


































































Under the Jackboot - Traitor or Terrorist
by James Bacon

 I read books for pleasure and enjoyment, to 
pass the time and to be excited: sometimes to smile, or 
sometimes to be saddened and annoyed. Alternate history 
books do that for me. Of course they do one other thing 
for sure: they make me think. Mostly I put myself in the 
protagonistõs position, or try to imagine myself in their 
place or by their side. Sometimes they even make me pose 
a question to myself, and I shall now pose that to you. 
 The real question is not so much the question 
itself, but if you possess the honesty of heart to answer the 
question to yourself: what would it be like to be under the 
yoke of an invading power, crushing your culture and your 
beliefs with relentless brutality and omnipotence, using 
coercion, bribery and violence in various measures, with 
no opportunity, chance or hope or escape or mercy?
 Would you have the teenagerõs urge to rebel, 
like Frank Tate1? Would you really be a rebel? Is that your 
nature, to rebel? Did you have a beer bottle-top as your 
badge on your blazer or was it a prefect badge? Did you 
devise ways of causing trouble in class, or did you just 
hope you got the grades? Do you even now þ ght to be 
you or be what people want you to be? Did you join the 
team and wear the kit, all numbers on your back showing 
your commitment to the group, to be accepted by the 
respected, even if it wasnõt really what you wanted to do? 
 Do you conform, do you do as you are told and 
accept it and go about life in an orderly fashion? Did you 
get into trouble? Have you talked your way out of trouble? 
Have you deþ ed or deþ led authority? Would you use your 
intelligence to escape capture, and guile to get what you 
need while on the run, like James Armstrong2? 
 Would you be seduced by the uniform ð smart 
and black, an armoured vest, a weapon, silver insignia on 

black shoulder boards? Would you slip into it 
easily, just doing a job that requires you wear the 
þ ne dark material that þ ts so well, yet causes the 
odd itch, like Xavier March3? 
 With the promise of jobs, and less 
crime, and the neatness and order and sense of 
structure all more enticing than nasty chaotic 
anarchy, a person in authority could convince 
themselves that they need to co-operate; itõs not 
coercion, loyalty to those in charge. Or would 
you see through that and be prepared for the 
consequences of questioning what you are loyal 
to, like Douglas Archer4? That is the alternative, 
isnõt it, or some worse evil like the islamiþ cation 
of your world; democracy is so hard anyhow, 
and isnõt it nice when someone else makes your 
decisions for you?
 Would you seethe and boil and curse, 
determined even against everyone that was left 
to live your life as best you can; and keep þ ghting 
against the horror, when your only friend is your 
dog and you know all you love is gone, like Eugene 

Nathaniel Hoke5?
 Would you care about the ôpikiesõ that live on 
the off-ramp or in the dead end next to the park, and 
their rubbish and strange nomadic ways and speech and 
thievery and general threatening nature that create a 
discomforture for you? Would their removal, with their 
junk and þ lth and ÿ y-tipped waste, be a relief really, their 
sudden departure almost unnoticed? Or would you know 
that those were your people, a people you deny and who 
you cannot admit to being part of, with your heritage and 
history betrayed, like Heinrich Gimpel6?
 Would you welcome safe streets where perverts 
could not attack your children and they would be safe and 
sound and straight and neat and tidy and uniformed and 
upright and busy in the evenings, learning useful things, like 
marching and civics and the ethics of cleansing ethnics?
 Would you care if the wrong type of person is 
being searched? Does it bother you, since you are the 
right type of person, who passes by unmolested?
 Would you actually face violence? Do you even 
know how to þ ght? Could you face your fear and an 
enemy without pissing yourself? Would you faint at blood, 
or ignore its warmth dripping from a garrotted throat?
 Do you wonder what the þ ne line between 
terrorist and freedom þ ghter might actually be, and 
whether you could cross that line for the good of a cause? 
Could you risk your family and friends for a cause that 
most people felt futile? Would you collaborate, for the 
sake of your family and all that is dear to you, like Nick 
Penny7?
 Could you endure pain that will only end in death, 
while keeping morals and ideas clear and purposeful? How 
would you be in an occupied country? Would you take an 
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