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E WAS eight years old when 
the Americans occupied his 
village after the German 
surrender, but he remembered 

the fear on his mother’s face when she 
learned an enemy would be billeted at 
their home. His father had been shaken by 
the news-this brave father who had so 
recently returned wearing the Iron Cross. 

He remembered his father hurriedly 
stripped off his uniform and that his 
mother brought out clothing he had worn 
before the war. It was cut to fit a man who 
was broad and solid from good German 
cooking. Now it hung loosely on the bony 
shoulders, and there was enough slack at 
the waistline to make a pair of pockets. 
Months of cabbage and black bread and 
the strain of warfare had done that. 

The Americans, he remembered, were 
giants and one of the largest knocked on 
the door and in poor German said, “I’m 
Buck Tremper and I’m supposed to bunk 
here.” Then the boy remembered that the 

giant had looked down and added, “Wee-
gates, Butch? Tuck this under your belt.” 
He had looked at his mother and she 
nodded and he tasted chocolate for the first 
time. 

He remembered that the grin and 
rough and ready manner of this giant had 
flooded his mother’s face with relief. The 
tense, defensive expression on his father’s 
face lessened and his color returned. 

In a few days, he remembered, they 
were calling this American, Uncle, as one 
of the family. Uncle gave his mother 
several bars of soap and she had a glorious 
time, cleaning and washing, but she was 
always thrifty and used the soapy water 
until Uncle insisted she would wear it out.  

He remembered there were other 
Uncles on the streets, but they didn’t act 
like Uncles when pretty girls passed. They 
smiled in a bold, impudent manner and 
said something sounding like, “Hi-yah, 
Toots,” or “Mmmmm Baby.”  

Sometimes the girls smiled in return 
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and the pleased invaders forgot their no 
fraternizing orders and left the youngsters 
flat for their big sisters. He remembered 
more than one stout German mother had 
whacked her daughter right lustily because 
she strolled in dusk with a Yank.  

He remembered the day Uncle came 
downstairs with leather pads on his 
shoulders and a helmet and cleated shoes 
in his hands.  

He was going to play a game called 
football. Hundreds of villagers and 
thousands of soldiers grouped around the 
field where the rival teams played—a field 
where once German lads had drilled. 

No one seemed to understand the 
game, and certainly he thought they must 
be angry with one another. Uncle ran with 
the ball and when a man came near he 
banged him on the head with his hand and 
left him with his face in the dirt. They 
were always knocking each other down, 
and once the ball slipped from a runner’s 
hands and went into the water—which 
Uncle called a creek—and half of the men 
were fighting for it. Uncle came out, 
grinning. 

After fighting a long time, someone 
blew a whistle and Uncle and his friends 
put their arms around each other and 
yelled, “Rah! Rah! Rah!” 

 
E REMEMBERED the honest 
burghers left, shaking their heads in 

bewilderment—men knocking each other 
down, stepping on them, then going away 
laughing about it. What manner of men 
were these who called such roughness 
play? Perhaps it explained their victories 
on the battlefield. 

He remembered, that evening, his 
mother had asked, “And what does Uncle 
do down there?”  

Uncle had given his brother a pillow 
and asked him to run. And when the 
youngster ran he had made a flying tackle 

around the legs and brought him down so 
hard he bounced on the floor and howled. 
Some furniture had been overturned, too. 
His father had sharply chided them. 

That evening his father had asked 
Uncle, “What is this football?”  

Uncle had drawn twenty-two figures 
on a piece of paper, then made curving 
lines, showing the way each man must run. 
His father had pondered at length, then 
suddenly brightened. “Ah! War tactics. 
The purpose is to turn the enemy flank and 
win. A very sensible game, Uncle.”  

He remembered he had asked Uncle 
what he did in America and Uncle had told 
him he was a cattle rancher—a little one of 
only three thousand acres and a few 
hundred cows. His father had said this was 
incredible—a sergeant owning perhaps a 
hundred times more cows than the graf 
who was the wealthiest man in their 
region. 

Uncle and his father had discussed the 
American way of life, and the latter, 
listening attentively, was impressed. Then 
Uncle had said the rich, the poor, the great 
and the humble each had a vote but no 
more than one. His father had thought this 
good, too, and he discussed it with his 
fellows when the men over their beer had 
planned the future of their country. They 
had been talking with other Americans—
asking questions, then forming their own 
conclusions—and some type of a 
republican form of government seemed the 
thing. Something, where a man might be 
but a sergeant yet own many acres and 
cattle. 

He remembered he had related to his 
companions some of the stories Uncle had 
told him of America, and the youngsters 
said they were lies. The following morning 
he waited when Uncle came down the 
stairs with his usual, “Wee-gates, Butch?” 

Uncle had listened, his face serious. 
Then he had said, “Remember this, Butch, 
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Uncle will never lie to you.”  
He remembered the sadness in the 

village when the Americans went home. 
Some of the girls left with them, as brides. 
Uncle had shaken his hand—man-to-man 
fashion—and said, “S’long Butch. When 
you’re a man come to Miles City, 
Montana, and see me some time. Anyone 
can tell you where to find the Bar T. Now 
remember—play hard, beat the other guy, 
then when it’s over, forget the whole 
business. Always shoot square, Butch, and 
you’ll get by swell. S’long—Butch!”  

Odd he would remember Uncle and 
the things he said when so young. Things 
like shooting square, and Uncle never 
lying to him. The years immediately 
following left little impression, except his 
father often declaring, “If we follow the 
American way of life we’ll all be better 
off.” And others denying this. 

Gradually the others’ voices were 
louder and their numbers greater. In time 
he began hearing of The Leader who was 
to show the way, it was said, from chaos to 
a new order. 

Drill! Regimentation! Obedience! And 
letting those who knew best for the 
common good do the thinking. Uncle, he 
remembered, did his own thinking. Uncle 
would have spoken at the wrong time and 
been packed off to a concentration camp. 
There was something infectious in this 
new order. Often he saw the light of 
fanaticism in the eyes of his companions, 
not knowing they saw the same light in 
his. 

Gradually the conviction grew that 
Uncle had lied. The American way of life 
was a failure. The Leader said so and the 
world heard the thunder of applause 
greeting his words. Their army? The army 
played boys games—baseball, football and 
otherwise wasted time needed for drill and 
discipline. 

Their national guard? Men and boys 

who gathered an hour or two once a week 
for drill and instruction. 

Their industry? Horribly inefficient. 
Management and labor could bicker. 
Individuals might speak their thoughts and 
time be wasted giving attention. 

It was different in the new order, he 
knew. One voice! One head! A single 
purpose—that of world domination, and 
the yielding of poorer clay to the 
inevitable. 

Well a man can’t serve two masters. 
And because he had been taught self-
discipline it wasn’t too difficult to report 
his father for talking of the American way 
of life. The Gestapo called and after that 
his father remained silent. 

The American version of English that 
Uncle had taught him was quickly noticed 
and developed. He was taught, among 
other things, the latest American 
colloquialisms. He watched American 
motion pictures over and over again to 
learn their mannerisms. 

When the time came he was to serve 
the cause in Canada and the United States. 
There were bridges and factories to bomb 
and perhaps penetration at the navy yards. 
He was to feel the pulse of Americans and 
Canadians, study morale and report their 
fears. 

The great world-conquering machine 
was moving toward mechanical perfection. 
There were fine reports coming from the 
tourists in the Scandinavian countries. 
Men who had been fed, clothed and 
educated there as boys during the post-war 
starvation period, had quickly refreshed 
their knowledge of old scenes. They were 
ready. 

H
 

E WAS in Sweden when the war 
swept over Europe. He thrilled as his 

countrymen blasted all standing in their 
way and gained their objectives by 
clocklike precision. The new order of life 
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was on the march. 
The lucky British escaped a trap and 

withdrew to their island. It wouldn’t be 
long now. He had been taught to look 
ahead and he was ready when sailing 
orders came. His passports proved he was 
a Swedish teacher visiting America. 
Everything seemed in order until a British 
naval vessel fired a shot across the 
Swedish ship’s bows; then sent a party 
aboard. Without even hesitating the officer 
in command ordered him to pack his bags. 
Protesting was futile, the Swedes 
spineless. 

Three weeks later he landed on 
Canadian soil. He saw numerous ships 
crammed with cargo and troops; 
submarines and bombers would take care 
of them. Stupid people, these Canadians, 
going about their business unworried. 
Hadn’t they read the handwriting on the 
wall?  

The country was larger than he 
realized—countless miles of wheatland 
which rolled in every direction toward the 
horizon. Why a large area of the war zone 
could be set down in a single province and 
still leave ample space along the edges for 
war games. 

Wild ducks lifted from numerous 
ponds, wheeled and settled again. Children 
going to school in rattle-trap cars waved as 
they raced the train. Women stood briefly 
in doorways and watched the line of train 
speed past. Men stopped in the fields, 
relaxed and unhurried, then resumed their 
peaceful way of work. Fools! Fools! Why 
didn’t they speed up? Why didn’t they 
drive themselves day and night? Didn’t 
they know what was coming? Couldn’t 
they realize The Leader was an irresistible 
force? 

When he thought it over, he was 
satisfied. The victory would be so much 
easier, but the New World’s attitude and 

calm confidence outraged his own 
thorough training. 

The country changed and he saw 
rolling rangeland, with hardly a fence, 
dotted by herds of cattle. The houses were 
miles apart. It was land such as Uncle had 
described. One man could own hundreds, 
even thousands of cattle. Uncle hadn’t lied 
about that. 

At a small station he heard newsboys 
shouting of another German success. This 
was amazing, and silly, of course. Enemy 
successes should be kept from the people. 
Later a guard handed him one of the 
papers. “Thought the news might chirk 
you up a bit,” he said. But his tone of 
voice suggested there would be less and 
less reason for chirking in the future. 

He read the war news first, then 
glanced over local items. This man 
criticized the government on a certain 
point. That man objected to something 
else. Such people would have been 
silenced by The Leader, you may be sure. 
At home there was a united front. He 
could almost hear Uncle asking, “But is 
there? More people may have objections 
than you think and dare not voice them.”  

He thought of his father, who had 
never completely freed himself from the 
poison Uncle had left in his mind. 

When he arrived at the concentration 
camp he found others, who eagerly asked 
him of news of the homeland. What was 
wrong with them? They gave the 
impression they doubted the outcome and 
one said something about distance 
broadening the perspective. 

At certain hours, if they were quiet, 
they could hear the radio in the home of 
one of the guards. Reports direct from 
London, Berlin and Rome were broadcast 
by a station in the States. Good news or 
bad, it made no difference. Where were 
the censors? Where, the laws forbidding 
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tuning in on foreign reports? “In 
Germany—” he started to say. 

 
EVERAL months passed before seven 
of them escaped. They immediately 

scattered, believing single men had a 
better chance to avoid notice than a small 
party. The others headed south, toward the 
States. He did the unexpected and headed 
north, traveling fifty miles without food 
before he found a small log cabin. Nearby 
there was an abandoned mine. A trout 
stream ran a hundred feet from the cabin 
door. 

He found tinned food on the shelves 
and this he put into a bag, with a blanket 
and other items that might be handy. He 
followed the creek several miles before 
establishing a camp which gave him a 
view of the lower country. 

The seventh day three men stopped at 
the cabin overnight. He couldn’t determine 
whether they were searching for him or 
enjoying an outing. He sat on a ledge most 
of the next day, watching a bend in the 
stream which a searching party must 
necessarily pass. One man appeared, 
fished briefly in a pool, then turned back. 

Two days later he dropped down to the 
cabin, picked up a loaf of bread, a quarter 
of a pound of butter and several strips of 
bacon. They had left a newspaper, too. 
The headlines were pleasing to good 
German eyes. 

When he had eaten all of the food in 
the cabin and most of the trout in the 
stream, he headed south, walking miles 
each night, and sleeping daytimes in the 
brush. He raided chicken coops, deserted 
cabins, and once a small house for food. A 
man snored loudly in an adjoining room, 
and a cat rubbed against his leg and purred 
while he searched the man’s pants pockets. 
For the first time he had money—several 
dollars in Canadian currency and five 

American four-bit pieces—as Uncle would 
have called them. 

He continued south until he reached a 
railroad. He put in the better part of a day 
studying the different trains, and when he 
had determined the transcontinental fast 
freights from the local, he swung aboard a 
box car. 

In time the country changed. The 
freight crawled through mountains that 
were beautiful, and presently they 
followed the meanderings of a stream 
which took on the proportions of a river as 
it tumbled through a forest of mighty firs 
and cedars. This would be the Fraser, he 
concluded. 

He had been thoroughly grounded in 
the geography of southwest Canada and 
northwestern United States, and now he 
recognized the small Canadian 
communities through which the train 
passed. When he saw an automobile 
bearing a Washington state license at a 
gasoline station he unloaded three miles 
down the road. He climbed up to the 
highway and when the car came along he 
thumbed a ride, as he had seen it done in 
American motion pictures. 

“Hop in, buddy,” the driver said. Then 
later, “I’ve been fishing in northern British 
Columbia. I planned to do a little hunting, 
too, but they won’t let you take firearms 
into the timber any more, you know. The 
war!” 

“Yes, I know,” he said, realizing it was 
a precaution against escaped prisoners 
arming themselves. He reached into his 
pocket when the car slowed down at the 
toll gate and said, “This is on me.” 

The American protested, but gave in 
when his passenger insisted it was only 
fair. He watched the highway signs and 
when they were within a few miles of 
Blaine, which was on the American side of 
the border, he said, “Thanks a lot, old 
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fellow, and I’ll get off at the next 
crossroads if you don’t mind.”  

“Sorry you aren’t going all the way 
with me,” the American said. 

The German knew nothing of the 
border patrol, but he reasoned it couldn’t 
be as well guarded as borders between 
European countries. Nor was it. He 
crossed in a dense forest and continued 
south until he blundered onto the Pacific 
Highway. 

Again he thumbed his way when he 
saw a fishing party approaching. There 
were two men in this car, and considerable 
gear in the back seat, but there was room 
for him. The men talked fishing. The war 
was very remote to them, as they were 
bachelors in their early sixties.  

They let him out in downtown Seattle. 
He felt safe for the first time. True, they 
had an FBI in America, some sort of 
investigating organization, but nothing as 
thorough and extensive as the Gestapo. 

His orders had been to familiarize 
himself with key industries against the day 
when he received word to act. There were 
probably others like himself in the city, 
but the bund organizations were watched. 
He was to keep away from them and make 
friends among those likely to be useful 
later on. 

He read all of the newspapers, said 
little and listened a lot. The giant, he 
concluded, was slowly awakening. He saw 
men of the national guard marching and 
riding to camp. For all their one night a 
week drill, they had the stamp of soldiers. 
The sailors and marines who came over 
from the navy yard and battleships 
overhauling there were ready and fit. 

“What we should do,” a sailor with too 
many drinks under his belt said, “is—pop 
the Japs quick, then go around to the East 
Coast. I know a girl on the East Coast 
who—” 

That seemed to be reason enough for 

popping the Japs from the sailor’s 
standpoint. The alien knew this was sound 
strategy. It had been discussed many times 
during his training period, but he knew it 
wouldn’t be done. That was the way of the 
dictatorships. The democracies fiddled 
away their chances. The Leader was 
right—divide and conquer. 

He stood in a sidewalk group and 
heard The Leader speak over the radio. He 
heard the roar of his inspired countrymen 
as The Leader said German arms and 
German people were invincible. It 
required a strong effort to stifle the “Heil! 
Heil!” welling in his breast. 

An American listened briefly and said, 
“Nerts!” That was the way they felt about 
it. Inspired speakers left them cold. 

He saw the drafted men leave for 
training camp. There was none of the 
crusader’s fire. They left in the mood of 
men who had to do a job. 

The sawmills were running twenty-
four hours a day. He saw the Boeing 
airplane plant grow by leaps and bounds 
and he heard of the incredible 
performances of the flying fortresses. 
Well, what of it? Millions of Americans 
and thousands of planes could never take 
back the ground The Leader had won. 

And when the word was given he, and 
thousands of others the FBI never dreamed 
existed, would act. Overnight there would 
be bombings and fires. Munitions and 
planes wouldn’t flow across the Atlantic in 
so vast a stream. 

He found a job, worked hard, kept 
away from liquor and girls and saved his 
money. But in time he felt he was being 
watched. There was nothing on which he 
could put his finger. Rather, it was a sixth 
sense warning of danger. 

H
 

E DREW his pay one Saturday night 
and caught an early stage eastward. 

He would look over Spokane and the 
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airfields a few days, then go onto the 
highway and thumb a ride. A man could 
be traced through tickets, but short jumps 
in a private car covered a trail fairly well. 

A rancher picked him up in Montana 
and said, ‘Tm going as far as Miles City.” 

“I’m going to Chicago,” he answered. 
“That will help.” 

Ever since he had arrived in eastern 
Washington he had thought of Montana 
and Uncle. His training didn’t permit 
sentiment for others. That had been 
disciplined out of him, along with similar 
emotions that weaken a man. Or had it? 
He never stopped to study the impulse 
which prompted him to stay over in Miles 
City a day or two. 

He never mentioned Buck Tremper’s 
name, but he heard it spoken frequently. 
Uncle’s few hundred cattle had grown to 
three thousand now. He was married and 
one of his sons was in the flying service 
and the other had been drafted. 

Uncle, it appeared, usually came to 
town Saturday morning, transacted a little 
business in the afternoon, played poker 
until three or four the following morning, 
turned in for a brief rest, then started for 
home around ten o’clock. 

He wasn’t in the hotel lobby when 
Uncle arrived, but he heard someone say 
he had gone upstairs to wash the dust off 
and would be down soon. 

It reminded him of his boyhood. He 
would wait for Uncle to come downstairs. 
He remembered he was always interested 
and excited, because Uncle was so big. He 
would look up in quick appraisal and 
Uncle would boom, “Wee-gates—Butch?”  

Then he heard Uncle’s step. Why it 
was as brisk as it had been years ago. He 
would have known it anywhere. He looked 
up, almost expecting to hear Uncle say, 
“Wee-gates—Butch?”  

Uncle’s stomach was as flat as ever, 
his shoulders as broad, but there was a 

touch of gray at the temples. His face was 
leathery and there were wrinkles around 
the corners of his eyes from squinting at 
the sunlight and blizzards. Uncle came 
quickly down the stairs, shook hands with 
another rancher and called him a horse 
thief. They went somewhere to have a 
drink. 

Ten o’clock the next morning the 
German took the highway. Uncle, of 
course, hadn’t recognized him and a short 
ride would be safe. He was curious to 
learn how Uncle felt about things. He 
walked slowly, shaking his head when cars 
slowed down. They were a friendly lot, 
these cattle ranchers. Drivers nearer the 
cities were suspicious of those who 
thumbed their way.  

He heard Uncle’s voice at last, “Want 
a lift, Buddy?” 

“Thanks, yes,” he answered. “Every 
little bit helps. I’m heading for Chicago.” 

“Always like to give a youngster a 
lift,” Uncle said. “Got two of my own. 
They’re in the service.” He waited for a 
comment. 

“I’m registered, of course,” the 
thumber answered. “I may take a shot at 
the air service, if I can get by the doc. I 
hear they’re pretty thorough.”  

Uncle turned slowly and gave him a 
searching glance. “You’re a skookum 
young fellow. I can’t see anything wrong 
that rest and square meals won’t cure. 
Hmmmm. Why not stay over at the ranch 
a few days? I miss my own boys.”  

He refused at first, but it wasn’t 
difficult for Uncle to change his 
viewpoint, and deep within there was an 
urge to see the place which had been the 
setting for so many of Uncle’s stories—
stories that had fairly made his hair stand 
on end. 

“I can think of several reasons why I 
shouldn’t,” he said. 

“And none of ‘em worth a hoot in 
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hell,” Uncle said. 
 
HE ranch was back in the mountains, 
sprawled across a valley into which 

the sun poured warmth. “The wife died a 
couple of years ago,” Uncle said briefly. 
“Now I’m left with the hands and a 
Chinese cook who can do things to a 
steak.”  

They sat on the porch that evening and 
watched the sun slip below the ragged 
mountains. “Peaceful here,” Uncle said. 
“Always has been. We like it that way. 
Years ago some outlaws got on the loose. 
My father saddled up and was gone a 
week. When he came back I asked him 
why he rode seventy miles for a fight. He 
said the outlaws would be on our range as 
soon as they’d cleaned out a couple of 
other outfits. I got the point.” 

Uncle was silent awhile and purple 
shadows settled in the draws. “Twenty-
odd years ago, some trouble started. It was 
quite aways from here — we crossed a 
stretch of land and some water and there 
we were. I went along. Hated to knock off 
work as I was just getting started in life, 
but all of us felt we should ‘tend to the job 
before getting down to more important 
things. I got into Germany.”  

“You did?” he asked. 
“Yes. Funny thing. We learned the 

folks over there, except some of those at 
the top, weren’t so bad. They were 
surprised to find we didn’t have horns. I 
billeted with a family. There was a 
youngster I nicknamed Butch. He had a 
cute way of looking up when I came 
downstairs in the morning. I did what I 
could to teach him to play hard and shoot 
square and give the other fellow a fair 
break. The family called me Uncle. I was 
one of them.” 

“That’s interesting,” he said. 
“When we were ordered home we left 

behind us some broken hearts, some girls 

in tears, a lot of little kids who believed in 
our code of sports and some grown-ups 
who felt our way of life had something to 
offer them,” Uncle continued. “Someone 
came along, and took charge of the kids. 
They spoiled the work we’d done and now 
they’re storm troopers. Some of ‘em even 
are going into the countries that kept ‘em 
from starving to death and are now knifing 
them in the back. Such a theory of life 
can’t survive.” 

“Do you think we’ll get into it?” the 
stranger asked. 

“Last time we got into it, then got 
ready. This time we’re getting ready, so 
maybe we won’t get into it,” Uncle 
answered. He pulled deeply on his pipe. 
The purple shadows were deep blue now, 
and a star was faintly visible above the 
highest peak. “Getting back to your 
question about us getting into it. It all 
depends on whether the rancher on the 
next range can handle the outlaws or not. 
If he can’t, we’ll have to knock off what 
we’re doing and get into the rumpus.” 

“Using your terms, Mr. Tremper,” he 
said, “that will mean attacking his hideout. 

“Yes, and that’s costly,” Uncle agreed. 
“But there’s another factor the range kind 
of outlaw isn’t bothered with.” 

“What’s that?” 
“Uncles.” 
“What do you mean?” he asked. 
“I was an Uncle. Butch was too young 

to understand character,” Uncle explained. 
“But his mother and father knew I was an 
honest man who spoke the truth. There 
were thousands of us Uncles in the Army 
of Occupation. We left an impression. 
Before that, we were an attacking army 
and hundreds of thousands knew us as 
such. We left another impression. There 
must be several million Germans with one 
impression or the other. If we have to go 
over there again, those several millions 
will be remembering what happened 

T 
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before and that will start them thinking. 
Adolf Hitler and all hell can’t stop ‘em, 
either.”  

He hadn’t thought of that before. Had 
The Leader thought of it? It was 
disturbing—disturbing because Uncle 
discussed it in the calm, practical way he 
had always used when talking to the 
villagers. And Uncle had been so 
uniformly right. 

 
E HAD one more question to ask and 
he felt safe, because it was invariably 

asked sooner or later. “What of the fifth 
columnists?” 

“We’ve always had ‘em,” Uncle 
answered. “On the range it was someone 
you’d hired to help out, or maybe the 
breed who camped back in the hills. The 
sheriff picked ‘em up sooner or later, or 
else gave them enough rope to hang 
themselves. But he always knew about 
them. We got a fair to middlin’ sheriff 
named Hoover and his posse wears the 
FBI brand. Now, suppose we turn in and 
get some sleep? You can have my oldest 
boy’s bed.” 

The room was similar to his own, 
except there were no uniforms in the 
closet. The pictures and articles were 
things having a special meaning to their 
owner. The eldest son had probably shot 
the buck whose head was on the wall, and 
the bear whose hide made a warm rug near 
the bed.  

He turned in and breathed deeply of 
the sage-ladened air. A man could think 
logically up here. 

The line of reasoning seemed clear and 
the conclusion sound. There might be 
much in what Uncle said on some points, 

but he was wrong on the FBI. He hadn’t 
been followed. Watched, perhaps, in 
Seattle, but he had eluded them the day he 
left. 

The Uncle angle, though, might, prove 
serious. There had been thousands of 
Uncles in Germany twenty years ago. And 
he was beginning to understand the last 
name of each was—“Sam.” 

Throughout this country there was 
preparation—posses forming in the 
manner of speaking, in case the boys on 
the adjoining ranch couldn’t handle the 
outlaws. He fell asleep finally and when 
he awakened it was daylight and Uncle 
was inviting a stranger to join them at 
breakfast. 

The stranger told him he was under 
arrest as soon as breakfast was over. “This 
man escaped from a Canadian prison 
camp,” he told Uncle. “We’ve let him find 
out for himself what is going on, and now 
we’ll deport him. He’ll sail on a Japanese 
liner to Japan, then proceed to Germany 
via Siberia and what he reports to the folks 
at home will have a depressing effect on 
their morale.” 

He realized the truth would prove the 
most powerful propaganda that the enemy 
could devise in this instance. Perhaps 
Uncle had recognized him and had picked 
up where he had left off so many years 
ago. 

He looked inquiringly at Uncle. 
Uncle nodded. “Yes, I recognized you 

from the quick, eager way you looked up 
as I came down the stairs, there in Miles 
City. Doggoned if it didn’t stir up old 
memories.” Uncle sighed, but stuck out his 
hand. “Wee-Gates and s’long—Butch.” 
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