1. *Film #2: You tube What if Hitler won WWII? 
Watch video on YouTube link & describe in two paragraphs what the world looked like according to this speculation.
       https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-kDqmA5EuUI
	 

1. What if WWI never happened? 
 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VemhdKJePsg
                Watch video link and sum up in one paragraph this speculation

1. Film #3: View Sliding Doors 
Watch movie link and answer questions highlighted by numbers 1, 2 , and 3.

https://youtu.be/ciG4D5Q9PWI

1.  Describe the two lives here and the changes that led to the two lives.   
2. Which reality was better? 
3. Were you surprised by the ending?

1. Story #3:  If Lee had not won the Battle of Gettysburg. 
Read the story attached here and answer the 5 questions at the end of the story for If Lee Had Not Won The Battle of Gettysburg



1. Story #4: Winterberry 
Read story and answer Winterberry questions at the bottom
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David Duchovny on the Right Advice at the Wrong Time

Aug 6, 2012 1:00 AM EDT Newsweek

On Mr. Rogers and me.

I’ve made so many mistakes. But it is my feeling that you learn from
failures, so I welcome them as often as I can.

My favorite mistake occurred when I was 17. I was running for the
elevator at my high school when the door shut on my arm. The next
thing I knew, I was waking up in the hospital. I had fainted, fallen on
my face, and knocked out my two front teeth, so I spent a week in the
hospital getting tests on my heart and brain. Everything appeared
normal. :
While I was in the hospital, the only teacher who visited me was my
Latin teacher, who was named Mr. Rogers, of all names. I always
thought he didn’t like me, but he came and sat by my hospital bed. He
told me, “You know, you don’t have to come back to school so soon.”
But I was captain of the basketball team and we were midseason. I
didn’t know what he was talking about and wanted to get back as fast as
I could. ,

Then about 10 years later when I was just starting out as an actor, I :
wasn’t working. One movie I remember wanting really badly and not
getting was White Men Can’t Jump, which I anditioned for by playing
basketball. I felt like I blew it by walking away from academia and that
I should still be doing that instead of going on all these auditions and not
getting them.

I couldn’t process what was happening and at one point just fell to my
knees and realized that I was overworking myself. I needed to take a
step back and breathe a little. Part of being an actor is letting things
come about organically as opposed to forcing them.

The incident with Mr. Rogers has always remained an odd moment in
my life where I went “Aha!” and just stopped trying to work myself so





hard. There’s a great Latin motto, Festing lente, which means “Make
haste slowly.” That was the motto he was trying to impart to me. By the
- time I learned that, Mr. Rogers had died from AIDS and I didn’t have a
chance to say, “Hey, I finally get it.” That lesson became the kernel of
my directorial debut, House of D, which is about getting advice before
you can process it. You want to return once it ripens and thank the
person who gave it to you, but by then it’s too late.
When I say I understand Mr. Rogers’s advice, it doesn’t always mean I
heed it. One way I think I’ve incorporated those words in my work is
the sense of relaxation I have. Every day I try to do breathing exercises,
meditation, and yoga. These things sound awfully cliché, but they help
me slow down and try to point to a truth. If you’ve experienced
moments of letting go, mistakes happen, but in this business there’s a
fine line between trying hard and letting go. My favorite parts of work
as amn actor and a director are those unplanned mistakes that do happen,

because it’s like catching lightning in a bottle. It’s the best part of what
we do. '

Interview By Marlow Stern
Career Arc

1977 Gets into an elevator mishap, receives sage advice from his Latin
teacher.

1987 Becomes frustrated as a struggling actor and re
. teacher’s advice. r _

members his
1993 Begins starring in the breakout sci-fi TV series The X-Files.

2007 Wins a Golden Globe (his second) for the role of Hank Moody on
Californication. .

2012 Portrays a wise man in the indie comedy Goats, in theaters
August 10.





THE ROUND-EYED
BARBARIANS

L. Sprague de Camp

e

Ho Youwen, General of the Advanced Imperial Eastern Force, to
the esteemed Li Ganjing, Director of the Eastern Continent Section of
the Barbarian Relations Bureau of the External Affairs Department of
the Overseas Branch of His Imperial Majesty’s government. Health,
prosperity, and many sons!

Dear old friend: This person thinks that, besides his formal report on
the affair of the round-eyed barbarians, which will follow in the next
dispatch, you would also like a personal letter to furnish background for
this turn on events. It is all very well for officials of the Upper
Mandarinate to sneer at barbarian thoughts and deeds as of no interest
to representatives of mighty Zhongguo.* True, barbarians’ customs are
often strange and disgusting, their beliefs outlandish, their manners
appalling, and their emotions childish. But to be realistic, barbarous
tribes and nations also include many dangerously vigorous and ingenious
people. It was. just such a toplofty attitude that in the days of the Sung
led to the Mongol plague and the subjection of civilization to the rule of
barbarian hordes for a century. ‘

The same shortsightedness threatened a century ago, when Zheng-
tung was the Son of Heaven. A cabal of scholars and soldiers sought to
end the voyages of exploration and tribute gathering begun by the great
Zheng Ho. These misguided persons sought to stop all foreign contacts.
They held that, since the Middle Kingdom had everything needed by
civilization, such contacts would only have adverse -effects.

Luckily the cabal was defeated; the work of exploration and of

*In the Pinyin transcription of Chinese, zh stands for the sound of the
jin journal.
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scientific development initiated under the accursed Mongols was contin-
ved. Hence the exploration and conquest of this Eastern Continent has
proceeded in an orderly manner. The red-skinned barbarians, realizing
the futility of opposing the advance of civilization with weapons of wood
and stone, have been offered the benefits of our superior culture. Many
take advantage of this opportunity and, in another few centuries, may
have raised themselves almost to the level of civilized human beings.

But to return to the round-eyed barbarians. One day this summer,
this person was reconnoitering the eastern side of the Lower Mountains,
in an area not yet brought under the benevolent sway of the Son of
Heaven. I led a company of Hitchiti infantry, armed with our new
breech-loading rifles. A scout reported the approach of a force of redskin
warrjors of the Ochuse tribe, who dwell on the shores of the great water
to the south. Signal drums and gongs alerted my detachment. )

A shi later this force debouched from the trail. First came a scattering
of redskins, from their paint evidently the Ochuse. After them rode a
horseman in a steel helmet; cuirass, and other pieces of plate armor.
After him came hundreds of round-eyed men afoot, less impressively
armored, in the garb of Yuropian barbarians, wherewith the voyages of
Admiral Xing have familiarized us. Their loins were covered with short,
bulging breeches, below which they either went bare-legged or wore a
kind of skintight trouser on each leg. They bore pikes, crossbows, and
firearms of primitive types, obsolete in the Celestial Empire for a
century. My redskin spies had warned me of the incursions of such
people along the coast of this continent, but these were the first such
intruders whom 1 had personally seen. '

Behind them, threading their way through the forest, I glimpsed
many other redskins, men and women bowed beneath the weight of the
burdens they bore. Farther back yet, barely visible amid the towering
trees, came a troop of armored horsemen and other men leading
unsaddled horses.

At the sight of my group, taking cover behind rocks, bushes, and

hummocks, the newcomers halted. The armored man in the lead swung
ofl his horse with a clank of armor and handed the reins to another
round-eye, who led the animal to the rear. The armored round-eye was
handed a pole, and another man afoot joined him in front of the array.
This was a lean man in a long black robe; through my telescope I saw
that he was clean-shaven. )

The armored man drove the butt of his pole into the soil.” From the
apper end of this pole hung a flag; but since the day was still, there was
no wind to flutter this banner. All I could see was that it bore a pattern
of red and yellow.
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The armored man then shouted in his native gibberish. Through my
telescope I saw that he was of medium size, with a sun-browned skin,
sharp, beak-nosed features, and a full black beard. This, I perceived,
must be one of those round-eyed barbarians inhabiting the Far Western
Peninsula, called Yuropa by its natives, of which Admiral Xing informed
us on his return from those lands in the reign of Hung Wu. The other
round-eyes crowded up behind him.

When the armored man finished his proclamation, the other round-
eye, the black-robed one, raised his hands and uttered another unintelli-
gible speech. I called to the scout Falaya nearby:

“O scout, you know the Ochuse tongue. Find out what this be all
about!”

Falaya stood up and shouted in the tongue of the coastal redskins.
Presently one of the Ochuse conferred with the armored man and
shouted back. This translating back and forth, as you can imagine,
proved a lengthy, tedious business. Mankind were better off if all men
spake the tongue of Zhongguo, which is after all the speech of civiliza-
tion. At length Falaya turned to me, saying in broken Zhongguo:

“O General, he say man in armor say he claim all this land in name of
his king, Felipe of Espanya.”.

Somewhat astonished, I told Falaya: “Ask this bold fellow, who claims
lands belonging to the Son of Heaven, who he beP”

After the usual pause for translation from Zhongguo to Ochuse and
from Ochuse to the armored man’s Yuropian dialect, the reply came
back:

“He say he Captain Tristan de Luna y Arellano, and who be we?”

This person gave Falaya the needed information, adding: “And by
whose leave, barbarian, do you trespass on the lands of the Son of
Heaven and, rﬁoreover, claim parts of it in the name of some tribal
chieftain in the Far Western Peninsula?” :

I know not how literally my words were translated, but they seemed
to arouse the armored round-eye to a frenzy. He began to shout a reply;
but the black-robed one laid a hand on his arm. I could not hear what
they said at that distance—not that I could have understood their
blather anyway. But black-robe seemed to be urging negotiation.

At last the armored round-eye fell silent and signaled black-robe to
speak. The result, translated sentence by sentence, was a lengthy
homily. It reminded me of the endless sermons of that loquacicus bonze,
Brother Xiao-jin, whom we sent home last year. He could put a hungry
tiger to sleep with his endless disquisitions on the wisdom of the

compassionate Buddha.
This fellow, the black-robed one, advanced an astonishing claim: that
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his master, a Yuropian high priest called a papa, had divided the world
between two Yuropian rulers, the kings of Espanya and Portugar; and
this part had gone to the King of Espanya. There was more, about how
the Yuropian god had cémmanded all men to love one another; and if we

would but accept his theological doctrines, we were all assured of .

endless bliss in his Yuropian Heaven. If we refused to swallow these
myths, we should all be slain by the Yuropians’ weapons and then suffer
eternal torment in the Yuropian Hell, a fearsome afterworld reminding
me of the more eccentric afterlife concepts of the Tibetan Buddhists.

Although this person knows better than to laugh under such serious
circumstances, I could not suppress a burst of mirth. I sent back the
message that his papa seemed very free in giving away other peoples’
countries’ and that in any case all men came naturally under the
dominion of the Son of Heaven. o

As for his theology, I was satisfied that I must have done something
right in a previous incarnation to have earned my present rank as a
reward. I would try by correct action and keeping my karma clean at
least to maintain this status, compared to which round-eyed barbarians
were less than worms beneath my feet. They must have committed
grave offenses in previous lives to have been born into such a lowly
estate,

At this the armored man altogether lost control of himself and
screamed orders. His redskins spread out to the flanks, nocking their
arrows, whilst a couple of hundred other round-eyes formed a double
line facing.us and readying their primitive firearms. These operated by
means of lengths of cord, treated to burn slowly; I have seen specimens
of similar weapons in the Imperial War Museum.

One round-eye passed down the line with a bucket of glowing coals,
wherein each of the invaders dipped the end of his cord until it was
alight. Then he clamped it to the mechanism of his gun. Meanwhile
those armed with crossbows cocked them. The leader shouted some
more, and my scout reported:

“He say we surrender or die, sir!” :

I replied with a vulgarism expressing my disdain for such primitive
insolence. The armored man shouted again, whereupon the other
round-eyes discharged their weapons. - After the first rank had fired and
begun the lengthy business of reloading, the second rank stepped forth
between them and fired in their turn. On their flanks, the redskins shot
arrows. - i L . .

The guns made loud reports and tremendous puffs of smoke, whilst

* their musket balls and crossbow bolts whistled past us. Since my people

were well under cover, and. those of the second rank had fired blindly
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because of the curtain of smoke before them, we sustained no casualties
save a few flesh wounds among my Hitchiti from the arrows.
When the pall of smoke had somewhat dissipated, I said: “Fire!”
Our rifles opened up, and a number of trespassers, both round-eyed
and red-skinned, fell. ‘

“Reload!” I said, and then: “Fire!” ;

The round-eyes were still struggling to reload, which with firearms of
that archaic type is a protracted process. As I later learned, such a
gunner does well to get off twenty shots in one ko, whereas a well-
trained soldier can fire one of our breech-loaders a hundred times in
that interval, if he run not out of cartridges.

At our third volley, the intruders’ redskins fled. Half the round-eyes
were down; but the leader was still erect, shouting commands and
defiance. I told the captain of my force:

“Choose a sharpshooter and order him to wound that armored man in
the leg. I wish him alive, and also a redskin who can speak his
language.” '

So it was done. At the fall of the leader, the other round-eyes joined
the redskins in flight: first a few here and there, then all of them. Some
dropped their guns to run faster. Behind them the redskin porters also
dropped their loads and fled, while the horsemen cantered off with their
armor jingling. I did not command a pursuit, knowing that in these
forests of immense trees the pursued can easily slip away and the
pursuer as easily get lost. My Hitchiti broke from cover and raced away
to collect the scalps of the fallen foes.

Later, when I had donned my official robe instead of my filthy
uniform, and my peacock-feathér hat in place of the steel cap, I
commanded that the wounded Yuropian leader be brought to my tent,
along with his redskin interpreter and our own Ochuse-speaking/scout. 1
also sent men to retrieve the baggage dropped by the fleeing porters.

This Tristan de Luna appeared at the entrance to my tent with a pair
of my redskins gripping his arms. His armor had been shed, and his
garb was ordinary Yuropian, with the puffed trunks and below them the
skintight trousers of their kind. He sweated heavily in the heat, limped

" on his bandaged leg, and supported himself by a tree branch he had

somehow obtained, whittled down to a walking stick.

Now that I had a closer look at the man, I saw that he was older than I
had thought. His curly black hair and beard were, like mine, beginning
to show gray. But his stance was still erect and his movements youthfully
springy, save for his wounded leg.

As he neared, I became aware that the man had not bathed lately, if
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ever. Not to put too fine a point on it, he stank. I then attributed this to
the exigencies of travel, but my redskin spies inform me that this is
usual with Yuropians. Not only have they a naturally stronger bodily
odor than normal folk; but also the Yuropian religion discourages cleanli-
ness. Most adhere to Christianity, whereas the other major western
creeds, Islam and Judaism, value bathing and cleanliness. Christians
suspected of going over to either of these other faiths are burned alive,
as the more warlike redskin tribes do to captive foes. Therefore among
Christians cleanliness arouses suspicion of conversion to one of those
other cults, which are completely outlawed in Espanya.
At the entrance Captain Tristan wrenched loose an arm, placed his
hand over his heart, and made a low bow. This gesture, evidently meant
" as a polite greeting, overbalanced him in his crippled state. He staggered
and would have fallen had not the two redskins caught him. He did not
go to his knees and touch his forehead to the carpet, but one must make
allowances for barbarians who have never been taught civilized manners;
the full ko-tou would have been difficult for him in any way.

At least this barbarian had evidently decided on a more urbane

approach. His translated words were:
" “Sir, now that I perceive you more closely, it appears that you come

from the Great Khan of Cathay. Be this true?”

Yuropians had evidently not kept up with events in the Middle
Kingdom. I told Tristan: “Two centuries past, your impression might
have been apt. But we sons of Han expelled the Khans long ago and
restored the Celestial Empire to the proper Sons of Heaven, now
reigning as the glorious Ming. The Khans were but barbarian usurpers
from the Gobi. Whence came you?” —

He said: “From the land that the deceased Captain Ponce discovered
and named la Florida. He thought it an island, but unbroken land
appears to extend far to the north thereof, and also to the west to
Mexico.” After a pause he continued:

“Then be we in truth in the Indes? When that Italian Colén returned
from his voyages, half a century ago, he insisted that he had reached
them, or at least come to a chain of islands to the east of them, whence
another day’s sail would have brought him to the Spice Islands.

“But a ship of that fellow Magallanes returned to Espanya thirty-odd
years ago. The captain thereof, Delcano, asserted that far to the west of
these lands lies an ocean so vast as to require three or four months to sail
across, and that the lands of the Great Khan lie beyond it. But this
Delcano was a Basque and therefore not to be implicitly trusted. If this
be the true Indes, that were greatly to the advantage of my sovran.”

I told him: “Your Captain Delcano is quite correct. In any case, the

ey
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Eastern Continent whereon we now stand is wide enough to take a
well-mounted man, with remounts, as long to ride across as your
Magallanes found the Eastern’ Ocean. -It has nought to do with the land
of India, which is even farther than the Celestial Empire. And now,
what is all this nonsense about claiming this land for some Yuropian
chieftain?” :

‘The man muttered: “So huge a world!” Then followed another ha-
rangue, essentially repeating what the black-robed man had said before
the shooting began. - '

I could better explain it,” said Tristan, “if your men had not slain our
holy father. I myself have small knowledge of letters and history. But
what have you done with my woman?”

Woman? We have no captive women. There were a couple of female

* bodies in the woods behind your battle line. I suppose they were struck

Eyd(;l,r fire before all your redskins fled. What woman claim you to have
ad?

“The daughter of a chief of the Nanipacana,” said he. “We fell in love
and eloped.” 2

To straighten this out took further questions, since there be nought in
Zh.ongguo exactly corresponding to these concepts, save perhaps in Li
Po’s poetry. But, like Captain Tristan, I am no literary man, familiar with
such things. Besides, the mating habits of barbarians afford endless:
amusement. )

Tristan said that he and the woman had not only fled secretly, defying
the wrath of the woman’s father, but had also caused the black-robed one
to conduct a rite over their union, according to his customs rendering it

' permanent and unbreakable. I later learned that Tristan already had a

wife somewhere, notwithstanding that Yuropians are supposed to be
monogamous. But that is no affair of ours.

“Sir,” said Tristan, “could you let me have something to eat? We are
all half-starved, for the Indians” (as the Espanyans ridiculously call the
redskins, although these live halfway round the world from the true
Indians) “along the route had fled, taking all their food supplies with
them before we arrived. Those cabrones—"

Falaya could not- translate that word, but questioning revealed that it
meant a eunuch. Notwithstanding the high rank of the eunuchs of the
Imperial Court, the term is a deadly insult among round-eyes.

Whilst this person was getting Captain Tristan’s meaning straightened
out, a Hitchiti of my personal guard thrust his head into the tent. “O
Generall” he cried. “Our scouts report a large force of Nanipacana
approaching, in full war paint.” ,

“Kwanyin save us!” I exclaimed, rising. “Sound the alarms!”
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* % %
This time things went more smoothly despite the war paint. The new

force was led by Chief Imathla, with whom I had had dealings and so

knew personally. I had been trying to persuade him voluntarily to place
himself under the protection of the Son of Heaven, to save us the
. necessity of conquering him. So, when Imathla thrust his spear into the

ground and laid his skull-cracker beside it, I signaled him to advance.

When he and I returned to my headquarters tent, the round-eye
Tristan still stood there, leaning on his walking stick and with his free
hand hungrily gnawing an ear of maize. At the sight of him, Chief
Imathla burst into a tirade. Had he had his weapons to hand, I would
not have wagered a brass cash on Tristan’s life. The round-eye shouted
back. When the polemics ran down, I said to Falaya:

“Ask whether this speech refers to the chiefs daughter.” :

At length Falaya reported: “He say aye, it does. This round-eye carry
off his daughter, delight of his age, and chief set out in pursuit. When
his war party near this place, they come upon daughter Mihilayo
wandering, lost, in forest, with some Piachi whom Espanyans enslave
and now flee back home. From her chief learn that round-eye and his
men fight great general and lose. He say he happy to see scoundrel
captive, and he know some excellent tortures to dispose of him.”

Tristan, to whom his own interpreter had been feeding a translation,
visibly paled beneath his swarthy skin at the mention of torture. Then
he squared his shoulders, raised his chin, and assumed an attitude of
defiance, as captive redskin warriors are wont to do at the prospect of
being burned alive by their foes. I could not help a twinge of admiration
for his courage, barbarian though he was. He asked: ‘

“Where be she now?” = ]

Imathla replied: “Know that she is safe under her father’s protection.
Where that be is no affait of yours.” ' - '
here!” ‘ .

I suggested: “That might be a sensible thought, O Chief, to unravel
this knot.” o ' -

“Never!” said Imathla. “You know not, O General, the depths of evil

of these palefaces. Before they passed through our tribal lands, they had

descended upon the Piachi tribe, whom they enslaved to furnish porters
for their supplies. When some Piachi defied the palefaces’” commands,
the invaders seized them, chopped off their hands and feet, and cast
them out to die. Others they strung up by the hands and affixed weights
to their feet until they expired, or forced water down their throats until
they burst inside.” : '

“She is my lawful wedi':l.ed'wifel That is whose affair it bel Fetch her |
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“Why should they go to so much trouble? If one wishes Eo kill a man,
it is quicker and easier to shoot him or chop off his head. .‘

“They have a passion for that pretty yellow metal that we get in
ornaments by trade from other tribes. They would not believe that there
were no hidden stores of this metal, and they thought that by such
treatment they could force the Piachi to reveal its whereabouts. Of
course the Piachi are not Nanipacana and so not real human beings, or
we should have felt obliged to avenge them.

“Twenty years ago the accursed Ernando de Soto came through,
treating those who gainsaid him in this same ferocious manner. He also
brought strange diseases amongst the tribes, whereof over half of us
perished. Had our towns been still fully populated, O General, you
would not have found it so easy to pass amongst us unscathed.”

The round-eye was hopping up and down on his unwounded leg,
indicating an eagerness to say his say. I told Falaya to give Tristan my
permission. The barbarian shouted:

“These savages are too stupid and ignorant to appreciate the benefits
we offer! They refuse to understand that by accepting our religion they
may live to serve us, as is only right for such lowly folk, in return for the
boons we bestow. Then, after death; they shall enjoy an eternity of
pleasures in Heaven, praising the true God.” ‘

“Is that all you do in this Heaven?” I asked.

“What more is needed? We sit on clouds, play the arpa, and sing the
praises of God.” :

“Forever?”

“Aye, forever”
This person commented: “Your Yuropian God must get bored with

incessant flattery. Our gods are more rational; they are busy keeping
records and otherwise carrying out their duties in the Heavenly
bureaucracy.”

When this had been translated, Tristan gave a contemptuous snort.
But he forbore to argue theology, for which I doubt whether either of us
had enough book knowledge. I regretted that the bonze Xiao-jin was no
longer with us, having set out to return to his monastery in civilization.
He would have argued spiritual matters with the barbarian all day and
all the following night. Tristan said:

- “I still demand my wife! I rescued her when two of my colonists
would have raped her and then slain her for her golden earrings.”
.“All the demands in the world will not get the poor thing,” said Chief
Imathla. “She is well quit of you.” ‘
“Then fetch her here and let her choose her own fate!” cried Tristan.
“Ridiculous!” cried Imathla. Those twain began shouting again, until I
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roared them to silence. I said: “Come; honorable Chief, tell me: Is the
woman where we can reach her?”
“She is under the protection of my personal guard,” growled Imathla
“Well, am I to understand that you wish her to be happy?”
“Aye, O General. That is my dearest wish, since her mother died of
one of those diseases these accursed palefaces brought into our land.”
“Then why not fetch her here, set the alternatives before her, and Iet
her decide? If after that she be not happy, the fault will not be yours.’

Imathla growled a bit, but after further argument I talked him round.
The fact that he was alone in my tent, with rifle- -bearing Hitchiti
standing by, may have influenced his decision.

So Imathla put his head out the tent and called to one of his warriors.
After some converse in Nanipacana, the warrior set off at a run.” Whilst
we waited, I caused tea to be brewed and offered to our guests. Imathla
drank his, while Tristan took a mouthful, made a face, and returned the
cup to the Hitchiti who had brought it.

At length the warrior returned, leading a young Nanipacana female.
When she entered the tent, Tristan limped forward and seized her in an
embrace. He performed that gesture of affection used by Yuropians and
Arabs, of pressing the lips against the esteemed one.

Then Tristan placed his hands on the woman’s shoulders and held her
at arm’s length. He said something sharply to her; she replied, and they
argued. It sounded as if he were making some demand and she refusing.
I asked Falaya for a translation.

“O General,” he said, “he say she must cover self; she say no cover,
too hot.”

Mihilayo was clad in the normal garb of these southern redskins in hot
weather, namely: naked save for a pair of golden earrings and reticular
designs painted on her body and limbs. Yuropians, coming I suspect
from a cooler climate, regard such exposure as improper.

A heated argument followed amongst the three: the woman Mihilayo,
the round-eye Captain Tristan, and the Chieftain Imathla. Mihilayo and
Imathla spake in Nanipacana, whilst Mihilayo and Tristan conversed in
the tongue of Espanya, which she spake albeit somewhat brokenly.
Tristan and Imathla, having no tongue in common, had to communicate
through the interpreters. ’

At last Imathla said to me: “My daughter wishes to know if you, O
General, need a wife.” :

The question so surprised me that for a few heartbeats I was unable to
reply At last I said:

“I have my Number One wife back at Fort Tai-ze. But she has 10ng
nagged me to take a second wife, to relieve her of some of the burdens
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of domesticity. Besides, she says that she is too old to enjoy the act of

“love any more, whereas I am still fully able. Suppose I did take Mihilayo

as proposed; how would that sit with you?”

Imathla grinned. “I should deem it a splendid idea, giving me access
to the General's ear, and high standing amongst the tribes.”

“Does your daughter truly wish this?”

“She assures me that indeed she does.”

“How about that previous indissoluble marriage to Captain Tristan?”

“Oh, she says that is easy. His Yuropian mumbo-jumbo means nought
to her. If there be any doubt on that score, the answer is simple. Slay
him and make her a widow, free to wed whom she likes under any
nation’s customs.”

According to what 1 hear, she was not quite correct since it is said
that in India they burn widows alive. A wasteful custom, I should say.
But I saw no point in correcting the woman.

When Tristan’s interpreter had given him the gist of this dialogue, the
round-eye uttered a scream of rage. Wrenching loose from his guards—
for he was a powerful man—he limped forward, gripping his walking
stick in both hands and raising it over his head. 1 know not whom he
meant to bludgeon first: Mihilayo, Imathla, or me. Before he got within
hitting distance, however, one of my guards fired his rifle at close range.
With a howl of frustrated fury, Tristan fell back on my Tang-dynasty rug,
writhed a little, and fell still. He was dead from a bullet that entered his

‘ribs below the heart, came out his back, and punched a hole in the

canvas behind him.

I questioned Imathla about Nanipacana marriage customs. He told me
that when a man and a woman moved into the same hut, that was
deemed a marriage. There were none of the processions, music, gifts,
fireworks, and so forth that solemnize a wedding in civilization. Imathla
said in Nanipacana that he gave Mihilayo to me, and that was that.

Later I asked my new bride why she had chosen me in lieu of her
round-eye lover. That, she said, was simple. When she saw the power
that Captain Tristan commanded by his thunder sticks and his armor and
weapons of -this Yuropian metal, she decided that he would make a
suitable spouse and protector of her and their children. When she
observed that I commanded even greater power, by my.superior thun-'
der sticks and my well-trained army, she decided that I should be an
even more effective protector. Besides, the union would confer honor on
her family, clan, and tribe. She added that Tristan stank; although
redskins, as a result of smearing their bodies with animal fats to protect
themselves against insect bites, are also fairly rank.

Such a foresightedly practical outlook makes me hopeful of eventually
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raising the: redskins to our. level of c1v1hzat10n About the emotional

Yuropmns I am more doubtful

- Now I am' back in Fort Tai-ze: w1t'n two ‘wives. My Number One
carped about my taking 2 Number Two whom' she had never seen, let
alone chosen for me; but that died down. ‘A more vexing problem is
“acting as judge when the two women daily disagree over some detail of

household managemernt. Although Mihilayo is fast becoming fluent in’

the language of civilization, I fear she:does not fully accept her position
‘as subordinate to the.Number One. She also tries to elicit from me more‘
frequent lovemaking than is easy for a man of middle age..

On the other hand, ere’ we parted, Chief Imathla. declared hlS
allegiance to the Son of Heaven and placed the Nampacana beneath our
benevolent protection.. ’

- With this letter I shall send samples of the guns and armor of the
round-eyes, to seé whether they have features  that might usefully be
copied and improved upon by our makers of armaments. I doubt that
.this be the case;.for in these techniques the men of Espanya seem to be
‘about where we of Zhongguo were a century and a half ago.

I regret the death of Captain Tristan de Luna, fool though he was.
Had he lived; I should have brought him back to Tai-ze. I should have
questioned -him about conditions in Yuropa and amongst the men of
'Espanya who have landed along the coasts of the Eastern Continent and
‘begun to subdue and enslave the redskins. If he pmved reticent, I have
ample means to loosen his tongue.

But how typically barbarian to make such an unseemly fracas over so
trivial a matter as affection for a woman! As T said at the start, their
customs are strange, their beliefs outlandish, and their emotions child-
ish. Let us thank the divine bureaucrats that we, at least, are truly
cwlllzed‘ L :






The Roundneyed Bar barians by L. Sprague de Camp.

Major Characters

Ho Youwen: General of the Advanced Imperial Eastern Force (China)

Lt. Ganjing: Director of the Eastern Continent Section of the Barbarian Relations
bureau. :

Zheng Ho: initiator of Eastern Exploration.

Zheng-tung: Son of Heaven (Emperor during isolationist attempt by a Cabal)
Captain Tristan: Spanish European warrior

Mihilayo: Native American woman and wife of Tristan

Chieftan Imathla: Native American Indian, father of Mihilayo

Falaya: translator for Chinese and the Nanipacana tribe and the Europeans.

Questions: . .
1. What was the change in history that led to this alternate history?

\

2. Compare the religious and cultural differences between the Europeans and

the Chinese and the Indians with respect to: Marriage, Cleanliness, views on
heaven, gold, use of clotl_ling. _

3. What reaI historical incidences are referred to in the story: (hint: Papal
declaration, Indian and European cooperation, Disease, isolationism)
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IF LEE HAD NOT
WON THE BATTLE OF

GETTYSBURG
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If Lee had not won the Battle of Gettysburg

1,

w

Various action could have altered the outcome; interception of Lee’s plans,
enforcement of Little round top and Stuarts’ supporting Pickett’s flank

. Vicksburg made less of an impact without a defeat in Getysburg
. North fled to NY

. Jeff Davis and Lee were wise Disraeli 3 popularity and anti-slavery advocate

vs. Gladstone - Lee aligned himself with the abolitionist sentiments of Britain

. Gladstone made all the Difference and Disraeli never became a darling and

~an eventual House of Lords’s member

10.
- 11,
1.
13.
14.

15.

. Carpet bagging never occurred and the rebound which led to local repression

of freed slaves never took place

- Lee abolishes slavery no longer economically viable — the north loses its

moral cause Ca |

. Treaty of Harper’s Ferry — south independent no more slavery -

England and Gladstone triumph by a less powerful United States north and
south |

Disareli’s health laws never enacted

Confederacy conquers and reorganized Mexico

North become militarized

1905 great tensions around the world Russo Jap war

Balfour TR and southern president Wilson created the ESA or the
English speaking Association. A sort of common market Re-united States

Disarmament is inspired NO WWI NO WWII NO Russian revolution and
a United States of Europe emerges t e
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The quaint conceit of imagining what would have happened if some
important or unimportant event had settled itself differently, has become
so fashionable that I am encouraged to enter upon an absurd specula-
tion. What would have happened if Lee had not won the Battle of
Gettysburg? Once a great victory is won it dominates not only the future

' but the past. All the chains of consequence clink out as if they never

could stop. The hopes that were shattered, the passions that were
quelled, the sacrifices that were ineffectual are all swept out of the land
of reality. Still it may amuse an idle hour, and perhaps serve as a
corrective to undue complacency, if at this moment in the twentieth
century—so rich in assurance and prosperity, so calm and buoyant—we
meditate for a spell upon the debt we owe to those Confederate soldiers
who by a deathless feat of arms broke the Union front at Gettysburg and
laid open a fair future to the world. :

It always amuses historians and philosophers to pick out the tiny
things, the sharp agate points, on which the ponderous balance of
destiny turns; and certainly the details of the famous Confederate
victory of Gettysburg furnish a fertile theme. There can be at this date
no conceivable doubt that Pickett’s charge would have been defeated, if
Stuart with his encircling cavalry had not arrived in the rear of the
Union position at the supreme moment. Stuart might have been arrested
in his decisive swoop if any one of twenty commonplace incidents had
occurred. If, for instance, General Meade had organised his lines of
communication with posts for defence against raids, or-if he had used his
cavalry to scout upon his flanks, he would have reqeived a t.imely
warning. If General Warren had only thought of sending a battalion to
hold Little Round Top, the rapid advance of the masses of Confederate
cavalry must have been detected. If only President Davis's letter to
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General Lee, captured by Captain Dahlgren, revealing the Confederacy
plans had reached Meade a few hours earlier, he might have escaped

Lee’s clutches.
Anything, we repeat, might have prevented Lee’s magnificent combi-

nations from synclironising, and if so Pickett’s repulse was sure. Gettysburg
would have been a great Northern victory. It might have well been a
final victory. Lee might, indeed, have made a successful retreat from the
field. The Confederacy with its skillful generals and fierce armies might
have survived for another year, or even two, but once defeated decisively
at Gettysburg, its doom was inevitable. The fall of Vicksburg, which
happened only two days after Lee’s immortal triumph, would in itself by
opening the Mississippi to the river fleets of the Union, have cut the
Secessionist States almost in half. Without wishing to dogmatise, we feel
we are on solid ground in saying that the Southern States could not have
survived the loss of a great battle in Pennsylvania, and the almost
simultaneous bursting open of the Mississippi. '

However, all went well: Once again by the narrowest of margins the
compulsive pinch of military genius and soldierly valour produced a
perfect result. The panic which engulfed the whole left of Meade’s
massive army has never been made a reproach against the Yankee
troops. Every one knows they were stout fellows. But defeat is defeat,
and rout is ruin. Three days only were required after the cannon at
Gettysburg had ceased to thunder before General Lee fixed his head-
quarters in Washington. We need not here dwell upon the ludicrous
features of the hurried flight to New York of all the politicians, place
hunters, contractors, sentimentalists and their retinues, which was so
successfully accomplished. It is more agreeable to remember how
Lincoln, “greatly falling with a falling State,” preserved the poise and
dignity of. a nation. Never did his rugged yet sublime common sense
render a finer service to his countrymen. He was never greater than in
the hour of fatal defeat. '

But, of course, there is no doubt whatever that the mere military
victory which Lee gained at Gettysburg would not by itself have altered
the history of the world. The loss of Washington would not have affected
the immense numerical preponderance of the Union States. The ad-
vanced situation of their capital and its fall would have exposed them to
a grave injury, would no doubt have considerably prolonged the war; but
standing by itself this military episode, dazzling though it may be, could
not have prevented the ultimate victory of the North. It is in the
political sphere that we have to look to find the explanation of the
triumphs begun upon the battlefield.

Curiously enough, Lee furnishes an almost unique example of a





204 ALTERNATE WARS

regular and professional soldier who achieved the highest excellence
both as a general and as a statesman. His ascendancy throughout the
Confederate States on the morrow of his Gettysburg victory threw
Jefferson Davis .and his civil government irresistibly, indeed almost
unconsciously, into the shade. The beloved and victorious commander,
arriving in the capital of his mighty antagonists, found there the title
deeds which enabled him to pronounce the grand decrees of peace.
Thus it happened that the guns of Gettysburg fired virtually the last
shots in the American Civil War.

The movement of events then shifted to the other side of the Atlantic
Ocean. England—the name by which the British Empire was .then
commonly described—had been riven morally in twain by the drama of
the American struggle. We have always admired the steadfastness with
which the Lancashire cotton operatives, though starved of cotton by the
Northern blockage—our most prosperous county reduced to penury,
almost become dependent upon the charity of the rest of England—
nevertheless adhered to the Northern cause. The British working classes
on the whole judged the quarrel through the eyes of Disraeli and rested
solidly upon the side of the abolition of slavery. Indeed, all Mr. Glad-
stone’s democratic flair and noble eloquence would have failed, even
upon the then restricted franchise, to carry England into the Confeder-
ate camp as a measure of policy.” If Lee after his triumphal entry into
Washington had merely been the soldier, his achievements would have
ended on the battlefield. It was his august declaration that the victorious
Confederacy would pursue no policy towards the African negroes, which
was not in harmony with the moral conceptions of Western Europe, that
opened the high roads along which we are now marching so prosperously.

But even this famous gesture might have failed if it had not been
caught up and implemented by the practical genius and trained parlia-
mentary aptitudes of Gladstone. There is practically no doubt at this
stage that the basic principle upon which the colour question in the
Southern States of America has been so happily settled, owed its origin
mainly to Gladstonian ingenuity, and to the long statecraft of Britain in
dealing with alien and -more primitive populations. There was not only
the need to declare the new fundamental relationship between master
and servant, but the creation for the liberated slaves of institutions
suited to their own cultural development and capable of affording them a
different, yet honourable status in a commonwealth, destined eventually
to become almost world-wide.

Let us only think what would have happened supposing the liberation
of the slaves had been followed by some idiotic assertion of racial
equality, and even by attempts to graft white democratic institutions
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upon the simple, docile, gifted African race belonging to a much earlier
chapter in human history. We might have seen the whole of the
Southern States invaded by gangs of carpet-bagging politicians exploiting
the ignorant and untutored coloured vote against the white inhabitants
and bringing the time-honoured forms of parliamentary government into
unmerited disrepute. We might have seen the sorry face of black
legislatures attempting to govern their former masters. Upon the re-
bound from this there must inevitably have been a strong reassertion of
local white supremacy. By one device or another the franchises accorded
to the negroes would have been taken from them. The constitutional
principles of the Republic would have been proclaimed, only to be
evaded or subverted; and many a warm-hearted philanthropist would
have found his sojourn in the South no better than “A Fool's Errand.”

But we must return to our main theme and to the procession of
tremendous events which followed the Northern defeat at Gettysburg
and the surrender of Washington. Lee’s declaration abolishing slavery,
coupled as it was with the inflexible resolve to secede from the American
Union, opened the way for British intervention.

Within a month the formal treaty of alliance between the British
Empire and the Confederacy had been signed. The terms of this alliance
being both offensive and defensive, revolutionised the military and naval
situation. The Northern blockade could not be maintained even for a day
in the face of the immense naval power of Britain. The opening of the
Southern ports released the pent-up cotton, restored the finances and
replenished the arsenals of the Confederacy. The Northern forces at
New Orleans were themselves immediately cut off and forced to capitu-
late. There could be no doubt of the power of the new allies to clear the
Mississippi of Northern vessels throughout the whole of its course
through the Confederate States. The prospect of a considerable British
army embarking for Canada threatened the Union with a new military
front.

But none of these formidable events in the sphere of arms and
material force would have daunted the resolution of President Lincoln,
or weakened the fidelity of the Northern States and armies. It was Lee’s
declaration abolishing slavery which by a single master stroke gained the
Confederacy an all-powerful ally, and spread a moral paralysis far and
wide through the ranks of their enemies. The North were waging war
against Secession, but as the struggle had proceeded, the moral issue of
slavery had first sustained and then dominated the political quarrel. -
Now that the moral issue was withdrawn, now that the noble cause
which inspired the Union armies and the Governments behind them
was gained, there was nothing left but a war of reconquest to be waged
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under circumstances infinitely more difficult and anxious than those
which had already led to so much disappointment and defeat. Here was
the South victorious, reinvigorated, reinforced, offering of her own free
will to make a more complete abolition of the servile status on the
American continent than even Lincoln had himself seen fit to demand.
Was the war to continue against what soon must be heavy odds merely
to assert the domination of one set of English-speaking people over
another; was blood to flow indefinitely in an ever-broadening stream to
gratify national pride or martial revenge?

It was this ‘deprivation of the moral issue which undermined the
obduracy of the Northern States. Lincoln no longer rejected the South-
-ern appeal for independence. “If,” he declared in his famous speech in
Madison Square Gardens in New York, “our brothers in the South are
willing faithfully to cleanse this continent of negro slavery, and if they
will dwell beside us in neighbourly goodwill as an independent but
friendly nation, it would not be right to prolong the slaughter on the
question of sovereignty alone.”

Thus peace came more swiftly than war had come. The Treaty of
Harper’s Ferry which was signed between the Union and Confederate
States on the 6th September 1863 embodied the two fundamental
propositions, that the South was independent, and the slaves were free.
If the spirit of old John Brown had revisited the battle-scarred township
which had been the scene of his life and death, it would have seen his
cause victorious; but at a cost to the United States terrible indeed. Apart
from the loss of blood and treasure, the American Union was riven in
twain. Henceforth there would be two Americas in the same northern
continent. One of them would have renewed in a modern and embattled
form its old ties of kinship and affiliation with the Mother Country across
the ocean. It was evident though peace might be signed and soldiers furl
their flags, profound antagonisms, social, economic and military, under-
lay the life of the English-speaking world. Still slavery was abolished. As
John Bright said, “At last after the smoke of the battlefield has cleared
away, the horrid shape which had cast its shadow over the whole

continent, had vanished and was gone for ever.”

At this date when all seems as simple and clear, one has hardly the
patience to chronicle the bitter and lamentable developments which
occupied the two succeeding generations.

But we may turn aside in our speculation to note how strangely the
careers of Mr. Gladstone and Mr. Disraeli would have been altered if
Lee had not won the Battle of Gettysburg. Mr. Gladstone’s threatened
resignation from Lord Palmerston’s Cabinet on the morrow of General
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Lee’s pronouncement in favour of abolition, induced a political crisis in
England of the most intense character, Old friendships were severed,
old rancours died, and new connections and resentments took their
place. Lord Palmerston found himself at the parting of the ways. Having
to choose between Mr. Gladstone and Lord John Russell, he did not
hesitate. A Coalition Government was formed in which Lord Robert
Cecil (afterwards the great Lord Salisbury) became Foreign Secretary,
but of which Mr. Gladstone was henceforward the driving force. We -
remember how he had said at Newcastle on 7th October 1862, “We
know quite well that the people of the Northern States have not yet
drunk of the cup—they will try hard to hold it far from their lips—which
all the rest of the world see they nevertheless must drink. We may have
our own ideas about slavery; we may be for or against the South; but
there is no doubt that Jefferson Davis and the other soldiers of the South
have made an army; they are making, it appears, a navy; and they have
made what is more than either, they have made a nation.” Now the
slavery obstacle was out of the way and under the aegis of his aged chief,
Lord Palmerston, who in Mr. Gladstone’s words “desired the severance
(of North and South) as the diminution of a dangerous power,” and aided

" by the tempered incisiveness of Lord Robert Cecil, Mr. Gladstone

achieved not merely the recognition but an abiding alliance between
Great Britain and the Southern States. But this carried him far. In the
main the friends of the Confederacy in England belonged to the
aristocratic well-to-do and Tory classes of the nation; the democracy, as
yet almost entirely unenfranchised and most of the Liberal elements,
sympathised with the North. Lord Palmerston’s new Government formed
in September 1863, although nominally Coalition, almost entirely em-
bodied the eleménts of Tory strength and inspiration. No one can say
that Gladstone’s reunion with the Tories would have been achieved apart
from Gettysburg and Lee’s declaration at Washington.

However, it was achieved, and henceforward the union of Mr. Glad—
stone and Lord Robert Cecil on all questions of Church, State, and
Empire, became an accomplished and fruitful fact. Once again the
“rising hope of the stern and unbending Tories” had come back to his old
friends, and the combination, armed as it was with prodlglous executive
success, reigned for a decade irresistible.

It is strange, musing on Mr. Gladstone’s career, how easily he might
have drifted into radical and democratic courses. How easily he might
have persuaded himself that he, a Tory and authoritarian to his finger-
tips, was fitted to be the popular and even populist, leader of the
working classes. There might in this event have stood to his credit
nothing but sentimental pap, pusillanimous surrenders of British inter-
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ests, and the easy and relaxing cosmopolitanism which would in practice
have made him the friend of every country but his own. But the sabres
of Jeb Stuart’s cavalry and the bayonets of Pickett’s division had, on the
slopes of Gettysburg, embodied him forever in a revivified Tory party.
His career thus became a harmony instead of a discord; and he holds his
place in the series of great builders to whom the largest synthesis of the
world is due.

Precisely the reverse effect operated upon Mr. Disraeli. What had he
to do with the Tory aristocracy? In his early days he was prejudiced in
their eyes as a Jew by race. He had, indeed, only been saved from the
stigma of exclusion from public life before the repeal of the Jewish
disabilities by the fact of his having been baptized in infancy. He had
stood originally for Parliament as a Radical. His natural place was with
the left-out millions, with the dissenters, with the merchants of the
North, with thée voteless proletariat. He might never have found his
place, if Lee had not won the Battle of Gettysburg. But for that he might
have continued leading the Conservative Party, educating them against
their will, dragging them into all sorts of social policies which they
resented, making them serve as agents for extensions of the franchise.
Always indispensable, always distrusted, but for Lee and Gettysburg he
might well have ended his life in-the House of Lords with the exclama-
tion, “Power has come. to me too late!l” .

But once he was united by the astonishing events of 1863 with the
democratic and Radical forces of the nation, the real power of the man
became apparent. He was in his native element. He had always es-
poused the cause of the North; and what he was pleased to describe as
“the selfish and flagitious intrigue (of the Palmerston-Gladstone Govern-
ment) to split the American Union and to rebuild out of the miseries of a
valiant nation the vanished empire of George III,” aroused passions in
England strong enough to cast him once and for all from Tory circles. He
went where his instinct and nature led him, to the Radical masses which
were yearly gathering strength. It is to this we owe his immense
contribution to our social services. If Disraeli had not been drawn out of
the Conservative Party, the whole of those great schemes of social and
industrial insurance which are forever associated with his name, which
followed so logically upon his speeches—“Health and the laws of health,”
“sanitas sanitatum omnia sanitas”—might never have been passed into
law in the nineteenth century. They might no doubt well have come
about in the twentieth. It might have been left to some sprout of the
new democracy or some upstart from Scotland, Ireland, or even Wales,
to give to England what her latest Socialist Prime Minister has de-
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scribed as “our incomparable social services.” But “Dizzy,” “The people’s
Dizzy,” would never have set these merciful triumphs in his record.

We must return to the main theme. We may, however, note, by the
way, that if Lee had not won the Battle of Gettysburg, Gladstone would
not have become the greatest of Conservative Empire and Common-
wealth builders, nor would Disraeli have been the idol of the toiling
masses. Such is Fate.

But we cannot occupy ourselves too long upon the fortunes of
individuals. During the whole of the rest of the nineteenth century the
United States of America, as the truncated Union continued to style
itself, grew in wealth and population. An iron determination seemed to
have taken hold of the entire people. By the ’eighties they were already
cleared of their war debt, and indeed all traces of the war, except in the |
hearts of men, were entirely eradicated. But the hearts of men are
strange things, and the hearts of nations are still stranger. Never could
the American Union endure the ghastly amputation which had been
forced upon it. Just as France after 1870 nursed for more than forty years
her dream of revanche, so did the multiplying peoples of the American
Union concentrate their thoughts upon another trial of arms.

And to tell the truth, the behaviour of the independent Confederacy
helped but little in mitigating the ceaselessly fermenting wrath. The
former Confederate States saw themselves possessed of a veteran army
successful against numerous odds, and commanded by generals to whose
military aptitude history has borne unquestioned tribute. To keep this
army intact and—still more important—employed, became a high prob-
lem of state. To the south of the Confederacy lay Mexico, in perennial
alternation between anarchy and dictatorship. Lee’s early experiences in
the former Mexican War familiarized him with the military aspects of the
country and its problems, and we must admit that it was natural that he
should wish to turn the bayonets of the army of northern Virginia upon
this sporadically defended Eldorado. In spite of the pious protests of Mr.
Disraeli’s Liberal and pacifist Government of 1884, the Confederate
States after three years’ sanguinary guerrilla fighting conquered, sub-
dued and reorganised the vast territories of Mexico. These proceedings
involved a continuous accretion of Southern military forces. At the close
of the Mexican War seven hundred thousand trained and well-tried
soldiers were marshalled under what the North still called “the rebel
flag.” In the face of these potentially menacing armaments who can
blame the Northern States for the precautions they took? Who can
accuse them of provocation because they adopted the principle of
compulsory military service? And when this was retorted by similar
measures south of the Harper's Ferry Treaty line, can we be surprised
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that they increased the period of compulsory ‘selzrlviclze from one yea; to
two, and thereby turned their multitudinous militia .mto the ca'dre]s] of an
- army “second to none.” The Southern State.s,' relying on thl::n.' alliance
with the supreme naval power of Britain, did not expend t. ezrdmo;uiy
upon a salt-water navy. Their powerful ironclad fleet was designed sole 3;‘
for the Mississippi. Nevertheless, on land and water the prt)ces}sl ;)
armament and counter-armament proceeded ceaselessly over the wdo 3
expanse of the North American continent. Im:fxense folrtresses guar eI
the frontiers on either side and sought to canalise the lines of reciproca
invasion. The wealth of the Union States enabled then? at_enormous
sacrifice at once to fortify their southern front and to maintain a.strong
fleet and heavy military garrison in the fortified harbours O.f the .grlezs
Jakes of the Canadian frontier. By the ‘nineties North America bni'tﬁ
with armaments of every kind, and what with the ceaseles.s growth of tl E
Confederate army—in which the reconciled negro 'popula.hm_l Vnovir focrlmed
a most important element—and the very large forces which Englan :.‘l;
Canada maintained in the North, it was computed. t!l.at not less thfmd 0
million armed men with trained reserves of six million were require hto
preserve the uneasy peace of the North American continent. Such a
process could not go on without a climax of tragedy or remedy. 515
The climax which came in 1905 was perhaps induced I?y the agltatlm}
of war excitement arising from the Russo-Japanese conflict. The roar (:1
Asiatic cannon reverberated around the globe, and' everywhere foul:1
immense military organisations in an actively recep.twe state. _Nevfer as
the atmosphere of the world been so loaded with explosive ?r;:“es;
Europe and North America were armed camps, and a war o ;1}'15
magnitude was actually raging in Ma,ncl.u.ma. At any r'nom;nt_, asl 3
Dogger Bank incident had shown, the British Em‘plr.e might be invo \;::_t
in war with Russia. Indeed, we had been_ w%t.hm the ace on t a
occasion. And apart from such accidents the Bntlslh Treaty ob]fgatlfnsf
towards Japan might automatically have drawn us in. The Prescll lt:n h;)
the United States had been formally advised by the powerful and highly
competent American General Staff that the entry of Grea}t Britain t:lx_lto
such a war would offer in every way a favourable f)pportunlty for se ling
once and for all with the Southern Republic. This fact was also obv:qus
to most people. Thus at the same time throughout Europe ar_ld lAmcinceT.
precautionary measures of all kinds by land and sea were act;vle ylta erzi
and everywhere fleets and armies were assembled and arsenals clange
night and day.
an?\];l\\arr fl?atb :{hesg awful per)i/Is have been finally wa‘rded off it see}:lm]s to ust,
almost incomprehensible that they could have existed. Nevex_'tte es::l 10
is horrible even to reflect that scarcely a quarter of a century ag
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English-speaking people ranged on opposite sides, watched each -other
with ceaseless vigilance and drawn weapons. By the end of 1905 the
tension was such that nothing could long avert a fratricidal struggle on a
gigantic scale, except some great melting of hearts, some wave of
inspiration which should lift the dull, deadly antagonisms of the hour to
a level so high that—even as a mathematical quantity passing through
infinity changes its sign—they would become actual unities.

We must not underrate the strength of the forces which on both sides
of the Atlantic Ocean and on both sides of the American continental
frontiers were labouring faithfully and’dauntlessly to avert the hideous
doom which kindred races seemed resolved to prepare for themselves.
But these deep currents of sanity and goodwill would not have been
effective unless the decisive moment had found simultaneously in England
and the United States leaders great enough to dominate events and
marvelously placed upon the summits of national power. In President
Roosevelt and Mr. Arthur Balfour, the British Prime Minister, were
present two diverse personalities which together embodied all the
qualities necessary alike for profound negotiation and for supreme
decision. : .

After all, when it happened it proved to be the easiest thing in the
world. In fact, it seemed as if it could not help happening, and we who
lock back upon it take it so much for granted that we cannot understand
how easily the most beneficent Covenant of which human records are
witness might have been replaced by the most horrible conflict and
world tragedy.

The Balfour-Roosevelt negotiations had advanced some distance be-
fore President Wilson, the enlightened Virginian chief of the Southern
Republic, was involved in them. It must be remembered that whatever
may be thought of Mr. Gladstone’s cold-blooded coup in 1863, the policy
of successive British Governments had always been to assuage the
antagonism between North and South. At every stage the British had
sought to promote goodwill and close association between her southern
ally and the mighty northern power with whom she had so much in
common. For instance, we should remember how in the Spanish-
American War of 1895 the influence of Great Britain was used to the
utmost and grave risks were run in order to limit the quarrel and to free
the United States from any foreign menace. The restraining counsels of
England on this occasion had led the Southern Republic to adopt a
neutrality not only benevolent, but actively helpful. Indeed, in this war
several veteran generals of the Confederate army had actually served as

volunteers with the Union forces. So that one must understand that side
by side with the piling up of armaments and the old antagonisms, there
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was an immense under-tide of mutual liking and respect. It is the glory
of Balfour, Roosevelt and Wilson—this august triumvirate—that they
were able so to direct these tides that every opposing circumstance or
element was swept before them.

On Christmas Day 1905 was signed the Covenant of the English-
speaking Association. The essence of this extraordinary measure was
crystal clear. The doctrine of common citizenship for all the peoples
involved in the agreement was proclaimed. There was not the slightest
interference with the existing arrangements of any member. All that
happened was that henceforward the peoples of the British Empire and
of what were happily called in the language of the line “The Re-United
States,” deemed themselves to be members of one body and inheritors
of one estate. The flexibility of the plan which invaded no national
privacy, which left all particularisms entirely unchallenged, which altered
no institutions and required no elaborate machinery, was its salvation. It
was, in fact, a moral and psychological rather than political reaction.
Hundreds of millions of people suddenly adopted a new point of view.
Without prejudice to their existing loyalties and sentiments, they gave
birth in themselves to a new higher loyalty and a wider sentiment. The
autumn of 1905 had seen the English-speaking world on the verge of
catastrophe. The year did not die before they were associated by
indissoluble ties for the maintenance of peace between themselves, for
the prevention of war among outside Powers and for the economic
development of their measureless resources and possessions.

The Association had not been in existence for a decade before it was
called upon .to face an emergency not less grave than that which had
called it into being. Every one remembers the European crisis of August
1914. The murder of the Archduke at Sarejevo, the disruption or decay
of the Austrian and Turkish Empires, the old quarrel between Germany
and France, and the increasing armaments of Russia—all taken together
produced the most dangerous conjunction which Europe has ever
. known. Once the orders for Russian, Austrian, German, and French
‘mobilisation had been given and twelve million soldiers were gathering
upon the frontiers of their respective countries, it seemed that nothing
could avert a war which might well have become Armageddon itself.

What the course and consequences of such a war would have been are
matters upon which we can only speculate. M. Bloch in his thoughtful
book published in 1909, indicated that such.a war if fought with modern
weapons would not be a short one. He predicted that field operations
would quickly degenerate into long lines of fortifications, and that a
devastating stalemate with siege warfare, or trench warfare, lasting for
years, might well ensue. We know his opinions are not accepted by the
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leading military experts of most countries. But, at any rate, we cannot
doubt that a war in which four or five of the greatest European Powers
were engaged might well have led to the loss of many millions of lives,
and to the destruction of capital that twenty years of toil, thrift, and
privation could not have replaced. It is no exaggeration to say that had
the crisis of general mobilisation of August 1914 been followed by war,
we might to-day in this island see income tax at four or five shillings in’
the pound, and have two and a half million unemployed workmen on
our hands. Even the United States far across the ocean, might against all
its traditions have been dragged into a purely European quarrel.

But in the nick of time friendly though resolute hands intervened to
save Europe from what might well have been her ruin. It was inherent
in the Covenant of the English-speaking Association that the ideal of
mutual disarmament to the lowest point compatible with their joint
safety should be adopted by the signatory members. It was also settled
that every third year a Conference of the whole Association should be
held in such places as might be found convenient. It happened that the
third disarmament conference of the English-speaking Association—the -
E.S.A. as it is called for short—was actually in session in July 1914.
The Association had found itself hampered in its policy of disarmament
by the immense military and naval establishments maintained in Europe.
Their plenipotentiaries were actually assembled to consider this prob-
lem when the infinitely graver issue burst upon them. They acted as
men accustomed to deal with the greatest events. They felt so sure of
themselves that they were able to run risks for others. On the 1st August
when the German. armies were already approaching the frontiers of
Belgium, when the Austrian armies had actually begun the bombardment
of Belgrade, and when all along the Russian and French frontiers
desultory picket firing had broken out, the E.S.A. tendered its friendly
offices to all the mobilised Powers, counselling them to halt their armies
within ten miles of their own frontiers, and to seek a solution of their
differences by peaceful discussion. The memorable document added
“that failing a peaceful outcome the Association must deem itself ipso
facto at war with any Power in either combination whose troops invaded
the territory of its neighbour.”

Although this suave yet menacing communication was received with
indignation in many quarters, it in fact secured for Europe the breathing
space which was so desperately required. The French had already
forbidden their troops to approach within ten miles of the German
frontier, and they replied in this sense. The Czar eagerly embraced the
opportunity offered to him. The secret wishes of the Kaiser and his
emotions at this juncture have necessarily been much disputed. There
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are those who allege that carried away by the excitement of mobilisation
and the clang and clatter of moving armies, he was not disposed to halt
his troops already on the threshold of the Duchy of Luxembourg, Others
‘avow that he received the message with a scream of joy and fell
exhausted into a chair, exclaiming, “Saved! Saved! Saved!” Whatever
may have been the nature of the Imperial convulsion, all we know is that
the acceptance of Germany was the last to reach the Association. With -
its arrival, although there yet remained many weeks of anxious negotia-
tion, the danger of a European war may be said to have passed away.
Most of us have been so much absorbed by the immense increases of
prosperity and wealth, or by the commercial activity and scientific and
territorial development and exploitation which have been the history of
the English-speaking world since 1905, that we have been inclined to
allow European affairs to fall into a twilight of interest. Once the perils
of 1914 had been successfully averted and the disarmament of Europe
had been brought into harmony with that already effected by the
E.S.A., the idea of “An United States of Europe” was bound to occur
continually. The glittering. spectacle of the great English-speaking com-
bination, its assured safety, its boundless power, the rapidity with which
wealth was created and widely distributed within its bounds, the sense
of buoyancy and hope which seemed to pervade the entire population;
all this pointed to European eyes a moral which none but the dullest
could ignore. Whether the Emperor Wilhelm II will be successful in
carrying the project of European unity forward by another important
stage at the forthcoming Pan-European Conference at Berlin in 1932, is
still a matter of prophecy. Should he achieve his purpose he will have
raised himself to a dazzling pinnacle of fame and honour, and no one will
be more pleased than the members of the E.S.A. to witness the gradual
formation of another great area of tranquillity and co-operation like that
in which we ourselves have learned to dwell. If this prize should fall to
his Imperial Majesty, he may perhaps reflect how easily his career might
have been wrecked in 1914 by the outbreak of a war which might have
-cost him his throne, and have laid his country in the dust. If to-day he
occupies in his old age.the most splendid situation in Europe, let him
not forget that he might well have found himself eating the bitter bread
of exile, a dethroned sovereign and a broken man loaded with unutter-
able reproach. And this, we repeat, might well have been his fate, if Lee
had not won the Battle of Gettysburg.





If Lee Had Not Won the Battle of Gettysburg

. What interest do you think Churchill had in speculating
on the outcome of the Civil War?

- How plausible were the events that followed Lee’s
victory?

. Which seem the most likely? And which the least likely?

. What does the essay say about the emancipation of Slaves
in America? '

. Which outcome would yrju have preferred and why? .
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NOT BY A NOSE

The triumph of Antony and Cleopatra at Actium, 31 B.C.

To what extent does love exert a role in counterfactual history? Some would
dismiss that as a purely Gallic question. Indeed, Josiah Ober notes here, the
seventeenth-century French philosopher Blaise Pascal opined that if the Egyptian
queen Cleopatra had possessed a less comely nose, “the whole face of the earth
might have been changed.” Would unpleasing looks have kept the soldier-politician
Mark Antony, one of the most powerful men in the known world, from losing his
heart to her, thus taking the first steps on the path to defeat at Actium and, as
a consequence, the elevation of the first emperor of Rome, his rival Octavian
Augustus? Was love the culprit?

To Pascal (and earlier, Shakespeare) , the answer couldn’t be clearer. “He who
would fully know human vanity has but to consider the causes and effects of
love,” Pascal wrote in his Pensées. The causes of an infatuation might be trifling
but the effects could be fearful, moving “earth, princes, armies, the whole world.”
Pascal was no doubt being hard on love, as well as on Antony and Cleopatra, but
such concerns have made for an enduring tale of human folly. Why not say it?
Cleopatra, apparently, was no beauty. Was this the nose that launched a thou-
sand ships? No matter. She had other more fetching attributes. According to the
Greek biographer Plutarch, who wrote within a century of Actium, “Her beauty
(as it is reported) was not so passing, as unmatchable as other women, nor yet '
such as upon present view did enamor men with her; but so sweet was her com-
pany and conversation that a man could not possibly but be taken.” Cleopatra
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N A BARREN HILL on the western coast of Greece, above the site
O of the ancient city of 'Nicopolis (“Victory City”) and some seventy-
five kilometers by sea southeast of the popular Greek island of Corfu, there
stands a unique and seldom-visited ancient monument. The monument
takes the form of a low parapet, well built of massive stone blocks. On the
face of the wall the occasional visitor who stumbles upon this place is
struck by the deep and peculiar cuttings. Careful work by archaeologists has
shown that the cuttings were specifically designed to accommodate the

sawn-off ends of great oared warships; when the monument was still intact

the wall bristled with delicately arched and highly decorated wooden ship
sterns. This is a monument to a great naval victory.

The wall is Roman, dating to the age of the emperor Augustus. The
ships that were mutilated to create this monument once belonged to Mark
Antony. The monument was built by’ Antony’s one-time partner, brother-
in-law, and rival for the role of chief man in the Roman empire: Octavian,
later to be called Augustus Caesar, the first emperor of Rome. Octavian Au-
gustus erected this monument and founded the city of Nicopolis as lasting
memorials to his most important naval victory, the Battle of Actium (31
B.c.), at which Antony—along with Antony’s ally and lover, Queen
Cleopatra VII of Egypt—was decisively defeated. Actium richly deserves its
reputation as one of the turning-point battles of Western history.

Actium was not the first important battle fought between armies of Ro-
mans on Greek soil. As part of the Roman province of Macedonia, Greece
had served as unwilling host to several sanguinary clashes between Roman
citizen-armies, led by ferociously ambitious Roman politician-generals.
Greece had the unhappy distinction of marking the boundary between the
western Roman Empire, centered in Italy and extending to Spain, and the
eastern Roman Empire, which extended well into Anatolia (modern
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ACTIUM: EMPIRE LOST, EMPIRE ESTABLISHED
The Italian Renaissance artist Neroccio de’ Landi did this fanciful tempera of the Battle of Actium,
where Octavian (who would soon proclaim himself the Emperor Caesar Augustus) defeated

Turkey) and as far east as Syria. Cornelius Sulla had consolidated his posi-
tion by victories in Greece in the mid-80s B.c. before returning to Italy to
smash the supporters of Marius. Then Julius Caesar had crushed his rival,
Pompey the Great, at Thessalian Pharsalus, in northeastern Greece. Next,
at Macedonian Philippi, Octavian and Antony, at that time still allies, had
eliminated the threat posed by Julius Caesar’s assassins, the “Liberators,”
Brutus and Cassius. But Actium was the finale.

At Actium, Octavian defeated his last serious rival and so could finally
proceed with his master plan: No longer would the aristocratic Senate
dominate an ancient republic; rather the Senate would now be a rubber
stamp for a new imperial form of government, a kingdom in all but name in
which true power would be vested (if still somewhat covertly) in a single
man. Actium also spelled the end of 300 years of Macedonian rule over an
independent Egypt. After the battle, Octavian pursued ‘Antony and
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Antony and his ally and lover, the Egyptian queen Cleopatra.

{Neroccio de’ Landi, 1447-1500, and workshop, The Battle of Actium. North Carolina Museum of Art, Raleigh, Gift of the Samuel H. Kress
Foundation)

~ Cleopatra to Egypt. When Cleopatra committed suicide by asp bite rather

than accepting the fate of passively marching in Octavian’s triumphal pa-
rade, the last of the great Hellenistic Greek kingdoms passed into the con-
trol of the Roman state. Or, more precisely, into the private estate of the
Roman emperor.

With Octavian’s victory at Actium, the Roman conquest of the eastern
Mediterranean was complete, and the long reign of the Roman emperors
was inaugurated—for good (Claudius, Marcus Aurelius) and for ill
(Caligula, Nero). And ever since, historians have speculated: Must it have
gone that way? After all, Octavian, for all his political acumen, was not
noted for his military talents; whereas Mark Antony was among the most
skillful generals of his day. Antony brought a vast army and an imposing
navy to Actium. How are we to account for Octavian’s victory in this
epoch-making confrontation? What factor might have tipped the scales of
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Not by a Nose

war in the other direction, and what might the world have looked like in
the aftermath of an Antonine victory?

In one of the most celebrated counterfactual speculations in Western lit-
erature, Pascal suggested (in his Pensées) that if Cleopatra had been born
with a somewhat larger nose, Mark Antony would have defeated Octavian
at Actium, and thus the entire course of Roman imperial history (and so, of
Western civilization) would have been altered. Pascal’s classic “what if?” is
predicated on the assumption that Antony was madly in love with Cleopa-
tra, and that his wild passion for her fatally clouded his judgment as a gen-
eral and a politician. Love, then, was the key factor in Antony’s
miscalculations in the years leading up to the decisive encounter on the
western coast of Greece: Rome was saddled with a long series of emperors
because Antony lost his heart over a cute nose.

Pascal’s whimsical thought experiment is memorable, enjoying all the
parsimonious elegance of “for want of a nail . . .” yet with the added ele-
ments of romance and tragically flawed historical characters. Ironically,
however, the ancient accounts of Cleopatra do not describe her as a great
beauty. Plutarch, who wrote biographies of both Julius Caesar and Mark
Antony, claims that Cleopatra’s musical voice and great force of character
réndered her delightful company, but the biographer notes that she was not
particularly good-looking. Indeed the only surviving contemporary por-
traits of her, on coins minted under Cleopatra’s own authority in Egyptian
Alexandria, depict the famous queen with a sharp jutting chin and a very
prominent hooked nose.

Yet even if we leave out the most obviously problematic elements of Pas-
cal’s scenario (the assumptions that male passion must be stimulated pri-
marily by a woman’s physical beauty; that women with large noses cannot
be regarded as beautiful; and thus that Antony would not have been pas-
sionately misled by a large-nosed Cleopatra), his counterfactual is subject
to correction on its most basic (and perhaps most attractive) grounds: that
is, on the notion that the course of human history was changed by roman-
tic love.

There is no doubt that Antony and Cleopatra were physically intimate
(he acknowledged as legitimate his three children by her), or that they
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contracted a lasting and fateful alliance. But a properly critical reéding of
the ancient sources leads quickly to the conclusion that there is little rea-
son to suppose that Antony’s failure at Actium was a product of foolish in-
fatuation. The real story, patiently restored by a generation of Roman
historians, is less elegant, perhaps less romantic, but more satisfyingly com-
plicated and ultimately more historically interesting. The real story of the
events leading up to the great battle of Actium suggests that Pascal was
right in suggesting that Octavian’s victory was far from inevitable—but
quite wrong to predicate that somewhat unlikely victory on the biological
accident of a petite nose.

The decades leading up to the battle of Actium featured some colorful
historical characters, but the era was haunted by a pale ghost: the spirit of
Julius Caesar. Caesar had precipitated the second phase of Rome’s civil wars
when he crossed the Rubicon in arms in 49 B.c. He subsequently defeated
his rivals in a series of brilliant campaigns, only to end up assassinated by a
group of his closest friends on the Ides of March 44 s.c. Caesar had never
declared himself emperor, but the assassins had feared that he 'was about to
do so. He had certainly prepared the way for a new form of government in
Rome, one that would take account of the dramatic growth of Roman
power and the outstanding political importance of those who could com-
mand the loyalty of Rome’s highly trained legions. Caesar rose to power on
the strength of his undeniable military genius. He had built a reputation as
an indomitable warrior, having fought successfully on disparate battle
grounds: from naval incursions on the coasts of Britain to prolonged sieges
in the towns of Gaul to great set battles in Germany; Greece, and Anatolia
to running street fights in Egyptian Alexandria.

It was during Caesar’s mopping-up campaign in Alexandria in 48 B.c.
that the tough-minded fifty-two-year-old civil warrior had encountered
twenty-one-year-old Cleopatra VII, who was then in the middle of her own
civil war with her brother and sometime husband, Ptolemy XIII. Cleopatra
and her brother were descendents of Ptolemy I, a Macedonian nobleman
who had fought for Alexander the Great. After Alexander’s death in 323
B.c. Prolemy I seized the throne of Egypt by force of arms. The throne had
been occupied by his linear descendants ever since—and they had taken up
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the practice of brother-sister marriage early on in order to ensure that ruler-
ship of Egypt would remain a Ptolemaic family affair. Not surprisingly the
family was not a happy one and young Cleopatra immediately grasped the
advantages to be gained by contracting an alliance with the de facto ruler
of the most powerful state the ancient world had ever seen. Accordingly,
she arranged an introduction (reportedly by having herself smuggled into
Caesar’s apartments concealed inside a carpet). Making a quick assessment
the situation, Caesar declared for Cleopatra. Ptolemy XIII was soon dead
and with Caesar's legions behind her, Cleopatra was named undisputed

queen of Egypt. She accompanied Caesar on a wel-l‘publicized tour down

the Nile and, hardly coincidentally, the son she subsequently bore was

nicknamed Caesarion—Little Caesar.

No doubt Julius Caesar found the young heiress to the throne of the
Ptolemies attractive, but Egypt was much too important a place to allow ro-
mantic sentiment to decide questions of long-term leadership. As a leading
Roman aristocrat, Caesar had a wide choice of sexual partners, and he was
much too serious a politician to throw his support behind anyone he re-
garded as less than fully competent. Cleopatra was young, indeed, and a
woman, but she had all the other prerequisites to be a successful client-ruler
at the fringes of Roman authority. She had the right Ptolemaic bloodline.
and so was likely to be accepted by her Egyptian and Greek-speaking sub-
jects. And she had demonstrated in the civil war that she had the ruthles:
determination to do whatever was necessary to gain and hold power: she
would never be swayed by family sentiment to spare a potential rival.

But Cleopatra had more than birthright and ruthlessness, she had an es -
pecially clear apprehension of what it took to rule the diverse peoples o
Egypt—native Egyptians, Greco-Macedonians, and Jews were only three o
the most prominent ethnicities. Each ethnic group resident in Egypt had it
own historical relationship to the Ptolemaic throne and its own religiou
rituals. Several had their own quarter in the thriving capital city of Alexan
dria, and their own strongholds in the vast agricultural hinterland forme:
by the annual flooding of the Nile. Unlike any of her monolingually Greek
speaking royal ancestors, Cleopatra learned at least some of the multipl
languages used in her kingdom: she was the first Macedonian ruler of Egyp
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to speak Egyptian. Cleopatra was intensely aware of the complex set of po-
litical, social, economic, and especially religious roles that a successful ruler
of Egypt (and client of Rome) would be required to play. And she played
these with great finesse: appearing in Egyptian costume in the guise of the
goddess Isis for her native Egyptian subjects, promoting Dionysian festivals
for the Greeks, and leaving the Jews alone to practice their distinctive rites.

Cleopatra clearly grasped two vital political facts from the very begin-
ning: First, in the age of Julius Caesar (and his successors) the single key
factor in the flourishing of Egypt (and thus the ruler of Egypt) was retaining
the favor of Rome—and this meant gaining and retaining the favor of pow-
erful Romans. In Caesar’s Rome, politics were very personal indeed—al-
liances were often made on the basis of kinship. And thus whatever she
actually felt for Caesar (and there is no reason to den.y that she found him
good company: Caesar was a highly cultured man and a brilliant speaker as
well as a great general), Cleopatra’s best move was to contract an alliance
with Rome’s most powerful man. If possible, it should be the sort of inti-
mate alliance that would result in progeny. Caesar might never acknowl-
edge, in public and in Rome, that he had a son by the Egyptian queen. But
Romans were very serious about ties of blood, and Caesar might be ex-
pected to look favorably upon a line of succession that would place his own
bastard son on the throne of Egypt.

Second, Cleopatra realized that Egypt was both valuable and a potential
problem to the Romans because of its wealth and relative security against
invasion by land or sea. That wealth and defensible location helped the
Prolemaic rulers of Egypt to weather the fierce and protracted wars of suc-
cession that had dragged on for long generations after the death of Alexan-
der. The Romans, for their part, had demonstrated an almost inexhaustible
capacity to tap the accumulated wealth of the ancient world—paying the
legions, sponsoring the festival games, and feeding the growing population
of Rome took a huge amount of money. That constant appetite for wealth
had contributed to the complex process by which Rome had absorbed much
of the Mediterranean world, and all of the other great Hellenistic king-
doms, into the empire as provinces. Egypt, still technically independent,

was a tempting prize. But also a dangerous prize: every Roman province re-
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quired a provincial governor, and the competitive Roman aristocrats who
dominated the Senate had long been worried about allowing any ene of
their number to take control of what might quickly become a private fief-
dom. And so, Egypt had remained independent, but that independence re-
quired playing the game of Roman politics with skill, while 1naking it clear
that Egypt’s wealth was always available to Rome (or to the right Romans)
without the necessity of a war of annexation.

The bottom line, for Julius Caesar, was that Cleopatra was a good choice
as queen of Egypt, from every perspective: good for Rome, and good for
Caesar. That she was delightful company and bore him a son was icing on
the cake, no doubt very tasty icing, but never to be confused with the cake
itself.

The assassination of Julius Caesar in 44 B.c. threw many career plans
into violent disarray and opened up a whole new field of play. The assassins
quickly discovered that their “liberation” of Rome from “Caesar the tyrant”
was much less popular with the other Romans than they had hoped. They,
quickly retired to the eastern empire, where they sought to raise money and
recruit legionary armies. The most startling single career move was made by
Octavian, Caesar’s nineteen-year-old adopted son, who got the news of the
killing while studying in Greece. Octavian reacted quickly. Sailing to
Brundisium on the heel of Italy, he proceeded by road to Rome, picking up

a huge retinue of his adoptive father’s mustered-out troops along the way.

~ Octavian arrived in Rome as a young man to contend with: that is to say,

as a young man at the head of a personal army. Meanwhile, Mark Antony,
one of Caesar’s most promising lieutenants, had set himself in the forefront
of the pro-Caesar loyalists—in part with a rousing public speech in the fo-
rum, made famous by Shakespeare (“Friends, Romans, countrymen . . .”).
But Antony had dangerous enemies in the Senate, and he soon found him-
self declared a public enemy and embroiled in a war against senatorial
forces in northern Italy. Octavian was dispatched by the Senators (who
supposed they could use the youth to their own ends) to hehﬁ the generals
fighting against Antony. But Octavian and Antony found they had inter-
ests in common (for the time being at least). In conjunction with a third,

well-armed partisan of Caesar, Marcus Lepidus, they joined their forces, -
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forming the Second Triumvirate (the First Triumvirate, an alliance of Julius
Caesar, Pompey the Great, and Marcus Crassus, had dominated Roman
politics in the 50s B.c.).

The first duty of the triumvirs was to take revenge upon the assassins,
who had by now assembled a considerable force in the East, in large part by
extorting “taxes” from the unhappy provincials and by squeezing the client
kingdoms of the East. Cleopatra, whose own early career had been so
closely tied to Caesar’s ascendant star, found herself in a very difficult posi-
tion. Should she declare openly for the triumvirs and defiantly refuse to al-
low any fragment of the wealth of Egypt to be sent to build the armies of the
so-called Liberators? Or should she play a more subtle game and wait to see
who emerged as Rome’s next preeminent strong man? In the end, she
fended off the most pressing of the financial demands of the Liberators with
pleas, not of loyalty to Caesar’s memory, but to poverty: It seems that Egypt
was suffering from both famine and disease and this prevented her from
sending the assassins the ships and men they demanded. Meanwhile,
Cleopatra covertly raised her own fleet and set out to sea, ostensibly to
bring aid to the triumvirs. But bad weather intervened and the fleet re-
turned to Alexandria without making contact with either friend or foe.
Cleopatra was straddling the fence, waiting for the next decisive move in a
game that would decide her own fate and that of Egypt. She saw that she
could not yet hope to influence the game’s outcomie and the realization
taught her an important lesson: Cleopatra would not again willingly allow
herself to be a pawn, passively awaiting what fate might bring.
~ The forces of the triumvirs, well generaled by Antony (Octavian conve-
niently fell ill and so missed the military action), were victorious at Philippi.
In the aftermath of the battle Antony and Octavian effectively divided
control of the empire between them, with Antony taking as his primary
sphere the East and Octavian the West.

There were scores to be settled in that summer of 41 B.c. Those Roman
clients who had aided the Liberators must be punished; those who had re-
sisted would be rewarded. But what of those who had sat on the fence? Just
how they would fare would be up to one-sided negotiations with the new
master of the Roman East. And so Mark Antony, stationing himself at Tar-
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sus (in Cilicia on the southeastern Mediterranean coast of Anatolia), sum-
moned the queen of Egypt to answer charges that she had secretly aided the
cause of the Liberators.

Thus was set the stage for one of the most famous meetings in history:
Cleopatra arrived at Tarsus on a suniptuous barge, invited Antony to din-
ner, and quickly persuaded him that (whatever she had done or had not
done during the war between the triumvirs and the Liberators), he would
be much better off with her as an active ally than as a depos.ed client-ruler.
Presumably Antony and Cleopatra became lovers at that time; certainly
Antony spent the winter in Alexandria, as the queen’s guest. But as in the
case of Caesar and Cleopatra, the sexual attraction was only one aspect of
a larger political game, a game that would determine the course not just of
individual careers, but of the Western world.

Antony needed the active support of the wealthy ruler of Egypt to de-
fend and pursue his own and Rome’s interests on two fronts. in the East,
Antony was concerned with the expansionist tendencies of the Parthians,
a bellicose semi-Hellenized people whose loose-knit kingdom stretched
from Mesopotamia and the mountainous highlands of Persia eastward into
central Asia. The Parthians had taken advantage of the disruptions of
the Roman civil wars to push into Roman-occupied Syria, and their incur-
sion potentially threatened the security of the entire eastern empire. The
Parthians were a military force to be reckoned with: in 52 B.c. at Meso-
potamian Carrhae they had handed Julius Caesar’s triumviral colleague,
Marcus Crassus, one of the worst and most humiliating defeats of recent
Roman military history. Parthian mounted archers had chopped Crassus’s
infantry to shreds in the open plains of Mesopotamia. The legionary stan-
dards, the sacred “Eagles,” that were lost at Carrhae had never yet been fe—

covered. There was no doubt that a major campaign against the Parthians
must be a central feature of Antony’s Eastern sojourn; and no question but
that it would be a difficult and expensive campaign. But events in Italy
soon complicated the immediate goals (raise money [especially from
Egypt], gather and train troops, shore up tottering client states, plan an in-
vasion route that would avoid the open plains, and force the Parthians to
come to terms). While Antony had been occupied in the East, some of his
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relatives had taken it upon themselves to raise an army and attack forces
loyal to Octavian. Worse yet, they made a mess of it; the “Antonine” forces
were besieged and compelled to surrender in midwinter of 40 B.c.

Antony was thus pulled in two directions: He was eager to begin opera-
tions against the Parthians, but if he did not want an open break with Oc-
tavian (a break that could only lead to more civil war, and so to more
inroads on Roman-held territory by the Parthians), he must go to Italy and
take the lay of the land. When he got there he found a complicated situa-
tion; along with everything else, one of the sons of Pompey the Great, Sex-
tus Pompey, had raised a navy and was emerging as an independent military
factor, potentially threatening Italy’s vital lines of supply. Sextus knew that
there had been trouble between the triumvirs and offered Antony an al-
liance against Octavian. But Sextus was an unsavory character with no
reputation for sticking by his agreements. Antony stuck by Octavian, seal-
ing their renewed alliance by marrying his partner’s sister, Octavia. The de
facto division of the empire was renewed as well, with Octavian inheriting
the responsibility for looking after matters in Italy, and Antony taking on
full responsibility for the Parthian threat. While still in Rome, Antony
proved his loyalty by intervening when Octavian was threatened by a mob
furious over elevated taxes. Meanwhile, Antony’s loyal lieutenant, Venti-
dius, was pushing the Parthians out of Syria. Antony could return East with
a sense of being on top of things; accompanied by his new wife he took up
residence in Athens and began preparations for the great Parthian cam-
paigri. It appeared, for a while, as if the Second Triumvirate might prove
durable. '

That appearance was deceptive. Octavian’s ambition was not limited to
the western empire, but he needed to rack up some dramatic military vic-
tories if he were to prove himself Antony’s equal in the eyes of the Ro-
‘mans—and especially of the legionaries. Octavian did not have a brilliant
military mind; his greatest skills were in the area of politics and shaping
public opinion. But he also proved highly adept at attracting talented and
loyal people to his side. Among his most important “human resource assets”
was Marcus Agrippa, a member of an obscure Roman family who proved to

be outstanding at organizing and conducting large-scale naval operations.
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Octavian set his sights on Sextus Pompey; crushing the last independent
naval operation in the Mediterranean, and thereby assuring his own capac-
ity to control the vital grain supply to the city of Rome, would be a public
relations coup. But it would take some doing, not least because Antony was
opposed to making war on Sextus, with whom the triumvirs had signed a
pact. Ignoring his partner’s requests that he desist military operations, Oc-
tavian launched an ambitious campaign against Sextus. He immediately
ran into difficulties, losing many of his ships to the sudden and violent
storms that plague Mediterranean shipping. Despite his irritation, Antony
refused to take advantage of Octavian’s weak position; instead of backstab-
bing, he came to Italy and offered his brother-in-law substantial material
support. Yet Octavian proudly refused; Octavian knew that he would never
cement a reputation as a victorious general if he remained in Antony’s
shadow. And so the campaign against Sextus continued with ever-higher
taxes raised from an increasingly disgruntled Roman population. Antony
began to perceive the shape of things to come: The triumvirate would sur-
vive only until Octavian felt ready to make his bid for the entire empire.

In 37 B.c., Antony finally turned his full attention to the Parthian cam-
paign, an operation that had been delayed due to his abortive attempt to
help out Octavian at the nadir of the campaign against Sextus. Despite
their agreement to share Italy as a neutral military recruiting ground, Octa-
vian clearly intended to block any attempt his erstwhile partner might
make to raise funds or men in Italy. If he were to take on the Parthians,
Antony needed to raise massive funding in order to recruit and train a
really big army. And this meant a return to Egypt and Cleopatra.

The queen was ready to negotiate and a deal was struck: She would pay
for his legions; Antony in turn granted Cleopatra control of certain client-
territories under Roman control and he recognized as legitimate his twin
children by Cleopatra: Alexander Helios (“the Sun”) and Cleopatra Selene
(“the Moon”). Cleopatra was by now in an even stronger position than she
had been after the birth of Caesarion (now a boy of ten, and still very much
in the succession picture): she was the consort of and the mother of the
children of the most important Roman in the East. Cleopatra had played
hEIT key cards—Egypt’s wealth and her own reproductive capacity—with
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great skill. If Antony fulfilled his promise as a general, the future of inde-
pendent Egypt—and the future of its new/old line of Romano-Macedonian
rulers—looked very rosy indeed.
The year 36 B.c. would prove decisive: Octavian’s renewed campaign
against Sextus Pompey and Antony’s grand invasion of Parthian Meso-
potamia unrolled in parallel dimensions, the one on sea and the other over
land. But, contrary to all expectations, whereas Octavian’s campaign went
like clockwork (thanks to the careful advance planning of Agrippa),
Antony’s campaign against the Parthians proved to be an unmitigated dis-
aster. The route of invasion, through Armenia and down the headwaters of
the Tigris to the heart of Parthian territory, was well thought through—
carefully avoiding the open desert terrain that had doomed Crassus at Car-
thae. But the departure of the expedition from its Armenian base was
unaccountably delayed, forcing Antony to push his infantry ahead of his
siege-train in the march south. His ill-defended siege-train was captured by
the highly mobile Parthian cavalry. And deprived of his siege engines,
Antony failed to capture the key stronghold of Phraaspa, where he proba-
bly intended to winter his troops. The client-king of Armenia suddenly
withdrew his vital cavalry units. The king of the Parthians refused to be
bluffed into turning over the lost Roman standards. In the course of an in-
glorious Roman retreat north, the “finest army that any commander of that
epoch gathered together” (Plutarch) was routed by the Parthians. Antony
had lost some two-fifths of his force, perhaps 32,000 men total, mostly to

hunger, weather, and disease.

Octavian’s glorious naval victory and Antony’s disastrous overland

failure laid the groundwork for the decisive encounter at Actium five
years later.

Antony’s options narrowed considerably after his expedition into
Parthia. The loss of men, material, and especially prestiée in the eyes of his
fellow Romans represented very serious setbacks. Before the Parthian disas-
ter, Antony had been able to play a variety of roles simultaneously; now he
would have to make some choices. It was no longer possible for him to act
at once as Octavian’s cooperative partner in the management of the Ro-

man Empire, Octavian’s sometime rival for supremacy in the Roman state,
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and a freelance potentate in the Hellenistic East. At least one of those roles
would have to be dropped, and another would have to be prioritized.
Antony’s subsequent actions elucidate his decision: the facade of coopera-
tive partnership was dropped and the role of Hellenistic dynast became pri-
mary. The rivalry with Octavian would continue, but now it would be
carried out in terms of the forces of the East, led by Antony and financed by
Cleopatra, versus the forces of the West, led by Octavian and financed by
Roman taxpayers. Antony’s decision was finalized by his refusal to accept
fresh troops and supplies offered by his wife, Octavia: the troops were too
few, the supplies too parsimonious in comparison with those he could ex-
pect from Egypt.

Acting very much as a Hellenistic dynast, Antony moved quickly to
shore up his alliances with the lesser dynasts of Asia, especially the king of
Media, who might prové an effective counterweight to the expansionist
Parthians. He also moved decisively against the treasonous king of Arme-
nia, defeating the Armenian forces in battle and capturing the king him-
self, who was taken back to Egypt in silver chains. In the aftermath of that
victory, Antony held a grand eelebration in Alexandria. It had overtones of
the official Roman general’s Triumph—a sacred victory parade that could
only be celebrated in Rome. Moreover, again acting in his role as Hellenis-
tic dynast, he formally granted control over various Asian territories to his
young children by Cleopatra. Caesarion was declared joint ruler with his
mother over Egypt.

In Italy, Octavian, master of spin, saw that Antony was playing into his
hand. The grants of Asian territory, the notorious “Donations of Alexan-
dria,” could be sold to the Roman audience as proof positive that Antony
had “gone Eastern” and had renounced his primary loyalty to “the Senate

-and People of Rome.” Antony still had many partisans in Rome who clung

to the memory of Antony as Caesar’s loyal comrade. But Octavian’s verbal
attacks cleverly shifted attention from Antony to Cleopatra herself.
Antony was not to be depicted as a monster, but as the drink-and-love be-
sotted dupe of a diabolically clever and limitlessly ambitious Eastern witch.
Octavian concocted a story to the effect that Cleopatra hoped to rule over
the entire Roman Empire, establishing her sway over the city of Rome it-
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self. And thus, loyalty to Antony could be recast as treason against Rome.
Realizing the growing danger, the pro-Antony senators fled East. With
their departure, Octavian enjoyed und isputed control of Rome. Among his
first actions was to seize Antony's will from the Vestal Virgins, the sacro-
sanct priestesses in whose care Antony had left his testament. Portions
were read out to the rump-Senate of Octavian supportersﬁ among its scan-
dalous provisions was Antony’s request to be buried in Egypt, next to his
queen. Proof positive, screamed the propaganda machine, that Cleopatra
had seduced Antony into renouncing his Roman heritage.

By 32 B.C., there was no further doubt that the Roman civil wars had en-
tered their next “hot” phase and both sides gathered their forces. With
Cleopatra’s financial backing, Antony was able to raise an impressive force:
some nineteen legions—about 75,000 men, including veterans of the cam-
paigns of Philippi and Parthia; 25,000 auxiliary infantry (non-Roman
troops raised from around the Eastern empire); 12,000 cavalry; 500 heavy
oared warships; and 300 merchant ships to carry supplies. Antony could
not use this mighty force to invade Italy: that would play all too readily into
Octavian’s story about “Cleopatra the would-be Queen of the World.” But
it must have been with serious misgivings that Antony took up a defensive
position at Actium and awaited Octavian’s attack: The “defensive position
in Greece” strategy made sense in terms of forcing his opponént to stretch
supply lines across the Adriatic, but it had recently proved fatal to the
hopes of Pompey the Great and the Liberators.

Fatal as well, as it turned out, for Antony. Octavian’s campaign of disin-
formation mounted a crescendo: the war was a patriotic crusade. Not, of
course, against his old friend Antony, but against the terrifying seductress
Cleopatra. “All Italy,” Octavian later boasted,r"of its own volition, swore
an oath of loyalty to me.” Exaggeration to be sure, but indicative of the
tenor of Octavian’s public relations effort, an effort that eventually proved
corrosive to the loyalty of many of Antony's fighting men and his key sena-
torial supporters. Antony’s problem with maintaining morale in the face of
Octavian’s hostile propaganda was compounded by Cledpatra’s presence in
his own camp. As Antony’s paymaster and most important ally, she meant
to keep a close eye on operations. And we may suppose that her decision to
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put herself in the center of the action was sealed by the shadow of the pe-
riod after the death of Julius Caesar, when she had had no choice but to sit
on the fence, nervously awaiting the outcome of military events over which
she had no control. But the Romans in Antony’s camp understood none of
this. They increasingly found it hard to deny that there might be some
truth in Octavian’s charges: Maybe that woman did have some unnatural
hold over their commander. And if so, who were they really fighting for af-
ter all? For his part, Antony was finding that his role as Hellenistic dynast
made it extremely difficult to work with traditional Romans—men who
were used to giving commands to oriental potentates, not taking com-
mands from them.

Meanwhile, on Octavian’s side, Agrippa was displaying his usual effi-
ciency as an admiral. The fleet headed out from Brundisium, via Corcyra,
to establish a primary base at the future site of Nicopolis; Antony’s main
camp was due south, just across a narrow strait, on the Actium peninsula.
By quickly establishing a secondary naval base in a harbor south of Actium,
Agrippa bottled up the better part of Antony’s warships in the Ambracian
Gulf: Meanwhile, Antony’s own attempts to force a land battle by using his
cavalry to cut off Octavian’s camp from its water supply fell short. The cam-
paign was stalemated: Antony dared not offer battle by sea, nor Octavian
by land. But defections and disease were decimating Antony’s forces; time
was clearly on Octavian’s side.

By September 2, 31 B.C., Antony was desperate. His only hope of extri-
cating himself from the increasingly dire situation was by risking open bat-
tle at sea with his 230 remaining ships. The resulting battle was hard
fought, but Octavian had many more ships and the numbers told against
Antony's forces. In the afternoon, as the wind came, a squadron of some
eighty ships led by Cleopatra’s flagship broke through the screen of enemy
warships, raised sails, and made a dash south for Egypt. With Antony fol-
lowing, they made good their escape. Octavian’s partisans would later say
that Cleopatra’s flight from the battle was precipitous; but it is more likely
that the breakour was carefully planned. Cleopatra’s ships, like Antony’s,
had deliberately carried sails into battle; normally ancient oared ships en-

tered battles stripped of their heavy sails.
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Despite Antonys escape, Octavian had won the battle, and decisively.
Antony’s land army broke camp and withdrew in good order through
Macedonia. Octavian the politician knew enough not to press the issue.
Rather than challenging Antony’s intact land force to battle, he opened
negotiations with them; Antony’s defeated forces would be bought off. Oc-
' tavian could afford it. With the whole of the wealthy Eastern empire about
to fall to his hands, he had no further reason to worry about money. And
fall it quickly did. Antony made no serious attempt to defend Egypt against
the invasion that soon followed. He committed suicide by sword. Cleopa-
tra, now Octavian’s captive, followed her lover's example by deploying the
famous asp. Egypt with all its material and cultural riches became Octa-
vian’s personal possession. The eastern and western ends of the Roman
Empire were now reunited under the authority of a single man. Octavian
was eventually given the name “Augustus Caesar” by his grateful subjects,

and the age of the emperors began.
But none of this might have come to pass if the events had proceeded

somewhat differently in the year 36 B.C.

Antony’s failure at Actium had nothing to do with the size of Cleopa-
tra’s nose, and everything to do with the military disaster he suffered in
Parthia in 36. It was the loss of men, arms, and prestige that precipitated his
fatal decision to embrace the role of Hellenistic dynast, and thus to take on
Cleopatra as an ally of equal standing—rather than treating Egypt as a
client kingdom, which would enjoy a tenuous independence only for so
long as it pleased Rome. That decision cannot have been made lightly—
Antony knew enough Roman history to grasp just how hard it would be for
an Eastern potentate (even one born Roman) to challenge the sway exer-
cised by the city on the Tiber.

But what if Antony had been more successful in Parthia? There is every
reason to suppose he could have been: He was a fine general, his large army
was in excellent condition, and his basic strategy (securing Armenia, in-
vading via the Tigris headwaters) was subsequently used successfully by
Roman imperial generals. The Parthians would come to terms if pressed;

they later turned over the lost standards in a negotiated settlement to one
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of Octavian’s generals—a diplomatic coup that Octavian never tired of
trumpeting. '

Antony’s key error in 36 seems to have been in the timing of the expe-
dition’s launch. We will never be able to penetrate the fog of Octavian's
propaganda sufficiently to explain why in fact the expedition left Armenia
so late in the campaigning season. But let us suppose that Antony had been
just a bit more prescient in 38 B.c., and saw then that it would be a waste of
time to seek to deflect Ocravian from striking at Sextus Pompey. Let’s sup-
pose that he saw that it would be a further waste of time to seek to aid Octa-
vian after the disastrous first naval campaign against Sextus. Let us suppose,
then, that in 38 and 37 Antony stayed sharply focused on his own impend-
ing campaign against the Parthians, putting all of his considerable talents-
and energies into Iau_nching his forces as early as possible in the campaign-
ing season of 36. If the departure had been on time, he would not have been
constrained to leave his siege-train defenseless during the southern march.
The stronghold of Phraaspa would have fallen to superior Roman siege craft
before winter. And thus, there would have been every reason for the prag-
matic Parthians to negotiate a deal similar to the one they in fact eventu-
ally negotiated with Octavian.

A victory in Parthia in 36 would have dramatically expanded Antony’s
subsequent options. The return of the standards lost by Crassus would have
wiped away the shame of one of the greatest losses ever suffered by Rome’s
legions. Octavian could not possibly have denied his partner the right to
celebrate a grand Triumph in Rome. The prestige of defeating the bar-
barous Parthians would have more than coﬁnterbalanced Agrippa’s civil-
war successes against Sextus Pompey in the eyes of the Roman people.
Antony would have no difficulties recruiting men wherever he pleased.
There would have been no realistic possibility of keeping him out. of
Rome—if, indeed, he wanted to spend time extending his influence in the
city. But by the same token, there is no necessary reason to suppose that he
would have chosen to spend the rest of his career in Italy.

“Marcus Antonius Parthicus—Mark Antony, Victor over the Parthians”
might well have chosen to spend most of his time in the East. There can be
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little doubt that Antony genuinely enjoyed his life in Alexandria, includ-
ing the company of Cleopatra. She was in every sense his inte.llerctual peer,
and had lived an exciting life in which her successes and failures were di-
rect products of her own decisions. She had a bright sense of humor and was
overall splendid company for a man with Antony’s background and tastes.
In brief, she was a good deal more interesting than most of the Roman
women Antony would have known. And Alexandria was a genuinely fas-
cinating, highly cultured city. Defeating the Parthians would have allowed
Antony to enjoy Alexandria and Cleopatra’s company on his own terms.
Whatever their assumed level of equality when in private, he could have
maintained a “properly” Roman political distance from the queen of Egypt
in public. There would have been no need for the politically embarrassing
spectacle of the “Donations of Alexandria”—at least not until Octavian
had been dealt with once and for all.

Octavian would indeed need to be dealt with: Julius Caesar’s adopted
son was simply too ambitious, too power hungry to have allowed Antony to
remain at a level of genuine parity. Eventually, and probably sooner than
later, there would have been a break between them: the Battle of Actium
(or some simulacrum thereof) was bound to be fought. Because Antony lost
to the Parthians, events in the five years after 36 B.c. went almost entirely in
Octavian’s favor, and they fed his increasingly strident campaign of propa-
ganda and disinformation. But that campaign of words and images would
have had much less to work with had Antony been successful in Parthia.
Rather than the sad dupe of Cleopatra, Octavian would be taking on the man
who was unquestionably the premier general of his age. Even with the aid
of Agrippa, master of naval operations, Octavian would be hard-pressed to
come up with a winning strategy against such a figure and the high-morale
army he would command. Even as it actually took place, the Actium cam-
paign was not an easy victory for Octavian. Going up against an arrﬁy and
a general that did not suffer from the “Cleopatra factor” would have been a
far greater risk.

Had Antony defeated Octavian’s forces at Actium—most likely by fore-
ing a land battle—he would need to return to Italy for at least a while. Like
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Sulla in 86 B.c., Antony would need to mop up pro-Octavian forces. And
he would need to arrange political matters in Rome to his own liking.
What might his arrangement have entailed? There is not much reason
to suppose that Antony shared Octavian’s monarchical vision for the Ro-
man Empire—it is more likely that Antony would have purged the Senate
of Octavian’s partisans and packed it with his own. But then he might have
left the aristocracy to rule (within the bounds set by the military strongman
of the hour), as it had throughout the period of the Republic. Antony
might have divided his time between Rome and Alexandria, between

working to ensure the continuity of a stable “Antonine” aristocracy in

Rome and establishing Egypt and its queen at the center of a stable group
of quasi-independent client states in the East. On this model, Egypt would
not have become a Roman province, nor would (for example) Judea.
Cleopatra (and her heirs) would dominate the southeastern Mediterranean
culturally and economically, careful never to act in any way that might ap-
pear to threaten Rome’s supremacy. Antony had realized (and would teach
his own political heirs) that active rulership of this very tricky part of the
world—with its mosaic of religious commitments and cultural traditions—
was best left to the Macedonian descendents of Ptolemy I, who had spent
generations developing techniques for maximizing revenues while mini-
mizing cultural conflicts.

The long-term historical effects of such an arrangement in the eastern -
Empire, especially if we imagine the politically astute, multilingual, cultur-
ally sophisticated Cleopatra as its behind-the-scenes architect, would have
been profound. Mediterranean culture and commerce would have revolved
around two great poles—Alexandria and Rome. Interchange between the
two would have been constant and intense: Roman exposure to Greek cul-
ture would be primarily mediated through the multicultural filter of Egypt’s
capital city.

Egyptian-speaking Cleopatra would see that the weak point in Prole-
maic social policy had been the segregation of Egyptian and Greek cultures.
In her own person she was a cultural fusionist, and with the Roman military

to restrain open expressions of resentment on the part of any of her Greek
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subjects who felt that equity for Egyptians threatened their own privileges,
Cleopatra would have been able to make significant inroads in the tradi-
tional exclusion of ethnic Egyptians from active participation in the life of
the city. ‘

Among the most striking social developments, especially from the per-
spective of traditional Romans, would be the relatively greater freedom en-
joyed by women in Egypt. Under Ptolemaic rule, native Egyptian women,
mostly. living outside of Alexandria, had retained their traditional rights:
they could go into law, inherit real estate, and operate businesses in their
own name. Now that pattern of relatively greater gender equality could
spread into the capital city. Among the Alexandrian elite, Cleopatra’s own
example would have provided the model for an expansion of educational,
cultural, perhaps even political opportunities for women. An openly multi-
cultural society in which women took on some of the roles traditional Ro-
mans had always supposed were uniquely the preserve of men, would have
been highly attractive to certain Greeks and Romans—Antony's tastes in
culture and society were hardly unique. Egypt would continue to benefit
from the talents of immigrants eager to find a place in the relatively open
culture that contrasted so starkly with most of the societies that had so far
flourished around the Mediterranean basin. The culture that would have
emerged within a few generations after Actium might indeed begin to look
remarkably “modern” to the eyes of twenty-first-century readers.

Meanwhile, the “Egyptian zone” of the southeastern Mediterranean
would remain a center of religious innovation—and a hotbed of imagina-
tive interfaces between religion and state. The early Ptolemies had proved
themselves to be open-minded and inventive in the religious sphere, creat-
ing a composite state religion based on the god Serapis, which had blended
Greek and Egyptian elements. Cleopatra had strongly encouraged identifi-
cation of herself with the highly popular Egyptian gbddess Isis, but she was
happy to mix the rituals associated with a variety of deities into the fre-
quent religious celebrations in which she and Antony participated.

If Antony had won at Actium, Jesus of Nazareth, born just a short gen-
eration after the batte, would have come to manhood in a very different

society—one administered by highly trained professional Prolemaic bu-
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reaucrats, rather than nervous Roman amateurs like Pontius Pilate. Those
Ptolemaic bureaucrats would have had a much closer sense of how Jeru-
salem politics worked: they might well have found some solution to local
concerns about a self-proclaimed messiah that would not have required his
crucifixion. They mighe, for example, have arranged for him to move to
Alexandria, where the sophisticated, hellenized local Jewish population

* would not be scandalized by his audacious ideas. So Jesus might have grown

old, gathering to himself a following attracted by his socioreligious message
rather than by a dramatic martyrdom. If so, Christianity would have devel-
oped quite differently and Alexandria, not Rome, would be its center.

If the new religion found quick and wide acceptance within the realm,
the flexible heirs of Cleopatra would have found a place for it in the festi-
val life of the city, perhaps eventually putting Serapis on the back burner
and (like the Roman emperor Constantine in the fourth century a.p.) pro-
moting Christianity as the favored state religion. Let us suppose, for a mo-
ment, that Caesarion, son of Julius Caesar, had succeeded his mother on
the throne, and (keeping it all in the family, as the Ptolemies were prone to
do) had married Cleopatra VIII Selene, daughter of Antony and Cleopatra.

. They in turn might have had a daughter, who would surely (following

highly conservative Ptolematic naming practice) also be named Cleopatra.
This hypothetical Cleopatra IX might have come to the throne at the time
that Christianity was officially incorporated into the Egyptian state reli-
gion, a religion in which the queen of Egypt must of course be a central fig-
ure. And so we might imagine that a woman with a remarkable ancestry,
granddaughter of Julius Caesar, of Mark Antony, and (twice over) of
Cleopatra VII, would become Founding High Priestess—“Lady Pope” of
the Universal Alexandrian Church of Jesus the Uncrucified.

In any event, the world we live in would be very different, and perhaps
not worse, if the stone-wall monument above Nicopolis had displayed
pieces of the warships of Octavian rather than of those lost by Mark
Antony at the battle of Actium.

47





Not by a Nose

. How plausible were the events that followed these
different events?

. Which seem the most likely? And which the least likely?

. How would the Western traditions differ from the way
they now exist?

. Which outcome would you have preferred and why?

. How great an influence do you think romantic
relationships can gave on historical outcomes: Napoleon
and Josephine, Bill and Hilary Clinton, John Adams and
Abigail ete.?
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| THE WINTERBERRY

Nicholas A. DiChario

MAY, 1971 :
It was UNCLE TEDDY who taught me how to read and write. I think it
took a long time but I'm not sure. I heard him arguing with Mother

- about it one night a few years ago when I wasn’t supposed to be out of

my room, but I was very excited with the next day being my birthday

and [ couldn’t sleep.

“He can do it,” Uncle Teddy had said.

And Mother said, “He doesn’t care whether he reads or writes. It's
you who cares. Why do you torture yourself? Let him be.”

“He’s fifty-four years old,” Uncle Teddy said.

“Let him be!” Mother sounded very angry.

I listened to Uncle Teddy walk across the room. “If you feel that
way,” he said, “why-didn’t you just let him die?”

There was a long silence before Mother said, “I don’t know,” and ‘an-
other long silence after that. _ _

Something in their voices frightened me so I returned to my room. I
became very ill, and for several weeks Dr. Armbruster came to see me
every day but he wouldn’t let anyone else come in because he said I was
too weak to have visitors. '

But sometime after, when I was much better, Uncle Teddy came

to visit and he brought a picture book with him which made me re-

member his talk with Mother. I'm glad Uncle Teddy got his way
because now I read and write a lot even though I throw most of my writ-
ing away. I hide some of it though and keep it just for myself, and it’s
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not because I'm being sneaky, it's more because some of the things I
write are my own personal secrets and I don’t want to tell anyone, just
like people don’t want to tell me things sometimes when T ask them

questions.

DECEMBER, 1977
I am very excited about Christmas almost being here. I am lookmg for-

ward to Uncle Teddy’s stay because he always has something fun in

mind. Yesterday after he arrived he walked me through the house and -

showed me. all of the decorations—wreaths and flowers and a huge
Christmas tree near the front hall, strung with tinsel and candles. He
brought with him several boxes full of gifts, all shapes and sizes,
wrapped in bright colors—red and green and blue and silver with bows
and ribbons—and I knew they were all for me because he put them un-
der my tree upstairs.

‘Our house is very large. Mother calls it a mansion. She doesn’t allow
me to go anywhere except the room on my floor. She says I have every-

thing I need right here.

That's why sometimes at night I'll walk around when everything is

dark and everyone is asleep or in their rooms for the night. I don’t think
T'm being sneaky, it’s just that I am very curious and if I ask about things
no one tells me what I want to know. I've come to know this house very
well. There are many hidden passageways behind the walls and I know
them all by heart. I will hear things every once in a while that mother
would not like me to hear. A
There was a big happening in the house last night and the servants
were very busy, although it did not look to be a planned thing becau.se
everyone appeared disorganized and Mother didn’t come to lock me in
my room.
I went through one of my passageways that led to the main entrance
of the house and I peeked through a tiny opening in the wall and saw a
very beautiful woman with dark hair standing inside the door. She was
so beautiful that I held my breath. It must have been very cold outside
because she was wearing a long black winter coat and there were flakes
of snow on her hair. When she spoke, it was the most soft and delicate
voice I had ever heard. She said, “Merry Christmas.”

I wanted to stay and watch the woman forever but I knew that |

Mother would be up to check on me so I ran back to my room and pre-
tended to be asleep. Mother came in and kissed my head and said,
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! “Sleep well, child,” like she did every night. I listened very closely for a

long time hoping to hear the voice of the woman again, but next thing [
knew it was morning, and she was gone.

OCTOBER, 1982 .

I heard Mother and Dr. Armbruster arguing yesterday. They were just
talking pleasantly for a while and I was listening in my passageway to
the low, pleasant sound of their voices. The doctor was saying things 1
did not understand about sickness and diets and so on, when all of a
sudden he said, “But John is doing fine,” and Mother just about ex-
ploded with anger.

“His name is not John, do you understand me? Don’t yoﬁ ever call
him by that name again! John is dead! My John is dead!” I had never
heard Mother get so angry except for that one time with Uncle Teddy.
She made the doctor leave right away and told him he could be re-
placed, but I' hoped that she wouldn’t do that because I sort of liked Dr.
Armbruster. _

[ don’t know who John is, but I felt very bad for Mother. I had never
really thought about my own name before. Uncle Teddy and everyone
calls me Sonny because it’s short for Sonny Boy, and that's good enough
for me. But it made me wonder how someone could get a name like

- John. Uncle Teddy was probably named after a teddy bear. Mother was

just Mother.

- MaAY, 1987

Today was a very special day. It was my seventieth birthday. Uncle
Teddy came to visit and I was very excited because I hadn’t seen him

~-in such a long time. We had a big cake and a lot of food and we

played checkers for an hour. Then Uncle Teddy took me outs;de for
a walk!

I'll never forget it as ]ong as I'live. I'think Mother was not happy
about it because she did not want to let me go at first, but Uncle Teddy
talked her into it and we went outside surrounded by men in black suits
and ties and shoes. Uncle Teddy asked me if I minded if his friends
went with us, and of course I didn’t care. They came to my party and
they had a right to have fun. In fact, I told them that if they smiled more
they might have a nicer time all around, but Uncle Teddy said they
were usually very serious people and were happy that way.

It was a sunny day. The wind blew in my face and stung my eyes at





first, but it felt good. Uncle Teddy took me all around the yard and into
the ,garden where I smelled the roses and touched the bus-hes and the
vines. I listened to the birds calling and the insects buzzing. I never

dreamed they would sound so loud and so near. | ' )
[ touched the winterberry hollies which were very special to me be-

cause | could always see their bright red berries from my window, even

during the cold cold winters. | o
uAftEr a short time I caught a chill and had to go inside, and I was

weak for the rest of the day. But I didn’t care —I had such fun! I'll always

remember it.

'AUGUST, 1996 o ‘
jé)lrjlstrjligh,t I entered a storage room through my passageway \;;‘here
there were a lot of tools and brooms and rags and buckets and t Elgsl.
I rummaged around in the dark and my hands found a fl.a;shlll%1 it
thought this would be a wonderful thing to }.1a've s 1 tooAk it w1:1 ms1
Thoping that no one would miss it. Now I can sitin bed at night an rea
and write as long as I like and not have to worry about someone seeing
myIl;'ng::rtf-: not seen Mother in a very long time. | wondered.f-lf she was
angry with me even though I didn’t think she knew about my paézaghe—
ways or my late-night writing. Mother woqld have yelled at me if she

knew. i .
T've been seeing more and more of Uncle Teddy, so I asked him

about Mother today and he said that she went away on a very ]ong trip |

1dn’t be seeing her for a while. _
a“CI] fis‘;,c:z him how lor%g that might be and he sgid not long, he said
soon we'd all be seeing her and then maybe we'd find out wheﬂ'lerhwg
did the right thing, whether the choices we_’d made over th.e yea;_s ha
been the proper ones. He looked very sad when he said this, and then

he said, “I think there is such a place, Sonny Boy, a place where we

learn why everything is the way it is.” gt _ ,
I asked him if Dr. Armbruster had gone with Mother since I hadn’t

séen him in so long and I was seeing Dr. Morelande almost every day
d Uncle Teddy told me yes. f. ind

no;vrtlizught about how lucky Mother was to visit this place, a place

where every time you asked a question you got an answer, and I could

not blame her if she didn’t want to come back for a while. I told Uncle

Teddy so, and he seemed to cheer up. We played cards for the rest of the

afternoon.

MAY, 1997

Today was my eightieth birthday. I have been very sick and I was afraid
that I might not be able to have my party, but Dr. Morélande said it was
OK so we had cake and games with Uncle Teddy and I had a very nice
time even though I had to stay in bed.

It was after my party that I had a scare. I was very weak, and I proba-
bly should have just gone to sleep, but being so excited all day and not
being allowed to get up, I turned restless after dark, so I decided to take
a short walk through my passageways. ,

I followed a path that led to the back of a closet in Uncle Teddy’s
room, and I saw some light coming through the darkness so I went up to
it. That's all T was going to do—peek and go away—until I saw Uncle
Teddy crying. I'd never seen Uncle ‘Teddy cry before. He was in bed. He
had a large, green book on his lap, and every so often he would turn a
page and cry some more. |

I watched him for a while, waiting for him to be all right, but he.
didn’t stop crying and I couldn’t stand to watch him any longer, so I did
a foolish thing and T entered his room through the closet.

“Sonny Boy,” he said, “what are you doing here?”

I thought he might be angry with me so I wanted to say that I saw
him crying, and that I only wanted to help him and be a friend, but be-
fore I could say anything he said, “So you know about the passages,” and
he didn’t seem to be upset at all.

“Come over here, Sonny,” he said.

I went and sat on the edge of his bed. He was looking at a photo
album. Mother had shown me some photo albums years ago, and I
thought they were interesting and we had a lot of fun even though I
didn’t recognize any of the faces. I don’t ever remember crying over
them. But Uncle Teddy’s album was different. There were newspaper
pictures, and headlines, and articles. .

Uncle Teddy was looking at a picture of a man and a woman. The
man seemed very serious-looking, and his right hand was raised like an -
Indian chief’s, but he had on a suit and tie and no headdress. The man’s
eyes were closed. :

The woman had short black hair with long bangs, and she was look-
ing down.

And then all of a sudden I just about screamed. I knew that woman. I
remembered her from . . . from somewhere.

Uncle Teddy said, “You know her, don’t you? Think, Sonny Boy,
think very h_ard. What do you remember?”
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I did think very hard, and then I remembered where I ha(.i seen ber.
She was the beautiful black-haired woman I hadAs.een at Christmastime
in the main entrance of the house years ago. : S et

But then there was more. As I looked at the woman in the picture
something very strange came into my head. I had a pas§ing thought of
this same woman in a pretty white gown, with a white veil over her face.
It was just a piece of a thought that I could not keep in my mlind for very
long, but Il never forget it. I reached out and touch.ed the picture.

“Always grand,” Uncle Teddy said. “She was wearing a very dignified,
raspberry-colored suit that day.” L

But that's not what I had seen. I had seen the white gown. I had seen
something that happened before my room and my house gI;ld my pas-
sageways and Mother and Uncle Teddy. Was the.re anything b-efore
them? Yes, I think there was. It was more than a passing thought—it was
a memory.

“Was I married, Uncle Teddy?” I asked him.

He smiled. “Yes, you were. You proposed to her by telegram, you
know, from Paris.” |

I thought this was interesting, but nothing more than that. Uncle
Teddy started to cry again.

“Please, don’t cry,” I said.
He held my hand then. “I'm sorry we couldn’t tell her you were

alive. We couldn’t tell your children, not anyone, not even Father be-
cause we couldn’t be sure of his reaction. Mother was adamant about
that. No one could know. Just Bobby and Mother and myself—and the
doctors, of course. Now there’s just me. L " ‘

“It was for the good of the country. Those were critical t.Jmes. The
eyes of the world were watching us. We could not afford heiltancy. We
felt you would have wanted it that way. Do you understand? .

[ didn’t, but I nodded anyway to stop Uncle Teddy from crying. He
was clutching my arm very hard. ] :

He traced the newspaper picture with his finger. She was a strong
woman, Sonny Boy. You would have been proud of her. I remember
her standing right next to Lyndon, solid as a ;'ock, little more than an
hour after you were pronounced dead.” .

I was very confused about Uncle Teddy calling me.dead, and about
what the woman in the picture had to do with any of it, so I closed the
book and placed it on the floor. I remembered what Mother \fsed to do
to make me feel better, so I thought that maybe the same thing might

help Uncle Teddy feel better too.
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I pulled his bed covers up to his chin, brushed back his hair, kissed
him on the forehead, and turned out his light. “Sleep well, child,” I
said, and then I went back to my room. I was sure Uncle Teddy would
be just fine in the morning. It had always worked for me.

DECEMBER, 2008
Dr. Morelande is the only one who comes to see me anymore. He says
that Uncle Teddy is so busy he can’t find time to stop by. But I don’t
think that’s exactly true. I think Uncle Teddy went on vacation with
Mother and Dr. Armbruster, and he is having so much fun that he is
not coming back at all. o

Dr. Morelande has tried very hard to make this a good Christmas,

- but I am sorry to say I am not very happy. [ am tired all of the time, and

[ can’t even move out of bed. Dr. Morelande asked me if [ wanted any-
thing for Christmas, but if I couldn’t have Mother or Uncle Teddy, then
there was nothing to ask for. ‘

But then I thought about it and thought about it for a long time, and
I remembered the pictures Uncle Teddy had shown me many years ago.
[ told Dr. Morelande about the green photo album in Uncle Teddy’s
room and asked him if he could find it for me. A little while later Dr. -
Morelande returned with the book.

Together we went through the pictures, and when we got to the one
Uncle Teddy had shown me, the one with the man and the beautiful
dark-haired woman, I made him stop.

“There is something I want for Christmas,” I told him. “There is
something ' want very much.”

I decided to tell Dr. Morelande about the passageways then. I didn’t
think that [ would get in trouble. I made him put me in my wheelchair
and take me for a walk behind the walls. He argued with me at first, but
I refused to be put off. ,

I told him exactly which path to follow. He wheeled me all the
way down to the wall at the main entrance. I looked through the small
opening. I was sure that the beautiful dark-haired woman would be
standing at the door in her winter coat. I was disappointed that she
wasn’t there. I thought that if I waited long enough she would cer-
tainly show up —she would come back like the wiriterberry, bright and
strong even in the cold cold winter. There would be snowflakes in her
hair, and she would say “Merry Christmas” in her lovely voice. So we
waited. , .

Finally Dr. Morelande said that if I agreed to go to bed, he would
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wait for the woman, and bring her directly to me as soon as she arrived.
I thought that this would be a good idea since I was so tired.

When she arrives, we will have many things to discuss. I have de-
cided to make her my new friend. I think I will show her my book of
writings. I think I will ask her about the white gown to show her that I
have not forgotten, and then I'll ask her about the children Uncle
Teddy mentioned. I won't tell her about the vacation place where every-
one has gone without me, and not because I'm being sneaky, but only
because I am very lonely and I would like her to stay with me for a
while.





Winterberry

1. Who is Ted?

2. Why was it that the secret was kept?

3. Which seemed the most likely? And which the least
likely?

4. What emotions did the author try to elicit in the
narrative?

S. How effective was the author’s writing style to tell his
tale?






