Kentucky.  He failed and was killed, although he took a lot of Kentucky legislators with him.  See post #53b.

[9] This is a reference to the Second Congress of Vienna, which reached a diplomatic resolution to the end of the Turkish War and the Swiss and Italian War.  See post #63.

[10] The Eastern states is the *American name for most of the states along the Atlantic coast, stretching from OTL Delaware to Florida.

[11] The Liverpool Star is the main daily broadsheet newspaper of Liverpool [Melbourne, Australia].

[12] Wayne Maclean is the shadow treasurer of the Christian Socialists, the main opposition party in Australia.  As such, he is responsible for making statements on economic policy.

--

Decades of Darkness #185: All Under Heaven

“Half of Asia – China, Nippon, Tibet, Bukhara, Khiva, Persia – belongs to us if we want...  Lay new roads into Asia or search out old ones, if only in the tracks indicated by Alexander the Great and Napoleon, set up caravans, girdle Asiatic Russia with railroads, send steamships along all of its rivers and lakes, connect it with European Russia...  You will increase happiness and abundance across the entire globe.”
- Mikhail Petrovich Pogodin, Russian journalist and historian, 1854

--

Excerpts from “The Long Road: A History of the Taiping Revolution”
By Professor Andrei Samokhval
Translated by Sally Turing
(c) 1973 Heavenly Publishing Company, Xinjing [1], Russian Federation.

The Taiping Revolution never completely succeeded, yet it has a legacy which the heirs to their revolution continue to grapple with down to the present day.  Before the Taipings, China had been united for centuries, and focused in on itself.  The Taipings were the first and bloodiest product of foreign ideas penetrating into traditional Chinese society.  They failed to completely control China, then collapsed into internal struggles.  In so doing, they created a political vacuum which foreign powers were quick to act on.  China became part of the broader world, but at the price of disunity...

--

From: “Shards, Spars and Stars: New Perspectives on Colonialism”
Edited by EA Crowley
(c) 1952 New Cambridge University Press
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Chapter 4: Rethinking the Chinese Question
By William C. Chou, Jacques R. Lavoisier and Michael W. Olsen

Colonialism marked the first time of true worldwide communication, in the linking of all of the disparate peoples of the globe into a common set of ideas.  The progress of technology had reached the stage when meaningful contact could be established amongst all of the world’s inhabitants.  It is testimony to the attitudes of the era that colonial interests quickly followed contact.

During the height of the colonial era, virtually the whole globe was engulfed in the influence of European-descended colonialism.  The inhabited continents were settled directly, claimed as formal colonies, or brought under some other level of foreign control, be it protectorate, client state, or informal sphere of influence.  Of all the myriad peoples who lived beneath the same sun, only two nations completely escaped colonial control [2]...

The nations of the Far East were among the staunchest holdouts against foreign colonialism.  Protected by their own technological prowess and large geographic separation from the heartland of the colonial powers, they remained largely free of colonial influence even while many other peoples around the globe were brought under encroaching colonial control.  Nippon resisted completely, to the point where it became a colonial power of its own.  Choson succumbed only to Nipponese colonial control, not European influence.

Yet of all the nations in the Far East, the one which most interested the colonial powers was China.  In an era where world communication had not yet been conceived, the Chinese Emperors had maintained the fiction that all the world honoured the universal mandate of heaven.  When regular, long-term contact was established across the globe, the nature of this fiction became self-evident, but it would take China too long to adapt to the new reality.

China offered a more tempting target to the colonial powers than any other nation on earth.  Since the days of the Romans, the wealthiest trade routes on the globe converged in China.  Porcelain, silk, satins and precious stones had flowed out of China to the rest of the world.  While these trade routes declined in relative importance over time, the spread of industrialisation meant that the colonial powers sought to export their manufactures to the entire world.  China, the most populous nation on earth, was perceived as the greatest prize.

While willing to trade on its own terms, China at first staved off the encroachments of the colonial powers.  The Portuguese were permitted to establish a trading post in Macau during the sixteenth century, but the Dutch were driven out of Formosa in the following century.  During the first part of the nineteenth century, the growing technological advantage of the colonial powers meant that China suffered defeats and was forced to open its ports to foreign traders.  Even then, China resisted direct control from colonial powers, until it lost its own political unity.

The Taiping Revolution and the internecine warfare it brought offered the colonial powers the opportunity they sought to assert their influence in China.  Russia was the first colonial power to act, intervening in the last stages of the revolution to preserve the Qing in Manchuria.  Russian military advisers, and later soldiers, were sent to aid the Qing reconquer more of China.  This step was crucial, since the other colonial powers now determined to seize direct control of China.  They first extracted more concessions from the Taiping rulers, and then always sought for more.

When Taiping rule collapsed and Chinese political rule dissolved into warlordism, the colonial powers were now presented with what they termed the Chinese Question: how should they deal with the nation which had been christened ‘the sick old man of the East’?  Each nation sought its own answer, with some variation in the forms, but the essence of their response was the same: they wanted to increase their own colonial influence.  This caused considerable friction between the colonial powers, as Russia, Britain, France, Germany, Portugal, and Nippon sought to extend control over China.  Tensions were roused on several occasions, at times bringing the colonial powers to war.  Some of the colonial powers were removed from the race, with France and Portugal both being driven out.  Yet the Chinese Question remained.  The tension between Russia, Britain, Germany and Nippon about how to control China was one of the contributing factors to the outbreak of the Great War, and would continue to drive the strategies which these nations pursued in the Far Eastern theatre...

--

“We must build a united revolutionary government for all of China.  Anarchists, socialists, federalists, democrats, educators and patriots, we must all strive together for one goal: that of a free China.  But although our government should be united in purpose, that does not mean that it should be united in location.  China is invaded, it is divided against itself, it has returned to a period of warring states, made worse by foreign intervention.  We must first rebuild new democratic governments for each province, and then build a federated government which encompasses all of China.”

- Chen Jiongming, Chinese warlord and revolutionary leader, in “Principles for a New China,” 1921

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

Pre-war Russian strategy in the Far East required them to balance a variety of competing goals.  Russia did not want to directly control the immense population of China itself, or even the northern portions which were under Qing rule.  That had the potential of becoming involved in an endless quagmire.  Even if China were successfully integrated into Russia, that would give immense influence to the new Chinese-speaking citizens of Russia.  Instead, Russia’s colonial policy had been to detach the thinly-populated non-Han areas of China into separate states under direct Russian rule, while supporting the Qing within the heartland of northern China.

Before the war, this meant that Manchuria, Mongolia, and Ice Jecen [Xinjiang] were ruled as separate territories.  As part of its war objectives, Russia sought to wrest control of Tibet from Britain and add it as another region of historical China which was under direct Russian rule.  For the rest of China, Russia was determined to maintain Qing rule, despite ongoing Chinese distrust of a dynasty which they saw as foreigners [3].  Russia had invested considerable manpower and military aid in safeguarding the Qing throne during the Fist Rebellion of 1925-6, and started a program of reforming and training the Black Army after the rebellion was quelled.

Nonetheless, while Russia gave lavish military aid to the Qing, it had never been their intention to allow their Qing puppets to reunite China.  That would give the Qing too much power, and make them too difficult to control.  A divided China was in Russia’s own interests.  It meant that the Qing needed to rely on Russian support.

With this end in mind, Russian diplomacy in the lead-up to their entry into the war did not require Germany to cede any part of German China.  Nor did it demand any part of British China.  From the Russian perspective, having post-war southern China divided between German and British sections would be the ideal result.  Neither of those nations would be likely to cooperate with each other, and with the distance between China and Western Europe, neither of those nations would be able to make much use of their colonial territory as a base to attack Russian soil.

Instead of demanding concessions from Germany, Russia focused on planning what could be seized from Nippon.  Unlike Germany or Britain, Nippon was seen as an immediate rival for control of the Far East.  Russian military planning envisaged driving Nippon completely from mainland Asia, along with Sakhalin.  Their plans for the war therefore involved joint operations between Russian and Qing forces into Nipponese and British-occupied areas of German China, and a separate Russian invasion of Choson.

As is so often the case, the pre-war Russian military and diplomatic plans did not survive first contact with the enemy.  Russian planners had not given proper account of a number of factors.  Nipponese military resources and technological prowess had been systematically discounted.  While Russia had the best strategic bomber in the world, the Pobyeda [4], they had overestimated the effects of strategic bombing on destroying a nation’s morale and capacity to sustain a war effort.  Russian planners had not anticipated that Australia would assert its own foreign policy in China, rather than following British expectations.  And last but by no means least, Russian military planners had no expected that Black China [i.e. Qing-ruled China] would rise up in full-scale rebellion within days of Russia declaring war...

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 1: The Great War”
(c) 1948 by Prof. Isamu Hayashi and Dr. Berndt Chou
Keio University, Tokyo, Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Kathryn Warner

The Russian operation to invade Choson had originally been planned to start in August 1930.  This was delayed due to the outbreak of revolution in China, with many Russian units, especially skycraft, being diverted to support operations against the guerrilla forces.  While Russian strategic bombers struck at cities in Choson and the Home Islands, no ground assault started until May 1931.

The plan for the invasion of Choson was formally code-named Operation Solidarity.  It became known both popularly and in most post-war histories as the Sonck Offensive, after Lars Sonck, the commanding general of Army Group North-East.  The course of this offensive, and the subsequent campaigns in Choson, have become much-studied by military historians since the war, as they represent the only direct engagements between Russian forces and those of another Great Power during the war.  There is still no consensus on whether the original offensive was well-planned or an ineffective use of Russian resources, although most sources agree that the Nipponese resistance was both stubborn and well-equipped.

The main thrust of Operation Solidarity was to cross the Yalu and advance down the western side of the Choson peninsula.  The bulk of the Rangrim Mountains prevented any large-scale thrusts through the eastern side of Choson, and Nipponese fortifications there were largely ignored during the early stages of the offensive.

Solidarity opened with a massive pre-dawn artillery bombardment on 18 May across the Yalu, followed by an infantry assault supported by sky strikes.  While Nipponese defenders inflicted substantial casualties on the attackers, the weight of Russian attackers quickly made itself felt.  Army Group North-East had total forces of approximately one million men, more than could be committed to the front at any one time, but which allowed for sustained pressure and large numbers of reserves which could be deployed to exploit any breakthrough or weakness in the line.

Over the month of June, Russian forces gradually pushed south toward the Taedong River, which had been turned into the core of a new defensive line, which Nipponese forces nicknamed the Chrysanthemum Line.  Nipponese forces there fought off the Russian attacks for nearly two months.  Supplementary Russian attacks during this time forced the remaining Nipponese soldiers in north-eastern Choson to withdraw, with the last of them being evacuated from the port of Songjin [Kimch'aek, North Korea] in mid-August.

By the end of August, sustained Russian pressure had seen their forces advance across the Taedong.  Now into territory which did not have prepared fortifications, Nipponese forces were forced to make a fighting retreat along most of the peninsula...

--

24 September 1931
Aboard HMAS New South Wales
Off Inchon, Choson (Russian-occupied)

General Arthur Coles had always hated the sea.  No matter that it was necessary for anyone who wanted to travel away from Australia, but he still detested being on something so unstable.  Wherever possible, he travelled by sky rather than by sea, but that was not possible here.  He had to be with his men, although he was glad not to be among the first ones ashore.

“This had better work,” he muttered.  The New South Wales had some big guns, but they had stopped firing some minutes ago.  He took that to be a good sign, since surely that meant that they did not have any important targets left to fire upon.  He did not bother asking any of the sailors on the bridge, though; no point to disturbing them from their duties.  He just hoped that the Australian marines and their Nipponese allies were doing well landing outside a port which was meant to be only lightly-defended...

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

The Allied landings at Inchon on 24-29 September caught the Russian forces completely by surprise.  Inchon possessed formidable natural defences, but it had been only lightly-garrisoned.  While the Russians had been alert to the possibility of an amphibious landing, they had expected it to be further south around Boryeong.  The small Russian defensive garrison was swept aside, and the Allied forces advanced quickly west across the peninsula.  The main weight of Russian armour and elite forces were deployed further south, trying to break through the last Nipponese defensive lines, and could not redeploy effectively to counter the new attack.

For a time it appeared that the Russian spearhead might be completely encircled.  Seoul fell with only minimal Russian resistance.  But the Russian forces were able to effect a rapid retreat which saw them retire back to the River Taedong.  Here they established new defensive lines, and the Choson campaign bogged down into trench warfare similar to what had been seen halfway across the world during the North American War a generation before...

--

Taken from: “The Illustrated History of Sky Power”
(c) 1948 by Kathryn Atwater
Star Standard Printing: Esperanza, USA [5]

The war in the Far Eastern theatre saw some of the most noteworthy innovations in the history of sky warfare.  Russia began the war with a large flotilla of strategic bombers, who did their best to rain down destruction from the skies on Nipponese and Chinese cities.  As the British discovered over Germany, Nipponese fighters proved capable of shooting down unescorted Russian bombers in large numbers when sent out in daylight.  For a time, the Russians confined themselves to night bombing.  Unlike the British, however, the Russians continued to experiment with methods of extending the range of their fighters.  Their development of effective drop-tanks allowed them to send escorted daylight bombing raids over Nipponese cities...

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

By the start of 1933, both the Allies and the Russians were exhausted in the Far East.  The rebellion in Black China had been reduced to a few straggling bands of guerrillas, but the need to suppress it tied down a considerable amount of Russian and Qing manpower.  Russian invasions further south into China had largely proved a failure.  The logistics in China made it difficult to support operations by large numbers of soldiers.  The railways were few, often did not run in the best direction for invasion, and vulnerable to sabotage by a local Chinese population which was much more sympathetic toward the Allied forces.  The Allies had more effective river gunboats, which prevented the rivers and canals of eastern China being used to support Russian offensives.  The Choson campaign had settled into a bloody stalemate, where both sides were losing men and machines without making any substantial gains.

On the Allied side, both Nippon and Australia had suffered considerable casualties in a war which they had now come to view simply as a defensive struggle.  Yet any peace negotiations would require considerable delicacy, since the two nations had differing views on what would be appropriate post-war borders, particularly with regard to China.  Australia had inherited control of the former British and German Chinas, and had already established consultative Chinese assemblies which had a say in local government.  Nippon had found it necessary to establish similar assemblies within its own sphere of China, but these were bodies with only token involvement.  Nippon also had a keen interest in the precise border for post-war Choson, and over Sakhalin which had first been occupied and then recaptured late in 1932.

In the end, Australia was the first nation to offer peace.  The Australian ambassador in Sweden was sent on a diplomatic mission to St Petersburg to negotiate an immediate ceasefire, with a more permanent peace deal to follow based on other negotiations.  The ceasefire went into effect on 14 February 1933.  The formal peace negotiations dragged out for months, but neither side was interested in returning to the battlefield.

The post-war borders were largely decided by which side was in occupation of territory at the time of the ceasefire.  In China itself, the Russians agreed to withdraw from the western regions of former German Yunnan and Sichuan in exchange for Australian recognition of Russian control of Tibet.  In the rest of China, the borders stayed where they were at the end of the fighting.  Russia refused to yield control of those parts of Choson which it still occupied; the border in Choson largely followed the ceasefire line [6], with both sides trading only small areas of territory to produce a more defensible post-war border.  In exchange for keeping parts of Choson and the restoration of northern Sakhalin, Russia agreed to recognise Nipponese control of southern Sakhalin, the Kuriles, and Formosa...

The post-war disposition of southern China was one of the most contentious questions of the peace negotiations.  In accordance with the policy it had pursued during the war, Australia announced that it would grant independence to those regions of China which were under its control.  Russia expected Australia to seek to maintain colonial control, but did not seek to interfere with this new announcement.  The dissension came from Nippon, which was loathe to yield control of Nipponese China.  In the end, they agreed to cede the territory, with the belief that it was better to allow China to develop as an ally rather than try to hold onto the territory against future Russian intrigue...

--

“This is a time for celebration, for joy, but also for caution.  China has taken the first step on the road back to full national reunification.  We will always be glad of this triumph, but we must not forget the challenges ahead.”

- Chen Jiongming during his inauguration address as first President of the Republic of China, 1934

--

[1] Xinjing is OTL Beijing, China.  Xinjing means “new capital.”

[2] Nippon and Abyssinia both escaped colonial control during this period.

[3] The Qing Dynasty were originally Manchu invaders who conquered China during the seventeenth century.  Although they have been mostly assimilated into Chinese culture, they still retain a few distinctive elements, and are still perceived as foreigners.

[4] The Pobyeda (Victory) formed the mainstay of the Russian strategic bombing force during the Great War.  It had an operating radius of up to 5000km, depending on its bomb load.  The Pobyeda is a four-engine bomber which is slightly superior to an Avro Lancaster.

[5] Esperanza, Sonora is located approximately at OTL Los Mochis, Sinaloa.  Founded in 1866 as a new city and port at one end of the South-Central Pacific Railroad (New Orleans to Esperanza – the other main spur of the railroad connected to San Francisco), Esperanza is a major agricultural and tourist centre, as well as the site of Fernan Cortes University.

[6] The Russian-Nipponese border in Choson runs from Anju on the west coast roughly east to the Taedong River.  From there it follows the line of the river for most of its length, until it runs east-south-east toward the eastern coast.  The OTL cities of Hamhung and Hungnam are part of Nipponese Choson, just south of the border.

--

Decades of Darkness #186: Never-Ending Road

“Do not ask who has won the war.  Ask who shall win the peace.”
- Australian Prime Minister Lane, addressing reporters before his departure for the Dublin Conference, 1933

--

13 June 1953
Macquarie St Cinema
Eden [Auckland], New Zealand
Kingdom of Australia

Danielle Warner shifts in her seat, distracted from what she is meant to be seeing on the silver screen.  “Life in the Fast Lane” has been advertised as a biographical epic of Australia’s greatest prime minister, both in the loud war which made his reputation and the silent war which cemented it.  If this movie had done a decent job of showing that, Danielle would have sat entranced for the entire course, unmindful of the people around her, whether it went for two or even three hours.  Instead, what it has shown so far is a mish-mash of inaccuracies, misconceptions, and unrealistic drama.

She focuses back on the screen, where Lane is meant to be meeting with the German ambassador to discuss terms for ending the war.  Never mind that Lane never met face-to-face with any German diplomatic representative until the war was over.  The ambassador looks convincing enough, but she is willing to bet that the conversation will be an unbelievable depiction of how any diplomatic negotiation would be conducted.

The ambassador says, “Germany will consider no peace terms until you have restored the East Indies and all of our occupied colonies.”

The screen view zooms slowly in to show the smug grin on Lane’s face as he answers.  “If you want them, come and claim them.”

--

“For centuries most gracious, our mother country of Britain has been liberty’s bastion.  Modern democracy, the practice of parliamentary government, was the Island’s gift to the multitudinous peoples of the globe.  Britain has always stood unyielding against tyrants, and her armies and navies have been dispatched across the globe to aid her fellow men to defeat dictators and murderers who wear the guise of governments.  In the Old World and the New, Britain has fought bravely and championed freedom.

“Now, word comes to us from across the waves that Britain has yielded, that Germany has stabbed her through the heart after New England first stabbed her in the back.  Now the Germans boldly demand the restoration of their colonies that we have liberated.  Schulthess declares that with Britain found weak, now Australia must bend to Germany’s will, and abandon those nations to whom we gave granted freedom.  More fool him!  Britain may be in a time of winter, but her legacy blooms in her kingdoms across the seas.  Australia recognises none of Germany’s claims made on behalf of a puppet British government it has established.  Sovereignty comes from legitimacy, not from bombs and bullets.  Australia, its fellow Kingdoms and our steadfast ally Nippon will not yield to German bluster.  If Schulthess wishes to make a just peace, we will listen to his terms.  If Schulthess wants to make war, he will find out what Australian courage means.”

- From a funk speech given by Australian Prime Minister Lane after Britain requested a ceasefire with Germany

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 1: The Great War”
(c) 1948 by Prof. Isamu Hayashi and Dr. Berndt Chou
Keio University, Tokyo, Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Kathryn Warner

With peace secured between Russia and the Allies, large-scale combat in the Far Eastern theatre was over.  While the United States remained at war trying to enforce its will in South America, peace had now been concluded between all of the other major combatants except for Germany and the Allies.  German arms had triumphed in Western Europe and North Africa, including the occupation of the British homeland, but Britain’s overseas Kingdoms, other colonies and Nippon remained defiant.

Citing the terms of its peace accord with Britain and France, Germany demanded the restoration of its own colonies, and control of most of the British and French colonial empires.  Yet it could not enforce its claims.  The much-battered Krijgmarine could deploy forces to Britain and within the Mediterranean, but it could not project power across the oceans.  Desultory fighting continued in West Africa, with both sides struggling with poor logistics, but the military logic of the situation demanded that both sides seek what they could find at the negotiating table...

--

Taken from: “Wolves At The Gates: The Story of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Noel Browne
Trinity Publishing: Dublin, Ireland

Despite much posturing on both sides, leaders in Frankfurt, Nowra and Tokyo had quickly realised the essential truth of the peace negotiations: both sides would retain what they currently held.  The Allies lacked the resources to drive Germany from its existing holdings, but German naval weakness and war exhaustion meant that their government could not maintain an indefinite struggle to reacquire its occupied colonies...

For Germany, the negotiations were largely a litany of concessions.  German loss of control over former German China had already been accomplished, since South China had already been created.  Conceding the loss of Madagascar, Mozambique [1], Indochina and recognising the restored Siam was only slightly more troubling.  The East Indies had been a German possession for centuries, and contained valuable strategic raw materials in petroleum and rubber, but again Germany had little choice but to yield them.  This concession was easier to make since German wartime exploration in Libya had revealed a new source of petroleum which was much less vulnerable to interdiction.  Likewise, Formosa had been the bastion of German military pride in the Far East, but the island’s occupation by Nippon had to be conceded.  For their part, the Allies had to make formal diplomatic recognition of Germany’s acquisitions in North Africa, of the German annexations on continental Europe, and of the new nations created from the former France, Italy and United Kingdom.

The two most contentious areas during the German-Allied negotiations were over the fate of West Africa and of German Somaliland.  Both of these were regions which Germany could conceivably reconquer if it returned to the battlefield.  The German motivation for pushing for restoration of West Africa was largely as a face-saving exercise so that it could claim some concessions of its own during the negotiations.  German Somaliland, however, offered a valuable strategic base for projecting German naval power into the Indian Ocean.  German-Allied negotiations came close to breaking down twice over these areas, and the final fate of those two regions would not be resolved until the negotiations became part of the broader Dublin Conference.

The fate of West Africa was resolved via the mediation of the new American president.  Allied forces withdrew from French West Africa and Senegal, which were conceded to Germany, while Portugal was granted German West Africa, British Equatorial Africa, and was restored to its former colony of Portuguese Equatorial Africa [2].  Resolving the fate of German Somaliland was even more contentious.  Eventually, the Allies presented Germany with a fait accompli.  Troops from Russian-backed Abyssinia were invited to German Somaliland, and then the Indian Army withdrew, leaving Abyssinia to occupy the region as a protectorate and then later annex it...

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

The fall of the British Empire and the occupation of most of Germany’s former colonial empire meant that the remaining Kingdoms were in a position which they could not maintain.  Australia and South Africa had assumed de facto responsibility for the administration and defence of a colonial empire which they could not afford to preserve even if they had been willing to do so, but which they could not abandon for fear of Germany re-asserting control, or Russia intervening in the political vacuum...

The political compromise reached was that Australia, South Africa and Ceylon would form the core of a new defence pact, customs union and political federation in the post-war era.  A new unity would be reforged from the shards of the British Empire.  Australia would assume a certain primacy as the most populous and wealthiest Kingdom, and the seat of government, but all members would preserve their fundamental sovereignty.  As sovereign Kingdoms, Australia, South Africa, Ceylon (and later Ireland) were admitted as members of the new empire.  The other former British territories and occupied German colonies would see a transitional period in which local governments and institutions were established.  At the end of the agreed timeframe (five years for existing British colonies, and eight years for former German colonies), the nations would be offered plebiscites on their future.  They could choose full independence (except for any military or political ties with Germany), Kingdom status within the renewed empire, or in some cases union with Australia or South Africa.

During the interim period, responsibility for security and administration would be divided between the three core Kingdoms.  South Africa assumed responsibility for Madagascar, Mozambique, British East Africa, Central Africa [3], British Somaliland, and the Indian Ocean islands (except for the Maldives).  Ceylon assumed responsibility for Burma and the Maldives.  Australia assumed responsibility for the Arabian protectorates, Malaya, Indochina, the Philippines, Sarawak, Maguindanao & Sulu [4], the East Indies, Timor, and most of the British Pacific islands.

A few areas were under theoretical Australian-South African control at the war’s end, but were not included in the restored imperial structure.  Based on requests from the local population, Australia opted to transfer responsibility for the Sandwich Islands protectorate to Nippon.  Siam had been an independent nation until recently, and full Siamese sovereignty was restored in 1934.  Even if Australia had wished to hold it, India was too populous, too volatile and too determined to find its own place in the world to be constrained by the standard five-year timeframe.  The subcontinent forced a much quicker resolution of its future...

--

“Oh Britannia!
My heart cries out for thee!
But far away in fair Australia,
There remains a land for the free...”

- Taken from “New Lands, New Times,” a poem written by the noted British poet Dafydd Jones after he went into exile in Australia, 1951

--

[1] German Mozambique consists mostly of territory taken from Portugal, it includes OTL northern and central Mozambique, and extends further inland into OTL Zambia and DR Congo.

[2] To put this in OTL terms, Germany has been granted control of West Africa from roughly OTL Senegal to the Ivory Coast.  Portugal now has control of territory stretching roughly from OTL Burkina Faso and Ghana through to Gabon and the Republic of the Congo.

[3] Central Africa was formed from parts of OTL southern Sudan, southern Chad, Central African Republic, and northern DR Congo.

[4] Maguindanao & Sulu comprises most of western Mindanao and neighbouring islands in the Sulu Sea in the OTL Philippines, and most of the modern Malaysian state of Sabah.

--

Decades of Darkness #187: When True Night Falls

“The lights are going out all over South America.  We shall not see them lit again in our lifetime.”
- General Oliveira, Caudilho of Brazil, on the day of the United States’ declaration of war on the Amistad powers, 11 November 1929.  Oliveira stood on his balcony watching the evening lights come on in the streets of Rio de Janeiro.

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

Once the numerically superior American naval forces defeated their Amistad rivals, they were free to strike on land.  As had been demonstrated time and again on the fields of France, the U.S. Army was ill-equipped to fight against a well-equipped modern army.  Yet in South America, they found opponents who also lacked the most modern military equipment...

The main obstacles to American invasion of South America were logistical.  The United States was trying to occupy a continent, which aside from its own geographical expanse was separated by long sea lanes from the main American supply centres.  American forces had a technological edge in most areas, or at worst equality, and the United States as a nation had a greater weight of industry and population than its opponents.  But it is one thing to have power, and another to project it.  The vast terrain and the natural barriers of jungle, mountains, and rivers were formidable.  Combined with often poor roads and non-existent railways, this ensured that American military operations would often be hampered or ill-supplied.

During the first year of their involvement in the war, the United States tried to focus on several regions at once.  This meant that they had some success in conquering Peru, which was their nearest and most vulnerable foe, but that they became simultaneously bogged down in Brazil and Chile.  American forces only began to make progress when they decided to focus their efforts more effectively...

--

“In all social systems there must be a class to do the menial duties, to perform the drudgery of life.  Such a class you must have, or you would not have that other class which leads to progress, civilization, and refinement.  Fortunately for the United States, she has found races adapted to that purpose at her hand.”
- U.S. Senator James H. Hammond, 1858

--

14 January 1931
Sao Luis, Maranhao
Republic of Brazil (internationally recognised)
Empire of Brazil (proclaimed)

Ayrton Tavares nodded at the man who had just entered the room.  The American General-in-Chief Alvar O’Brien carried a great reputation before him, but in appearance, he looked nothing much to match it.  A man in advancing middle age, with a walrus moustache with a few hints of gray, but who had kept himself in fighting trim.  A man of clearly Latin descent, which was rare amongst prominent Americans, but hardly unheard of.

Still, what appearance could live up to the reputation which came with such a man?  In so much as any single man could earn such credit, O’Brien deserved it for winning the North American War.  He had defeated guerrillas in New Caledonia after the war’s end, using methods which seemed to shock so many Americans but which were perfectly understandable as far as Tavares was concerned.  White men were superior to the other races, but rebels were rebels above all else, and deserved punishment regardless of their race.  The success of his methods were plain enough, but O’Brien had still been forced out of military life as a result.  Apparently he had done extremely well for himself even as a civilian, working as a planter and industrialist and becoming an important man in his home state.

Now O’Brien was back in a military career, and he was back in Brazil.  His appointment as General-in-Chief had been loudly proclaimed in America, and word had reached Brazil quickly enough.  So had plenty more American soldiers, landing in several of the northern provinces and securing several of the important ports, including Sao Luis.  That could hardly have been just O’Brien’s planning, since he had only just taken command, but the strategy which followed would surely be shaped by this man.

Which was why Tavares had come to this room.  He had to know what the future held for Brazil.  The Americans had been friends once, but were they back as invaders or liberators?  They had proclaimed the restoration of the monarchy under Dom Gustavo, but how genuine would that be?

Tavares had seen both honour and greed from the Americans in the past.  He had been a general once, in command of the Castelo division which fought alongside the Americans during the same war which won O’Brien his reputation.  He had kept command of his division, and added others to it, during the war which tore Brazil apart and eventually ripped the Empress from her throne.  Tavares had remained in the country after the war was over, unlike so many of his high-ranking compatriots who had fled to Portugal.  He had calculated, correctly, that the Republicans would think that killing him would cause them too much trouble.  Provided, of course, that he kept well out of public life ever since.

So he had withdrawn to Sao Luis, to live out the rest of his life in not quite calm retirement.  Until the tides of fate brought war between American and Brazil, and he had gone into hiding rather than risk being killed as a liability.  And now the Americans were in Sao Luis, and he had wanted to find answers.  O’Brien had been willing enough to meet him, although Tavares reminded himself not to be too trusting of anything which this man said.

“Thank you for agreeing to meet me, General,” Tavares said.

“Given your reputation, I could hardly do otherwise,” O’Brien said.

“Thank you for the recognition, but I prefer not to dwell on my past achievements,” Tavares said.  Mostly because in the end, he had failed, so they should not really be considered achievements.  “What concerns me is the future.  Brazil’s future.”

O’Brien nodded.  “The Caudilho declared war on us, and we want him removed.”

Tavares said, “What do you want of Brazil once Oliveira is gone, though?  You have announced the restoration of the Emperor, but the streets are awash with rumours that this is merely a gambit to divide Brazil as a prelude to annexation.”

“Not at all,” O’Brien said.  “The United States government has recognised the Emperor, and that is not a step we take lightly.”

“It won’t stop you annexing Brazil later, if you wish it,” Tavares said.

O’Brien said, “We do not attack our friends.  The United States has never attacked a friend, even when it has been within our power to do so.  The Nephi Free State has been in our power to annex whenever we want, but we have never even contemplated it.  The Empire was our friend once, and we hope it will be again.  Better to have a friend than another enemy to hold down.”

Tavares said, “I do not believe that America will take no Brazilian soil in this war.  I note that nowhere have you Americans said that the Emperor will rule all of Brazil.”

“We will take some parts of Brazilian soil.  This is in part because the American people will accept nothing less.  But there is a more fundamental reason.  If we created Dom Gustavo as the ruler of all Brazil and then left, how long do you think it would take for a second civil war to start?”

Tavares considered the situation, then nodded.  “Republican sentiment is too strong in much of the country, especially the south.”

“And that is where we will annex parts of Brazil, although it is premature to draw up exact borders.”  O’Brien shrugged.  “I expect that we will have to leave the Republic in control of much of the interior, too, provided that Oliveira meets a just fate first.  But in the north, we have already recognised Dom Gustavo as ruling territory from here to Amapa.  We will restore more provinces once we have liberated them from the Caudilho’s rule.  In short, we do not want to conquer all of Brazil, and could not hold it down even if we wanted.”

Tavares was silent for a time as he contemplated that vision.  Brazil divided.  It had nearly happened in the past.  The north-east had tried to break away as the Confederation of the Equator back during the early days of Brazilian independence.  It nearly happened again during the civil war; the north-east remained independent-minded.  “So, you would create an Empire which does not control all of Brazil, with an Emperor who is an American puppet.”

O’Brien shrugged.  “Look at the Nephi Free State.  They have complete freedom in internal affairs.  Likewise, we would not tell Dom Gustavo what to do in his own country.”

“So, you would call this Empire a free state?”

“Subject to certain restrictions, but we have never tried to hide what those are.  Respect of our property rights for any of our inhabitants who flee to here.  Although imperial citizens who have held that citizenship at the end of this war, or who have been born into it after the war, would be treated as your citizens, regardless of their race.  And we would require the Empire to follow a foreign policy friendly to America.  That as all we would ask, and beyond that we would not care what you do.”

O’Brien sounded sincere in what he said, although who could say whether the rest of his country would follow what he declared?  If he spoke the truth, well, what could that mean?  Tavares needed to decide whether he preferred a divided Brazil under the just rule of an Emperor but with veto by unjust Americans, or a united Brazil ruled by an often capricious, sometimes vicious government under Oliveira or a successor who would surely be a man of the same ilk.

“I see.  Thank you for taking the time to explain this to me,” Tavares said, then stood.  Whatever he decided, he wanted time to think about it, and time to discuss matters with some of his countrymen.

--

“The path of progress is strewn with the wreck of nations; the hecatombs of inferior races are the stepping-stones on which the white race has risen to dominate our new world.”
- U.S. Senator Jefferson Davis Caden, 1931

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

Throughout 1931 and most of 1932, the bulk of American forces were engaged in the occupation of Brazil.  While some were detached to secure parts of Chilean territory, the focus remained on Brazil and the challenge of occupying the largest country in South America.

American strategy in Brazil is mostly credited to General Alvar O’Brien, who received most of the credit for the outcome of the war.  In truth, the core of their military strategy had been developed before the war started.  O’Brien and his staff may have added a few refinements, such as ensuring that they had arlacs and skycraft suited to Brazilian, rather than European conditions, but the military fundamentals had been developed well before his involvement in the Brazilian campaign.  Still, while O’Brien may not have devised the military strategy, he undoubtedly developed the political strategy which eventually allowed America to defeat Brazil...

American military operations in Brazil relied first on forcing naval confrontations to gain control of the seas, which was largely accomplished in a series of engagements in the first half of 1930.  Some Brazilian capital ships remained, but they were outclassed by the U.S. Navy, and this allowed the U.S. Navy to begin amphibious landings.  Their first two attacks were the attempted seizure of Macapa and Fortaleza in November 1930.  Macapa fell, but the rushed preparations meant that the attack failed to capture the far more important port of Fortaleza.  This humiliation was one of the motivations for bringing O’Brien into overall command of Brazilian forces, but the apparent turning point in American military fortunes after his arrival was due more to the greater time to move in supplies from the American mainland.

During December 1930 and the first few months of the following year, the United States made more landings along the northern coastline of Brazil.  In this part of the country, the geographic expanse of Brazil worked to American advantage.  The Brazilian armed forces were dispersed in trying to defend many key cities, and the road and rail links between those cities were poor.  American forces were able to concentrate and capture Brazilian coastal cities one by one...

The success in capturing the northern coastline of Brazil allowed O’Brien to implement the political part of his strategy.  American forces proclaimed the restoration of the Brazilian monarchy, although they did not claim that the restored monarch would have control of all Brazilian territory.  The call for the monarchy won a cautious welcome in the north and north-east of Brazil, where considerable support for the old imperial crown remained.  This support was tempered by considerable mistrust of American sincerity and a reluctance to fight against their compatriots in yet another civil war.

Enough support remained for the monarchy for the Americans to raise collaborator Imperial armies.  Given the potential for Brazilian spies within their ranks, the Imperial soldiers were seldom used in combat against regular Brazilian forces.  Their main role was as garrison troops to occupy conquered territory, and in this task they usually performed adequately.  Particularly when operating in the north, this let the Americans preserve their main forces for advancing further into Brazilian territory, rather than occupation duty...

American forces found operating in the south of Brazil to be more difficult, particularly when moving inland.  The level of support for the monarchy was much lower, and the south of the country had better rail links.  The American forces still found it easier to move troops by sea than the Brazilians could do by land, which let them capture and hold a few ports, but progress beyond those ports was difficult in 1931.

When the German-American ceasefire went into effect in December 1931, the United States began to transfer many of its ships and men to Brazil.  This was a massive boost in resources, particularly in terms of skycraft.  Combined with the increasing numbers of Hearst arlacs, this let the United States capture the key remaining ports of Brazil, and begin a drive inland.  The advance into Brazil was only along the rail lines, which meant that the U.S. forces were often hampered by raids and sabotage, but they were able to concentrate enough forces to maintain an advance...

The Brazilian government became increasingly faction-ridden during the war, particularly after they had to flee the capital at Rio de Janeiro.  The new capital was established at Ribeirao Preto, which was a substantial metropolis in its own right, but also located at the junction of key rail lines with both Rio de Janeiro and Sao Paulo.  American forces drove on Ribeirao Preto, and captured it in June 1932.

This would be the last major battle of the war in Brazil.  The Republican government fled further inland, but by now it had limited credibility, and limited unity.  Several prominent generals and political figures had already switched sides, and some of the remaining military officials decided to take matters into their own hands.  Oliveira was deposed by coup on 7 July, and the new junta started to explore terms for ceasefire with American forces...

At first, the peace negotiations in Brazil were expected to be swiftly resolved; General O’Brien had been quite open in announcing his preferred terms since shortly after his arrival in the country.  O’Brien’s formula was for the Brazilian monarchy to be established in the north-east, the United States to annex the southern coast, and the Republic to remain in control of the interior.  This formula would eventually be the one which the American negotiators settled on at the end of October, but O’Brien would no longer be in Brazil to see the peace deal struck [1].  His political enemies in the U.S. Congress had him recalled to Columbia within three weeks of the ceasefire being signed, on the grounds that he had achieved the military goals but diplomats should negotiate the peace terms...

--

“The only good American is a dead American.”
- Bernardo Escobar, President of Chile, 1932

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

In the South American theatre of the Great War, Chile had the advantage of great distance from the American heartland, and formidable desert and coastal mountain barriers to protect it own heartland in the Central Valley.  American forces could make no easy progress.  Their northern advance slowly ground its way along the northern plains, while its armies established beach-heads in coastal ports in 1932 but faced a long, bloody advance inland...

Chile held out far longer than any other South American nation.  With Brazil’s capitulation in July 1932, Charcas’s government entered in discussions for a negotiated surrender soon thereafter (although the precise date is disputed), and Paraguay invited Argentine annexation as preferable to American invasion.  Yet Chile fought on, defying American forces even as they ground ever further inland, and the Chilean government did not officially surrender until April 1935, long after the Great War was considered over in the rest of the world... 

--

Jefferson Caden should have learned his lesson from the failure of his efforts to interfere with my conduct of the war in Brazil.  He always thought he knows best about everything, and now he thinks that he has deprived me of my moment of triumph in Brazil.  All he has done is free my hand.  With Porter not standing for a third term, the Democratic presidential nomination will surely fall to Caden.  He thinks that will give him the election too, but I’m going to race him to the New White House.

- Diary entry for General Alvar O’Brien, 26 July 1932

--

[1] In terms of OTL Brazilian state borders, the country has been divided into three parts.  The restored monarchy has established the Empire of the Equator, consisting of the OTL Brazilian states of Amapa, the northern part of Para, most of Maranhao, Piaui, Ceara, Rio Grande do Norte, Paraiba, Pernambuco, Alagoas, Sergipe, and most of Bahia.  The American military territory consists of the south-eastern corner of Bahia, the north-eastern and south-eastern parts of Minas Gerais, Espirito Santo, Rio de Janeiro, most of Sao Paulo apart from the north-western corner, Parana, Santa Catarina, and Rio Grande do Sul.  The United States has also separately annexed some of the northern portions of Roirama and Amazonas.  The Republic of Brazil consists of Tocantins, the south-eastern corner of Maranhao, Goias, the western portions of Minas Gerais, north-western Sao Paulo, Matto Grosso and Matto Grosso do Sul, Rondonia, Acre, most of Amazonas and Roirama apart from the northern regions, and most of Para.  Republican Brazil also includes parts of OTL Paraguay and Charcas.

--

Decades of Darkness #188a: Sceptered Isle

Credit for this post on the history of Britain during the DoD timeline goes to Ed Thomas.

--

“So long as you have capitalism, you will have war.  If our so-called masters want to fight, let the kings, emperors, presidents, tsars, financiers and manufacturers, let them fight it out amongst themselves.  The workers have no cause to quarrel; the workers of all countries are brothers.  They have one enemy only, that enemy is the parasite, scoundrelly capitalist gang who use them to further their own base and dishonourable ends.”
- Anonymous speaker in Finsbury Park, London, 1931

--

30 April 1905
House of Commons
London, Great Britain

“We live in an age when to be young and to be indifferent can be no longer synonymous. We must prepare for the coming hour. If we do not fight, the future will be represented by the shackles of millions; the men of our Empire shall be the trustees of Liberty.”

The cheers and excited shouting of Members echoed from the ornate fan-vaulted ceiling of the House of Commons [1] as the Prime Minister finished his speech.  Harold Sanderson shouted with them, waving his order paper as the Speaker vainly called for order. Soon Members began to stream out of the Chamber; edging along his bench, Sanderson caught the eye of his friend and colleague Hugh Coryton, the Member for Launceston. Coryton raised his top hat sarcastically and grinned.

“Harold! Devil of a speech eh? Young Dizzy’s still not a patch on his old man, but I’d say he’s learning. Much as it tempts me to stay for the adjournment debate, I have a proposal for you. Hang on a minute-” he paused to fish a folded piece of paper from his inside pocket, “here we are. Now, what do you think to this?”

Sanderson took the paper, and unfolded it. Bold capital letters leaped out at him. 

“MEN! COME AND JOIN THE WESTMINSTERS! Are YOU going to stay at home while others fight for your homes, families and liberties? ENLIST TODAY!”

A slow smile crept across Sanderson’s face. “Do you think the good electors of Tavistock will mind?” he asked.

Coryton slapped him on the back and gave a bark of laughter. “I expect they will probably insist! Come on, let’s get some lunch in the tea-room and I’ll tell you more. They’re going to set up a recruiting station in New Palace Yard for Members and Staff of the House. Apparently Fatty Jenkinson’s trying to put together a ‘Mace [2] Battalion’. Sounds like an adventure, doesn’t it? We’ll certainly give Johnny Jackal what for, that’s for sure!”

The two men walked into the Members Lobby; behind them, a group of Labour MPs began to sing a rendition of ‘The Green Flag’. At first, a few Tories and Liberals began to boo; then, with much laughter, they realised that the Socialists had modified the lyrics for the occasion and enthusiastically joined in. 

“For the Green Flag is our banner,
Taking forth the Workers’ pride;
It is stained with blood of Martyrs,
Who for our righteous cause have died;

Comrades! Onwards with our banner;
Hold it high through shot and shell;
We shall strike the boss and slaver;
Send the Jackals straight to Hell! [3]”

Sanderson inclined his head towards the singers.  “Even the Greens are on board- it’ll be nice to see them chucking bombs at the Jackals for a change rather than at the Springers [4].”

Coryton nodded.  “We do seem to be having an outbreak of national unity.” He laughed again, spreading his arms to encompass the ornate stone cloister. “Harold, I tell you- we need to go to war more often!”

--

13 February 1907
House of Commons
London, United Kingdom

Harold Sanderson wheezed a little as he limped towards the Members’ entrance of the House of Commons. The Palace’s central bell tower tolled a doleful midday as he walked. This was never meant to happen, he thought as he gazed at the Gothic stonework of St Stephen’s Hall, thinking of the bands and singing that sped his departure from London. The policeman at the door tipped his helmet. “Good to see you back, sir; I was very sorry to hear about your brother. And the others.” 

Sanderson’s mouth set itself into a tight grimace. The others. Young Thomas, who went down with HMS Colossus at Long Island. Fatty Jenkinson, missing during the desperate fighting at the end of the Rapier offensive. And so many more, from the private who had accidentally been shot during their training at Lossiemouth to the young men who he had seen mown down in their hundreds on the plains of Manitoba, from the doctor whose head had been blown off as he pulled the bullets out of Sanderson’s leg to the poor Grenadians and Trinidadians whose homeland had been snatched away by the Jackals and were now arriving in London by the boatload.

Inside the Palace, small knots of MPs were gathered, whispering furtively to each other. One group broke up as he approached; Hugh Coryton moved over and clasped Sanderson by the hand. “We are older and wiser, Harold. Older and wiser. I was so sorry to hear about Thomas.”

Sanderson gazed at his friend coldly. “Everyone is sorry to hear about Thomas, Hugh. It does not help. We sacrificed thousands of ‘trustees of Liberty’; we failed. And what of the architect of that failure?”

Coryton smiled grimly. “That’s being taken care of. Dizzy is still trying to cling on, but he knows his days are numbered. The trick now is making sure that the King calls for the right replacement.” 

Sanderson raised an eyebrow. “McGowan?”

His friend nodded. “He’d be best, although Vickers would do at a pinch. Sir Edward’s unlikely though- too close to Dizzy. The danger is if the ‘wets’ get Drummond in, of course. The man’s practically a Liberal!”

Far above them, the prayer bells began to chime. Sanderson began to shuffle towards the chamber, grimacing at the pain from his leg. “Well, it sounds like there’s about to be a statement in the Chamber- I suppose we’ll find out, won’t we?”

--

Taken from: “British Politics; from Gladstone to Blackwood”
(c) 1949 by James Fardale
Picador Press
Richmond, Kingdom of Australia

The McGowan administration was an unhappy juncture. It was generally expected that Isaac Disraeli’s resignation would provide the pretext for a General Election, to ‘clear the decks’ as Edward Vickers put it, but the new Prime Minister quickly abandoned any such plans. Philip McGowan had no intention of being one of the shortest-lived Premiers in British history, and in any case had a shrewder idea of the tottering state of the Conservative Party than many of his contemporaries. His hope was that ‘something would come up’ to restore his party’s fortunes and discredit the Liberals, but as his Government limped on it soon became clear that it would have been wiser to seek opposition and rebuild Conservative credibility from there.

The humiliation of the peace merely widened the cracks that were already appearing in the Tory Party. Ever since the Hamilton [5] era, the Party had been divided between a traditionalist, laissez-faire fringe and a paternalist, “New Tory” core. Hamilton’s protégé Disraeli had skilfully bridged this gap with warm words and a clever eye for appointing Ministers; McGowan, an unashamed ‘bully’ [6], had none of this ability. His clumsy attempt to court working-class support with his health insurance proposals merely angered the non-interventionists, and fractured the already shaky Conservative control of the House of Lords, while his decision to coerce the striking workers inflamed an already delicate situation.

A lesser Leader of the Opposition might still have been unable to take full advantage of these mistakes, but unfortunately for the Prime Minister, Arthur Spencer-Churchill was in a different league entirely. A former anti-Hamiltonian Tory himself, Spencer-Churchill had excellent contacts with the Conservative Party, and ruthlessly used them to encourage dissent; his greatest victory came in September 1907 when he succeeded in whipping up Conservative distaste for the coercive Trades Unions Bill to such an extent that the Earl of Derby broke from the Party and sat with his supporters as ‘National Conservatives’, giving the Opposition a majority in the Lords.

McGowan’s skills were simply not up to the task of stemming the flow of ‘Old Tories’ from his Party, and his dogged refusal to resign from the post he had coveted for twenty years amplified the damage still further. On 9 October his Government became a minority administration through the creation of a National Conservative grouping in the Commons; the next day, he lost a vote of no-confidence.

Unlike McGowan, Spencer-Churchill was shrewd enough to press his advantage. Immediately dissolving Parliament and proclaiming a ‘national restoration alliance’ between his own party and his Tory allies, he was able to exploit Conservative divisions to the hilt in a bitter campaign. With the Conservative vote utterly split and demoralised, and the financing of National Conservative candidates in safe Tory seats, there was no contest. When the dust settled, the Liberal-National Conservative ‘ticket’ had won an unprecedented majority, and the Conservatives had been beaten so badly that they had even been overtaken by Labour [7]. The period of Liberal dominance in British politics had begun...

--

Taken from: “Rule Britannia! A History of the United Kingdom, 1707-1932”
(c) 1951 by Peter Williams
Imperial Press
Eden, Kingdom of Australia

Even as Britain’s political parties began to fracture and reform themselves, a far more profound change was occurring on the streets of the nation. The United Kingdom had always welcomed immigrants, although never on the same scale as daughter nations such as Canada, New England, Australia or even the United States. Thousands of Huguenots came to England in the 17th century; Germans and Dutchmen flocked across the German Sea [8] over the next few hundred years, while almost as many Irish came eastwards as emigrated to the rest of the world. By 1900 London was a thriving melting-pot boasting Mexicans, Frenchmen, a growing Indian community and even several tens of thousands of Jews [9]...

All this changed in the Washington winter of 1906. Rather than abandon the people of the Caribbean to their fate, the British delegation negotiated a provision which would allow many of their inhabitants to escape.  Section II of the Treaty allowed the inhabitants of the former British territories to flee the American occupation. This right of repatriation would expire three years after the date of ratification of this treaty. On suggesting the clause, Edward Vickers assumed that the vast majority of refugees would relocate to Liberia, New England or Jamaica. In fact, with a single stroke of the pen he changed the face of British society forever.

Between early 1907 and December 1909, around 1.4 million people in the Caribbean took the opportunity offered to them and fled the prospect of bondage. The refugees were not merely emigrants from the lands given over to the Americans; 200,000 Trinidadians freed during the war fled the prospect of renewed captivity, while around the same number of Jamaicans left their homeland and for somewhere further from American power. Around a third of the migrants fled to Liberia, as had been originally envisioned, while considerable numbers found themselves in New England, Abyssinia, South Africa and Australia. Many former British subjects confounded the expectations of their former rulers however. On 1 May 1907, the former troop ship Monte Rosa docked at Tilbury in Essex. Its human cargo included 562 Grenadians who had decided to exercise their treaty rights. Over the next three years, more than 650,000 others would join them...

--

16 July 1908
Dalton Horst Factory
De Beauvoir Town [10]
London, United Kingdom

James Clarke stared at the piece of paper in his hand, trying to make sense of the note that had neatly been typed underneath the letterhead. “What do you mean, ‘my services are no longer required?’ I’m the bloody foreman! Of course they’re required!”

The man sitting at the desk pointedly fished his pocket-watch from his waistcoat and glanced at it. “I’m so sorry, Mr Clarke. Financial pressures. The transition from wartime production to the demands of peacetime have required some... economies. Armoured Horsts are no longer in demand as they once were, and our civilian models are not being sold in the quantities that we would like. Some men have had to be laid off. That is that I am afraid. You will still be paid for this month’s work, of course. I have tried to minimise the disruption to the workforce, but you have to understand, we are not a charity!”

Clarke glowered at him. “Minimise disruption? By sacking the shop stewards you mean? I see what you’re doing. The men will strike for me- they’ve nearly done so before!”

His former employer raised an eyebrow. “As I said, we are minimising disruption. We are bringing in new blood; workers who are more enthusiastic than you are. And now, I believe our time is up. Good luck to you, Mr Clarke. I mean that sincerely.” 

Clarke ignored his proffered hand and moved to leave. As he did so, he caught sight of a dark face waiting outside the door. Curious- although they were becoming more common in London since the end of the war, he had seldom seen a black man before – he gestured to the man. “Who the hell is that?”

The factory manager gave a thin smile. “His name is Derek; he is from Saint Lucia. He used to be an engineer, you know- he could probably run this factory single-handedly, and yet he is willing to work for three-quarters of your wage. I told you we were making economies, Mr Clarke. Goodbye.”

Clarke walked out onto the street; to his surprise and embarrassment, his eyes were pricked with tears, something that had not happened since the death of his mother many years before. He crumpled the redundancy notice in his hand and threw it in a nearby bin; as he did so, he noticed a smartly-dressed black man looking at him with some concern.

“What are you looking at?” Clarke snarled, and stalked towards the pub. This country is going to the dogs, he thought. 

--

Taken from: “British Politics; from Gladstone to Blackwood
(c) 1949 by James Fardale
Picador Press
Richmond, Kingdom of Australia

Arthur Spencer-Churchill requested the dissolution of Parliament in May 1912 with the confident expectation of political success. His administration had not accomplished prodigies - Britain had quietly grown instead of booming as the USA had - but, given the widespread anger and political upheaval five years previously, the Prime Minister felt that this was accomplishment enough. The Liberals would campaign under the uninspiring banner of ‘safety first’. Labour responded with a furious stream of invective against the Government. John Marshall castigated the Liberals as pawns of international finance and mindless oppressors of the working class; he condemned the Liberal plans for New Towns and slum clearance as wholly inadequate, instead demanding that native-born Britons were given priority over the occupation of any new construction.

To the surprise of no-one, the Liberal-National Conservative coalition won handsomely. Labour and the Nationalist Parties made some gains, while the remaining Tory MPs were squeezed remorselessly. 1912 confirmed the utter dominance of the Liberal Party in British politics, in financial, organisational and almost every other field. This dominance would breed increasing resentment in both Left and Right as the decade wore on...

--

Taken from: “Rule Britannia! A History of the United Kingdom, 1707-1932”
(c) 1951 by Peter Williams
Imperial Press
Eden, Kingdom of Australia

The ‘great migration’ of Caribbean refugees brought serious social change to the United Kingdom, but this was equally matched by political upheaval. At first, the major parties all welcomed the migrants; the feeling of Imperial solidarity engendered by the North American War still persisted in most quarters, and the words of Edward Vickers welcoming ‘our brothers from across the seas’ were approvingly quoted as a means of showing British superiority to American Matthism.

It is fair to say that this honeymoon period lasted exactly as long as it took for the ‘new Britons’ to establish themselves in their new home. By 1912, almost every major city in the United Kingdom had a Caribbean quarter, and the sudden influx of a population nearing the size of Birmingham’s [11] soon caused rent spikes, depressed wages and increased unemployment amongst native-born Britons. The willingness of Black workers to work for lower wages than their White counterparts and their relative resistance to unionisation only emphasised the impact of these shifts, and made them even more unpalatable to working-class Britons. The first race riots took place in Hackney in the Spring of 1911; others occurred in Birmingham later that year, and by 1912 they were a regular occurrence.

The animosity faced towards the ‘new Britons’ gave the Labour Party an invaluable recruiting sergeant. While initially Labour had welcomed the new arrivals as legitimate refugees from American aggression, the sensational victory of the independent ‘British Party’ candidate Henry Ferguson in the 1910 Lambeth by-election first revealed the popular working-class support for an anti-immigrant policy, and as early as the following year, Labour politicians in London and Manchester were speaking out in favour of limited repatriation. In the General Election campaign of 1912 the construction of housing and New Towns became a controversial issue as John Marshall [12] made his famously inflammatory - and inaccurate - speech condemning Arthur Spencer-Churchill’s plans as being ‘Homes for Hottentots’.

The migrants were not without friends however. Black workers were prized by many large manufacturing concerns for their work ethic and non-confrontational approach to industrial relations, and as companies increasingly relocated outside the cities to the New Towns, industrial settlements such as Corby, Runcorn and Wolverton [13] quickly became mostly black in their racial make-up. Although the Liberals took a more arms-length approach governed by the requirements of Government, the new arrivals found political support from the remains of the Conservative Party. At first this connection was largely based on sentiment, as Tories saw the immigrants as good Imperial citizens and in turn the black population felt a considerable degree of gratitude to the Party for the decision to allow them into Britain in the first place. As the 1910s wore on however, economic and political factors deepened the relationship and the 1916 General Election saw a series of Tory MPs returned for constituencies with large black populations...”

--

Taken from: “Who Was Who: Prominent figures and important events in British History, 1837-1932”
(c) 1953, Eds Robert Wilkinson and James Berg
Eden University Press
Eden, Kingdom of Australia

HUGH CLIVE CARSWELL (8 January 1864 - 1 April 1941)

Hugh Carswell was born in Seattle in January 1864, the son of Clive Carswell and Linda Howden. Little is known about his early life and training; he probably served an engineering apprenticeship before embarking on a career that took him across Canada in the employ of railways, electric companies and other institutions. In 1904 he was working for the Assiniboia Electric Company, and briefly worked as the Railway Engineer for the Wisconsin Post Office before the outbreak of war.

In the summer of 1906 Carswell was appointed Assistant Manager of the Royal Arlac Manufactory. It was here he noticed that the weekly total costs of goods produced was invariably greater than the sums paid out to workers for wages, salaries and dividends. Troubled by the seeming disconnect between the way money flowed and the objectives of industry ("delivery of goods and services", in his view), Carswell set out to apply engineering methods to the economic system.

Collecting data from over a hundred large British, Canadian and New England businesses, Carswell found that in every case, except that of companies heading for bankruptcy, the sums paid out in salaries, wages and dividends were always less than the total costs of goods and services produced each week, and the workers were not paid enough to buy back what they had made. The reason, he concluded, was that the economic system was organized to maximize profits for those with economic power by creating unnecessary scarcity. 

Carswell became convinced that the workers could be freed from this system by bringing purchasing power in line with production. In 1908, he published a book entitled ‘Economic Democracy’. Although his ideas were ignored in Canada, they were widely read in Britain, and became the foundation of the Distributivist [14] movement...

--

Taken from: “British Politics; from Gladstone to Blackwood”
(c) 1949 by James Fardale
Picador Press
Richmond, Kingdom of Australia

The 1912 General Election saw the nadir of Tory fortunes. Denuded of their best talent either by defection to the Liberals or electoral failure, reduced to a rump of barely a dozen seats and with little coherent policy or worldview, the Party seemed destined to become the home merely of a few maverick MPs elected by constituents motivated by sentiment and diverse, often contradictory local issues. It is safe to assume that the Party would have disappeared entirely in the following save for a series of factors. The first was the unexpected support the Party gained from the black immigrant community. The second was the popular enthusiasm and English nationalism generated by the Anglo-Saxon revival movement. The third factor was an aristocratic young MP named Cedric St John...”

--

[1] The Palace of Westminster is very different ITTL, having been burnt down in the late 1820s rather than in 1834. The change in circumstances means that it is rebuilt in a high-Gothic style by the architect Thomas Hopper rather than by Charles Barry, making it even more ornate then OTL.

[2] Thanks to various butterflies, ITTL the symbol of Parliament isn’t the Portcullis adopted by Pugin and Barry, but rather a stylised Mace, based on one of the symbols of Parliamentary supremacy.

[3] This song bears little resemblance to OTL’s “Red Flag”, but both were written in the late 1880s by Irishmen living in London. TTL’s song takes its tune from the Liverpudlian folk ballad “Johnny Todd”, which some readers may recognise as the theme tune from the 1960’s British Police show “Z-Cars.”

[4] TTL’s British slang for the police, after Thomas Spring Rice, the Home Secretary at the time of the Metropolitan Police Act of 1830.

[5] James Hamilton was Prime Minister from 1886-1894, and took the Conservatives in a far more interventionist direction than OTL. This caused a general-re-alignment of the parties relatively similar to OTL’s Home Rule and Tariff Reform Crises, although with a very different outcome; British politics is divided between a protectionist Tory Party and a laissez-faire Liberal Party.

[6] ITTL the word ‘bully’ is used rather as the same period would use ‘jingo’; it also specifically denotes a Nationalist, interventionist Tory.

[7] This result bears some resemblances both to the Liberal wipe-out in 1918 and also the Labour catastrophe in 1931. Both cases saw the party vote split, leading to a disproportionately harsh result for the losing party. Similar mechanics are at work ITTL.

[8] “German Sea” was a popular term for the North Sea until WW1 OTL, when for obvious reasons it fell into disuse. ITTL it becomes the accepted term after the Great War.

[9] There are far fewer Jews in London ITTL, mainly because the more liberal Russian regime from the 1880s has not prompted as much emigration, and many of those who have fled Russia have gone instead to Germany or the United States, two nations with a reputation for being very friendly to Jews.

[10] ITTL the geography of East London is rather different compared with OTL, mainly because in the 1820s the property developer William Rhodes went ahead with his plan to build ‘De Beauvoir Town’ north of the Regent’s Canal.

[11] Just as in OTL, in ITTL Birmingham had a population of around 700,000 by 1910.

[12] John Marshall is one of the leaders of the Labour Party in the period; he has more in common with James Maxton than Keir Hardie, as befits the generally more radical tone of the British Labour movement ITTL.

[13] Corby and Runcorn were both New Towns IOTL, although ITTL the sudden arrival of half a million immigrants has brought forward their development. The same can be said for Wolverton, which OTL was one of the many small villages swallowed up by the creation of Milton Keynes.

[14] Hugh Carswell is a very close analogue of Clifford Douglas, the originator of Social Credit. Distributivism is largely similar to Social Credit, although there are some minor differences.  IOTL Douglas' theories became popular in Canada but were largely ignored in his native Britain; ITTL the reverse is true.

--

Decades of Darkness #188b: Blessed Plot

Credit for this post on the history of Britain during the DoD timeline goes to Ed Thomas.

--

“Liberal, n. A statesman enamoured of existing evils, as opposed to a Socialist, who wants to replace them with others.”
- Clement Churchill, “The Heretic’s Dictionary”

--

Taken from: “Who Was Who: Prominent figures and important events in British History, 1837-1932”
(c) 1953, Eds Robert Wilkinson and James Berg
Eden University Press
Eden, Kingdom of Australia

CEDRIC RICHARD BEAUCHAMP ST-JOHN, 6th VISCOUNT BOLINGBROKE (5 March 1881 - 9 June 1942)

English patriot, politician and nobleman, commonly known as ‘Cedric Bolingbroke’. The son of the 5th Viscount Bolingbroke and Lady Isabella Spencer, he was educated at Eton College in Berkshire and Peterhouse, Cambridge, where he matriculated on 23 June 1899. He soon became involved in Conservative politics, and was elected to the safe seat of Chippenham in Wiltshire in 1907. He became increasingly prominent in the Party, which by then had been almost wiped out by the disastrous election in which he had come into Parliament. 

In 1912, the disastrous election returns for the Conservatives gave Bolingbroke his opportunity. Ruthlessly engineering an internal coup against the ageing Charles Stafford, Bolingbroke assumed the leadership of the Conservative Party that summer, and quickly began to remake the party in his own image through charismatic speeches, his considerable personal fortune and an absolute intolerance of dissent...

--

Taken from: “A History of Nationalism”
(c) 1952 by David Jones 
Prifysgol Caerdydd [Cardiff University]
Cardiff, Republic of Cymru
F.W. Norton & Co: Cardiff Edinburgh Dublin Truro

English nationalism bloomed late compared to its Scottish and Cymraeg cousins. As events such as the Eisteddfod became increasingly popular in Cymru, there was no English counterpart; nationalism east of Offa’s Dike retained an almost entirely Unionist character. The first real impetus to any English nationalism came during the ‘Imperial Federation’ controversy of 1894, when James Hamilton’s attempt to create a truly Federal Britain foundered in the face of an intractably Unionist Liberal opposition [1]. The affair was the making of both the Scottish Party and the Cymry Nationalist Party, which both won their first Parliamentary seats in the General Election the following year; in England however, no similar political force emerged. For the first time however the idea of an English Kingdom within the Empire had been mooted, and as the new century dawned several scattered associations had grown up calling for England to have its own political representation...

The nascent English nationalist movement lacked two vital attributes however; an obvious source of national identity, and a political opening to exploit. Both were provided in the years following the North American War. In 19th century Britain, there had been some Romantic interest in the Anglo-Saxon period, particularly within the ‘Craftsman’ movement [2], but this generally restricted itself to isolated examples of art and literature, such as Walter Scott’s classic novel ‘Ivanhoe’,  and Carlo Marochetti’s majestic statue of Alfred the Great which dominated the New Palace Yard outside the Houses of Parliament [3]. All this changed in 1908 when the Oxford Academic Arthur Rasbold published his hugely popular ‘Scylding Cycle’ [4]. Rasbold’s masterwork captured the mood of a nation traumatised by war and yearning for escapism and a comforting return to the ideals of a glorious past; within two years of its publication the eccentric press magnate Geoffrey Northcote, Lord Langtree, sponsored the foundation of the Gaderung, an organisation envisioned as an English equivalent to the National Gorsedd of Cymru. The Gaderung sponsored an annual Althing based on the model of the Eisteddfod, the revival of traditional crafts and - an important political issue in the years after the North American War- a general promotion of agricultural self-sufficiency through allotments and communal gardens. 

Other organisations followed suit. In 1912 Captain Gerald Allardyce, a veteran of the fighting in the Rocky Mountains, took twenty boys from his local school to the Forest of Dean in order to teach them self-reliance, woodcraft and navigation [5]; the experience inspired him to establish a youth movement, which soon became identified with the Saxon-revival and in 1916 was renamed the Fyrd [6]. Fortified by Northcote’s money, the Fyrd soon transcended its public school origins and became popular in the inner cities, particularly with black children whose parents saw it as a means of integration into society.

The impact of the Anglo-Saxon revival was even to be found in fashion. Attempts by enthusiastic revivalists to popularise traditional Saxon dress generally met with failure, as the woollen gowns and short hose adopted by some at the Althing looked ridiculous and earned them the epithet of ‘blackshort’ from the left-wing press. However the custom of wearing a Seax, a small knife symbolising the individual’s freedom, did catch on, and by the early 1920s even opponents of the revivalist movement found themselves displaying one at their belt...

--

Taken from: “British Politics; from Gladstone to Blackwood”
(c) 1949 by James Fardale
Picador Press
Richmond, Kingdom of Australia

Bolingbroke was a new kind of Tory. Young, charismatic and ruthless, he dominated his party from the day he brutally deposed Charles Stafford in September 1912. In doing so, he revolutionised the Conservative movement from an ageing rump with few political ideas beyond a sentimental attachment to the pre-1905 world into a coherent and distinctive, if at first minor, voice on the British political stage. Alone amongst his contemporaries, he realised that a rich seam of voters were unimpressed by both Labour’s revolutionary Socialism and the Liberal Party’s bland, non-ideological managerialism; to the horror of the traditional remnants of the party, he hurled it towards English Nationalism, racial colour-blindness, and from 1916, Distributivisim...

The Conservative conversion to English Nationalism was an obvious political strategy and one that had been anticipated by some MPs, most notably Hugh Coryton. Imperial Federation was still a highly popular topic amongst the Shire constituencies that formed the Conservatives’ last bastion, and was rapidly returning to its prior prominence in terms of general political discourse. The stance also had financial and publicity benefits, as it allowed the party to be bankrolled by the infamous Lord Langtree. While reluctant to be associated with the Tories at first, the mockery Langtree’s revivalist movement experienced at the hands of Labour politicians drove him towards Bolingbroke, and the Daily Sketch’s [7] triumphant 1917 headline ‘Hurrah for the Blackshorts!’ demonstrated the extent to which Anglo-Saxon revivalist groups and the Conservative Party were increasingly intertwined.

Bolingbroke’s decision to adopt Distributivist policies was similarly shrewd. The call for a ‘National Dividend‘ to redistribute wealth to the lower classes enabled the Tories to appeal to the working-class Conservative votes that had largely abandoned them in 1907, while the idea of price adjustment mechanisms and an expansion of the Credit Union system was designed to appeal to small business-owners and shopkeepers. Emphasising the need for ‘economic freedom and autonomy’ while advocating interventionist, non socialist economic policies, Bolingbroke hoped to forge a path between the two major parties. While he was never wholly electorally successful, his strategy nonetheless served to reposition the Conservatives as a new and distinctive force in British politics...

--

22 June 1919
Avebury
Wiltshire, United Kingdom

The sound of music and lusty singing drifted across the ancient stone circle as the Morris Dancers took to the central enclosure. Giggling children ran between tents and women in long woollen gowns moved from place to place with beer and sandwiches. Small groups of men sat around robed instructors demonstrating handicraft techniques. Feeling obscurely self-conscious in his tweeds, Harold Sanderson moved towards a large marquee marked by an Oak-Tree motif. As he did so, the Morris men started to sing. 

“Hey nonny no!  Men are fools that wish to die!
Is 't not fine to dance and sing  When the bells of death do ring?
Is 't not fine to swim in wine, And turn upon the toe,
And sing hey nonny no!  When the winds blow and the seas flow?
Hey nonny no! [8]”

Sanderson shivered involuntarily; the song uncomfortably reminded him of a ditty he had heard the troops sing in Manitoba [9].

The interior of the tent was cool and dark after the heat of the day. A group of men turned to see who had come in; one of them looked utterly ridiculous in a woollen tunic and cloak combined with hose and garters that left his lower legs bare. The man re-adjusted his red Phrygian cap and stretched out his hand [10].

“Welcome to our gathering! Or should I say, our gaderung. The eighth annual Althing. Not bad, eh? You would be Harold Sanderson, I take it? Bolingbroke has told me all about you. I am delighted to make your acquaintance. Geoffrey Northcote, at your service.”

Sanderson took his hand and inclined his head. “It is an honour to meet you, Lord Langtree. I do like your outfit. It is Saxon, I assume?”

The publishing magnate beamed. “Why yes, it is! It is quite accurate; the attire of an Earl. Which reminds me, please dispense with the pleasantries! I am Geoffrey to my friends. And anyone who attends the Althing is one of those. Come, join me in the stand!”

Northcote led Sanderson out of the tent, and pushed through the crowd until they reached the roped-off area overlooking the main enclosure. The peer gestured at the throngs of people meandering around the ancient stones. “The Welsh have their Eisteddfod, so why should we not have our own festival?  Every year, more and more Englishmen are rediscovering their roots. My theory is that as the Socialists grow ever bolder, more true-born Englishmen return to their true state as free men. Look, here come the Fyrd. So many boys with the love of their country in their hearts!”

A procession of children and young men, all dressed in woollen gowns and hoods, marched into the ring. Many held instruments and drums, while others waved totems topped by owls, skulls or dogs. After circling the ring twice, amidst much cheering, they stopped dead with military precision. “Mægen ac ge-leafa! [11]” they shouted, waving their totems.

Northcote nudged Sanderson. “It’s time for my speech!” he hissed, and then bounded up to a microphone, fishing a thick sheaf of papers from a somewhere about his person. “Ides ac Ceorlmann! [12]” he roared, before continuing his speech in Old English.  Sanderson sighed. It was going to be a long afternoon.

--

Taken from: “British Politics; from Gladstone to Blackwood”
(c) 1949 by James Fardale
Picador Press
Richmond, Kingdom of Australia

As the New Year 1920 dawned, Arthur Spencer-Churchill had every reason to look on his thirteen years of power with immense satisfaction. Unchallenged within his party or from any other, the winner of an unprecedented three consecutive General Elections, the Prime Minister had taken office at a dark time for the United Kingdom and had steered his country through the Golden Years, not with any particular flamboyance or panache, but with quiet competence and certainty. His Party was dominant in a way that none in British politics ever had been before. With a three figure parliamentary majority even after the Labour and Tory gains of 1917 [13], the Liberals were seemingly the only political force in Britain with a chance of Government.

However, political supremacy had come at an ideological cost. While the Liberal Party was still ostensibly the laissez-faire, free-trade organisation that Gladstone had bequeathed two generations earlier, thirteen years of massive majorities, pragmatic leadership and the influence of the National Conservatives had left it almost entirely without guiding principles. An exchange in the celebrated playwright Sir Edward Fairfax’s work ‘Tip and Run’ summed up the Party’s public image; when asked by the fearsome Duchess of Sylvania about his political views, the hero replies, ‘I am afraid I really am not at all political. I am a Liberal...’ [14] The Liberals were seen as a party of reasonable, if boring, technocrats, and while this was no bad thing in comparison to the increasingly radical English Nationalism of the Tories and the Socialist rhetoric of Labour, it utterly depended on the perception of competence. From February 1920 and the beginning of the ‘Great Panic’, this perception became increasingly tainted...

--

Taken from: “Marching Under The Green Flag: The History of Socialism”
(c) 1952, David Kelvin
Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission.

The Crash of 1920 and the resulting ‘Great Panic’ reinvigorated a Labour Party that had begun to feel the strain of seemingly-permanent opposition. Britain’s boom had never been as spectacular as the USA’s or New England’s and so the consequent bust was equally less dramatic. However, as a trading nation the United Kingdom still felt the effects of the global downturn and the popularity of Labour soared. Ironically, the first major impact that the crash had was to moderate the party; the sudden death of John Marshall in October 1922 saw a leadership contest between the veteran reformist David Lloyd George and the young firebrand Arnold Cooper end in a decisive victory for the former. 

Lloyd George was uncomfortably aware of the responsibility that was placed on his shoulders. He led a Labour Party that was closer than ever to power, but at a time when reports of the events in Newfoundland had, in equal measure, excited his party membership and struck fear into the general public. His solution was characteristically brave, and individualist; in his first speech as leader he announced that he would ‘lead from the centre rather than the fringe’, embracing moderate progress to appeal to the voting public while hoping that his famed charisma could take his party with him. In this, the ‘Welsh Wizard’ was only partly successful.  Despite his efforts to tone down elements such as the anti-black rhetoric of the party, a viewpoint that he despised, Lloyd George was only capable of ‘sanitising’ the Parliamentary Party. In the streets and factories of Britain, radical sentiment ran as strongly as ever...

--

9 March 1922
Finsbury Park
London, United Kingdom

James Clarke led the other men from the factory in a cheer as the man on the soapbox reached his peroration. The man - a Canadian Socialist by all accounts - could not raise his voice enough to cut through the crowd, but it did not particularly matter; Clarke was not here for political speeches. His job was to act as ‘crowd control’, although none of the organisers particularly expected the group of several hundred Socialists to be much of a problem. The risk came from other sources...

A new face stepped onto the soapbox, one that Clarke recognised. Tom O’Brien was a London MP of Irish descent; his speeches were expert exercises in rabble-rousing and he was legendary as a thorn in the side of both the Government and his own Front Bench. As O’Brien began his customary rant at the iniquities of the capitalist system, Clarke’s eyes began to scan the park gates and the road beyond, always alert for anything that looked like trouble. He noted the handful of Policemen looking on, and moved his attention to the crowd; here, his eyes were drawn to a tall youth, dressed more smartly than many of the people surrounding him and glowering at the MP while he spoke.

He looks like trouble, Clarke thought without really knowing why, and his hand moved to his pocket, where he kept a handy piece of lead pipe. As he began to elbow his way through the small crowd, O’Brien paused for breath and the boy started shouting:

“If you love the workers, why did your people smash up my Dad’s shop? You’re just a load of thugs! Thugs! Thugs!”

People started booing; Clarke had just reached the boy when O’Brien stopped his speech and pointed an accusing finger at him. “Thugs? Do you hear what he’s saying? How dare you insult good, hard-working Britons like this? What has your kind ever done but steal the fruits of the hard toil of the Working Man? Fuck off to Palestine, Jewboy! British Jobs for British Workers! British Jobs for British Workers!”

The crowd picked up the chant as Clarke grabbed the boy; perhaps sensing the ugly mood of the crowd, he gave surprisingly little struggle but allowed himself to be led towards the open ground of the park. Clarke threw him to the ground and turned to take up his previous position with his team; as he did so however some instinct made him look up. A large group of men were entering the park; mostly blacks with a few whites and doubtless some Jews too. One of them held aloft a stick topped with an owl; others held truncheons, clubs and snooker cues. 

A tight smile crossed Clarke’s face. “Come on boys, the blackshorts are here to play! Let’s show them what the working man can do!”

The crowd cheered; from somewhere behind him, a bottle sailed into the air and smashed in front of the advancing Fyrd. A hail of other objects soon followed. Somebody began singing the “Industrial Song”, and as Clarke hefted his piece of pipe and ran forward, the crowd roared:

“The criminals wave and the officers smile
They're killing all the workers who picked a fight
The fences are high and the battle is lost
Their money is safe whatever the cost

The capitalists spit and the wives are crying,
The workers tell the truth when the funk is lying,
Why won't someone tell me why the government doesn't hear all the warnings?” [15]

--

Taken from: “British Politics; from Gladstone to Blackwood”
(c) 1949 by James Fardale
Picador Press
Richmond, Kingdom of Australia

The Siam Crisis shattered the Liberal Government’s reputation for a steady hand in Foreign Affairs just as the abandonment of the Gold Standard had ruined its reputation for economic competence. With Arthur Spencer-Churchill’s retirement in November 1922, the central architect of that competence also left the stage.

Alexander Pakenham was not a man in the same mould as Spencer-Churchill, a fact he was painfully aware of. The following March, he decided that he had to seek his own mandate rather than reside in the shadow of his illustrious predecessor, and in a campaign marked out by his own timidity and astonishing complacency on the part of his party, he provided his own place in history by narrowly losing office to Britain’s first ever Labour Government...

--

[1] With a stronger, and more decentralised British Empire, the concept of Imperial Federation has been far more popular ITTL than in OTL, and the Hamilton Government almost succeeded in enacting it.

[2] The ‘Craftsman Movement’ is TTL’s equivalent of the Arts and Crafts Movement.

[3] Marochetti also contributed a statue to Parliament IOTL; his representation of Richard the Lionheart still stands outside the House of Lords.

[4] Scylding, and Arthur Rasbold, bear some resemblance to the Lord of the Rings and JRR Tolkien respectively. The cycle is more explicitly Anglo-Saxon compared to LOTR; imagine the protagonists as Rohirrim and the story being closer to Wagner’s Ring Cycle. 

[5] The expedition was rather similar to Robert Baden Powell’s trip to Brownsea Island in 1907.

[6] IOTL, the Fyrd were the Saxon yeomanry, who were called to serve the King for six month periods.

[7] The Daily Sketch is not the same as OTL’s tabloid of the same name, although it is broadly similar in its populist tone.

[8] This is an actual Morris song and folk tune dating back to Elizabethan times.

[9] ITTL the folk song was taken by troops and turned into a trench anthem; this occurred IOTL during WW1 as well, when the words went; “The Bells of Hell go ting-a-ling-a-ling, for you but not for me/And the little devils have a sing-a-ling-a-ling, for you but not for me/Oh death where is they sting-a-ling-a-ling, oh grave thy victory?/The Bells of Hell go ting-a-ling-a-ling, for you but not for me.”

[10] This is more or less the costume of an Anglo-Saxon nobleman.

[11] Literally, “Strength and Faith!”

[12] “Ladies and Gentlemen!”

[13] It should be pointed out that ITTL the Septennial Act is still in force and so General Elections have to be held once every seven years rather than once every five, as in OTL.

[14] IOTL, in The Importance of Being Earnest Jack Worthing uses a similar line when talking about the Liberal Unionists.

[15] Apologies to fans of obscure post-rock indie music of the early 2000s...

--

Decades of Darkness #188c: Seat of Mars

Credit for this post on the history of Britain during the DoD timeline goes to Ed Thomas.

--

“There’s an east wind coming, such a wind as never blew on England yet.  It will be cold and bitter, and a good many of us may wither before its blast.  But it’s God’s own wind, none the less, and a cleaner, better, stronger land will lie in the sunshine when the storm has cleared.”
- Sir Arthur Ignatius Doyle, British author, in “The Day The World Stood Still,” 1927.  Written on the eve of the Casablanca Crisis, although not published until after the war scare was over (for that year, at least).

--

Taken from: “Marching Under The Green Flag: The History of Socialism”
(c) 1952, David Kelvin
Eagle Publishing Company: Sydney.  Used with permission.

The Lloyd George administration will be forever marked as the great missed opportunity of British Socialism. For the first time, Labour had achieved office; the Liberal Party was demoralised and defeated, while the Tories were still reduced to a poor third place. Socialists across the country were delighted; even moderates like Daniel James expected ‘the creation of a brave new world’, while the far-left muttered darkly about following the example of Newfoundland. In the event, both groups were sorely disappointed. 

Despite the great victory, the Labour Party nonetheless had to confront the practical realities of power. Labour’s test was to prove that it too could be a governing party; that it could balance ideological fervour with pragmatism. The results of this test would not be particularly favourable.  The main stumbling block for the ideologues was that although it was the largest party in Parliament, Labour remained several votes short of a majority. Coalition with the Tories, the Liberals or the Scottish Party [1] was politically impossible, and so Lloyd George was forced to look elsewhere for allies. There was only one other option. In June 1923, a prolonged series of negotiations led to the Cymry Nationalists entering the Government. Ioan Jones, the Cymraeg leader, took the new post of Minister for Wales [2], and was given the task of examining the best method by which the Principality could gain Kingdom Status...

--

Taken from: “British Politics; from Gladstone to Blackwood”
(c) 1949 by James Fardale
Picador Press
Richmond, Kingdom of Australia

David Lloyd George was not a revolutionary in the mould of the great Labour rabble-rousers like Arnold Cooper or Tom O’Brien. While capable of fiery speeches and passionate rhetoric about social reform, his views remained rooted in an acceptance of the basic status quo; it was this fact that first enabled his election. However, the chasm between the new Prime Minister and his internal critics was more than political. David Lloyd George was the last of the Labour Party’s founding generation [3]; the formative moments of his political adolescence were the struggles to unionise and the protests against the Kingdom War. He had little in common with the new breed of intensely ideological Socialists who had followed him into parliament after the Great North American War, and saw them as self-indulgent and impractical; for their part, they saw him as a cautious fool, better suited to making grandiloquent speeches than transforming the country. Clement Churchill’s savage judgement of Lloyd George as ‘The Welsh Windbag’ strongly resonated amongst the Left...

The Prime Minister’s opponents, both within the Labour Party and outside it, needed an angle of attack; an Achilles heel which could be ruthlessly targeted. They soon found it; Lloyd George’s weakness was Wales. By autumn 1923, the new Liberal leader Neville Wood was regularly insinuating that the Prime Minister was merely a ‘Trojan Horse’ for Welsh nationalism and his coalition with the Cymry Nationalists would break up the United Kingdom. After all, English was not even his first language [4]!

Lloyd George did little to counter such criticisms, and in fact he almost went as far as to wilfully embrace his own stereotype. His cabinet had several prominent ministers from Scotland and Wales, and he deliberately excluded Arnold Cooper from office, feeding the growing suspicion felt by the ‘King of London’ [5] that Englishmen were being marginalised in the Party. In a dreadful political miscalculation fuelled by the Cymry Nationalists, the Labour Government’s first major piece of legislation was the Welsh Church Act, which separated the Welsh Anglican Church from the Church of England as a first step to disestablishment [6]. The resulting parliamentary debates gave the Liberals and Tories the ideal opportunity to seriously damage the Government’s credibility, and Cedric Bolingbroke famously mocked the Labour Left for their Prime Minister’s lack of a radical Socialist agenda; “I thought you were going to usher in a brave new world? Is the Government all tip and no iceberg?”

The Labour Government did enact some important legislation; it expanded social provision though a new Pensions Act and an Unemployment Act, established the Royal Sky Force as a separate arm of the military and began a major series of public works that would later be resurrected under the Blackwood regime. There were even some nods to radical shibboleths such as the 1925 Citizenship Act, which drastically restricted immigration [7]. Despite these advances however, partly through the ruthless repetition of the ‘Trojan Horse’ slur by the Prime Minister’s critics and partly through Lloyd George’s own quixotry, the ‘Welsh issue’ was never far from the surface of the Labour Government. Finally, in February 1926 David Lloyd George decided to confront the matter head on...

--

Taken from: “The Death of Britain”
(c) 1953, Peter Dunn
Kashima Publishing 
Cape Town, Kingdom of South Africa

As Parliament returned for the 1925-1926 session, it was becoming obvious to all that the Labour Government was dying. The pressures of coalition, endless squabbles over Welsh issues and the internal split within Labour between Lloyd Georgites and anti-Lloyd Georgites had destroyed any attempt at ‘business as usual’, and the Prime Minister knew that his own position was in severe danger.

The ironies of history can be a cruel thing. David Lloyd George had entered politics in the first place partly in reaction to Hamiltonian Conservatism, wanting to prevent the Conservatives from winning working class support through the cynical promise of welfare and pensions. Now, just as James Hamilton had done forty years before, he decided to confront the issue crippling his government head-on and propose major constitutional reform. The Cochrane Commission, which had been established in 1923 to discuss Welsh Kingdom status, finally gave its report in December 1925, a year late. It recommended an overhaul of Britain’s constitutional arrangements, with the devolution of some powers to England, Wales and Scotland. Amidst growing criticism of the commission, which had increasingly become a running joke for its constant delays and cost-overruns, the Prime Minister decided to raise the stakes; on February 1926 he announced that he rejected the Cochrane Commission’s report and instead favoured Kingdom Status for the Home Nations and the establishment of an Imperial Federation, if agreement could be reached between the nations of the Empire...

--

Extract from: The Encyclopaedia Recidivus (3rd edition)
Editor-in-chief Lord Percy Kelvin III
(c) 1949 New Cambridge University Press
Sydney, Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

LAMBETH CONFERENCE: Imperial conference called by British Prime Minister David Lloyd George in 1926 as a desperate gambit to stave off the collapse of his government, intended to discuss the creation of an Imperial Federation. The Conference took place between July and October 1926, and brought together the leaders of all the Kingdoms in the British Empire as well as representatives from the colonies.

Although no definitive agreement was ever reached, the conference played an important role in exploring the federative options available to countries within the Empire, and popularised the concept of greater Imperial unity, particularly in South Africa and Ireland. The main product of the debates was the ‘Lambeth Manifesto’, which was published in August by the South African delegation as an attempt to restart negotiations. The Conference was overshadowed by the increasing political difficulties of the British Government, as well as Bharati and Palestinian demands for Kingdom status.  On the collapse of the Lloyd George Government it was abandoned entirely. The only point of agreement reached was the decision to grant Kingdom status to Palestine, which was implemented the following year...

--

Taken from: “British Politics; from Gladstone to Blackwood”
(c) 1949 by James Fardale
Picador Press
Richmond, Kingdom of Australia

The novelty of Lloyd George’s gamble at Lambeth staved off the Government’s collapse for nine months, but as negotiations stalled and tempers frayed, it soon became apparent that an agreement was unlikely. By then, the political landscape had shifted. The Prime Minister found himself increasingly close to the nationalists, even the Tories, in trying to push through reform; the Labour Left meanwhile found for the first time that Neville Wood was surprisingly amenable to discussion, a fact that would pave the way for the National Government three years later...

The final straw came in late September; Conservative support for the Prime Minister’s proposals had always enraged the Labour Left, and when it emerged that Cedric Bolingbroke had been invited to Downing St to discuss negotiation tactics, Arnold Cooper decided that he had had enough. A last-ditch attempt to mend the rifts in the Labour movement failed as the relationship between Cooper and the Prime Minister became increasingly bitter.  Finally on 30 September, after secret discussions between Cooper and the Liberals, Neville Wood called for a no-confidence motion in the House of Commons, which was then supported by many Labour rebels. A furious Lloyd George found himself unceremoniously dumped by his own party in favour of a minority Government led by Neville Wood. His break with the Labour Party was almost complete...

--

Taken from: “Imperial Federation, from the Albany Plan to the Cape Town Declaration”
(c) 1951, Philip Westhead
Picador Press
Richmond, Kingdom of Australia 

The Lambeth Conference achieved little in immediate terms. The famous ‘manifesto’ was rendered immaterial by the Lloyd George Government’s increasing political woes, and then was repudiated entirely when Neville Wood finally toppled the embattled Labour Prime Minister. The failure of the Federalists seemed complete.  By the time 1927 dawned the great ideal of a united Imperial structure, that had persisted since before the American Revolutionary War, appeared to have been killed off by Bharati intransigence, Australian apathy and internal British political squabbling.

Yet despite all appearances, the ideal was not dead. As the conference began, a sceptical Australian Member of Parliament who happened to visiting London decided to attend a speech by the new South African Premier Hofmeyr, extolling the virtues of Imperial Federation. “That speech,” he later recalled, “changed my entire perception of world affairs more than any other single event.” Seven years later, Lane shared a platform with the man who had so impressed him in London, as the Prime Ministers of the two major Kingdoms proclaimed the establishment of the Restored Empire...

--

Taken from: “Who Was Who: Prominent figures and important events in British History, 1837-1932”
(c) 1953, Eds Robert Wilkinson and James Berg
Eden University Press
Eden, Kingdom of Australia

NEVILLE STUART MACMILLAN WOOD (22 March 1864 - 30 December 1932)

Last Prime Minister of the United Kingdom; held office from October 1926 until his arrest on 29 November 1932. The eldest son of the shipping magnate Stuart Wood, he was educated at Rugby and Trinity College Cambridge. After graduating he joined his father’s firm, and was made a full partner in the business in 1889. Spurred on by a passionate dislike of Tory Hamiltonianism, Wood stood as a Liberal candidate in the Withington Division of Manchester in 1896, a seat he would represent for the rest of his life. 

Wood rose rapidly as a Minister in the Spencer-Churchill government, entering the Cabinet as President of the Board of Trade in 1913 and then being appointed as Chancellor two years later. His indifferent handling of the financial crisis saw his resignation in 1920, and he languished on the backbenches during the short-lived Pakenham Government. Wood’s taste for plotting and his increasing domination of the Party machine meant that he was well-placed to succeed his former colleague following the Liberal defeat in 1923, and during the Lloyd George premiership he made his reputation as an extremely effective, if dour, champion against Government ‘waste and indulgence.’

On the collapse of the Labour Government in October 1926, Wood was invited by the King to form a minority Liberal administration. Buoyed by the widening splits in the Opposition, he promptly requested the dissolution of Parliament that spring in an opportunistic attempt to obtain a parliamentary majority...

--

Taken from: “The Death of Britain”
(c) 1953, Peter Dunn
Kashima Publishing 
Cape Town, Kingdom of South Africa

On a cold autumn day in October 1926, the dissolution of the United Kingdom suddenly became a tangible possibility. As Neville Wood, the last Prime Minister, stood to make his first statement as Britain’s premier, David Lloyd George, John Thomas and Dylan Jones entered the Chamber of the House of Commons. Without saying a word, they walked past the Labour benches and sat with the Cymry Nationalists. The Commons erupted with startled cheering from the government and nationalist benches, and incandescent rage from the opposition. The former Prime Minister had called Arnold Cooper’s bluff; four years of taunting from the Left had driven Lloyd George and his friends into the arms of his sole remaining allies. His defection gave Welsh nationalism the boost it needed to break out of the rural north into the valleys, and during Britain’s last general election the Cymry Nationalists doubled their number of seats at Westminster from eight to sixteen...

--

Taken from: “British Politics; from Gladstone to Blackwood”
(c) 1949 by James Fardale
Picador Press
Richmond, Kingdom of Australia

On the surface, Neville Wood’s decision to go to the country had been triumphantly vindicated. His government had been returned with a slim but manageable majority, and the Labour Party had been routed, particularly in Wales.  In reality however, the picture was more complex, and held both comforting signs and potential dangers for the Liberals. It was little noted at the time that Wood had disproportionately benefited from the electoral system; while the disparity in seats between the Opposition and Government was huge, this only translated to a tiny absolute Parliamentary majority because the three combined Nationalist parties had won nearly as many seats as Labour had, and had split the Opposition vote. Britain’s last general election saw the Liberals as the only truly national party, being opposed by Labour in the cities and the nationalists in the towns and countryside; few Liberals at the time realised that while their support base was extremely wide, it was also dangerously shallow compared with the geographically limited, but popular alternatives offered by the other parties.

Ironically given the future course of events, almost everyone in Westminster that spring expected the Wood administration to be primarily concerned with economic affairs and the restoration of political stability after the turbulent Lloyd George years. There were some clues that this might not be the case; the signing of the Andorra Pact in January 1927 demonstrated that the new Prime Minister would continue David Lloyd George’s scepticism towards Germany even if he dismissed every other policy decision made by his predecessor.  It was only when the Casablanca Crisis erupted that July that the full implications of this stance became clear...

--

Taken from “The British Almon”, Volume 278: 29 May - 12 June 1929
The Irish Almon Society
Crown Copyright, Kingdom of Ireland [8]

Column W567, 11 June 1929

Mr Harold Sanderson: Mr Speaker, twenty-four years ago, I sat in this chamber and listened to the then-Prime Minister send us to war. Tonight, the Prime Minister has done the same, albeit in a characteristically less memorable fashion. (Interruption)

Mr Sanderson: The Members opposite jeer, but they were not there! The Prime Minister’s style of address was appropriate, for we are in a less heroic age today. An age that began eighteen months after Mr Disraeli sent us to war as the ‘Trustees of Liberty’, when he signed the Treaty of Washington. His Foreign Secretary, the late Sir Edward Vickers, commented on that day that the ‘world had turned upside-down.’ I wonder, having uttered these words, what Sir Edward would have to say if he could be here today. 

For the world is now truly turned on its head! How horrible it is that we sit here now, having declared war on our best ally in conjunction with our oldest foe, because of an obscure quarrel in a far-off country of which we know nothing! The English people care not one bit what happens in the East of Europe! Ever since the Third Congress of Vienna, successive administrations have seen it as thoroughly natural that Germany should have dominance in Eastern Europe to prevent Russian hegemony. What has changed? The small countries of the East need someone to keep them in order. Good luck to that someone- I do not envy them their job.

So why do we not say to Herr Schulthess this? We have no interest whatever in the East of Europe! Your nightmare of encirclement has gone for ever; you will never have to fight against Britain and France on one front and against Russia and any one they can collect on the other front. Encirclement is gone; indeed, it never existed outside the minds of the French!

I will give you one last point of peace to which I have referred already in briefly describing our policy. At long last we say: ‘Mind Britain’s business. Concentrate on the British Empire. Say to the world, as I do to-night, if any nation in the world sets foot across the frontier of British Empire, as one man, we English will fight for Britain. But Britons shall die in no other quarrel.’ I say to you, my friends, from the very depth of my inner knowledge and consciousness to-night, that this policy declared by Britain to Germany, and the world, will bring peace and the friendship of men for our time and beyond our children’s time as well [9].Why not do it? What is the argument against it? I am told that Germany just wants to swallow up one or two little countries in Eastern Europe and then turn round and overthrow the British Empire. I am told that Schulthess wants the whole world. In other words, I am told that Schulthess is mad. What evidence have they got so far that this man, whom the Lord Chancellor memorably described as a friend of this nation [10], has suddenly gone mad?

Do not let my words be misrepresented, Mr Speaker. I am no shirker. I shall serve my country in any way that I can; the King’s enemy is my own. But it does not mean that I do not fear grave disaster. As I look ahead, I am filled with foreboding; like the Roman, I seem to see the River Tiber foaming with much blood...

--

[1] TTL’s “Scottish Party” is rather like its OTL 1930s counterpart, being a moderate party full of “Tartan Tories”, rather than a left-of-centre grouping. ITTL there is a Leftist “National Party of Scotland” as well, but this is marginalised and they have no MPs. 

[2] As in OTL, until this point Wales is essentially considered an integral part of England. ITTL, the Welsh Office is an earlier invention because of the greater mainstream acceptance of nationalism.

[3] ITTL the Labour movement gets going around a decade earlier than OTL, so the Party coalesces in the 1890s. 

[4] This was the case with OTL’s Lloyd George as well, although ITTL this is not as unusual; there are more Welsh speakers thanks to the Celtic revival of the nineteenth century. 

[5] Like Herbert Morrison in OTL, Arnold Cooper controls the Labour party machinery in London.

[6] OTL, a similar act was passed in 1914 and proved just as controversial; FE Smith remarked that the bill “shocked the conscience of every Christian community in Europe,” to widespread ridicule.

[7] This Act has many similarities to OTL’s 1971 Immigration Act.

[8] “Almon” is TTL’s version of Hansard, named after the pioneering eighteenth-century parliamentary reporter John Almon.

[9] The Tory position on the war is very similar that that taken by many on the Right in OTL’s WW2; just as OTL, many on the far right and in the British ‘establishment’ see little reason to fight. Unlike OTL, they may have a point, and this is reflected by the fact that the viewpoint has considerably more support. 

[10] Derek Haynes, the Lord Chancellor, was at the Foreign Office in 1920 when he negotiated the partition of the Portuguese Empire between Britain and Germany.

--

Decades of Darkness #188d: This England

Credit for this post on the history of Britain during the DoD timeline goes to Ed Thomas.

--

“It is with deep grief that I watch the breaking down of the British Empire with all its glories and all the services it has rendered to mankind.”
- Clement Churchill, 1933

--

Taken from: “Guilty Men”
(c) 1933, ‘Junius’ [1]
Dorell Publications
London, Kingdom of England

It is clear to us now that Neville Wood was one of the most dangerous men to ever reach high office in this country. He was not a bull-headed revolutionary like Arnold Cooper, nor a hidebound, complacent reactionary like the other men in Whitehall who blandly asserted their liberal values while behind them the United Kingdom collapsed through their hopeless neglect. No, Neville Wood was a different beast entirely. For where other men held principles and ideals, however naive and indulgent, Wood did not. He was too intelligent for this, too calculating. The blood of The Prince flowed in his veins - for was he too not the scion of a proud merchant dynasty?  In truth, there was only one thing that Neville Wood believed in, and that was Neville Wood...

When war came, it did so without altering a single facet of Wood’s character. That Britain faced a threat even more deadly and immediate than the one it had failed against a generation previously did not disturb the Prime Minister, and why should it have done? For him, German military power merely gave him the chance to trample his rivals using the weapon of national unity.  The Germans gave Wood his most precious gift yet, the chance to clasp the Labour leadership even closer to his chest through the so-called ‘National Government’. In the autumn of 1929 Arnold Cooper and his friends did the bidding of their new master just as they had done three years earlier when he manoeuvred them into falling upon their own leader and splitting their movement; now, like a parasite realising that his existing host was almost spent, Wood prepared to latch on to the Labour Party...

--

Taken from: “Who Was Who: Prominent figures and important events in British History, 1837-1932”
(c) 1953, Eds Robert Wilkinson and James Berg
Eden University Press
Eden, Kingdom of Australia

FIELD MARSHAL SIR JOHN HENRY LEOFRIC BLACKWOOD, 5TH BARONET (31 July 1872 - 15 June 1953)

English solider and statesman; ruled England as Lord High Steward and Regent from 1932 until his death twenty-one years later. The descendant of Vice Admiral Henry Blackwood, and heir to the Naval Baronetcy [3], Blackwood was educated at Winchester School and Sandhurst. On 9 November 1891 he was commissioned into the East Devonshire Regiment as a second lieutenant. After serving as a junior officer in the Anglo-Philippine and Kingdom Wars, Blackwood spent several years at Camberley Staff College.  When the North American War began he commanded a brigade on the New Caledonian front. In September 1906 he was seriously wounded when an unexploded shell detonated near his horst, and the incident left his right arm permanently disabled.

Blackwood returned to active duty in 1916 after spending the intervening years as a lecturer at Camberley. In 1918 he was given a posting to the Indian Northwest frontier, and in 1921 he first gained national attention when he commanded the British forces occupying southern Siam. Promoted to lieutenant general for his success, Blackwood achieved further fame four years later when he led British and Australian troops in defeating the Chinese revolutionary Hu Hanmin. When the Great War began in 1929, Blackwood was Britain’s most celebrated solider.

Blackwood spent the first year of the war in the Asian theatre in which he had first made his mark. Commanding British and Imperial forces, he masterminded the capture of Siam and German Indochina, as well as the Allied landings on Sumatra. Weeks before the invasion of Java, the Russian declaration of war saw him hurriedly recalled to supervise the defence of India, and here his strategy of ‘aggressive defence’ successfully forestalled any Russian advance on the subcontinent [4]. By now wildly popular at home as the one successful British general, Blackwood was a natural choice for the role of commanding the British Expeditionary Force in France, and during the course of 1931 the newly-promoted Field Marshal supervised a brilliant fighting retreat across the country, finally evacuating the Brittany pocket in late October having kept both his and New England forces intact [5].

With his reputation enhanced still further by the successful withdrawal from the Continent, Neville Wood had little choice but to swallow his own personal dislike of Blackwood and appoint him Commander in Chief of the British Home Forces and Chief of the General Staff...

--

Taken from: “Wolves At The Gates: The Story of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Noel Browne
Trinity Publishing: Dublin, Ireland

Blackwood and Wood clashed from the very moment that the Marshal was appointed to coordinate the defence of the British Isles. The Prime Minister, unused to a man who could match his wits and was quite prepared to argue back, saw Blackwood as an arrogant upstart [6].  For his part, Blackwood was shocked both by the Prime Minister’s iron determination to continue the war no matter what and his relaxed attitude to what the Marshal saw as socialist subversion. 

Their first dispute occurred just a week after Blackwood’s appointment. The Prime Minister, who had read and been impressed by the writings of Eunuco, pushed for the recruitment of a ‘Home Defence Force’ whereby every able-bodied man would be given a weapon and training on how to use it. The Marshal was appalled, and submitted a detailed memorandum to Wood explaining that ‘All this grossly irresponsible act will achieve will be to train a well-armed worker’s militia [7]. It is military worthless, and politically suicidal’. His misgivings were brushed aside; the Prime Minister tartly remarked that he was surprised that Blackwood was so unimaginative when it came to the defence of the nation, a charge that enraged the Field Marshal. It was a foretaste of things to come...

--

Taken from: “British Politics; from Gladstone to Blackwood”
(c) 1949 by James Fardale
Picador Press
Richmond, Kingdom of Australia

Britain on the eve of Operation Young Iron was a pale shadow of what it had been three years earlier. The war had taken a cruel toll; despite the best efforts of successive Governments to make the country self-sufficient, rationing still had to be introduced in 1930.  The loss of the French and American fleets the following year meant that restrictions had to be tightened still further to meet reduced supply and the consequent skyrocketing food prices.

More worryingly, civil order was starting to break down in many parts of the United Kingdom.  In the seven months since the creation of the Home Defence Force, the organisation had rapidly expanded.  However, just as Marshal Blackwood had warned, the new units were almost exclusively drawn from political gangs, primarily socialists.  While theoretically subject to military authority and their own robust command structure, in practice local units selectively disregarded orders from above; instead, they began to supplant the police and other official agencies on the grounds of ‘preserving national security.’

Soon, areas with broad socialist support, such as East London, Clydeside and much of the industrial north, started to become self-governing, as Labour Councils informally expanded their powers and used local HDF units to maintain order.  While the majority of the Fyrd usually served in the yeomanry rather than the HDF, similar processes started to happen in Tory-dominated shires.  By the summer of 1932, central government authority in the civilian sphere had largely dissipated; in the name of national unity, Neville Wood preferred to leave shire councils to run their own affairs while concentrating central government authority on the military sphere.  Local authorities began to form ‘shadow governments’, a process which would accelerate in the six months after Zero Day...

--

Taken from: “The Death of Britain”
(c) 1953, Peter Dunn
Kashima Publishing 
Cape Town, Kingdom of South Africa

A month after Zero Day, it became clear to British strategists that they faced an impossible dilemma. Despite the withdrawal of New England forces, despite the diminishing strength of the Royal Sky Force, growing rates of desertion and a sense of defeatism in the army, it was clear that the line could be held against the Germans - for now.  Yet equally, the British forces lacked the strength to push the invaders back into the sea.  On 1 September, Blackwood bluntly told Wood that he had done everything he could.  The war had become a campaign of attrition; the Germans would continue making small advances as they were able to move in more supplies, and while the British forces could still hold them off for a considerable time, the best hope was for a diplomatic solution.  The Marshal finished his note with a prophetic observation: “In my view it is entirely now a matter of which side loses the political will to fight first. It should not surprise you to know that I have grave doubts that it that side will be the enemy.”

--

Taken from: “Guilty Men”
(c) 1933, ‘Junius’
Dorell Publications
London, Kingdom of England

And what of the Prime Minister’s grand directive “No Surrender”? No doubt it was intended as a message of grim resolve against the German menace, but it hinted at a far deeper truth. For Neville Wood could not surrender. It was not in his blood - for in his own view he would never have to. Did not David Lloyd George call him the cleverest politician of his day? Wood thought, even as the Germans advanced on London, that he could find a way to turn things around - that he could use the ‘titanic intellect’ that we were all told about so many times so as to make things right. The answer stared him in the face: Peace, before it was too late! But that was the one thing Wood could not do.

Why? Why did he not make peace in 1930, and save the lives of countless thousands? Why not after the after the fall of France, or even after Zero Day? Wood had it in his power to save Britain and the lives of its inhabitants. It would have been an easy thing for him to do but he refused, because of his monstrous pride. For when did Neville Wood in his whole life ever apologise? Never, for he was never wrong! It was always the fault of lesser men, or circumstances, or bad luck. He could never admit he was wrong, for then he would admit that he was fallible. Neville Wood committed one of the greatest crimes possible. He put his own pride ahead of the millions of people who lived in the country he ruled. He was willing to see Britain burn to avoid having to eat his own words. 

The other slogan of those ill-fated days was “You Can Always Take One With You!” But it was not a German that Neville Wood wanted to take down with him. It was the entire country.

--

Taken from: “Wolves At The Gates: The Story of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Noel Browne
Trinity Publishing: Dublin, Ireland

Despite Neville Wood’s increasingly desperate proclamations of endless resistance against the invaders, in reality British morale was close to collapse. The death of King Richard IV in September after a long illness proved for many the final straw; the general public only took a few days to begin calling his young grandson and successor “Edward the Last.” Desertions skyrocketed as troops began to return home to their families, and despite the bitter resistance shown by the defenders, the advance of German troops was governed more by logistical considerations than by the increasingly feeble British counterstrokes. Blackwood and the General Staff warned the Prime Minister that an eventual collapse was inevitable; their predictions were borne out on 26 November, when the British positions around Ipswich finally collapsed and the Germans were able to drive into northern Essex.

By this point, few had any illusions that a German victory was inevitable. Yet to the astonishment and anger of the generals, Wood dismissed any consideration of a cease-fire and instead merely talked of arming the workers in London while the Government retreated to the West Country. Edward Jackson, his Private Secretary, noted how Wood declared that he ‘would not be like Francisco Alvorado or Juan Amero and medise Britain [8].’ That evening, Marshal Blackwood secretly met Cedric Bolingbroke, the War Secretary Adam Stewart and several other members of the Cabinet. A plan was hurriedly agreed; the king would be told to dismiss Wood as prime minister and an emergency Liberal-Conservative government would be installed that could negotiate peace with the Germans. The plotters hoped that the swift removal of Wood and the presence of the army on the streets of London would be enough to prevent any socialist resistance. 

From here, events moved swiftly. The king’s permission was quickly obtained and loyal ministers warned.  The 1st Westminster Dragoons - a unit of the yeomanry almost entirely comprised of members of the Fyrd - was positioned at the Wellington Barracks near Buckingham Palace in case of trouble. Then, events intervened. At 10 AM on 30 November, Wood signed a directive ordering the renewed use of poison gas against German positions in Essex.  Blackwood immediately countermanded the order and decided, without informing the other plotters, that Wood should be taken into ‘protective custody’ immediately...

--

30 November 1932
Downing St
London, United Kingdom

Harold Sanderson straightened his uniform, nervously fingered his fob-watch and then opened the staff-horst’s door, watching approvingly as the two lorries behind it disgorged their contents - two sections of dragoons - across the street. The policeman standing outside the famous door stepped forward. “Can I help, sir?” he asked.

Sanderson saluted. “Good afternoon, officer. I have been sent here by Field Marshal Blackwood. I have a verbal message for the Prime Minister. May I come through?”

The policeman nodded. Sanderson turned to his troops. “Guard the entrance to Whitehall. I don’t want anybody to be let into the street. Sykes, Peterson; come with me.”

The three men climbed the staircase.  They had just reached the photograph of George Hamilton when a voice came from above. “Mr Sanderson! So good of you to join us.” Neville Wood leant over the balustrade and raised his eyebrow sardonically. “And so thoughtful of Blackwood to send a loyal Tory to see me!”

Sanderson pulled his warrant from his pocket. “Neville Wood, by the order of the king I hereby-”

Wood raised his hand. “I know why you’re here, Sanderson. The defeatists have finally gained the upper hand, and have sent you here to arrest me so that you can treat with Schulthess. Well I’m not going to let you. I have friends of my own, you see. True British patriots, not little Englanders like you. Comrades?”

Three men, dressed in North American War-vintage infantry uniforms with green armbands stepped from behind him. They raised their rifles at Sanderson and his soldiers. The Prime Minister grinned. “I’ve known about your little plan from the start.  Luckily the workers, and the brave men of the Home Defence Force won’t stand for it. We will fight to the end, Sanderson. As I have always said: No surrender!”

He stepped out of view; the two men followed him. Outside, the shooting started.

--

Taken from: “The Death of Britain”
(c) 1953, Peter Dunn
Kashima Publishing 
Cape Town, Kingdom of South Africa

The Army’s failure to arrest Wood was the spark that lit the tinderbox. The British did not have much experience with coups, and this soon showed; by nightfall on 30 November, much of East London was on fire thanks to Socialists outraged by Blackwood’s ‘treachery’. The military’s initial claim that the violence was being perpetrated by French socialists was soon rendered farcical when the rebels began broadcasting to the nation.  Nonetheless, by this stage the sobriquet “Communard” had stuck, and violence in Leeds, Liverpool and Glasgow soon followed.

As fighting spread across the nation, Marshal Blackwood and his new Government based in Guildford immediately requested a ceasefire with the Germans ‘to enable the rightful authorities in this country to maintain order’. No friend of socialists himself and happy to allow his own forces extra time to build up supplies, Chancellor Schulthess decided to grant the Marshal’s wish. On 4 December at Newmarket Railway Station, an armistice was signed between British and German forces...

--

3 December 1932
Chapel of the Royal Grammar School
Guildford, United Kingdom

This is a strange place for a Cabinet Meeting, thought Cedric Bolingbroke, as he watched Marshall Blackwood outline the latest news from the fighting in London. Although it’s not really a proper Cabinet. Neville Wood had finally been captured – thank God – but even almost a week after the first bungled attempt, the men who sat in the choir stalls of the Royal Grammar School’s Chapel could not really call themselves an official government. Nor was there any doubt whatsoever about who was in charged.  As he watched the Marshal pace between the stalls, Bolingbroke was reminded of the schoolmasters of his childhood. 

Marshall Blackwood turned; he was in the middle of speaking about the situation elsewhere in the United Kingdom. “Let us be frank. It is difficult enough for us to take back London and hold our positions in the north of England. We will not be able to hold down Wales and Scotland.  Not without German help.”

Bolingbroke rolled his eyes at the glum faces that stared back at him, and stood to speak. “Then let them hang! Let the Welsh speak their own tongue and have their disestablished church! Let the Hibs [9] have their own little state to do with as they please! We cannot control them, so why try? They’ll only bring us down if we do.” He turned to the other people in the stalls. “Which would you rather, preserve England, or ensure the creation of a Socialistic Republic of Britain?”

There was a moment’s silence. Adam Stewart broke it. “Cedric, I know you Tories always banging on about home rule, but are you really suggesting the dissolution of the United Kingdom?”

Bolingbroke stared at him, his eyes cold and hard. “Britain is dying. The Jackals have abandoned us just as we warned you they would.  Mullins has walked away from us - with good reason, if you ask me.  The colonies are too far away to be of any help.  You’ve seen what the Germans have done in Italy and France.  We have to salvage what we can of England. Let Scotland and Wales fight alongside Ireland if they wish.”

He paused, then added, “Think of this, too.  The Germans will squeeze us dry, given the opportunity. Reparations, restrictions, bases, as the Jackals did to New England after the last war, only this time England will bear the brunt. But what if we could shift the burden?”

Blackwood raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

Bolingbroke toyed with the Seax at his belt. “It is quite simple. Tomorrow, you should make a funk broadcast. Tell the people the truth: the government no longer exists in any meaningful form. The king has fled to Ireland. We have been failed by them both, and so have to seek our own destiny. Announce that England has left the United Kingdom. Let the Empire, the Welsh and the Scots fight a hopeless war if they want. But it will not be on our soil. We shall extend the hand of peace to Germany, not as a defeated power, but as a new nation. The others can go hang.”

Blackwood stared at the other men for a long time. None said a word. Finally, he sighed, then spoke. “We are good Anglo-Saxons. We have been defeated by invaders from the east before, and found that the only way to beat them was to appease them for a time. Very well, Cedric. Danegeld it is.”

--

Taken from: “The Death of Britain”
(c) 1953, Peter Dunn
Kashima Publishing 
Cape Town, Kingdom of South Africa

On 6 December, the British House of Commons met for the last time. Westminster having been abandoned, the sitting was held in the grand surroundings of the Sheldonian Theatre in Oxford, where many government departments had relocated. Only 127 Members of Parliament were present; all that could be found after the fighting in London and the subsequent flight of most of the Labour MPs into hiding or exile. There was no debate, little ceremony, and no pretence at political balance. The vast majority of MPs present were Tories and Liberals, with a scattering of nationalists and a solitary Labour MP, the imperturbable John Maclaren, who had defied the threat of arrest and sneaked into the auditorium to participate in the vote. That evening, MPs voted 98 to 53 to pass the Emergency Government Act, which granted Marshal Blackwood extraordinary powers until the end of the crisis.

With this final act accomplished, Parliament dispersed forever. Three hours later, the United Kingdom would follow its Parliament. At 2AM on 7 December 1932, Marshal Blackwood signed a document proclaiming England’s withdrawal from the United Kingdom, its establishment as a sovereign state, and declaring the new nation’s friendship to Germany. A few hours later, the king made his own broadcast from Ireland...

--

From a funk broadcast made by King Edward VIII on 7 December 1932

At long last I am able to say a few words of my own. I have never wanted to withhold anything, but until now it has not been constitutionally possible for me to speak.

A few hours ago I discharged my last duty as king and emperor. I now lay down my burden and withdraw altogether from public affairs. It may be some time before I return to my native land, but I shall always follow the fortunes of the British race and empire with profound love. If at any time in the future I can be found of service to my people in a private station, I shall not fail. However, filled with an unalterable love for my countrymen I will not, with my person, be a hindrance to their free development.

I acknowledge the decision taken by England to form a separate state. Marshal Blackwood has taken temporary charge of the government. I relinquish all participation in the administration of the state for the time being, and entrust my powers to the Marshal. Likewise I have released the English members of the government from their offices.

I hope with all my heart that the English people now realise happiness and prosperity from the new adjustment. The happiness of my countrymen is, and always has been, my only aim. My warmest wishes are that an internal peace will be able to heal the wounds of this war.

God bless you all.

--

29 September 1933
Wardlow Mires
Derbyshire Dales, Kingdom of  England

James Clarke gladly took the pint glass offered to him by the barmaid and drank deeply. He noticed the other men in the pub doing the same; most of them looked as hungry and dishevelled as he did. A strange place to conduct a political gathering, he thought; but then shrugged. Few places closer to civilisation were safe these days, so where better than a tiny watering hole in the middle of the Peaks? He drained his glass and smiled. The beer alone made the long journey worthwhile [10].  As he signalled to the barmaid for another, the door opened and the forbidding great-coated man who had been guarding the entrance walked in, followed by a tiny, almost child-like figure. She was dressed as a farm labourer in a headscarf and a dirty tweed jacket, and her trademark fiery red hair was greying, but there was no mistaking the new arrival. 

Barbara Wilkinson, former Education Secretary and the infamous ‘Green Lady’ of pre-war politics surveyed the room.  The twenty men who had travelled from across the north of England fell silent to stare at her. Clarke saw that famous smile light up her dainty features. “Hello, everyone. I don’t know all of you, and it’s probably best if it stays that way. I don’t want to compromise any of you if I am arrested. Now, listen very carefully. I will only say this once.”

She paused, and Clarke carefully set his new pint on the bar, its contents forgotten for now.

“The reason I have called you here is simple. It is to make sure that even as the class struggle moves into a new phase, the labour movement continues to fight. Things are not good, but it is all as Marx predicted. Parliamentary government has been overthrown. It is the last spasm of the dying aristocratic class, and it will weaken capitalism enough for us to make our own move. We must be honest. Our first attempt failed. But it ensured that there is no doubt as to what opposes us.

Marshal Blackwood’s government is nakedly oppressive. He knows that to give the people their say would allow us to win. Behind him lies the full weight of the German war machine. But we have friends, too. As I speak, two other meetings are taking place in the south between local leaders such as yourselves and the representatives of the National Committee. England has not escaped tyranny, but Scotland and Wales remain free, and we have supporters there, and other friends across the seas. I will discuss the measures we are taking later. But first, I want you to know that there is hope for England. We will prevail.”

She looked around the room; Clarke saw her stare at each of the tough, often malnourished men in turn and smile. Grimly, they smiled back.

“I want you to go you go back to your towns and cities, and prepare for revolution. I can’t give you equipment, or guns. But I can give you words.  When I was growing up in Salford, I read a poem that has stayed with me ever since. It sums up everything I fight for. I want to read part of it to you.”

She leant forward and dropped her voice slightly. 

“I will not cease from mental fight,
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand,
Till we have built Jerusalem
In England’s green and pleasant land [11].”

Wilkinson continued speaking, but Clarke was no longer listening. He stood, staring at the diminutive revolutionary and the tough, careworn and dirty men who were devoted to her.  We can build a New Jerusalem, he thought.  It will be hard, and bloody, and painful. But we will succeed. In the end, we shall succeed.

--

11 November 1933
Winchester Castle Great Hall
Winchester, Kingdom of England

“Marshall Blackwood will see you now, sir.” 

Nodding his thanks to the aide, Harold Sanderson entered the Great Hall.  As he did so, he glanced upward at the famous ‘round table’ hanging on the opposite wall. In the centre of the room a small desk had been hastily erected on an incongruously small square of carpet. Its occupant glanced up at the sound of footsteps and put down his pen. The famous voice filled the hall with a bass rumble.

“Harold! Do come in and sit down.”

Marshal Blackwood indicated the chair opposite, and while Sanderson sat, the Marshal casually used his one good hand to open his cigar case, place a cheroot in his mouth and light it with a march.  Sandersoon took the opportunity to examine the man who the newspapers - those which remained open, anyway - called ‘the Deliverer of England.’  Even with his half-empty right sleeve, Blackwood had a powerful physical presence; medals covered his immaculate uniform, his pencil-thin moustache and keen, diamond-hard eyes added to the image.  Sanderson knew that this was a man who meant business.

The Marshal leaned back in his chair. “Good to see you again.  Do you know why I wanted to see you?”

Sanderson inclined his head.  “I’d thought maybe something to do with the transfer of government functions to Winchester.” 

Blackwood took a drag from his cheroot, then gestured at the map of Britain standing on an easel near his desk.  “Not a bad guess, but not quite right. My emergency powers give me the ability so suspend all forms of local government.  That is just a stop-gap, though.  It will not do for the long term.  We need to think about the Reconstruction Effort.”  The way Blackwood spoke made the capital letters quite clear.

The Marshal continued, “The pre-war system is inadequate.  A miscellany of incompetence.  The county and borough councils are full of ditherers and shirkers.  Liberals, in other words.  And that will not do!”  The Marshal’s good hand slammed into his desk.

“How can I help, sir?” Sanderson asked.

Blackwood paused to light another cheroot, then said, “The councils are no longer of any concern to us.  I have dissolved them permanently.  But the counties need strong, dynamic leadership just as much as the nation.  That’s why I’m reforming their governance.  The old councils will be replaced with good, patriotic local leaders.  Men that I can trust to push on with the reconstruction effort, in other words.  You are one of those men, Harold.  You’ve been loyal and effective as an MP, now I need you to serve not just Tavistock, but the whole county.”

He stared directly into Sanderson’s eyes.  “I want to appoint you Sheriff of Devonshire.  You will answer directly to me.  You will be delegated most of my powers within the county.  What do you think?”

Sanderson did not need to think.  “If that’s the best way to serve my country, then yes, I gladly accept.”

The Marshal flashed a tight smile.  “I knew I could rely on you... Sheriff.  Your first task will be to ensure the dispersal of the items at the experimental firing range on Dartmoor. I won’t let the Greens get their hands on them, and I certainly won’t let the Germans take them back across the Channel.  Tell the inspectors that there was an accident.  They won’t believe us, of course, but they might think that they’ve disappeared on a boat northwards.”

Sanderson nodded stiffly. “Yes, sir!”

He turned to leave. “Oh, and Harold...  Stamp on the Greens, but do not punish the patriots too harshly.  We need to retain deniability.  Allow the occasional theft of weapons and money, but keep them at arm’s length.  We will need such men when the time comes.”

Blackwood stood and stretched out his good arm.  “England prevails, Harold.”

Sanderson shook the hand of the Deliverer. “England prevails.”

--

[1] ‘Junius’ was the pseudonym of a notorious anonymous polemicist of the eighteenth century. The author (or authors) of this pamphlet has adopted the name to hide their own identity, a sensible move for an English writer in the immediate aftermath of the Great War.

[2] The author is of course referring to Machiavelli at this point, although he neglects to mention that he was not much of a trader himself.

[3] Henry Blackwood was one of the most celebrated Royal Naval commanders of the Napoleonic period, and brought news of Trafalgar back to Britain in 1806. In 1814 he was created ‘Baronet Blackwood of the Navy’.

[4] Essentially Blackwood followed the traditional British strategy of advancing to the ‘scientific frontier’ in Afghanistan and then daring the Russians to attack; unlike many of Blackwood’s campaigns it was not a difficult one, but by this point his fame has grown to make anything seem like a victory of sorts.

[5] The actual evacuation of Brittany did not require any particular military skill on Blackwood’s part; the Germans were willing to let them flee, since at that point they wanted to explore a negotiated peace with Britain, and let the Allied forces withdraw unopposed as a goodwill gesture.

[6] Blackwood and Wood’s working relationship bears many similarities to Alanbrooke and Churchill’s relationship IOTL; however, Wood is not as tolerant of people prepared to answer him back, and so things quickly sour.

[7] OTL, many prominent people (most famously George Orwell), expected the Home Guard to do exactly this. ITTL there is more of a prospect of this because of greater socialist militancy and the fact that there are already organised left-wing street gangs.

[8] Alvorado and Amero were the last Presidents of El Salvador and Colombia respectively, both of whom surrendered their countries to the Americans. Medise is the verb form of TTL’s version of ‘quisling’, based on José María Medina, who was first installed as president of Honduras with the support of American filibusters, and ultimately (under duress) invited U.S. military forces in to support his regime against his own people. 

[9] An ATL derogatory term for Scottish Labour, referring to their base of support in Catholic Glasgow.

[10] A reliable source states that this remains the case across timelines, and that even in OTL the Three Stag’s Heads is fantastic.

[11] Blake’s poem of 1804 is not as well known as OTL, mainly as it hasn’t been set to music.  (In OTL, it was created into the hymn "Jerusalem" in 1916.)

--

Decades of Darkness Interlude #8: Kingdom of the Empty Throne

Credit for this post about the future of England in the DoD timeline goes to Ed Thomas.

--

Taken from:
Federal Intelligence Agency: The World Factbook – England (1953 edition)

Introduction

Inhabited since prehistoric times, England has been invaded and settled by a series of peoples, first by Celtic tribes, then by Romans, and finally by Anglo-Saxons.  England emerged as a unified state in the 10th century, and emerged as the birthplace of parliamentary democracy.  England took control of Cymru in 1282, and in 1707 unified with Scotland to create the United Kingdom of Great Britain.  As part of Britain, England was the birthplace of the industrial revolution and for most of the nineteenth century was the dominant industrial and maritime power.  Eclipsed by the emerging superpowers in the 20th century, troubled by nationalism, and eventually invaded by Germany, the United Kingdom collapsed in 1932. England was re-established as a separate state on 7 December 1932. While England is formally a parliamentary monarchy, since his appointment in December 1932, the Lord High Steward, Field Marshal Sir John BLACKWOOD, has steadily consolidated personal power through semi-constitutional means.  England faces a persistent national security crisis due to significant socialist resistance in London and some northern parts of the country.  Government restrictions on freedom of speech, of the press and of assembly continue.

Geography

Location: Western Europe, island in the North Atlantic Ocean, east of Ireland, northwest of Germany and north of Brittany and Normandy.

Area (claimed, including inland water): 131,245 sq km

Area - comparative: slightly larger than North Carolina

Land boundaries: 154km with Scotland, 258km with Cymru (disputed)
Note: Although England administers Monmouthshire, its status is disputed with Cymru, which also claims the county [1].

Maritime claims: territorial sea: 12 NM

Climate: temperate maritime; temperate; moderated by prevailing southwest winds over the North Atlantic Current; more than one-half of the days are overcast

Terrain: mostly rolling hills, generally more mountainous in the north and larger areas of flatter land in the south and east.

Elevation extremes:
lowest point: The Fens, -4m
highest point: Scafell Pike, 978m

Natural resources: coal, iron ore, lead, zinc, gold, tin, limestone, salt, clay, chalk, gypsum, potash, silica sand, slate, arable land

Land use: arable land: 23.23%
permanent crops: 0.2%
other: 76.57%

Environment - current issues: water pollution

Geography – note: lies near vital North Atlantic sea lanes; only 35 km from continental Europe and linked by tunnel under the English Channel; because of heavily indented coastline, no location is more than 125 km from tidal waters

People

Population: 37,391,000 (January 1952 est.)

Nationality: noun: Englishman (men), Englishwoman (women), English (collective plural) adjective: English 

Racial groups: English, Celtic, Black, East Indian

Religions: Protestant 76.1%, Catholic 19.4%, other 4.5%.

Languages: English (official), Kernewek
English is universally used, Kernewek is spoken by some in Cornwall.

Literacy: definition: age 15 and over can read and write
total population: 99%
male: 99%
female: 99%

Government

Country name:
Conventional long form: Kingdom of England
Conventional short form: England

Government type: Parliamentary monarchy.
Note: England is officially a kingdom, but in practice the throne is empty and the Lord High Steward rules on behalf of the absent monarch.

Capital: Winchester

Administrative divisions: 41 counties; Bedfordshire, Berkshire, Buckinghamshire, Cambridgeshire, Cheshire, Cornwall, Cumberland, Derbyshire, Devon, Dorset, County Durham, Essex, Gloucestershire,  Isle of Wight, Hampshire, Herefordshire, Hertfordshire, Huntingdonshire, Kent, Lancashire, Leicestershire, Lincolnshire, County of London, Middlesex, Monmothshire (disputed), Norfolk, Northamptonshire, Northumberland, Nottinghamshire, Oxfordshire, Rutland, Shropshire, Somerset, Staffordshire, Suffolk, Surrey, Sussex, Warwickshire, Westmorland, Wiltshire, Worcestershire, Yorkshire.

Independence: 1 January 1933 (from United Kingdom)
National holiday: St George’s Day, 23 April
Legal system: Based on common law tradition with early Roman and modern continental influences
Suffrage: 21 years of age; universal

Executive branch:
Chief of state: This office is notionally held by the monarch, but the throne has been empty since the restoration of England.  The effective chief of state is the Lord High Steward, Field Marshal Sir John BLACKWOOD (since 7 December 1932)
Head of government: Prime Minister Edward WILKINSON (since 8 January 1944)
Cabinet: appointed by the steward on the recommendation of the Prime Minister.
Elections: no executive elections, the role of monarch is hereditary, and the Steward’s succession is unspecified by law. Following legislative elections, the head of the majority party is sworn in by the steward.

Legislative branch:
Bicameral Parliament (Witenagemot) consists of the House of Lords (309 hereditary peers, 12 Law Lords, and a varying number of life peers, currently 413) and the House of Commons (410 members elected by popular vote to serve seven-year terms unless the House is dissolved earlier).

Elections: House of Lords – none. House of Commons: last held 14 March 1945.
Election results: House of Commons: National Party 372, Anmódnes [Unity] Party 19, New Liberals 15, Mebyon Kernow [Sons of Cornwall] 2, Independents 2.

Judicial branch:
House of Lords (highest court of appeal; Law Lords are appointed by the Steward for life); High Court of England.
International organisation participation: Greater European Economic Union (founding member)
Diplomatic representation in the USA: Chief of Mission: Ambassador Charles STRICKLAND
Diplomatic representation from the USA: Chief of Mission Ambassador Laurence LOPEZ

Flag description: red cross (St George’s cross) on a white background.

Economy

Economy - overview: England’s economy is in transition from its former position as a leading trading power and world financial centre to its current role as a member of the GEEU. The nation is still a major (although declining) trans-shipment point for many goods between Europe and North America. Over the past two decades the English government has greatly expanded public ownership of companies and has attempted to rationalise industry. Exports remain the primary driver for economic growth, and England is economically dependent on its continued membership of the GEEU.

Labour force: 17.2 million (1952 est.)
Unemployment rate: 6.1% (1952)
Currency: English pound

Military

Military branches: Home Army, Coast Guard, Sky Command
Military service and obligation - 16-33 years of age (officers 17-28) for voluntary military service. Conscription is not permitted under the Geneva Accord.
Military manpower - availability: males age 15-49: 8,341,440 (1952 est.)
Military manpower - fit for military service: males age 15-49: 7,978,235 (1952 est.)
Military manpower - reaching military age annually: males: 357,491 (1952 est.)

--

[1] It has long been a matter of dispute whether Monmouthshire is in Wales or England; all Acts applying only to Wales until 1956 referred to “Wales and Monmouthshire.” ITTL, this is more of a pressing issue...

--

Decades of Darkness #189: Shards Of A Broken World

“The greater powers of our time have come to the same place, but they will never stand on the same side.”
- Australian Prime Minister Lane, speaking on the first day of the Dublin Conference

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 1: The Great War”
(c) 1948 by Prof. Isamu Hayashi and Dr. Berndt Chou
Keio University, Tokyo, Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Kathryn Warner

Chapter 48: Legacy of the Great War

Of the defeated members of the Bouclier, none would be treated more harshly than France.  Such was the inheritance of long Franco-German enmity and, paradoxically, the strong sense of French unity.  Morocco and Aragon were distant and survived by accepting German overlordship.  Britain’s own internal divisions meant it broke apart before it suffered full occupation.  While the successor nations to Britain were subject to treaty restrictions and German forces permanently based on their soil, they still retained part of their sovereignty.  Italy, the first member of the Bouclier to fall, lacked a strong sense of national unity and dissolved into civil war after military defeat.  This meant that while Germany eventually intervened to impose a peace on the feuding factions, they found it more convenient to maintain a partitioned Italy than to sustain a costly occupation [1].

France, however, maintained its internal unity and sense of nationalism throughout the entirety of the Great War.  While militarily defeated, the sense of French nationalism had persisted, and continued during the occupation period when Germany divided the former France into military districts.  Resistance to German occupation, both violent and peaceful, began almost immediately after the defeat of France, and has continued at a lower intensity to the present day.  For these reasons, Germany imposed partition on former France, although the governments of the new states have been plagued by perceptions of illegitimacy and subordinacy to Germany [2]...

--

“If I advance, follow me.  If I retreat, kill me.  If I die, avenge me.”
- Raoul Salan, co-founder of Solidarité Nationale Française, 1933

--

Excerpts from: “End of Empires: A Short History of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Ronald Bunton
Eagle Eye Publishing, Richmond [Brisbane], Kingdom of Australia

The Great War started, in large measure, over Germany’s wish to retain a de facto empire over Central Europe.  The question of the future of the Verein was put in abeyance for the duration of hostilities; within Hungary and Croatia themselves, German and allied forces sought simply to maintain order rather than re-establish full political control...

Victory in Europe brought Germany great pride, but it also brought with it great problems.  The old Verein could not be restored in anything resembling its present form.  The Hungarians and Croatians were willing to continue as friends of Germany, but they had not lost their underlying resentment of German primacy or of its financial systems.  Courland had been lost to the Verein, a price which Germany had been willing to pay to buy Russian support, yet the tensions over that bargain would be long remembered.  Most troublesome of all, Germany now had to determine how to rule the formerly hostile nations which it had defeated in the war...

There had never been any question that the Verein would continue as a free-trade zone.  Too many corporations and people in too many nations relied on the trade links between the nations of Europe for there to be any serious discussion of abandoning the trade barriers.  The critical issues in the negotiations were how the restored Verein would set broader fiscal policy, and how the traditional methods of military and political control could be adapted to the changed geopolitical reality of the new Europe.

The result was, inevitably, a compromise.  The Grosseuropaische Wirtschaftsverein, the Greater European Economic Union, was formally created on 1 January 1935 and the old Verein dissolved.  The name was chosen to represent the supposed Europe-wide structure and economic focus of the new body, but even on the day of its creation, few Europeans had any illusions that the GEEU was as much a military and political body as an economic forum.

From its inception, the GEEU was intended to function as much as a military alliance and vessel for German control of Europe as it was meant to be a free trade region.  This was evident from the structure of the two main intergovernmental bodies in the GEEU; the Economic Council and the Security Council.  The Economic Council had representatives from member states appointed on a weighted representation of population and economic strength, and had responsibility for co-ordinating economic and other non-security issues of common interest.

Within the Union, however, true power was vested in the Security Council, which had responsibility for common defence and any other matters which were deemed to affect the security of the GEEU or any of its member states.  Nowhere was the purpose of the Union made more clear than in the formation of the Security Council.  The body had nine seats.  Three of those were permanently allocated to Austria, the Netherlands and Prussia, and those representatives also had the right of veto over all motions of the Security Council.  The remaining six seats were allocated to all full members of the GEEU on a rotating basis.  Four smaller German states [3] were also including in the rotation of seats on the Security Council...

Membership of the GEEU was divided into full and associate membership.  Germany had automatic membership as a single nation; while some of its member states had separate representation on the Security Council, their representation on the Economic Council was assigned on a German-wide basis, not divided amongst the member states.  The other full founding members of the Union were Poland, Hungary, Croatia, North and South Italy, England, Scotland, Cymru and Denmark.  Associate members of the GEEU were part of the free-trade zone, but were not part of the military alliance.  Associate members were permitted to send one observer to the Economic Council, who could speak but not vote, but they could not take part in any debates in the Security Council.  There were initially three associate members: Albania, Montenegro and Aragon...

--

“The War of the Giants has ended; the wars of the pygmies begin.”
- Clement Churchill, describing the chaos of post-war Europe, 15 January 1933

--

Taken from “The New Oxford Historical Dictionary”
(c) 1949 New Oxford University,
Liverpool [Melbourne], Kingdom of Australia
Used with permission.

Dublin Conference (1933).  The peace conference which is usually considered to mark the end of the Great War, although some sources consider the Great War to have continued until 1935 [4].  Held in Dublin, Ireland between 7 August and 14 November 1933.  Attended by the heads of state or government of most of the surviving powers of the war and some nations which had not taken part: Germany, Russia, the United States, Nippon, Australia, South Africa, Ceylon, South China, Palestine, Ireland, Hungary, Croatia, Poland, Albania, Montenegro, England, Scotland, Cymru, Portugal, Aragon, Greece, Serbia, Castile, Abyssinia, Liberia, Sweden, Denmark, and New England.

In many instances, the conference simply ratified the separate peace agreements which had been reached between individual powers in the war.  The main areas of contention were the unfinished negotiations between Germany and Nippon and the former British Empire, and the delineation of spheres of influence between Russia and Germany.  The German-Allied negotiations were resolved through American mediation, while Russo-German negotiations came close to breaking down but were eventually concluded without the involvement of other parties.  Both sets of negotiations saw the establishment of buffer states.  Portugal occupied a buffer position in West Africa, while Russia established Syria and Lebanon as protectorates [5], and Palestine and Rashidi Arabia were recognised as neutral territory.

The other main outcome of the Dublin Conference was the establishment of the Council of Nations (q.v.), based in Dublin, as a forum for permanent communication and resolution of disputes between nations.  All of the attendees to the conference joined the Council of Nations as founding members, and Rashidi Arabia was also invited as a founding member under German sponsorship.  The disagreements between the attending powers meant that the Council of Nations had few specific powers except as a forum for discussion; the Assembly could hold debates and pass motions commenting on any aspect of world affairs, but these motions were not deemed binding on any member state.  The Council Charter included a process for mediation on international disputes before either party should declare war, but there was no meaningful way of enforcing this clause...

--

“I admire the Council [of Nations], but I do not believe in it.”
- Russian Chief Minister Konstantin Kazimirovich Korovin, 1933

--

Taken from: “Wolves At The Gates: The Story of the Great War”
(c) 1951 by Noel Browne
Trinity Publishing: Dublin, Ireland

Russo-German cooperation had always included an element of tension during the war, but these strains became exacerbated during the concluding days of the war.  In terms of external affairs, this was reflected in Russian diplomatic leaks of the terms of the Warsaw Accord, particularly the concession of Courland, which weakened German relations with its allies.  The increasing tension would later be reflected in Russia retaining the new republics of Syria and Lebanon as protectorates, rather than allowing German control, and in Russian support for Abyssinian occupation of the former German Somaliland.

In internal affairs, the strains between the two emerging superpowers required them to amend their plans for the post-war world.  Germany was forced to change the pre-war Verein structure into a new form which addressed the grievances of Hungary and Croatia.  The new Union which emerged in Europe still preserved Germany primacy in defence and foreign affairs, but the other European nations were granted a meaningful voice in setting economic policy.

For its part, Russia found it prudent to formalise and extend the federal structure which had been developing before the war.  Finland, Courland, Bulgaria, Thrace & Marmara, Bokhara, Khiva, Tuva and Tibet were recognised as ‘states in federation with Russia.’  Individual decrees specified the level of autonomy which each state possessed.  Finland and Courland had almost complete control of all foreign affairs, to the point where they could set separate economic and tariff policies if they chose and maintained separate armed forces, while the other states had lesser levels of control.  In time, more federated states would be added...

--

“Unless Russia is faced with an iron fist and strong language, another war is in the making.  Only one language do they understand: ‘How many divisions have you?’”
- Werner Wolfgang vom Rath, then German Minister of Industry as part of the NLPP government [6], when attending the Dublin Conference as a member of the German delegation, 1933.  (He would be elected German Chancellor in 1941, as the head of the United People’s Party.)

--

Taken from: “Wars That Changed The World, Volume 1: The Great War”
(c) 1948 by Prof. Isamu Hayashi and Dr. Berndt Chou
Keio University, Tokyo, Empire of Nippon
English Translation by Kathryn Warner

Chapter 48: Legacy of the Great War

... Like the Council of Nations, the foundations of the Restored Empire were laid during the Dublin Conference, but unlike the Council, the Restored Empire did not formally come into existence until the following year, and most of its membership would not admitted until 1939.  The Restored Empire was a creation both symbolic and significant; many of its institutions were given titles and roles to suggest continuity with the vanished British Empire, but at its core it contained the functions needed to ensure that it survived as a meaningful alliance and economic pact.

The driving force behind the formation of the Restored Empire was the desire to maintain existence for the shards of the British Empire and the former German colonies which they had acquired.  Australia and South Africa were the two principal powers who founded the Empire, but from its beginning the Empire was intended as a pact amongst equals.  As the senior monarchy amongst the founding members, the King of Australia was established as the Restored Emperor, yet this was purely a symbolic office.  The re-creation of the rank of emperor was not to give primacy to Australia, but as a symbolic act of defiance against Germany.  The further symbolism of the restored imperial office was as justification for the military alliance of the Empire; since every acre of imperial soil was part of the Restored Emperor’s dominions, then an attack on one member state of the Empire was automatically treated as an attack on every member.  Another principle which carried over from the old British Empire was for free movement of all imperial subjects within the Empire.

The principal purpose of the Restored Empire was to act as a defensive alliance, and to encourage trade and commerce amongst the member nations.  Unlike the GEEU (which is sometimes cited as inspiration), the Empire was not a full free trade zone; member states were free to set their own tariffs and other economic policies, although free trade was encouraged.  All member nations retained their national sovereignty, with the right to leave at any time of their choosing.  While an Imperial Parliament was created at the founding of the Empire, this institution has largely become a sinecure, not a major forum for discussion between member states.  A few initiatives are sometimes started in the Imperial Parliament, but in practice most important negotiations amongst the member states are held in yearly meetings of heads of government...

Most former British and German colonies would eventually opt to join the Restored Empire by the end of the decade.  Siam opted to maintain cordial relations rather than become a formal member, Jamaica was never invited due to American attitudes, while South China was likewise never given the opportunity to join [7].  Bharat was far too populous and focused on independence to accept the proposed five-year transition period which had been instituted for other former colonies.  Bharat had initially intended to go its own way entirely, although the chaos within the subcontinent would soon force amendments to those plans...

--

“Our founders made many wise choices when creating the Empire, but they made one glaring mistake.  They chose as our motto ‘one empire, many peoples.’  They should have said, ‘one empire, many arguments.’”
- Attributed to Andrew Kelvin (later Baron Kelvin), junior member for Macquarie in the Imperial Parliament, 1946

--

16 November 1933
Providence Military Hospital
Outside Harlow [8], Essex
Kingdom of England

Dr Hans Asperger toured the ward of Providence Hospital, as he had done several times a day for the last month.  This time, he had an English counterpart with him, a young medical graduate named Dr Eric Dax who had been assigned as liaison while Asperger treated the sick and injured prisoners of war.

We’ve been far more generous to these English than they deserve, Asperger thought.  The treatment of the sick and injured was his life’s work, and he was as glad to treat ill English as ill Germans.  Almost as glad, at least.  Yet the way the occupation forces treated the English civilian authorities was far too generous, in his opinion.  Dr Dax seemed to think that he had more right to be in this hospital than Asperger.  The same generous attitude had been carried across to all levels of the occupation, as far as he could tell.  That should not be the case.  These English were the ones who had bombed defenceless civilians, who had broken the laws of war by using gas, and whose “home defence force” had murdered German prisoners of war during their uprising in support of the late, unlamented Neville Wood.  They should be receiving the same treatment which was now being meted out to France.

Still, for all of his arrogance, Dax was astute in matters medical.  He followed Asperger through the ward, and his occasional questions were to the point.  Asperger came to the rooms set aside for the African recruits.  England had used a couple of divisions recruited from their colonies in tropical Africa, and those soldiers had fought well, by all reports.  They had honoured the ceasefire, when so many of the local English militias had not.  Now they were prisoners of war, waiting for a decision on whether they would return to their homeland, or whether they would be granted citizenship.  Some of them still got sick, of course, and Asperger treated them willingly enough, although with some communication difficulties since many of the African soldiers had only limited English.

Asperger paused before entering the first of the Africans’ rooms.  “Do you know whether these Africans will be allowed to stay here?”  These recruits came mostly from what had been British Equatorial Africa, which was now in Portuguese hands.  He doubted that many of them wanted to accept the rule of a country which was the one voluntary Jackal ally.

“If they want to, they should be,” Dax said.  “We should not forget those who fought alongside us.”

Asperger bit back a snide remark.  The English had forgotten the Scots and the Welsh – Cymry, now, he supposed – who were still fighting alongside them when they abandoned the war.  “Good.  Let’s find out what maladies they have, then.”

Few of the prisoners of war had injuries sustained from the fighting itself; most of those were long since healed or dead.  The occasional injuries he treated were usually the results of accidents.  More common were various sicknesses which the prisoners had acquired from one place or another.  The prisoners were well-fed, unlike what the English had done to the Boers they took prisoner in South Africa, but they still became sick at times.

They toured the Africans’ rooms in relative silence, asking only brief questions of the patients.  No point discussing diagnoses in front of patients, of course.  The patients included many who had caught influenza or other sicknesses which were common outside the prison camps, too.  Some, though, had more puzzling illnesses.

Once they had left the Africans’ rooms, Asperger said, “What did you notice about those illnesses?”

“Influenza, mostly, and some other sicknesses I’m not sure about,” Dax said.

“Some with tuberculosis, but several other illnesses which aren’t usually seen,” Asperger said.  “Quite a few of these African recruits have died of minor maladies, things to which no healthy man should succumb.  I’ve conducted some autopsies, and heard about others.  Toxoplasmosis, pneumonia caused by a yeast-like fungus which I’ve only seen before in a couple of very young and malnourished children, others with moulds infecting the respiratory tract, and some other illnesses I still don’t recognise.”

“I’ve heard of a couple of cases elsewhere, all amongst Africans,” Dax said.  “Not as many has here, though.  It’s strange.  No one disease seems to be the cause.”

“None at all.  There’s a number of distinct infections.  I’ll probably find more, too,” Asperger said.  “The only common link I can find is that these are all illnesses which should only afflict people who are already unhealthy.”

Dax said, “Odd.  These soldiers should all have been in good health, or they would never have been recruited.”

“Indeed.  The only possible explanation I can find is that perhaps these Africans have been weakened by living in such an unfamiliar climate.”

Dax looked thoughtful for a moment.  “Perhaps, but then the French recruited soldiers from West Africa, too.  Some of them fought here and in France, and I’ve heard nothing about similar sicknesses troubling those soldiers.”

“Neither have I,” Asperger said.

Dax added, “Besides that, we had Africans migrate here from the Caribbean a generation before.  They had some minor health problems, but nothing like this.”

“This is quite the puzzlement, then,” Asperger said.  He shrugged.  “Nothing to be figured out for now, though I’ll keep an eye on it.”  He started walking to the next room to continue his round of the ward.

--

17 November 1933
Dublin
Kingdom of Ireland

Edward Windsor [9] suspected that he would spend the rest of his life with a faint but irremovable sense of guilt for the fall of the United Kingdom.  Still, he thought that he could forget it for a time, once he had other things to worry him.  Such as now, with the difficulties he had faced residing in Dublin but not being permitted any involvement in the peace conference that had been held here.

Of course, he had occasional consolations.  Another exile had recently come to Ireland from Britain-that-was, a man whose acerbic wit and boundless cynicism offered a new perspective on everything.  Edward extended his arm, and shook hands with what had to be the least idealistic man alive.  “A pleasure to meet you again, Clement.”

“Likewise,” Churchill said.  “Here we stand, two exiles from a country which preferred that we grace her with our absence.”

Edward said, “Me for failing the State, you for being a gadfly on the rump of the State.”

Churchill chuckled.  “An unexpected turn of phrase, coming from you.  I think I’ll borrow that phrase for another time.”  He paused, then added, “Of course, I’m glad to be exiled, since I wouldn’t want to live in what England is becoming.  The good men of England lie buried under stone in France, while in England the little men have come out from under the stones.”

“Where would you want to live, then?” Edward asked, more to hear how Churchill phrased his reply than for any other reason.

“Anywhere that life calls,” Churchill said.  “Perhaps here, perhaps Palestine.”

“Not Australia or South Africa, where so many of our countrymen are fleeing?”

“The safe life is the boring life,” Churchill said.  “And where do you want to live, Your Majesty?”

Edward held up a hand.  “I’ve renounced that title.”  He could still be wearing a crown if he really wished, but the Scots did not really want him to come there, nor did he really want to remain anywhere in Great Britain.  Scotland would be too close to England, to close to the memory of the country which had fallen apart.  He preferred to let the Scots establish their own commonwealth, as they were calling it – a republic without being a republic, so far as he could tell.  All the Celtic nations had to make an accommodation with the new world.  Cymru and Scotland were dependents of Germany, Ireland was independent and the Isle of Man its semi-sovereign dependency.

“You could find another.  Uneasy lies the head that wears the crown, but the head that says it wants no crown merely lies.”

Edward considered for a moment, whether he could take Churchill into his confidence.  At length, he said, “As it happens, I have another throne in mind.  One of the shards of the Empire which needs a new protector.  Jamaica.”

Churchill’s eyes narrowed for a moment, then he grinned.  Acerbic he might be, but he had never been a fool.  “You want to take the crown so that the Americans will treat with you, when they would never speak to the Jamaicans themselves.”

“Precisely.”  Jamaica was the one nation where his pursuit of a new crown would do some good.  That was the last remaining fragment of the British Empire in the New World, and full of black men who were nothing but slaves in American eyes.  As the monarch, he would be someone that even Americans could accept dealing with.  “Only that will keep the island safe from the Americans’ depredations.  Nothing else will, now that the Germans have won the war.”

Churchill let loose a sound which was as much bark as laughter.  “You think that Germany won this war?”

“As much as any nation did,” Edward replied.  “No nation got everything they wanted, after all.  Germany triumphed in Western Europe and North Africa, even if they lost in the rest of the world.  The United States has driven most foreign influence out of the Americans, but they have failed to stop Germany.  Russia has obtained sweeping influence in the Middle East, but was checked in India and failed to break Nipponese power in the Far East.”

“Germany did not win,” Churchill said.  “They lost the war in the moment they signed an accord with Russia, even if it will take them years to realise that fact.”

“Germany now rules all of Europe west of the Russian border,” Edward said.  “I fail to see how you can consider that a loss.”

Churchill said, “Germany has not won anything except an endless quagmire.  They have won the responsibility for trying to hold down a hundred million Europeans.  They will now need to hold down Europe, while they have all the might of Russia on their eastern border.  To match Russia’s strength, they will need to draw on all of Europe’s men and industry.  Which they cannot achieve if half their armies are needed to garrison Western Europe.  Russia can stir up endless trouble in German-ruled territories, far more than Germany can return the favour.  The only way in which Germany will be able to match Russia is to treat all the nations of Europe as equal partners, not as conquered subjects.  And if they need to do that, then they have not really won anything from this war, have they?”

--

[1] The relatively short-lived Italian Civil War resulted into the division of the country into two new nations.  The Republic of Italy consists of the OTL Italian regions of Tuscany, Lazio, Molise, Abruzzo, Marche, and Umbria.  It also includes part of the OTL Italian region of Emilia-Romagna; the provinces of Bologna, Ferrara, Ravenna, Forlì-Cesena and Rimini are part of the Republic of Italy, while the provinces of Piacenza, Parma, Reggio Emilia and Modena were annexed to Germany.  The Kingdom of Italy consists of the OTL Italian regions of Campania, Apulia, Basilicata, Calabria, Sicily, and Sardinia, as well as the island of Corsica (in OTL France).

[2] Germany annexed northern and eastern France, roughly everything north of the Seine (except for Rouen) and east of the Saone until that joins the Rhone, and then all former French territory east of the Rhone until that river reaches the Mediterranean.  Germany also took Lyons and its environs west of the Saone and the Rhone.  Paris and its environs were not annexed, but created as the Special Administrative Region of Paris.  The remainder of France was divided into a number of puppet states which were based on historical (medieval) divisions of France: Normandy, Brittany, Maine, Anjou, Berry, Poitou, Gascony, Languedoc, Auvergne, and Burgundy.  The borders of these new states do not always correspond with the medieval divisions.

[3] Bavaria, Hanover, Wurttemberg and Elsass-Lothringen.

[4] This is because the United States remained at war with Chile until 1935.

[5] The division of Syria and Lebanon was conducted for religious reasons; Muslims were the majority in Syria but non-Muslims formed the majority in Lebanon (only because the Russians considered the Druze as non-Muslim).

[6] The NLPP (National Liberal & Peoples Parties) is the main party in what was then Edmund Schulthess’s coalition government.

[7] The members of the Restored Empire aren’t particularly keen on being automatically committed to a war with Russia, particularly for a nation which has such a long and difficult-to-defend land border.

[8] TTL’s town of Harlow is what is called Old Harlow in OTL; the new town was built post-WW2.

[9] Similar to what happened in WW1 in OTL, the British royal family found it prudent to change the name of their dynasty to Windsor during the Great War.  In OTL, the British monarchy was of the House of Saxe-Coburg and Gotha.  ITTL, the British monarchy remained of the House of Hanover (since it continued in the male line instead of through Queen Victoria), but this was still considered too German-sounding a name during the Great War, so Richard IV changed the family name to the House of Windsor shortly before his death.

--

Decades of Darkness #190: New Horizons

“Your violent and chaotic society, even when it calls for peace, when it seems to be in a state of calm, still carries war within itself just as the slumbering thunder-cloud contains the storm.”
- Australian ambassador Wiremu Panapa addressing the United States Congress, 1947

--

1 September 1932

*

Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

Senator Plutarco Bautista willed his face to composure.  This meeting promised to be one of the least pleasant experiences of his life.  He had conducted only one private meeting with Alvar O’Brien in his entire life, and he had never thought that he would need to agree to another.

“Remember, stay calm,” said Faith, his wife.  She was not even looking at him; her eyes were focused on the door.  After eighteen years of marriage – where had the time gone? – she usually knew what he was thinking without needing to look.  As he did with her, come to that.  “Too much depends on this choice.”

This choice between the devil and the dragon, Plutarco thought, but he held his peace.

The knock at the door was firm, but not overly loud.  Precisely calculated to be just at the right volume, Plutarco thought.  Everything about O’Brien was carefully calculated, carefully weighed and planned.  A great pity indeed that none of that calculation included listening to the still, small voice of his conscience.  He raised his voice.  “Come in, General.”

Alvar O’Brien did not formally hold the rank of general any longer, of course.  Better to use that title rather than any alternative, though.

O’Brien entered the room in a measured pace.  More calculation, of course.  He gave a short bow first to Plutarco, then to Faith.  Clever of him.  He must have known that Plutarco would refuse to shake the hand which had signed the order to enslave white men.

Plutarco had to think for a moment what he wanted to say.  He could not say that O’Brien was welcome, since that would be blatant hypocrisy.  Only at Faith’s absolute insistence had he agreed to the request for a private meeting, and even then he had demanded that Faith remain as a witness.  “Would you like some tea?”

“Thank you, but no,” O’Brien said.  “I don’t believe that either of us wants this meeting to last any longer than necessary.”

“It would be a long meeting indeed, for you to convince me to support your bid for the presidential nomination,” Plutarco said.  The Unionist delegates met in less than two weeks, and O’Brien was the frontrunner.

“I’m not here to ask for your support,” O’Brien said.

Plutarco raised an eyebrow.

O’Brien said, “I do not ask for your support.  I ask only that you agree not to oppose me or speak out against me during the nomination and the election.”

“You expect me to forget what you’ve done?” Plutarco said, but he could understand why O’Brien had made the request.  Jefferson Caden, that most notorious backer of the fire-squads, the man who had dragged the United States into the Great War, had effectively won the Democratic nomination.  O’Brien had more votes than any other Unionist contender, but not a solid majority.  Plutarco was the most senior Unionist Senator not to express his support for any candidate, and many members of the party were waiting for him to commit to a candidate.

“If you speak out against me, you will split the Unionists.  That is in your power,” O’Brien said.  “HP Long would welcome the excuse to run an independent campaign.  You will then hand the presidency to Caden.  Do you want that man as president?”

“Do I want you, either?” Plutarco said.  “I have not forgotten what you’ve done.  I will not back a man who made slaves out of white men.”

O’Brien said, “I know what I’ve done, and I make no apologies for it.  I did what I deemed best to save American lives and to protect my country’s interests.  But regardless of what you think of me, do you deny that Caden would be worse?”

Plutarco thought about Caden, a man who had endorsed the fire-squads as a legitimate government policy.  Indeed, Caden had spoken of them as being useful as a common tool, not even a method of last resort.  What would that man do if given control of the United States and ultimate responsibility for subduing South America?  Still, he could not make himself say aloud that O’Brien would be a better presidential candidate than anyone.

O’Brien waited for his reply, then eventually said, “I do not ask for your friendship.  I do not think that we could ever be friends.  I ask only that you agree that I am less of an enemy than Caden.”

Plutarco paused for a long moment, then he eventually nodded.  He said, “If you win, expect me to dog your every move as president.”

“Of course.  I would expect nothing else,” O’Brien said.  “And if I lose, I expect that we will both dog Caden’s every move, if for different reasons.”

*

Federal House
Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

Shane Mullins, President of New England, remembered times of fear in the last war.  Times of hiding in dugouts in trenches for days on end, never knowing when an artillery shell would land near enough to bring the end of life.  No man could live through those times and not know fear.  Yet what he faced now was a different kind of fear.  Not quite the same fear of imminent death.  Rather, fear that everything he had built in New England was crashing down into ruin.

The war was over.  Formal terms had not yet been announced, but they amounted to Yankee soldiers staying in Ireland to protect it, while Germany was left to finish crushing Britain.  The peace deal was in effect a return to status quo ante bellum; neither side would demand reparations or anything else.  In theory, this war was a draw.

Except that it was a defeat, and he saw no way to portray it otherwise.  Not even Terry’s genius at public relations [1] could conceal that.  He had led New England into this war expecting a share of the glory and of the rewards of victory, but Russian betrayal and the incompetence of his allies had seen his country cheated of its gains.  Now he had spent so much of New England’s blood and treasure, and he had nothing to show for it.

Well, everyone made mistakes, even if he would never admit any of his errors publicly.  He needed time to set things right, time to get New England back on track to its proper future.  He may have been betrayed once, but he would be ready next time.  There would be more opportunities, of that he was sure.  Some fools were already speaking of this as the “war to end war,” but he could see the seeds being planted for future conflicts.  The United States was trying to hold down South America, Germany was trying to hold down Europe, Russia was trying to hold down Asia, and all of them would want to meddle in Africa.  With their inevitable disagreements would come opportunities.  Mullins would make sure he was ready for those opportunities.

If he could survive politically, that was.  The next few months would be critical.  The people were feeling angry, and he had to make sure that they blamed the right people.  England deserved its fair share of the blame, for its incompetence and its unconscionable decision to use chemical weapons.  Wood should have known better.  Russia would get its share of the blame too, for not honouring its alliance with France, although that was old news.

Yes, there were opportunities.  Of course, there were decisions to be made too.  Foreign players would take their share of the blame, but should he launch a cleansing of some of his own government members?  Charges of incompetence would be easy enough to make, and some of them would even be genuine.  There were advantages to keeping a few incompetent people around; they would not become a threat, and it meant that they could be removed at the proper time.  Was this the proper time to clean house?

No, Mullins decided, after some thought.  Removing incompetent people might be popular, but it might also start people thinking that perhaps he should be removed, too, if cleansings were to be made.  Besides, the people could be controlled, one way or another.  His greatest fear came from his own party, since they controlled the government.  If they became too concerned by the cleansings, they might try to remove him out of desperation.  Better, for now, to present an image of unity and camaraderie.  And then make sure that this image lasted until the next election.

The next presidential election, in fact.  That had long been arranged.  No meaningful opposition existed, after all, and whichever candidate he named would win.  The Constitution forbade him from standing again, but that was easily worked around.  He was assured of re-election to the Senate, where he would remain as Majority Leader, and be nominated as President pro tempore.  That would make him third in line for presidential succession.  Since the new president and vice-president would both be resigning on inauguration day, he would be returned as president in short order.

Yes, he decided, there was still hope to rebuild New England.  He would have to be careful for the next few months, and have Ingersoll keep a very close eye on the Army, but the future was not without hope.

--

4 March 1933

*

Puerto Covadonga
Antarctic Peninsula

Cold blew the wind, with the hint of ice never far from its breath.  Sunlight glimmered above the horizon, but for how long would that last?  Colonel William Walker had never been anywhere this far south in his life, and rarely anywhere as cold.  The Jaguars could be sent almost anywhere, but given his choice, he would rather have been sent somewhere warm.

Of course, when the President-elect asked for you by name, then you went where you were sent.  Besides, this mission was an honour which no other American soldier would ever be granted.  Symbolic, of course; the Chileans and Argentines had both made vague claims on this God-forsaken stretch of ice and rock, but neither had bothered to base any military forces here.  Yet symbolic or not, sending soldiers here amounted to a claim which would never be forgotten.

Walker unfurled the American flag himself.  Other soldiers and sailors stood nearby, but no-one else would share this honour with him.  When he planted it into the soil of this land, he claimed it for the United States.  Apart from his fellow Americans, only penguins and petrels were around to hear him, but he still enjoyed being able to utter a few words.  “America now stretches from Pole to Pole.”

*


Lone Star Vineyards
Near Packer, Washington [Branson, Missouri]
United States of America

The sun beat down in what was unseasonably hot weather for the early days of spring.  Amber Jarrett ambled past the rows of grapes toward the great house which had been her childhood home, but which now seemed like a lifetime ago.  It had been only three and a half years since she had left home, firstly imitating her brother as a soldier in France, and then living in hiding with distant friends on Cuba until the war was over.  She could have come home before, if she had really wanted, but she had wanted to see the world.

The United States was now officially at war only with Chile, some people seemed to think that peace would soon come.  Her own father was among them, judging from his last letter.  She knew better.  Even once the last South American resistance had been subdued, there would be another war.  There would always be another war.  “There will always be wars, so long as men are men,” she murmured.

--

Columbia, Federal District
United States of America

Oliver Bird, Industrial Commissioner, stared once more at the neatly-typed title of the document in front of him.  It read: “Application for a Machine to Automate the Picking of Cotton.”  Hardly the most imaginative of titles, but then it didn’t need to be.  Not if it was genuine.

“You’re going to approve this, I take it,” he said.  You’d better be going to approve it, his tone added.  His time was too valuable to be wasted with any more of the dozens of failed attempts for mechanical cotton-pickers which had been lodged over the years.

The patent clerk nodded.  “I’ve watched his machine.  It works, all right.  He’ll sell every one he can make, and still have orders for five times the number.  Cotton-picking will never be the same again.”

The U.S. economy will never be the same again, you mean, Bird thought.  The clerk did not see the implications, or not well enough.  No point educating him; there were much bigger things to worry about.  Still, a hint wouldn’t go astray.  “Might be a good time to sell any slaves you own,” Bird murmured.

“Commissioner?” the clerk asked, obviously not catching his meaning.

“Never mind,” Bird said.  His thoughts were elsewhere.  A machine to pick cotton had been the holy grail of planters for the better part of a century.  Reaping wheat was easy, but cotton had been another matter.  Which had been very good news for anyone who owned slaves.  Cotton made money, lots of money, and growing it needed slaves.  For all the boll weevil had made things more expensive, for all that insecticides were needed now, for all that fertiliser needed to be obtained, for all of the long price decline, cotton had still been a solid way to make money.  Solid enough to set the reserve price for slaves; they would only be bought by people who could make comparable money off their labour than those who would be planting cotton.  And that limit, in turn, had set peon prices, since peons could not be made to work in cotton, and could not be worked as hard even in other areas... but were still available for other forms of work.

Now, that whole system teetered on the brink.  How many slaves would the new cotton-pickers replace?  Five?  Ten?  Twenty?  Slave prices would fall, and fall hard.  Worse, this came at just the time when America’s latest conquests would start to bring in peons and slaves from South America.  How much would be a peon be worth in a year or two?

Despite the warmth of his office, Oliver Bird, architect of the American economy, shivered.

*

Hartford, Connecticut
Republic of New England

James Ingersoll, Secretary of War, should probably have been more concerned by what was about to happen in the United States.  A new president was being inaugurated today, one who would write a new chapter on foreign policy in an already troubled world.  The ramifications of that would touch New England, as they always had; no matter how much good Yankees tried to forget it, their country was shaped in part by the tides moving from the United States.

Yet he could not make himself care.  Much larger things were afoot.  Thing set in motion a little over a month ago, when Mullins carried out his plan to make himself the eternal president of New England [2].  The Chief had complied with the letter of the constitution, but Pickering would be turning in his grave.

He glanced up at the clock.  Five minutes past eleven.  Terry Rundle was due to arrive five minutes before, to discuss what reaction should be taken to events south of the border.  Those orders used to come direct from the Chief, but these days Rundle acted as the conduit for most instructions from Mullins.  Ingersoll had not been able to work out if the Chief did that to mark Rundle’s elevation in status, or as an implicit demotion by turning him into a messenger boy.  It said much about Mullins’ approach to government that it could be both of those things at once; the battle for primacy amongst Mullins’ subordinates was an ongoing one, and the Chief liked to keep people guessing.

“Strange for him to be late,” Ingersoll muttered.  Rundle was usually punctual to a fault.  One of his many faults.  He opened the door to his office.  “Mary, have you heard-”

He stopped at the sight before him.  Armed soldiers were hardly an uncommon sight in the War Department offices, but armed soldiers with rifles lowered and aimed at people were another story.  Five men waited in the lobby.  Four soldiers carrying rifles, two guarding the outer door and two waiting for him to leave his office.  The fifth man was also a soldier, this one in the uniform of a three-star general.

Lieutenant General William Donovan had a fatherly appearance to him, as he always did.  He had recently turned fifty – Ingersoll had been at the celebrations – but he had probably had the same fatherly manner for decades.  The pistol resting in his hand looked incongruous with his usual manner, but Donovan knew how to use it.

Ingersoll ventured a small smile.  “If you wanted to see me, general, you only needed to ask for an appointment.”

“Your secretary said you were busy,” Donovan said.  “But my business was most pressing.”

“Of course it was, but it took you long enough to organise it,” Ingersoll said.  “I was beginning to wonder if you’d ever get around to this... although I did think that you’d come in person, Bill.  You always knew that you owed me that much.”

Donovan raised an eyebrow.  “You knew this coup was coming?”

Ingersoll shrugged.  “Of course I knew it was coming.  You think I don’t know what’s happening in my army?”

“My army, now,” the general said, with a slight wave of the pistol.  “I think I know bluster when I hear it.”

“You know nothing of the sort,” Ingersoll said coldly.  “Do you know how much work I had to do to ensure that all news of your plans was reported to me instead of directly to the Chief?”

“If you knew, you would either have stopped us, or helped us.  Don’t think that you can sweet talk me into sparing you.”

Ingersoll said, “Nothing do I expect from you, general, except to turn into the next Blackwood.”

Donovan’s eyes narrowed, and his voice contained a hint of anger for the first time.  “Do not mistake me for that power-hungry maniac.  I do what I do because I swore an oath to uphold the constitution and defend New England against all enemies, both foreign and domestic.”

“And once the Chief has been deposed, you will be the only one in a position to rule in his place,” Ingersoll said.  “As Duvalier has done and Blackwood will do.”

“Nothing of the sort,” Donovan said.  “I’ll be handing power back to a civilian government as soon as one is stable enough to stand on its own.  Then I’ll be leaving New England, and likely never return.”

“You really plan to just go meekly into exile?” Ingersoll asked.

“That’s the only way I can fulfill my oath to New England,” Donovan said.  He sounded sincere.  “So long as I live here, no new civilian government will be secure.  No-one would feel safe under the rule of law.  Our country has reached a place where the regular law has failed us, and I needed to work outside the law for a time, but I want the rule of law to return.  Which it will not, while I abide here.”

“I swore an oath, too,” Ingersoll said.  “An oath of personal loyalty to the Chief.  I would not raise my hand against him.  I knew what Mullins was doing to New England, but while I could make myself stand aside, I could not work against him.  If that means you kill me... Well, if I have no honour, then I am nothing.”

“For now, you are under arrest.  Your ultimate fate will rest with our new government, not with me,” Donovan said.

“And the Chief?”

Donovan’s smile did not reach his eyes.

*

North West River
Labrador Territory
Republic of New England

Leroy Abbard, former Senator, former presidential candidate, former head of the Christian Socialists and then the Socialist Alliance, and current inmate of the badly-misnamed liberty camp of North West River, could not remember the last time he had had a full stomach.  Or a taste of true liberty.  Imprisoned on manufactured charges, left here to watch while his most valued political ally David Rubin and fellow inmate wasted away into death, he had long felt numb inside.  He existed, nothing more; he felt as if all hopes and fears were likewise placed on hold.

So, then, why this summons to the camp commander’s office?  Kendall Weston was a thug, nothing more, and he had probably offended someone important in the vitalist hierarchy to be sent here.  Although he usually reserved the main demonstrations of his anger for other inmates; he probably feared that overt violence against Abbard would rouse too much anger.

Abbard was escorted into the commander’s office, and the guards withdrew.

Weston did not turn to look; the commander’s gaze was fixed out the window.

Abbard waited for a few moments, then said, “You asked to see me, commander?”

Weston keep staring out the window.  “Only thanks to external request.”

“I don’t follow you,” Abbard said.

Weston sighed.  “This camp has been surrounded.  By soldiers under, well, I’m not sure who their local commander is, but they’re operating under orders of General Donovan.  They’ve offered me and my men safe-conduct and transport to Iceland if we surrender peacefully, with certain conditions.”

The sense of numbness returned.  For a long moment, Abbard could not gather his thoughts.  “You’re leaving this camp?”

“Yes.  Leaving it under your personal control.  That is one of the conditions for the safe-conduct.”

“The army has risen up?” Abbard said.  He’d never dared allow himself to hope for something like that.

“Details have been sketchy, but I know that Donovan’s forces control the streets in Hartford, New York and Boston.”

“And what does the ‘Chief’ have to say about that?”

Weston spoke softly.  “Mullins is dead.  Shot while resisting arrest, according to the reports.”

Mullins dead?  No proper Christian should show glee over a man’s death, but he could not keep the grin from his face.

Abbard settled into the chair so recently occupied by Weston.  He remained in the office while Weston left, remained in place while the camp guards evacuated and men in soldiers’ uniforms came into the camp.  He remained in place when they came up to the door.

When the soldiers came into the room, they saluted him.  Abbard managed to speak, then.  “Soldiers shouldn’t salute civilians,” he said.

Their commander, a corporal from his uniform, grinned.  “Soldiers should always salute their commander-in-chief... Acting President Abbard.”

--

“Think carefully of what you say and do in these chambers.  Your task is to shape a new constitution, and a new nation.  Our founding fathers wrote a constitution which they hoped would guide our nation forever.  It is not our constitution which failed us, nor our founding fathers.  It is we as a people who allowed to remain in office those who violated the spirit of the constitution while upholding the letter.  It is our solemn duty to write a new constitution which embodies the continued wisdom of our forefathers, but where the spirit and the letter have both been buttressed into a fortress which will protect our nation until the end of days.”

- Acting President Leroy Abbard, as he then was, addressing the opening of the New England constitutional convention, 19 July 1933.  Abbard would be elected unopposed as the first Governor-General of the Commonwealth of New England on 4 June of the following year.

--

4 March 1933
Columbia City, Federal District
United States of America

How many men and women crowded the ground between the Capitol and the Washington Monument?  Half a million?  Three-quarters of a million?  The President-elect could not tell, and right now it hardly mattered.  Celebrations were already underway from Philadelphia to Quito.  A new era dawned.  The election had been close, but he had never doubted the result.

He placed one hand on the Bible, and placed the other over his heart.  He allowed the Chief Justice to speak the words first, and then he repeated them.  “I do solemnly swear that I will faithfully execute the office of President of the United States, and will to the best of my ability, preserve, protect, and defend the Constitution of the United States.”  He paused for a moment, then added, “So help me God.”

The cheers went on for a long, long time.  He waited in silence until they subsided, and then stepped up to the podium.  He knew he should have a long speech ready, but most of the crowd would not hear it, so why bother?  He knew what he wanted to say.  He knew what needed to be said.  Anything further would have been vanity or insanity.

“Let’s get this country working,” said President Alvar O’Brien.

--

[1] Terry Rundle, the New England Secretary for Public Relations (i.e. propaganda).

[2] New England’s presidents are inaugurated on the last Tuesday in January in the year following their election; Mullins was re-inaugurated as president on 31 January 1933.  This was a result of the Third Amendment to the New England constitution.  Prior to that, New England’s presidents were inaugurated on 4 March, a date which is still maintained in the United States.

--

P.S. And that’s all, folks!

