Really it’s a shame.  Three hundred good men dead for nothing.  This kind of thing has been happening a lot.  The war hasn’t been going so well in the last five years.  Why is this?  What changed?  The people back home were quickly losing support and it looked as if we were going to lose this one.  No one wanted to go at first.  “Stay Home,” they said, “No Blood in Our Name,” the posters back home read.  The people meant well but they rarely understood the necessity and good of war.  Not that war is a good thing but a good war is a good thing.  And this was a good war; we needed to win.  A few quick victories though and that all changed.  Our fight became moral and right in the eyes of those folks back home.  It was a good feeling, like what we were doing was good and special even if in the grand scope of human existence it would be little that a footnote in some children’s history text book a hundred years from now.  But that didn’t matter then.  You just can’t think about that while you’re in the middle of a war; you just have to press forward.

When they remember this throughout history, what will be my great downfall?  That damned Frenchman and his high and holy idea of compromise.  One frightful mistake and I was knocked from my plateau of power.  That day, two years ago.  I lost more lives than I reckon one should have at this whim.  A pity to let them convince me that the world had somehow moved forward while I remained stagnant.

I know it was a mistake.  Second Guessing, heh.  

I suppose they were right, I had been left behind.  Had I held true to my convictions many of those boys would still be alive and I wouldn’t be forced to think so much.  That’s what got me in this damned mess anyway.

The politicians scrambled to save face, something had to be done.  What else could they do… the senile old general had to be replaced with the next best thing.  The French clamored at the chance to seize power but without proper backing the compromise was to have co-commanders.  A slight on my good God damned name!  No less than slander, attaching my name along side of this travesty of a man.  No class, no courage, no substance.

Each move since that day has been a compromise to appease the politicians and this soulless savage.  Battle after battle I sink deeper into depression because of this damned thinking.  I have to write the letters to these boys’ mothers day and night to explain why I promised to protect them and lead them to victory.  And why I am now a liar, a fraud.   Am a prisoner to the beaurocrats, my cherished co-commander, no, my own guilt of this sin.  

The attack is going to continue tomorrow.  I don’t think I can bear to watch these boys, who are as of my own, perish in vein once again. Something more than another sleepless night needs to be done.

It’s going to happen, Jim.  They are going to find you when we all die.  They will remember your face in hell, who wouldn’t remember the man who sent them there?  That couch in the chateau, Nancy would have really enjoyed that piece.  That peace.  That piece of Robbie fluttering in the wind bound to that tree.  He’s one with that tree now.  What happens to a tree when its roots absorb so much blood?  I’m sure they are fairly indiscriminate in their food intake.  It’s been a while since I had a good beef stroganoff.  Might be a while before another one.

3:00 A.M.  Note late enough to start moving around.  No sense in depriving the men their last night’s rest.  Perhaps my mind has cleared enough to sleep.  3:02 A.M.  Maybe not.  So many dreams as a boy, on the eve of battle, so sure of victory like Caesar and Alexander.  Though, my story is more to read like The Charge of the Light Brigade as I drink a beer with Custard.  We’ll make great friends soon.

I reviewed the plans in my head for the next morning.  Yet another damn compromise, another failure to attach my name to.  The whole damn thing was flawed.  We had argued early in the night after that day’s failure.  “You have to kill me to go through with this plan!” he roared as he left.  A beta roar.  Maybe that’s the answer, just sneak into his tent tonight and slit his throat.  Perhaps leave him there, blame one of the men.  I could no such to one of my own, but I could to one of his.  Even that would be too far out of place.  I’m trying to save these men, not frame them for my dirty work.  It would be easy to bury him while the men slept, claim he ran off.  Nah, no one would buy it, even from a Frenchman.  That would be the answer though, just no way to carry the plan out.  I could frame a crime on him, have him removed from office, complain to the politicians or the newspapers that he was costing us lives.  Process could take weeks, even months.  We’d have lost the war by then.  Another compromise.  

3:10 A.M.  Well, the night certainly goes by slow enough to have buried a hundred bodies by now.  At least it brings a smile to my lips.  That stroganoff would about hit the spot.  Still, I dread seeing their faces in the morning.  Hopefully I can hide my pain, its contagious out here you know.  You can’t let them know that they are going to lose.  Men must be brave in these times.  Fear comes from the top down.  Don’t let them know, they are good boys.
The trumpet signaled my awakening.  I guess my mind finally submitted to my body.  Good, they both needed the scant scraps of sleep.  I just don’t know if I can face them.  No, if I will take them to their deaths, I will lead them there.  A few more hours and the will commence.  To hell, with furor and pride!  Lord, I hope they buy it.

As battlefield preparations began the sound of gunfire from skirmishes near the front could be heard.  A trip to the lines, to bolster morale.  Perhaps a chance that my lofty sidekick might catch a bullet.  Ha, marvelous.  Unheard of, but marvelous.  Never the less a trip to the front before battle will do our men well.  We took the halftrack to the foxholes, shook hands, waved and smiled.  A few words… Give ‘em hell, show ‘em what we got!  This was a dangerous area for a general, but not nearly as dangerous as the base would soon be.  

The rabbit was loud.  We could hardly hear each other speak.  He turned to ask how his plan was going.  We couldn’t hear the gunshots from the front over the lumbering tank.  I’m sure he didn’t hear my response either.

I say on a lovely piece that reminded me of the one in the chateau weeks before.  Some of those with me puffed cigars, but I was a cigarette man, myself.  Style and easy were not of mine.  The press was scampering about, asking the lower officers about the victory.  A scant 50 men lost, and a major break in the war.  A genius!  They would shout, A hero! The papers would read.  That mattered little.  What matters was being right.  What mattered was winning.  I could look around and see men smiling, men who were still alive.

One reporter walked up to me, “General, any words on the passing of General Lemeiux?”  I took a long, refreshing drag off my smoke, “He died a hero’s death, a great man, he will be sorely missed.”  The young man thanks me and walked off.  I took my first sip of champagne.  That, I thought with a smile, that’s a compromise I can live with.
