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THE SURVI VALI ST #09
EARTH FI RE

by Jerry Ahern

Chapter One..

Reed junmped fromthe Jeep before it had fully stopped, shouting to his driver, "Get up the road to
the high school and warn headquarters and tell '"emto pull out fast, use Emergency Plan Three, got
that, Corporal ?"

"Yes sir, but, "

"Just do it, nove out,
"What about you, Col onel

Reed started to run toward the grammar school building that had been converted to a field hospital

., the wounded needed to be evacuated before the Soviet choppers struck. "I'Il get transportation
now boogey, soldier!"”
"Yes, sir!"

Reed hit the steps, taking themthree at a tinme in a long strided run toward the front doors of
t he school buil ding which nore resenbl ed an el aborate courthouse in sone rich Eastern states
county.

The guard just inside the door was clanbering to his feet, getting his rifle up to present arnms,
Reed snarling, "Can it, soldier, get into the adninistrator's office, fast, tell himwe're
evacuating, we're using Emergency Plan Three, on the double, boy, "

"Yes, sir, "

Reed | eft the nan gapi ng, punching through the inside doors and into the main corridor, the

cl assroonms had been converted to | aboratories and wards, the largest of the wards the |unchroom
itself. But it was one of the smaller wards he ran toward, the only ward whi ch housed the few
fermal e patients being treated. He sprinted along the corridor, shouting to one of the nedica
technicians, "W're evacuating, Soviet Air Cavalry unit five mnutes away, nmaybe six, get some of
these patients ready to travel, soldier!”

"But, Col onel Reed, "

"No buts, do it," and Reed sprinted on, reaching the end of the corridor, a nurse there, rather
than white uniforned wearing clean but ragged fatigues that |ooked at |east two sizes too big for
her. "Nurse , start getting the patients ready,"” Reed snapped, dragging the worman toward him for
an instant by the shoulders of her uniform "W're novin' out fast, Russian choppers five or six
m nut es away!"

He didn't wait for an answer, taking the bend in the corridor left, running toward what had been
one of the kindergarten roons, skidding to a halt on the worn heels of his conbat boots, tw sting
t he doorknob and pushi ng inside.

There was space for three beds, but there was only one bed, a white-haired woman lying in it,
sitting on the edge of the bed beside her a white-haired man. The man's face | ooked carved from
stone, pain etched around the eyes, the jaw set. An |V tube ran between a half enpty bottle and
the wonan's arm Reed wal ked across the roomto the bed. The man stood up. "Col onel Reed, "

Reed sal uted, despite the tattered civilian clothes the man wore rather than a uniform "Col one
Rubenstein, sir, there's a Soviet Air Cav Unit on the way, we don't have nuch time. Ms.
Rubenstein has to be noved."

Reed watched the older man's eyes flicker. "You' re active duty, I'mjust a retired Air Force
officer. This is your show. But she can't be noved. You nove the other ones, Colonel, ny wife
stays here. And | stay with her, "

"Sir, they're gonna, "

"I know what they're going to do, Colonel Reed , but she can't be noved. She's dying, she knows
it. I knowit. I'"'mnot going to take the last few hours she m ght have | eft away from her, anynore
than can't be hel ped anyway. If the Russians come, then maybe we'll both die together, "

Reed shook his head. "No, no, what about your son
"Paul woul d understand, Col onel, "

Reed shook his head again. "No, he wouldn't, if | were Paul Rubenstein, | wouldn't understand
you' ve got an obligation to live, sir. Your wife'd be the first one to tell you that, she'd, "
"That's enough Col onel, get out of here, let Paul's nother die in peace and maybe | can die with
her,

Reed balled his fists together along the outside seens of his fatigues. He opened his fists,
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turned around and found the doorknob, twisted it and stepped into the corridor. He wasn't seeing
too well and he closed his eyes, |eaning against the door for a nonent as it closed. Hi s own

not her had di ed of cancer, and Paul Rubenstein's nother was doing the sane.

"Shit," he snarled, hammering his fist against the wall. "Damit it to hell!" He pushed away from
the door. As he started running back along the bend in the corridor, he could hear the voice of
the hospital administrator over the intercom he was announci ng the evacuation, that there was
nothing to fear if order could be nmaintained. Nothing to fear, to Reed, since the N ght of The
War, there had been nothing but fear. Sone little fear at times for his own safety, but when there
was a job to do that required intelligence gathering against the eneny, there was no tinme for
personal fear. But fear, that the War would never end, fear that the Russians could never be

di spl aced fromthe power they had seized in North Anerica, fear that the guy you shared a snoke
with was soneone you'd never see again. After the evacuation of the Florida peninsula before the
mega- quakes which severed it fromthe continental U S., he had cone to know the Rubensteins like a
second set of parents, suffered with them both when it had been | earned Ms. Rubenstein was dying
of bone cancer and nothing coul d be done to save her. He had cone, in the precious little tinme
since the discovery of the rapidly progressing disease, to accept her death as inevitable, but not
the death of her husband who had beconme, even nore since the nature of Ms. Rubenstein's illness
had been reveal ed, a close friend.

He reached the end of the corridor, starting to thread his way through the evacuees and toward the
doors | eading to the outside.

Reed checked the Tinmex on his left wist, the Russian gunships would fill the skies at any noment.
Fromthe battered flap holster hanging at his right hip, he drew the 1911A1, working the slide of
the .45, jacking a round into the chanber, |eaving the hammer at full stand and upping the safety.
He pushed through the inner doors, his left hand hel ping ease a wheel chair patient through the
doors. He reached the outer doors; the guard there was directing the flow of traffic , wheelchair
patients to the ranp, anbul atory patients down the steps.

Trucks were pulling up in front of the school, nen pouring fromthe trucks to aid in the
evacuati on.

Above the din, the shouts, the blaring of the PA system he heard the thrashing noise in the air.

In the distance, he could see their outlines, |ike huge, dark insects, |like a swarm of nechani cal
| ocusts comng to devour all in their path.

He cl osed his eyes an instant, hamrering his left fist against his thigh. Inside the inprovised
field hospital , Reed alnost prayed Ms. Rubenstein would die now so that her husband, his

friend, might take the chance to live

But he knew inside himthat it woul dn't happen that way.

Reed stared at the helicopters, they were conmng closer. He ran the fingers of his left hand
through his hair. He shouted toward the sky, toward the Soviet force, "God dam you all to hell!"
But he wondered if hell could be worse than the War

Chapt er Two.

Rozhdest venskiy stood besi de Conrade Professor Zl ovski, lighting a cigarette despite the fact that
posted everywhere throughout the | aboratory were boldly lettered signs Kureetvaspreshahyetsa.

Col onel Neheni ah Rozhdestvenskiy realized he was someone for whom signs which arbitrarily gave
orders no | onger possessed the slightest neaning.

He watched; the coffin shaped object's blue |ight seemng to flicker, the swirling clouds inside
it parting, as did clouds before the dawn, he thought. And in a very real way, Rozhdestvenskiy
considered, it was a dawn, the dawn of a new age for Earth

If the man had survived.

Rozhdest venskiy | ooked at Zl ovski, noting the man's chin trenbling slightly fromthe oscillation
of the spear point of his little beard. "Wen will we know, Conrade Professor?"

"Conr ade Col onel Rozhdestvenskiy, we, we shall know in a matter of seconds. The cryogeni c chanbers
are designed to stinulate the occupant toward awakeni ng, yet not abruptly. W, we shall know in
seconds. "

Rozhdestvenskiy only nodded, turning his attention back to the coffin shaped cryogeni c chamber. It
was one of the Soviet made chanmbers, but had been altered to match function for function those
twel ve chamnbers of Anerican manufacture which had been confiscated fromthe ruins of the Johnson
Space Center along with the ninety-six three litre bottles of the nearly clear green liquid which
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was the all-inportant serum The subject of the cryogenic suspended ani nation test,

Rozhdest venskiy had nmenorized the man's nane as a courageous hero of the Soviet Union, whether the
man survived or not, had been injected with the correctly cal cul ated amount of the cryogenic serum
based upon body wei ght. The volunteer's name was Corporal Vassily Gurienko.

"Corporal ," Rozhdestvenskiy called out. "Do you |live, Corporal? Vassily?"

I nside the chanber, as the clouds of the blue cryogenic gas dissipated, there was novenent.

"I't could only be a reaction of the body, an autonom c response, Conrade Col onel," Zl ovsk
caut i oned.

"Vas-sil-y!'"

" Conr ade Col onel !'"

"Vas-sil-y!"

Slowy, the body inside the chanber rose, like a figure in a child' s nightmare sitting up froma

coffin, the covering, the lid of the chanber elevating in perfect synchrony with the forminside
Slowy, the torso bent until Corporal Vassily Gurienko sat fully erect. The man was naked save for
a light blue cloth covering over his legs, this partially dropped away, his private parts
unconsci ousl y di spl ayed now.

Rozhdest venskiy wal ked toward the cryogenic chanber. "Corporal ?"

The occupant of the cryogenic chanber, his |ower jaw dropped. "Conrade Colonel, I, what is, |
feel, "

Rozhdest venskiy spoke slowy. "You were born where, Corporal ?"

"M nsk, M nsk, Conrade Col onel."

"Three times nine is how nmuch?"

"Twenty-seven," the man answered after an instant's pause.

"What is the mathematical equival ent of pi?"

"Ahh, three point one four one six, Conrade Col onel."

"What are you doi ng here?"

"Conr ade Col onel, | volunteered to serve the State,
Conr ade Col onel, "
" How?"

"To test, Conrade Colonel, to test the cryogenic chanbers which will carry ourselves of the
Conmittee For State Security Elite Corps and the selected fenale conrades and the support

personnel five hundred years into the future to reawaken, to reawaken and to conquer the pl anet
and to destroy the six returning United States Space Shuttles with our particle beam def ense
systens before they are able to | and, Conrade Col onel, and to, "

"Never mind," Rozhdestvenskiy whispered. Rozhdestvenskiy took a half step back, bringing his heels

together, raising his right hand to his forehead, "I salute you, Conrade Corporal QGurienko, as a
Hero of The Soviet Union."

Rozhdest venskiy dropped the salute, turned to | ook at Professor Zl ovski. "Well?"

"I have told you, Conrade Colonel , there is no proper test of so short a duration and , "

"The indications?"

"They are all good, Conrade Col onel, the corporal, he nust be subjected to extensive nedical tests
before we know nore and , "

Rozhdest venskiy made a slicing notion through the air with his right hand, dropping his cigarette
to the | aboratory floor and heeling it out. He picked up the red tel ephone on the edge of the
nearest lab table. "This is Rozhdestvenskiy. G ve nme Comruni cations." He waited, while the
connection was nade, a ringing sound once, then a voice beginning a fornmal answering procedure.
"Never mind that, this is Col onel Rozhdestvenskiy, send nessage seventeen. | repeat, message
seventeen. Send continuously until there is response. | amin the Cryogenics Laboratory and shall
be returning to my Command Center." He hung up

"You are not curious, Conrade Professor?"

"About what, Conrade Col onel ?"

Rozhdestvenskiy felt himself snmiling. "Message seventeen, what it is?"

"I was not listening, Conrade Colonel, | would not presume, "
"It is a coded signal to the Kremin Bunker, it is only one word. 'Cone.' Sonetinmes," he nodded,
starting to wal k away, "one word is all that is needed. | shall wi sh to peruse the nedica

findings of the corporal's condition personally, and have you available to ne all the while for
consultation. See to it, Zl ovski." Then Rozhdestvenskiy stopped, |ighting another cigarette, he
woul d have five centuries to break the habit. "The corporal is to be treated with the dignity

whi ch woul d be accorded a hero of his stature.” And he snmiled at the professor. "Conrade Professor
Zl ovski , thank you very nuch, a nost worthwhile entertainnent, nost," and he wal ked away,
listening to the click of the heels of his Italian |oafers on the hard | aboratory fl oor
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Al'l but like the gods of G eco-Roman nyth, he was i nmmortal now.

Chapt er Three.

John Thomas Rour ke slipped the Low Al pi ne Systens Loco Pack's straps over his shoul ders, watching
as Natalia prepared herself, at |east physically, for the ordeal which renai ned ahead of them The
twin stainless L-Frame Meta-life Custom Snmiths had never |eft her throughout the conference with
her uncl e, General Varakov, in the numy room of the nmuseum by Lake M chi gan, nor had the shoul der
hol ster, he had found out it was a Ken Null SMZ, with the special silencer fitted stainless
Anerican Walther PPK/ S. But she was slinging her two M 16s to her body now, as Rourke watched
her. And there was Captain Vladov, the Soviet Special Forces Leader. One of his men had brought
forth Vliadov's additional gear. Qther than the Smith & Wesson stainless Mdel 659 9mm he had worn
earlier, MVl adov now carried a second handgun, identical to the first. Still a third Smth & Wesson
9mm pi stol he carried in what appeared to be a handnade tanker style holster, this gun the al npst
bl ack | ooking 469, called the "Mni' Gun before The N ght of The War. The factories which produced
Anerican snmall arns had been occupied and in sone cases nmade to continue production, nostly
assenbly fromexisting parts, Natalia had told him

Rourke turned to the face of the man who had changed his destiny, or perhaps helped himto fulfill

it, if indeed there were destiny at all. Ceneral |shmael Varakov, Supreme Conmander North Anerican
Armmy of Cccupation of The Sovi et.

The general still sat on his backl ess bench, his secretary Catherine standi ng besi de and behi nd
him her left hand resting gently on the nassive old nman's equally nmassive | eft shoul der. The
second Sovi et Special Forces officer had arrived, with his nen as well, a Lieutenant Daszrozi nski
General Varakov spoke. "The assault which | propose, Dr. Rourke, is the only nmeans by which the
KGB can be prevented fromfulfilling its goals. But | feel a guilt that | send you all to your

deat hs despite this know edge."

John Rourke checked the Gerber fighting knife he had added to his gear before |eaving for Chicago.
As he sheathed the black handl ed MkII, he spoke, "Captain VIladov has five nmen and Li eutenant
Daszrozinski has five nen, a total of twelve Russians, plus Natalia of course. If there were only
thirteen Russians," he sniled, "an assault on the Winb to recover the cryogenic serum or destroy
it and knock out the particle beam weapons there night be doonmed to failure, | agree. But |I'm an
Anerican. That'll make the difference." He watched Natalia's eyes grow wi der as he spoke, their

i ncredi bl e, surreal blueness brighter sonehow in the contrast of the dimlight of the mumy room
"And, if as you proposed, Ceneral Varakov, | can get the help of US. Il inthis, well," and he

| aughed, "even just two or three nore Anericans added into, " and he paused, gesturing toward the
Sovi et SF-ers around him knowing they were his allies now against the K@, but finding it stil
hard to realize fully, "this assault force, well. You know what they always say. One Anerican can
I'ick any coupl e dozen people fromanywhere else in the world. So, a thousand of Rozhdestvenskiy's
Elite KGB Corps, the thousand wormen he has there to perpetuate the KGB, all the support personnel
the thousands of American snmall arns stored there, the mllions of rounds of anmunition. Al of

that, well, if mankind survives sonehow after the ionization effect begins and ends, well
history will probably show that this, " and he gestured again to the even dozen Sovi et Specia
Forces troops and then to Natalia and hinself, "this assault force just took advantage of those

poor ni sgui ded KGB people."

Nat al i a Anastasi a Ti emerovna began to | augh, hysterically, doubling forward with it, holding the M
16s back on their slings, falling to her knees. And suddenly, Captain VIadov, whom Varakov hinself
had | abel ed the best soldier in the Soviet Union, began to |augh, Lieutenant Daszrozi nski joining
him the sergeants each nan had, the enlisted personnel |aughing, too.

Cat herine, Varakov's secretary with the too-long uniformskirt, smled. Varakov, his face seam ng
began to laugh, a laugh that sounded like a child s dreamof Santa Claus as it rolled sonorously
from his nmassive body.

John Rourke began to check one, then the other of the twi n stainless Detonics Conbat Master .45s
he wore, it was the first tinme in his life, he smled, that he had ever been funny. And in view of
what |ay before them he thought, nost likely the last tinme as well.
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Chapt er Four.

Dawn cane, the world had not perished by fire as it would, perhaps the next sunrise, or the next.
It was an indefinite sentence of death , sonetine, sone sunrise within the next seven days at
best, because of the electrically charged particles which had been thrust into the atnosphere
during the bonmbings and missile strikes of The N ght of The War, the total ionization of the

at nrosphere woul d take place. The atnosphere would catch fire, the fire spreading as the
electrically charged particles were acted upon by the sun. It would be the |ast sunrise for
humanity. As the earth rotated and the sun eventually rose throughout the twenty-four hours, there
woul d be twenty-four hours of death, the sky itself aflane, the surface of the earth destroyed,
the atnosphere all but conpletely burned away, much of the ozone |ayer destroyed. Humanity and al
the lower life forns would be obliterated, forever

And General Varakov had held out one chance, that in a hernetically sealed shelter such as
Rourke's own survival Retreat in the nmountains of northeast Georgia not far fromthe town of

Hel en, his wife Sarah, his son M chael and his daughter Annie could survive, and that he, Rourke,

could survive as well, and so could Natalia and Paul Ruben-stein and any others the Retreat could
accomodate. All through the use of the cryogenic chanbers originally devel oped for deep space
travel, in use with the six craft of the Space Shuttle Fleet sonewhere on an elliptical voyage to

the end of the solar system and back. The cryogenic sl eep chanbers, coupled with the al nost
nystical serum which allowed the human brain to be awakened fromthe Iife sustaining, unaging

sl eep, could allow Rourke's famly to survive the scorching of the earth and the sky, to survive
the centuries while the lower plant forns gradually rebuilt the atnosphere to a | evel conparable
to the highest altitude nountain atnospheres, but |iveable. The chanbers and the serum w t hout

whi ch the chanbers woul d be a perpetual living death fromwhich there could be no awakeni ng woul d
allow his fanmily to awaken five centuries in the future to a world, once again and however

mar gi nal |y, habitable. And to awaken to the hoped for return of the Eden Project survivors, an

i nternational corps of deep space astronaut trainees recruited because of their skills and their
physi cal perfection fromall the western aligned nations. To return with their mcrofilmlibraries
of the accunul ated know edge of mankind, their cryogenically frozen enbryonic life forms, donestic
animals, livestock, even birds to sing again in the air if indeed there were air.

An Ark.

But Col onel Nehemi ah Rozhdestvenskiy, successor to Ml admr Karanmatsov, the husband of Mjor
Nat al i a Ti enerovna whom John Rourke had killed in a standup gunfight engineered by Natalia's uncle
General Varakov, had assenbl ed the one thousand finest of his Elite KG Corps. Wth one thousand
handpi cked perfect Soviet female specinens, with the secret of |ife sustaining cryogenic sleep
stolen with the American cryogenic serum they would survive the gl obal hol ocaust to use particle
beam weapons already installed at what once had been NORAD Headquarters at Cheyenne Mountai n,

Col orado, they would survive in what Rozhdestvenskiy had dubbed "The Wnb" to destroy the
returni ng Eden Project before the last survivors of the world denocracies could |and, could

reclai mthe purged earth.

It was this that was his mssion, John Rourke realized, sitting in the sem -darkness at the height
of the nezzanine steps, but in shadow fromthe first floor of the nuseumitself. He could see the
two figures of mastodons fighting. Natalia had told himhow her uncle watched these w thout cease.
He understood the reason, and |ike the nastodons, he was now prepared to fight unto extinction
because the circunstances of his own life had issued himno choice. It was his mission, above the
saving of his wife and children, beyond saving Natalia and Paul and even hinself for a world five
centuries fromnow, it was his mssion to prevent the KG Elite Corps fromutilizing the cryogenic
serum destroy the particle beam weapons, prevent the ultimte Soviet dom nation of the entire
earth, the ultimate victory for evil

It was an involuntary nerve response, a paroxysm the shiver which ran along his spine, as a
doctor he could think of a multiplicity of nedical related reasons for it. But the truest reason
was within hinself and what he had to do.

Chapter Five.

Sarah Rourke, wearing a borrowed sweater, Natalia's things fit her alnost perfectly, and her own
blue denimskirt, the only skirt she owned, sat on one of the high rocks not far fromthe Retreat
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entrance, her pistol in its holster on the ground beside her. On the next rock, Paul Rubenstein
sat, an M 16 across his lap, some kind of submachi negun slung di agonally across his back, a

pi stol, she recognized it as a Browning H gh Power, in a shoulder holster that positioned the
pistol half across the left side of his chest.

"Are you sure you're well enough, "

"I't was only nmy left arm Ms. Rourke, | shoot with nmy right, "

"I didn't mean that -and it's Sarah, "

"Sarah," he nodded, pushing his wire-rimed gl asses up off the bridge of his nose with his right
i ndex finger. "Anyway, the fresh air's good for ne."

"Do you think the children, "

"I left a note on the pillow next to Mchael, he can read it, know we're just outside, | just, "
And he | ooked at her. "Why'd you come out here? John tell you to keep an eye on ne with ny arn?"
She shook her head, it was such a good feeling to have clean hair, to wash it with seeningly
limtless hot water. She suddenly wondered, shivering , what it would be |like when all the
supplies stored in the shelves and cabinets of her husband's Retreat were depleted. She had | ooked
through the library, there were books whi ch showed how to weave cl oth, books which showed how to
make soap fromanimal fat. Wuld they soneday wear rags? Live by the |ight of homenade candl es
because the supply of light bulbs and fluorescent tubes had been depl eted, she | aughed at the
irony. Limtless electricity fromthe hydroel ectric generators her husband had installed, but

electricity was usel ess without |ights. She |aughed , out loud, "IlI'msorry, "
"What is it?" Paul Rubenstein asked her
"Not hing, | was just thinking, how stupid I'lIl feel someday running around in rags or aninals

skins cooking wild rabbit by candlelight on a mcrowave oven."
Paul Rubenstein started to |augh and she laughed with him It was nice to have sonething to | ook
forward to, after all, Sarah Rourke thought.

Chapter Six.

He had taken an M 16 froma soldier killed in the first pass the helicopters had made across the
school grounds. As the nmachi nes banked, their guns opening up again, plowi ng waves in the dirt on
both sides of the disabled, already burning truck behind which he had taken cover, Reed |eveled
the assault rifle toward the bubble done of the nearest of the machi nes, they were American Bel

209 Huey Cobras, taken over by the Russians, a red Soviet star enbl azoned over the Anmerican
mar ki ngs. Reed squeezed the trigger, firing, enptying the M 16's magazine, the helicopter's 7.62mm

mul ti-barrel Mnigun still firing, the helicopter unswerving, unaffected.

"Shit!"

He tucked down, the ground on both sides of the truck erupting as another of the machi nes nade a
pass, the sound of bullets ricocheting off the metal of the truck body. Screans , not all of the
pati ents had been successfully evacuated fromthe building and those that were, were still pinned
down in the trucks, sonme at the far end of the road, others still in front of the school

The sound of a missile firing, Reed | ooked up. The contrail, then one of the two and a half ton

trucks at the far edge of the driveway seened to bounce upward for an instant, then was consumned
in a ball of flane. Men, wonen, their clothes and hair afire, fell fromthe back of the truck
"Bastards!" Reed screaned at the machines as they finished the pass. They were com ng back

For some reason he turned around, he had never believed in a sixth sense beyond the uneasy feeling
one sonetimes got in conbat. But Col onel Rubenstein had |eft the school building. The man stood
there. He screaned, "My wife is dead!" Hi s hands tore at the collar of his shirt, ripping it.
Suddenl y, Reed was consci ous of Rubenstein being a Jew and Reed seened to renenber that the
rendi ng of sone article of clothing was a tradition for the death of a | oved one.

Reed started to shout, "I'msorry." But then the school steps vaporized in a ball of flane and

Col onel Rubenstein was gone.

Reed stabbed the M 16 skyward, firing it out uselessly, scream ng the word agai n and agai n,

"Bast ards!"

He pushed himself to his feet, out of nmagazines for the M 16, running toward the nearest of the
trucks which could still nove, shouting toward the cab, "Driver, get us out of here!"

As he started to clinb aboard, hanging on to the stakes that surrounded the truck bed, he realized
the truck's engine was not running. "Driver!"

Hs .45 in his fist, Reed junped to the ground. Screans of the wounded and dyi ng were drowned out
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by the rattle of nmachinegun fire, the long staccato pulse that sounded like a solitary drone of
some huge wasp as it beat its wings. The truck beside himwas hit, Reed throwing hinself to the
dirt and gravel of the driveway, a shower of the material of the driveway raining dow on him

Fl anes engul fed the truck beside him screans, bodies on fire hurtling thenselves fromthe
vehi cl e.

A missile inpacted the front of the school, flanes now belching fromthe roof as he pulled hinself
to his feet. He clinmbed up into the truck cab, the w ndshield was peppered w th spi derwebbed
bull et holes, the driver's eyes were wi de open in death, the front of the fatigue bl ouse dark and
wet with bl ood.

Reed shoved the body through the driver's side door, "God bl ess you, son," he nmurnured, starting
the deuce and a half. "Hang on back there," Reed shouted behind him "Hang on!" The sick, the
wounded, he didn't want to add themto the ranks of the dead.

He punped the clutch, stonping the gas pedal, letting the truck start rolling forward, the
gunshi ps comning through for another pass. One of the helicopters was conming right at himas he
upshi fted, cranking the wheel hard |l eft and out of the driveway. Reed ducked, machi negun fire

bl owi ng out the wi ndow, he was | osing control of the truck, losing it. As he noved on the seat, he
could feel the shards of glass falling, hear the tinkle of glass as it fell fromhis clothes,
breaki ng, feel the crunch of it under and around him He fought the wheel, trying to get control

A tree, he cut the wheel hard right. He felt it as he threw hinmself down, the lurch, the trenor of
the truck cab around him the shuddering of his own body as he slamed forward and rolled fromthe
seat, his right elbow hitting the driveshaft hunp, his head striking the dashboard.

Wth his left hand he felt for the door handle, twisting at it, his right hand clutching for the
cocked and | ocked .45 which was back in his holster. He found it, half falling fromthe truck cab
to the ground, steamrising in a whistling colum fromwhere the nose of the deuce and a hal f had
struck the tree

Reed staggered, falling to his knees, still clutching the .45

He | ooked skyward, the Soviet narked gunshi ps were breaking off, disengaging.

Reed | ooked around hi mnow, the school was awash with flanmes, all but two of the trucks burning or
ot herw se di sabl ed.

Bodi es | ay everywhere about the driveway, nobans of the dying filling the air as the beating of the
hel i copter rotor blades died on the air slowy.

Reed got to his feet. Hs left hand was bl eeding, he realized, and his head ached badly.

He staggered toward the rear of the truck, ripping back the tarpaulin cover there.

"Jesus." He turned away, feeling the thing in the pit of his stomach, gagging as the vonmt rose in
him falling to his knees as it poured fromhis nouth onto the ground.

The twenty or so people in the back of the truck were all dead.

He set down his pistol just to the side of the puddle of vomit, his left el bow aching as he noved
the arm both hands finding the | apel of his fatigue bl ouse. For Col onel Rubenstein, for Ms.
Rubenstein, for all the dead. It was hard to tear the fabric, but on the third try, it ripped.

Chapt er Seven.

Nat al i a Anastasia Tiemerovna, Major, Comrittee for State Security of The Soviet, felt the warmh
and strength of her uncle's arns around her, a warnth and strength she had felt and | oved since
she was a little child, something she would never know again. She tasted the salt of her own tears
mngled with the salt of General |shmael Varakov's tears as her head rested against his chest.
"All, all of it, inthe letter to John Rourke, about ny real parents, nmy real nmother, it, it only
made ne | ove you nore, Uncle Ishmael, it only, "

"l told all of those things in the letter because | thought perhaps, child, that | nmight never see
you agai n, and you had the right to know these things. How goes it with the Anerican Rourke?"

She still let her uncle hold her, there in the quiet darkness of the nmumry room "He has found his
wi fe and children, Uncle, "

"What of you, child?"

She cl osed her eyes so tight she could see red and green floaters in them

"What of you, child?"

"She knows , his wife knows that | love him And that he | oves ne, he actually | oves ne."

"A man does not have two wives, at |least not a man like this Dr. John Rourke."

W we,
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"Per haps he thinks of the Jew, Rubenstein, of himfor you should the Eden Project not return, "
She kept her eyes closed. "I love Paul, but Iike he were ny brother, Uncle, like that only.
woul d rather go on | oving John Rourke and have hi mnever touch nme than to lie that | could |ove
soneone el se.”

"She is ol der than you?"

"She is thirty-two, perhaps thirty-three, |I think, there is only four or five years of difference
bet ween us, "
"Then you will both outlive himif you somehow survive this hol ocaust."

"l woul d not want,
"To live if this Rourke nman were dead?"

"Yes, | would not."

"You are skilled in many ways, child, "

She cl osed her eyes still tighter, |ike she had when Karanatsov had beaten her before Rourke had
killed him "I could never, it would, it would be, "

"l know that you could never," and she felt his body shudder as he | aughed. "The efficient KGB
killing machine, you were called that once and | never told you. A killing machine in skirts and
sil k stockings, a nenber of the Politburo spoke of you that way when you and Karamat sov wor ked
together in Latin Arerica before The Night of The War. But | knew that what the Politburo nenber
said was wong. Your heart, it has always been the heart of your real nother, did | tell you in
the letter that her nane was Natalia as well?"

"Yes, yes, Uncle," she whispered. "You told me that, "

"An old man forgets, child. But there are sonme things, sone things that an old man can never
He ceased to speak

"Forget," she whispered for him

"There are sone things, and perhaps for you John Rourke is such a thing, would that she had so
wor shiped me as is evident you worship this Rourke, "

"He is, "

He rel eased his arns fromher, turning up her chin with the tips of the fingers of both his
massi ve, spatul ate hands

"He is a man, "

"He is nore, Uncle, he, "

"I amnot a religious person, but it is wong to speak of such things, | think. For a man to
worship a woman, or a woman to worship a man, this can be. But , but he is not your god. Perhaps,
child,” and she | ooked into his eyes, tear-rinmred, large, |loving seeming to her, ", perhaps,
child, neither you nor I can have a god. And if in the hour of nmy death, | should discover one, it

will be the sane one that soneday perhaps you shall discover, and Dr. Rourke shall discover too
And your John Rourke, he will not discover his god by staring at his own image in a reflecting

pool and being deceived. It is in this Rourke's eyes , that he is not this sort of man. If you

| ove himso, then respect himalso for what he is and what he is not and would never pretend to
be. "

She cl osed her eyes again, hugging her arns as best she could around her uncle's chest, and it was
sonet hi ng unchangi ng since she had been a little girl, her fingertips would not neet no natter how
hard she tried, how tightly she squeezed

Chapter Eight.

If free will were in its exercise an intrinsic good, then those who woul d consciously and totally

abrogate the exercise of free will for the bulk of mankind for their own purposes were, by
contrast, intrinsically evil

Good. Evil.

Rour ke consi dered these as he stood at the hei ght of the nezzanine steps, staring down at Varkov's
figures of the mastodons which dom nated the nuseum hall. John Rourke | ooked at the Rol ex

Submariner on his left wist. Varakov indicated they woul d have to be clear of the nmuseum by eight
forty-five at the latest. It was alnost eight-thirty. But the thought of rushing Natalia' s |ast
farewell to her uncle, though it entered his mind, was somethi ng Rourke instantaneously dismn ssed.
He had renpbved his pack again, placing it on one of the benches at the rear of the mezzanine, his
M 16 beside it, only the CAR-15 slung cross body fromhis | eft shoul der under his right arm now.
He | ooked back, hearing footsteps.
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It was Natalia, walking slowy beside her uncle.

Rour ke turned back toward the great hall, whistling | ow, once, Vladov's man beside the brass doors
|l eading to the outside turning, acknow edgi ng.

Rour ke turned back to stare at Natalia. As he did, he spoke to VIladov, on the nezzani ne beside
him "Captain, looks |like we're ready."

"I't would appear so, Dr. Rourke."

"How do you feel about this, going against other Russians |ike yourself?"

"At the Wonb?"

"Yes, at the Wnb?"

"They are other Russians, but they are not |ike nyself."

Rour ke | ooked at the man. "Fair enough," Rourke nodded deliberately. He turned back to Natalia,
wat chi ng. Varakov, beside her, stopped as he reached the edge of the nezzani ne.

Rourke listened as the old man spoke. "It is tine, child."

Natalia only nodded, her face turned down, as if staring at her uncle's feet or her own.

Rour ke stepped forward toward them his left armfolding around her shoul ders. He extended his

right hand. "General Varakov, | think we could have been friends if all of us hadn't been so bent
on butchering each other, sir."
Varakov took his hand, the grip was warm firm exuding strength. "I think that you are quite

correct, Dr. Rourke. You will care for her
"Like my own life, sir, nore than that."
"l trust you and you alone with the greatest joy of ny life."

Rour ke nodded, al nost whispering, "I know that, sir." Their hands were still cl asped.

"We Comuni sts are taught that there is no God to believe in, |ike Marx spoke of. But in the event
we have been wong all these decades since we attenpted to liberate man from his chains, then |
wi sh that God, if He exists, bless you all and protect you."

"We capitalists are taught," Rourke smled, "that hedgi ng your bet is never a bad thing, Ceneral
May CGod bl ess you, too."

The ol d man nodded, his eyes lit w th sonething Rourke could not read, but sonething sonehow
Rour ke coul d understand. They rel eased each other's grips.

Varakov folded Natalia into his arns, speaking to her in Russian. "I |ove you, you are the
daughter, you are the life | never led. Kiss me good-bye, child, forever."

Rour ke cl osed his eyes, opening themas Natalia noved into her uncle's arns, then turning away.
He heard her voice behind him in English, saying, "I'mready, John."

Rour ke turned back. Varakov stared, past him Rourke |ooked behind him Captain VlIadov and

Li eut enant Daszrozsinski stood at stiff attention, right hands raised in salute.

As he | ooked back to Varakov, the old man, his uniformtunic open, his shoes unlaced, his shirt
collar open, returned the salute sharply. "God, if He hears nme and if He is there to begin with
God speed. "

As Rourke drew Natalia to him he said only one word. "Sir."

Chapt er Ni ne.

Across the profile of Vladov's AKS-74 assault rifle, as John Rourke | ooked at hi mwhere they stood
besi de the massive brass doors, Rourke could see tears rimmng the Soviet Special Forces captain's
eyes.

Rour ke | ooked at Natalia, she was staring behind them and Rourke | ooked back then once. Varakov,
his secretary Catherine beside him stood at the bal cony of the nezzanine, only staring.

Rour ke rasped, "Let's go, our best tribute to himis to do what the general called us here for
Capt ai n?"

"Agreed," the man nodded, licking his lips.

"Nat al i a?"

She stared at him her blue eyes awash with tears. Then she nodded, "Yes,
crack between the doors, Rourke right behind her

The sun was hi gher over the | ake than Rourke woul d have supposed, but it had been a long tine
since he had seen a Chicago sunrise. Thunder runbled in the sky to the east as Rourke, a step
behind Natalia, his M16 in his hands, raced down the nuseum steps, diagonally, and toward the

| anes of Lake Shore Drive which cut between the nmuseum and the aquarium and the planetarium
beyond, the click of the Soviet Special Forces troopers' boots on the stone steps |oud and oddly

and pushed through the
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reassuring. Rourke shot a glance at his Rolex, the cuff of his bonber jacket already rolled back
it was eight forty-two. At eight forty-five for some reason Varakov had not specified, there could
be trouble.

Natalia sprinted ahead, toward Lake Shore Drive, no traffic there, nothing as she ducked under the
hori zontal safety lines and into the street. Rourke followed her, hearing Vladov snap from behi nd
him "Look there, Dr. Rourke, fromthe south!"”

Rourke drew up to his full height, conming up Lake Shore Drive now fromthe south was first one,
then anot her, then another, and he imagined still nore behind, trucks. "KGB," VIadov murmured.
Rour ke | ooked ahead, Natalia was nearly across the drive. Rourke broke into a dead run behind
her, rasping, "Cone on, Vladov!" H's M16 at high port, the CAR- 15 bangi ng against his side as he
ran, Rourke reached the far side of the drive, Natalia still sprinting ahead, crossing beyond the
si dewal k and onto the grass, heading toward the | ake side of the spit of |and beyond the aquarium
roadway, parkway strip, then roadway and nore parkway, then finally the lake to Rourke's right.
But the shelter of the rocks was beyond the aquarium "Conme on," Rourke shouted. "Hurry, follow
Maj or Tiemerovna!" Rourke picked up his run, glancing once to his right and behind him the
trucks, KGB personnel on notorcycles flanking them he could recogni ze them by the green tabs of
their uniforns. He hit the grass, running al ongside the aquarium now, Natalia di sappearing behind
t he aquarium Rourke running after her

Rour ke reached the back end of the building, taking a quick left behind it, running. Ahead the
ground dropped off, Rourke reaching the edge, renenbering what |ay beyond well enough not to junp
for it. But he flipped down, picking his landing spot in the instant before he npbved, m ssing an
eight-inch wide crack between the slabs of tan colored natural rock and chunks of concrete which
fornmed the | ow sea wall against the Lake M chigan waters. He ducked down, Natalia already there,
one of her M 16s up, ready.

VI adov was the first of the SF-ers down, then Lieutenant Daszrozinski and |ike something

chor eographed, one after the other, the remaining ten Soviet SF-ers.

"What do we do, Conrade Major?" Vladov asked, sounding slightly out of breath. Rourke couldn't be
certain, but the pounding in his own chest led himto the conclusion. "Do we wait here or

pr oceed?"

"Those trucks," Natalia panted. "They, they are heading for Meiggs Field?"

"Yes, Conrade Major. Each day the KGB have been shipping out supplies by nine-fifteen , we do not
know what . "

"How big are the planes they use?" Rourke interrupted.

"They are Anerican Boei ng KC- 135Bs. "

Rour ke nodded, thinking. "There were steel mlls beyond the bend in the shoreline, could be
billets of steel, maybe Rozhdestvenskiy wants sone laid in at the Wonb to handle early
construction after the awakening."

"Perhaps,"” Natalia nmused. "There were al so autonotive assenbly plants , perhaps engine parts."
"What ever the hell it is, what do you think?" Rourke asked her, his voice |low "You know the KGB
better than any of us."

He wat ched her eyes. "My uncle has the boats waiting just beyond the planetarium Sone of the GRU
men he trusted are with them but they are not insane. If we wait and do not nake our rendezvous,
" and he saw her eye the gold |l adies Rolex she wore on her wist for an instant, "they wll |eave
and we will be stranded here."

"No choice for it then," and Rourke turned to Vladov. "Have your nen keep | ow and have 'em watch
their footing. W'll followthis out all the way to the land's end, "

"Agreed," Vladov nodded, saying to his nmen, "As the doctor has said, keep |ow, be careful of your
footing anong these rocks, we follow the major and Doctor Rourke."

Natalia started up from her knees, Rourke grabbing at her right forearm |ooking at her for an
instant. "lI'msorry, sorry this had to happen. Al of it, except neeting you."

"I as well, except for that," and she pulled away fromhim breaking into a crouching run al ong
the rocks, Rourke after her

Chapter Ten.
Sam Chanbers, president of U S. Il spoke slowy. "This is butchery, pure butchery, "
Reed cl osed his eyes, inhaling on his cigarette, slowy saying to the president, "It proves what

|'ve been saying, M. President, a major Soviet offensive directed against us. They're softening
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us up. That's why they did this. Denoralize us. For the last two weeks at |east, there' ve been all
the signs. Airborne reconnai ssance shows units of the Arny and K& units too massing in east Texas
and in central Louisiana. They're going to bite us right between 'em
Reed | ooked at Chanbers, it was better than surveying the bodies in the elenmentary schoo

driveway, better than watching the few surviving nmedics working with those who weren't quite dead
yet. Chanbers' helicopter's rotor blades beat slowy, rhythnically at the far side of the drive.
Then Chanbers spoke. "Your efforts to contact the reorgani zed Texas volunteer nmilitia, "

"I don't know, sir. | sent Lieutenant Feltcher out three weeks ago, we haven't heard from him
since. If he did nake contact, they could have killed himas a spy, | don't know. Since the death
of Randan Soanes, the |eadership has changed at |east a half-dozen tines, could have been
infiltrated with nore of the Comunists, we don't know. And there were the runors some of the

| arger brigand bands had fornmed sonme sort of alliance with the nmilitia. W just don't know, sir."
"But they're the only hope we have, aren't they, Reed, "

Reed nodded, dropping his cigarette to the gravel, heeling it out. Suddenly the nausea passed over
hi m again, stuck to a piece of the gravel near his boot was what | ooked |ike a pink piece of hunman
flesh, burned at the edges. He breathed deeply, to nmake the feeling pass, then tried to answer.

"If they cone and |ink up with us before the Russians strike , sonehow, then we can beat this
Russian force. |If they get caught up with the Russians in east Texas, then we can take on the
Russians in central Louisiana. If they don't cone at all, it's either surrender or be crushed.

It'd be a slaughter.™

"We won't surrender," Chanbers said firnly.

"I didn't think we would, sir,"” Reed told him Because there were other nmenbers of the civilian
cabi net nearby, and sone younger officers as well, Reed didn't add that all surrender woul d nean
was a firing squad or worse. It was better to die standing up, fighting for what you believed in.
Reed it another cigarette, where the hell was Feltcher, he thought. Had he reached the Texas
Volunteer MIlitia or just died trying?

Chapter El even.

They had reached | and's end, the |apping of the waves | oud agai nst the rocks beneath them Rourke
peered round the rock border al ong which they had noved, seeing three six-man Avon rubber boats,
the kind divers sonmetines used. Al three boats, fitted with inpressively |large outboard notors,
were noored to the rocks, a solitary man hol ding an AK-47 standi ng guard beside them using the
wooden buttstock of the AK to push the boats away fromthe rocks when the waves forced themtoo
close. Two other men stood further in on the rocks, away fromthe Avon inflatables, AK-47s at the
ready position.

Rour ke turned back to Natalia, using hand signals to reveal his findings. She nodded, nurrmuring
the three letters, "GRU. " Rourke nodded. Natalia peered around the edge of the rocks for a nonent,
then | ooked back at Rourke. She repeated the three initials, "GRU, " then stood up, the rocks
shi el ding her fromview further back along the |and.

He wat ched as she stepped, slowy, frombehind the rocks, her voice a | ow whisper, "I am Mjor

Ti enerovna, gentlemen. You wait for ne."

Rour ke followed after her, the Soviet SF-ers behind him The GRU man beside the three rubber boats
didn't even turn around, but one of the other two did, the nman nearest them He brought his AK-47
to present arns, "Conrade Major Tienerovna, it is an honor." She only nodded, her hair caught up
in the wind now off the | ake, her left hand, unconsciously it seened, but gracefully pushing the
dark, alnmost black strands back from her face.

"You are ready for our departure?" she asked, Rourke |eaning now against the rocks, partially

bl ocki ng her fromthe GRU man who had sal uted and spoken to her. It was still difficult to trust a
sel f-procl ai med Soviet agent. Yet he realized the absurdity of it, he trusted Natalia with his
life.

"Yes, Conrade Major, but the outboard engines, they are loud. If the K& should hear they could
open fire at us, these are only rubber boats and not bullet resistant.”

"I"ll take a | ook," Rourke interjected quietly. He handed over his M16 to Natalia, pushing the
scoped CAR- 15 back further along his body, starting up the rocks to get his head even with the

| evel of the |and above. It took only a few seconds for Rourke to reach the level of the |and
above. Slowy, he raised his head to peer across the spit of land. The trucks were in full view
now, the notorcycle personnel attending them parked at the perineter of the airfield to his far
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left.
But driving slowmy along the spit of |and was a vehicle, comng toward the planetarium

He didn't know why.

He ducked back down, cl anbering down fromthe rocks, standing beside Natalia again, rasping to
her, "There's a car conming, they've got a radio antenna, one of the converted Chicago PD cars,
"That is a patrol, this area is patrolled regularly, we have waited too long," the GRU nan who had
spoken earlier declared. "W are trapped here. There will be three nen. There always are, usually
they are only two man patrols but by the | akeside they use three. They will exit the car and cone
down here to | ook, one of them always urinates over the side of the rocks."

"Wonder ful ," Rourke barely whispered.

"W cannot run the outboard nmotors, they would hear us,

"Then we kill '"em" Rourke shrugged. "Before they can use their radio and get any of the troops by
the airfield over here."
"But there is no time," the GRU man said. "Soon, the planes fromthe field will be taking off. If

we are not well away fromhere, we will be spotted by one of the cargo pilots. And we cannot hug
the shoreline, the coastal watchers."

"Sounds |i ke a nmarvel ous plan you guys had," Rourke comnmented drily. "Then we take those guys out
quick , get everyone away in two of the boats and | eave the | ast boat for those of us who take
out the three K@ patrolnmen." He | ooked at Natalia. "I'd like to say we'll do this together, but
one of the two of us has to get away, otherw se there's no chance for Sarah and the children, for
Paul , "

"I will stay," Natalia announced. "I wll stay."

"I knew you'd say that," Rourke nodded, his right hand flashing up, the knuckles catching the tip
of her chin, his left arm scoopi ng out, catching her as she sagged back |inply, her eyelids
fluttering, then cl osed.

"You struck the mgjor!" the GRU man snapped.

It was Captain M adov who interceded. "He struck the major in order to save her life."

"Doesn't matter how tough a worman is,"” Rourke commented, sweeping Natalia up into his arnms and
starting toward the nearest of the three Avon inflatables, carrying her. "Al nost always count on
"emto have glass jaws, "

"A jaw of glass?" the CGRU nan asked, puzzled soundi ng.

"dd Arerican expression," Rourke told him Then he | ooked at Lieutenant Daszrozi nski

"Li eutenant, get some of your men down into this boat so | can hand the major down to you. If it's
all right with Captain Vladov, he and | can stay behind with one other nman and take out those KGB
patrol nen." And Rourke | ooked at the only one of the three GRU nen who had yet spoken. "One of
your guys stays behind to keep the boat ready, and as soon as we do what we have to do, signal the
other two boats to start their engi nes and nake tine."

"Make the tine?"

"Go fast," Rourke expl ai ned.

"I will stay," the GRU nan sai d.

"Good, " Rourke nodded. Daszrozinski and two other nmen had already clinmbed down fromthe rocks into
t he nearest of the Avon rubber boats, and Rourke began handing Natalia into Daszrozinski's and a

second nan's arns. "Wen the najor wakes up, well, tell her not to be nad at nme, huh?"
Daszrozinski's very Slavik, red-cheeked face showed a grin. "I will try ny best, Dr. Rourke."
Rour ke nodded, "Right."

He turned to VI adov, already VI adov had one of the nen beside him a corporal. "Corporal Ravitski

will assist us, Dr. Rourke."

Rour ke nodded

"May | suggest a plan, Dr. Rourke?"

"Certainly, Captain," Rourke agreed. Already, the first of the rubber boats was pushing off, the
second | oadi ng. Rourke | ooked once nmore after Natalia.

Chapter Twel ve.

She knew what he had done as soon as she opened her eyes, the light hurting for an instant as she
squeezed them cl osed against it. He had done it so expertly that aside froma little tenderness as
she noved her jaw, there was no pain. Her teeth felt fine.

The spray pelted at her as she sat up, Lieutenant Daszrozinski sniling at her, "Conrade Mjor, the
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doctor and Captain VIadov and one other man are seeing to the KG patrol, one of the GRU nen waits
with themwith the third boat. He will signal when we can start our engines."

She didn't say anything, but sat up, feeling slightly ridiculous that Rourke had, she renenbered
the expression, the Anericanism "col d-cocked" her so easily.

"What is their plan, Lieutenant Daszrozinski?" she finally asked him

"I do not know, Conrade Major, but the conrade general has told Captain WVl adov that Dr. Rourke is
extremely conpetent in these matters, and, of course, Captain Vladov hinself is a veteran of many
such m ssions and, "

"Yes, enough, Lieutenant," and she dismissed listening to him She could nake out the police car
the red star enbl azoned over the | akesi de door, the door open. But detail beyond that from where
she sat in the boat was inpossible. If the plan were going well, or going badly, she could not

tell

She could only sit in the rubber boat and wait while the enlisted Special Forces personnel paddled
the boat against the | ake swells. At any noment, the occupants of the police car would | ook out
onto the | ake and see her craft and the conpani on vessel, she knew. They would start shooting.
Better than two hundred neters of fshore, she realized their marksmanship would have little effect.
Maxi mum ef fective range of the AKM what the KGB patrols were armed with, was three hundred neters
on full auto, four hundred nmeters seni-autonatic node. But it took an exceptional narksman to be
ef fective at such a range. Had the men been exceptional marksmen, they woul d have been assi gned
other duties. Hence, logically, she was in no danger.

But Rourke, the man she |loved, all she had left in the world now after making her final good-byes
to her uncle, Rourke was much closer than four hundred neters, or three hundred neters. He could
very easily be killed by even an indifferent narksman. She realized she was wingi ng her hands.
She turned to one of the enlisted nen near her, telling himin Russian, "Mve aside, | wish to
help to propel the rubber boat," and she took the paddle from himbefore the nan coul d protest.

It was sonmething to do, at |east.

Chapter Thirteen.

He had raced along the rocks of the sea wall built against the | ake waves which could run to

hei ghts as high as sixteen feet, the air tenperature cold, his breath comng in short puffs, but
the air fresh, clean. He had positioned hinself on the far side of the planetarium behind the
police car. And Rourke waited now, watching as the three KG patrol nmen exited the police car, one
fromthe front passenger seat, one fromthe driver's side, one fromthe rear passenger conpartnent
behind the driver's side, only two of the nen carrying assault rifles, but all three wearing
pistols in mlitary flap holsters on their belts.

If he had had Natalia's silenced Walther, he reflected, but he did not.

The three nen started wal king toward the end of the spit of land jutting out into the | ake, across
the grass that had once been green, then along the circular parking area di sappearing behind the
pl anetarium No |onger able to see them they could no | onger see him and Rourke, eyeing the
roadway | eading from Lake Shore Drive and the airfield as well, no one was coning, pushed hinself
up, taking the steps fromthe [ ower rocky wal kway to the planetariumlevel three at a tine in a
long strided run, the M 16 and the CAR-15 | eft behind with VIadov and Corporal Ravitski, the |ong
bl aded Gerber MIIl in his right fist as he followed the men.

Ravitski's job was the npbst unpl easant, to take out the man who regularly urinated over the side
of the sea wall. For the purpose, he had long handled wire cutters he had taken fromthe side of
hi s backpack.

VI adov was to back hi m up.

Rour ke kept running, the Gerber ahead of himin a fencer's hold, his black conbat booted feet
soundl ess as he raced al ong the pavenent of the wal kway, finally reaching the far wall of the

pl anetari um hugging against it, able to see the three K& nen again. He was to await the cut from
Ravi t ski

He saw the center of the three KGB-ers, arching his body slightly forward, one of the others

| aughi ng. The one about to urinate was one of the two armed with an AKM and the assault rifle was
slung across his back. The one who had | aughed was speaki ng ani natedly, Rourke unable to follow
the conversati on because of the keening sound of the wind off the |ake.

Rour ke waited, ready to nove, the Gerber ready in his balled right fist, his left hand palnmng the
bl ack chrome Sting A fromits sheath behind his |eft hipbone inside the waistband of his faded
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bl ue Levis.
He waited, both knives ready for their work.

The man with the fixation to enpty his kidneys took two steps forward, toward the sea wall, the
other two nen, the one still laughing, turning their backs as he bent forward.
There was a scream in Russian the man who had been about to urinate shouting, "My penis, " The

body sagged forward.

Ravitski's long handled wire cutters had done their grisly work.

The two men, as WVl adov had antici pated and Rourke had agreed, turned back, reaching out, groping
toward the sea wall to snatch at the body of their stricken conrade.

Rour ke threw his body into a dead run, across the once living grass, |eaping, airborne, comng
down on his feet, his knees buckling to take the force of the fall, throwing hinself forward into
a dead run, the Gerber reaching out, the spear pointed tip thrusting into the back of the nan to
his right, severing the spinal cord he hoped.

He left the knife there, the second man starting to turn, the pistol comng into his hand as
Rourke's left hand punched forward, the point of the little Sting I A black chrome puncturing the
adami s apple, cutting through, the man's eyes w de open, no voice box left with which to scream
VI adov was up fromthe sea wall beyond, his fighting knife , a bastardized Bowi e pattern, custom
made, Rourke had surmised, hacking left to right across the throat of the nan Rourke had stabbed
with the big Gerber, severing the carotid artery and slicing through the voice box before there
could be a scream

Rour ke's hands were nmoving, the man with the little A .G Russell knife in his throat, Rourke's
right hand thrusting upward, pal moutward, open, the base of his hand inpacting the base of the
man' s nose, punching the bone upward, through the ethnoid bone and into the brain, his |left hand
ripping the knife downward through the adam s appl e and | ocki ng agai nst the bone beneath the
hol | ow of the throat.

Rour ke ripped the knife free, turning as Vladov guided the other man to the ground.

As VI adov w ped his blade clean on the nan's clothing, Rourke drew his own knife, the Gerber

cl ear.

They had killed each nman at |east twice to be sure.

From the converted police car, Rourke could hear a radio call

"I't is KG headquarters, perhaps a routine radio check, "

"Let's get the hell out of here, have the GRU man give the signal."

"It is already done, | think," VIadov nodded, sheathing the Bowi e pattern knife to his equi pnent
belt, flipping down over the sea wall to the rocks bel ow.

Rourke followed after him In the distance, as he inpacted the rocks on the soles of his boots, he
could hear the drone of the outboard notors, already started up

Rour ke gl anced at Corporal Ravitski, the young Russian SF-er's face was white. He | ooked at the
man's hands, the massive wire cutters, stuck into the apex of the bl ade hal ves were sonething
unm st akabl e as a human organ

Rourke's eyes drifted downward, at the man's feet was the third K@ patrol man, bl ood o00zi ng
through lifeless fingers clanped over his crotch

He woul d have been dead in seconds from henorrhage, Rourke realized, but Ravitski too had taken no
chances , the front of the throat was hacked open, little blood there. Perhaps the heart had

al ready stopped punping from shock

A Bowi e pattern bayonet for an AKM he imagined it worked with the AKS-74 the corporal had slung
across his back, lay blood sneared beside the KGB man.

VI adov took two steps and was besi de the young corporal. "Andreyev, you have done your duty."
"Conrade Captain, this nman was a Russian, "

"Hard tasks await us, Andreyev, hard tasks which perhaps when conpared will nake this task you
have so efficiently performed seem easy."

"Conr ade Captain, I , "

Rour ke, his voice a | ow whisper, said, "Look, boy, that you didn't like doing this is to your
credit, that you could still do it anyway is nore to your credit. But it's tine to nove out."
The young Russian corporal turned to face him staring. "Yes, Doctor, it is, "

"Time to nove," Rourke said again

And Rourke didn't wait, junmping down into the inflatable as it heaved toward the rocks, his M 16
and his CAR-15 al ready soaked with spray.

He made a nental note to clean them as VI adov and Corporal Ravitski joined himin the boat.

The GRU man tugged clear his line. In the distance

Rour ke coul d hear the sound of aircraft engines revving, fromthe field, he realized, but there
was no sound of police sirens, at |east not yet.
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John Rourke silently wondered how many nore of humanki nd would | ose their innocence in the few
days humanki nd had remai ni ng. Too many, he thought.

Chapt er Fourteen.

Sovi et personnel were everywhere, Rourke imagi ned sparked by the wild chase the previous night

t hrough the Chicago expressway system and al ong underground Wacker Drive, and of course the
murders of the three KGB patrolnen at the |lake that norning. After ditching the rubber boats in
what remmi ned of Bel nont Harbor and transferring to a nmedi umsized cabin cruiser, they had gone
out farther into the I ake. There had been a tense nmonment, a Soviet patrol boat. But VIadov was
prepared for this , orders fromthe KGB, forged, given himby General Varakov. The patrol boat had
passed, but as a precautionary neasure Vladov had ordered the GRU pil ot to change course,

danger ousl y huggi ng the shoreline.

It had been late afternoon by the tine they had pulled ashore near Waukegan, factory conpl exes,
abandoned now, littering the shoreline.

Wrking in two teanms, fire and naneuver, they had worked their way through the factory conpl ex and
into the streets of Waukegan proper, continuing the two team novenent, the process sl ow.

The sunset was purple, the haze al nbst sonething Rourke could taste on the air as he knocked on
the rear door of the Anerican field hospital which was in reality Resistance headquarters for
northern Illinois and southern Wsconsin, as he had | earned earlier

The hole in the back door of Waukegan Qut door Sportsman opened, a face peering through, back lit.
"Tell Tom Maus Maj or Tienerovna and | are back to see him |'m John Rourke."

"Wait a minute," and the peephole in the door was cl osed.

Rour ke waited exactly a minute, watching the sweep secondhand of his Rolex, Natalia standing
beside him her eyes trained on the street as he | ooked at her. W adov, Lieutenant Daszrozi nsk

and the others were hiding down the alley.

The door opened, Tom Maus, his good-natured, slightly gravelly sounding voice |ow, said, "You' ve
been a busy man, Doctor Rourke, you and Major Tienerovna have been very busy. Cone in, "

"W have sonme friends with us. | wanted to tell you first."

"What kind of friends?"

"Two Sovi et Special Forces officers and ten enlisted nen, but they' re on our side so to speak
Maus started to slamthe door. Rourke stepped into it, pushing the door back. "Look, in a day,
maybe six days at the nmobst, nothing will be left. It's the end of the world, Maus , for real, the
end of the world."

Rour ke wat ched Maus's face in the grey-purple light, dark shadows bl anketing part of it, but what
light there was catching in Maus's eyes.

"You're joking, and it's in poor, "

"I"'mnot joking," Rourke told himaquietly.

"He is telling the truth," Rourke heard Natalia whisper beside him "I wish to God he were not ,
Rour ke | ooked at her and smil ed.

"What the heck is going on here?" Maus asked

"One last nission, to maybe save some of humanity. And we need your help."

Rour ke watched Maus's face. The darkness was grow ng. Maus nodded, then. "All right, inside with
you both , "

"Qur twelve friends?"

"God knows why," Maus nurmrured, shaking his head. "This is stupid, but yeah , but don't mnd it
if sone of my people keep their guns drawn, "

It was Natalia's voice. "Don't mind if sone of ny people keep their guns drawn, too."

Rourke made a single, long, low whistle, and as he started through the doorway after Natalia, he
could faintly hear the shuffling sounds of twelve pairs of conbat boots hitting pavenent in a dead
run.

Chapter Fifteen.

Enily, the Polish American Resistance captain they had first net when landing in Illinois, sat at
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the far edge of the room her ungainly six-inch barreled revolver on the table beside her. WV adov
sat a few feet fromher, perched on the edge of a heavy worktable. Enmly's eyes constantly
flickered toward him A young man, very young |looking, thin, a pleasant grin on his face, sat at
the radi o set, tuning the frequency. Maus had identified him the young man working the radi o, as
his top field operative against the Russians despite the nman's youth. A six-inch blue Colt Python
was on the radio table beside himas he worked. And as he worked, he spoke. "W al nbst never use
this radio, can't afford to. If the Russians picked up a transm ssion from around here, well,
they'd know where to | ook."

"This is inmportant, M. Stanonik," Natalia told him

"Marty, everybody calls nme Marty, Major, "

"I am Natalia."

"Natalia, right. Russian or not, you're awful pretty to be a major. Take Tommy there," and he
jerked his thunmb toward Maus. "Before The N ght of The War he was in the Reserves, he's a ngjor.
And 1'd sure as hell rather |look at you, ma'am than | ook at Tomrmy there."

"If this were still a gunshop and you still worked for ne, "

"I know," Stanonik |aughed. "You'd fire ne, here, I've got it, | think," and he flicked a switch
on the radio set in the storeroomnear Maus's office. "This is Shooter calling Eagle Two, cone in.
Shooter calling Eagle Two, " There was no answer, only static over the speaker. This is Shooter

calling Eagle Two, do you read me, acknow edge. Over."

Static, then, "Eagle Two, code sequence verify. Over."

Marty Stanoni k | ooked at his watch, then began flipping through a Rolodex file beside him Rourke
noticed it because it had been painted and was no |l onger black with a nmetallic framework. It was
pai nted gold. "A gold Rol odex," Rourke said under his breath, shrugging it off. Stanoni k was
apparently reading off a series of cards in the file, "Series twenty zero eight, Tango, reading
now. Bob, Jack, WIllie, Mary Jane, Harold. Awaiting verification."

Rourke smled to hinself, the code was ingenious and sinple. And the oddly painted gold Rol odex
was its key. Series twenty zero eight translated to the tine, eight twenty. Tango was the standard
phoneti ¢ al phabet correspondent to the letter T, T was the twentieth letter in the al phabet and
the first nanmes Stanoni k had read over the radio were fromthe T section of the gold Rol odex,
apparently arranged randomly and read in a certain pre-arranged order.

The radi o crackled with static. "Shooter, this is Eagle Two, verifying. Series twenty zero eight
pl us twenty-seven, " Twenty-seven would mean plus one since there were only twenty-six letters in
the al phabet. "Uniform repeat. Uniform Mabel, Alice, Fred, Pablo, Maurice, Joe. Awaiting
verification."”

Stanoni k flipped through the Rolodex, into the U section. Then he | ooked to his mcrophone. "Got a
man here to talk with Eagle Two Leader, gotta nake it quick. Shooter Over."

"Eagle Two is real busy, Shooter, give it to ne, "

"Tell himit's John Rourke, Marty, and tell himto tell President Chanbers |I have confirnmation of
a worst case post hol ocaust scenario, six day countdown.”

"A what?" Stanoni k | ooked over his shoul der at Rourke.

Rourke started to speak, but Maus said it, "The man here tells ne the world is going to end,
Marty. "

"Chh, shit, "

Rour ke thought the remark summred it up rather succinctly.

Chapter Sixteen

The radi o was designed to automatically change frequenci es and despite the fact that Soviet

nmoni toring equi prent exi sted which could still pick up such a set-up easily enough, it was a far
better arrangenent than a single frequency system

"l cannot summon a large force, Dr. Rourke. But Varakov is right. | of course knew the post

hol ocaust scenario possibilities and | was never certain the Eden Project got away in tinme before
Kennedy Space Center was destroyed. | don't doubt that he has the data to support the scenario. |
can send you a dozen volunteers. No others to be spared. KGB forces and Arnmy units under KGB
comand have our backs to the wall here, boxing us in. Qur only chance is volunteers from Texas.
Reed here is telling me |'mstupid to be saying this en clare, but what's the difference now.
We're going to fight. | should have known a set-up for a slaughter like this wasn't Genera

Var akov' s doi ng. They've been making strafing runs on hospitals, bonbing civilian encanpnents, the
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whol e thing. The largest troop commitnent they've made since invading the continent. |'ve got a
vol unteer, your old friend Col onel Reed. Where do | send himand the man he'll take with hinP"
Chanbers' radio procedure left a great deal to be desired, Rourke thought. "I saw Reed with a
western novel once. | recall reading the author was particularly interested in a certain |ocation.
For four reasons. See if he understands , Rourke over."

It was Reed's voice, half laughing. "Rourke, 1'd love to neet you there, love it."

Rour ke nodded unnecessarily to the voice so far away, then said, "As quick as you can and bring
what ever you can carry. Rourke over."

"Reed, over."

Rour ke handed the table microphone to Marty Stanoni k whom he stood besi de.

He wal ked away fromthe radio set as Marty closed the transni ssion

"I do not understand," Natalia began, |ooking puzzled.

"The nost fanous western witer in history. |I've got a lot of his books at the Retreat, you should
read them His name is French for |ove. The Four Corners, where U ah, Colorado, Arizona and New
Mexi co's state boundaries all neet. | read about his interest in the area sone years back. Reed,

| figured he'd know, too. Lucky for ne he did. And lucky for nme you didn't, "

"\ 2"

"A Russian wasn't supposed to be able to understand it,'

and he wi nked at her.

Chapt er Sevent een.

Reed stood in the darkness on the steps of the church, |ooking out across the wooded area beyond
the parking lot. "The nmen are ready, sir," Sergeant Dressler's voice canme from behind him

"Very good, Sergeant," and he turned and started through the open doorway, Dressier stepping aside
to let himpass.

Mlitary courtesy sonmetinmes anused Reed, sonetines affronted him Sergeant Dressier had seen
active duty during the closing days of World War Il as a tanker, served the country during the
Korean conflict, been retired during the Viet Namconflict and now, in his sixties , was once
again in uniform That a man of Dressler's age and experience should step aside for him, Reed
seenmed sonehow wr ong

But it was too late to change any of that, Reed thought, wal king up the aisle toward the front of
the church. "Ten-hut!" Dressier snapped.

Reed shook his head, "As you were, take your seats, gentlenen." Ten other nen sat in the first
pews on each side of the aisle. Reed stepped up the three | ow steps |eading to the pul pit, just
short of entering it. Reed stood beside it instead, feeling odd wearing a pistol on his hip. "All
of you were told before volunteering that this was likely a suicide mssion. Rourke couldn't get
too specific on the radio, but 1've talked with himoften enough. Apparently the Russians have

sonme nove afoot to destroy what was called the Eden Project. Qur earth, well, we told you that,
too. In six days at the nost, perhaps at dawn tonorrow, the sky will catch fire, the atnosphere
will all but conpletely burn away and the earth itself will burn. W'll all die then anyway. But

apparently the Russians have some systemfor surviving it somewhere. My guess is the old Norad
headquarters at Cheyenne Muntain but we won't know that until we rendezvous wi th Rourke and his
force. It's our job to knock out the Russian base, so they can't survive the hol ocaust. O herw se,
when the 138 people of the Eden Project return to earth, the K@' Il be waiting for them to shoot
down the space shuttles before they land. And the Russians will have won it all, ComunismwlI
have the ultimate triunmph. We owe it to the future, if there is one, and to every nan and woman
alive today or whoever |ived, whoever sacrificed life or security or pleasure to defend the ideal
of freedom we owe it to all of themnot to let Communismw n, not to |let the KGB be the nmasters
of earth. And dying fighting for that is a hell of a lot better, " and he felt sorry for the word,
renenbering suddenly he stood in a church, "a |ot better than being incinerated when the end
conmes. Are there any questions?"

A young face at the far end of the right hand pew, "Wat is it, Corporal ?"

The man stood. "Sir, | nean, | know what you say is right, but what can twelve of us do, well, "
"Agai nst the might of the Soviet Union? Well, not just twelve, Rourke has sone volunteers , he
didn't specify. Maybe a Resistance group or sonething. Say maybe there'll be a couple dozen of us.

And what can we do? Everything. Anything. Die if that's the only way. But we'll do what we can,
soldier, that's what we're here for, isn't it? | don't nean just here, in this church, at this
briefing. | nean here on earth for. To do what we can. And now we have a chance unique in all of
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hi story. Sometimes people have accused ne of being a little too far to the right, alittle too
anti-Conmuni st. Maybe | was. Maybe I am But we have a chance to rid the world of an evil, an evi
that contenpl ates shooting the only survivors of the civilized world, of the denocracies

shooting the only survivors out of the sky. | don't know how, again, Dr. Rourke couldn't be too
specific. Maybe particle beam weapons |i ke supposedly they used to zap sone of our missiles on The
Ni ght of The War. But whatever it is, whatever it takes, | don't want a single nman with ne who
isn't ready to give it his best shot. Miybe we've got the chance here to eradicate all the pent-up
evil in the world all at once, to give mankind a fresh start five hundred years from now. And
maybe we don't, but as Americans, well, we gotta try it." Reed cleared his throat. He | ooked at
the Tinex on his wist. "W should be noving out. Any man who wants not to go, well, stay in the
church here a while and pray for those of us who do. | won't think any the |less of you."

"I think we all wanna go, sir," Sergeant Dressier said, standing. "But could you naybe lead us in
a nonent's prayer, sir?"

"I'"d rather you woul d, Sergeant. |'mnot too experienced at praying."

"Colonel, sir, I think the nen'd rather that you did, sir."

Reed nodded, closing his eyes, bowi ng his head. "Heavenly Father, help us to see your will and to
do it. And bless us all for trying. Anen."

He | ooked up. "Like | said, Sergeant, |'man amateur at it.
"I't sounded pretty good to me, Colonel."

Reed nodded, starting down the aisle of the church, hearing, feeling the nmen of his detachment
fall in behind him And then a voice, the young corporal who had questioned him He began singing,
"Onward Christian soldiers , "

The sergeant's voice joined him "Marching as to war
Reed didn't know the words perfectly, and he felt alnost silly, and his voice had al ways been bad.
Before his wife had died during the bonmbing on The N ght of The War, she had always joked with him
that he couldn't carry a tune with both hands and a bucket. But he joined his nen anyway.

"...leads against the foe; Forward into battle, see his banners go."

Qutside, the Sikorsky UH 60A Bl ack Hawk Chopper was already waiting and Reed picked up his rifle

Chapt er Ei ghteen

They wal ked i n darkness, Em |y |eading the way, Natalia behind her, W adov and the Soviet SF-ers
after them Rourke, Tom Maus and Marty Stanonik bringing up the rear. The airfield Varakov had
arranged for the GRU pickup was still perhaps a quarter mle away, Enmly, who knew the countryside
best, had told them They had gone by truck from Waukegan and into the farnm and of northern
Il1linois. They had been wal ki ng, Rourke judged, for nearly a nmle

Marty spoke. "It's kinda hard to believe, | bought a house before The N ght of The War, | , "
Maus touched at the younger man's shoul der

Then Maus said, "I've been thinking. Pretty hard about this. |I haven't nentioned it to Emily or
any of the others yet, but I'mplanning on starting an all-out offensive against the Russians in
metropol i tan Chi cago."

"Go down fighting," Rourke conment ed.

"Sonething like that, but nore than that. Ever since the Russians noved in, they've been using

Sol diers' Field Stadium as an internment canp. Sone other internnent canps there. They treat them
wel | enough, that's where their nedical headquarters is at Soldiers' Field. But it's the idea, the
people there aren't free. Anericans shouldn't die that way if they have to die. Penned up, under
guard. Maybe it is that, go down fighting. They shoul d have that chance, the Americans the

Conmuni sts are hol ding."

"1"I'l ask a favor," Rourke murrmured in the darkness, pushing aside a | ow hangi ng branch, hol ding
it for Marty and Tom Maus and then continuing on. "Don't nake a direct assault on Sovi et
Headquarters at the museum Let Varakov die his own way."

"Agreed," Maus answered. "That's the funny thing, the way Major Tienerovna spoke about her uncle,
before and in the truck just now, and what he's done now to fight the KGB, General Varakov sounds
like a good man."

"He is."

Marty said it, "Kind of stupid, isn't it, |I nean, if you assune we're good nen, too. Wy were we
fighting each other all these years?"

Rour ke had no answer for him
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Chapt er N neteen.

Sarah Rourke, barefoot, wearing a pair of the blue jeans her husband had stocked for her and one
of her husband's shirts, listened to the sounds of her children over the nuted sound of the
waterfall to the rear of the Great Room The children were playi ng poker with Paul Rubenstein and
| aughi ng because they were beating himat it, consistently.

He owed M chael thirteen trillion dollars, Mchael had run to tell her

M chael was a boy again. At |east for now.

And Annie, there was a sparkle in her eyes and she giggl ed when Paul would tell her a joke. She
had even bl ushed when Paul had told her she was a pretty little girl.

Sarah sipped at her drink, a book open on her lap, she hadn't begun to read it past the first

I'ine.

She had listened to nusic earlier, her husband's |ibrary housed records and cassettes ranging from
The Beatles to Rachmani noff, fromoriginal recordings of Enrico Caruso to Charles Aznavour

The children had watched a novie on the videocassette recorder, she had been surprised that their
interest had sustained in the original version of Lost Horizon starring Ronald Col eman. Perhaps it
was the novelty of even seeing a television, the last programthey had seen was the red haired

Atl anta newsnman warni ng of the inpending Soviet attack

They had pl ayed.

They had eaten the dinner she had prepared, not using the m crowave, but slowy, lovingly prepared
on the conventional electric stove. She had baked bread. She had nade an apple pie using sone of

t he dehydrated appl es she had found in one of the freezers.

She felt human again.

Behind a series of vault doors in a cave inside a nountain in the nmddle of World War |11, perhaps
Sovi et sol diers or brigands prow i ng nearby.

But she felt human agai n.

It was a feeling she did not want to | ose.

But she could not concentrate. She worried that John Rourke still lived somewhere out there. That
he woul d be able to cone back to her

And despite the fact the beautiful Russian woman was her rival, she worried, and she found herself
smling at the thought , for Natalia Tienerovna.

"I''mcrazy," she murnured, listening to her children |augh

Chapter Twenty.

The GRU aircraft, a Beechcraft Super King Air, had made its pass over the field, Vladov radioing
to the aircraft, getting the proper recognition signal. There had been a schedul e of appointed
rendezvous tines, five in all and this was the fourth.

The Polish Anerican woman, Emly, who was a self-proclained hater of the Russians, had | aughed as
she had broken out the flares. She had said, "If 1'd ever figured |I'd be lighting a field so a
bunch of Commies usin' a stolen American airplane could land safely I'd have had nyself commtted
to the funny farm" But with Lieutenant Daszrozinski and several of his nen hel ping her, she had
done just that.

In the brush at the far edge of the field now, Rourke, Natalia, Vladov, Maus and Marty Stanonik
waited, their assault rifles ready, the rest of Vliadov's men sprinkled around the field with
Daszrozinski and Emly at the far end.

"That GRU man is a good pilot," Rourke commented, watching as the Beechcraft touched down,
bounci ng across the field, slowing, slowing still nmore, then turning into a take-off position
"Makes ne feel like a drug dealer waiting for a marijuana drop," he | aughed, pushing hinself to
his feet, staying in a |low crouch, running, the CAR 15 across his back, the M16 in his hands,
Nat al i a, Maus, Stanoni k and Vladov in a wedge around hi m

It was two hundred yards as he reckoned it, a healthy run with a heavy pack, several handguns and
knives and two assault rifles. But he didn't slow or stop until he reached the aircraft, hearing
VI adov on the small radio giving the code phrase, "Red, white and blue, red, white and blue, "
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The irony didn't escape him

The door in the fusel age opened, a tall, thin man appearing in the shadow and noonli ght.
He | ooked down. "You are the American doctor?"
"' m Rourke. "

The man extended his right hand, hesitantly. Rourke shifted his assault rifle, holding it by the
front handguard in his left hand, taking the GRU nman's hand. "W had an expression here in
Anerica, | don't know if you ever heard it. Politics nakes strange bedfell ows. Anyway, |'m gl ad
you made it."

The GRU man nodded.

Rourke felt Natalia's presence beside him "I know you , you are Captain Gorki."

"Yes, Conrade Major, | net you once in Mdscow, you renmenber faces well. | am Major CGorki now. "
"It is good to see you, Conrade."

Rour ke shrugged hi s shoul ders.

Maus and Marty Stanonik, M 16s in their hands, were coming fromthe nose of the plane, dipping
under the starboard wing. "You' d better get airborne and get the hell out of here,"” Maus
announced.

"I was planning on it," Rourke nodded.

At the edge of his peripheral vision he saw VI adov and Daszrozi nski, Daszrozinski |eading the
Sovi et SF-ers toward the fusel age. Rourke stepped away to give themroom

The GRU pil ot had hopped down, standing besi de Maus now. "There are two of us , nyself and a
Sergeant Druszik. W will acconpany you, Conrade Mjor Tiemerovna, and be ready to fly you out
shoul d that be possible.”

Rour ke wat ched as Natalia nodded. "W've got a slight change in plans," Rourke said, then. "I

couldn't informU S 11 of the exact rendezvous point we'd been given, the possibility of the KGB
listening in. But I'll give you a new rendezvous spot, easy enough to get to."

"I have charts aboard the aircraft, Dr. Rourke. If you'll follow ne, while the gear is being
secured. "

Rour ke nodded. He turned to Tom Maus. "Tom good luck to you. | hope you can do what you plan."
Maus | aughed, saying, "All | can do is try, don't have nuch to lose, do I?"

Rour ke shrugged. He extended his hand to Marty Stanoni k. "Pleasure to nmeet you, Marty. | w sh you
t he sane, good | uck."

The young man nodded. "Yeah, knowin' Tomry here, we'll need it," and Maus | aughed.

Emily was there as well. "Ma'am wi thout your help we wouldn't have made it this far. Thank you."
She sai d not hing, only nodded.

Natal i a stepped forward, |eaned toward Maus, kissing himon the cheek, then did the same to Marty.
"Thank you both," she said softly. She turned to Emily. "And thank you, thank you very nuch, Ms.
Br onki ewi cz. "

The wonman who hated the Russians, her voice barely audible, told Natalia, "God bless all of you,"
then turned and wal ked away.

Chapt er Twenty- one.

The Four Corners were not a precise |ocation place wise, but geographically quite precise. There
was a nmarker nearby Rourke knew , he hadn't bothered to read it, having read it years before.

He sat in the shelter of high rocks, overlooking the only logical landing site for an aircraft of
sufficient size to land a dozen nen and a crew. Natalia slept in his left arm her head agai nst
his shoulder. Only M adov, and two men, besides Rourke, were awake. Rourke had sl ept aboard the
aircraft, as had VI adov and nost of the nen. Natalia had not been able to sleep and it had taken
her some tine after |anding and coming into the rocks, their own aircraft canouflaged, until she
had drifted off.

"The Conrade Major, she |oves her uncle a great deal, | think," VIadov whispered.
Rour ke nodded slowy, so sone sudden novenent woul d not awaken her
"And she | oves you, too, | think, also a great deal. It is witten in her eyes. Wnmen, even if a

worman is a major in the K@, they wite their enotions across their eyes. For you, that is what is
witten there."

"I know," Rourke answered, trying nottural nicrobes, which had been all but ignored by comercial
enterprises. The unexpected advent of reconbi nant-DNA techni ques from Rourke. "Wat are they
like?"
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Rour ke knew where the Soviet captain was |ooking, to his two sentries on the far side of the
grassy plain which the rocks overl ooked. "They're like you, like ne, very much like us both, 1'd
imgine. So far as | know, only one of the nen is a man | know personally."

"The Col onel Reed of whom you speak?"

"Yes, Col onel Reed."

"What is he like? | have heard of himbefore. The chief intelligence officer for United States
I

Rourke felt hinself smile. "He is that. Strange guy, fluctuate from an occasionally bizarre sense
of hunor to a guy who wouldn't laugh if his life depended on it. He's a career nan so to speak
Any Intelligence on active duty for a long tine, then in the Reserves, then called up to active
duty when all of this started, before the War."

"He hates Russians then." It was a statement VI adov nmade, not a question, shifting his position
novi ng the 5.45mm AKS-74 onto his lap fromthe ground beside him

"Yeah, he hates Russians with a real passion.”

"It is sonething very strange," Vladov said. "But before The Night of The War, | hated Anericans
very much. And | realized after our troops cane in as part of the first invasion force |I had never

met an Anerican. Not ever. | wondered how it could be that |I could hate someone whom | had never
cone to know. | still wonder this."

"You'll turn into a pacifist if you' re not careful," Rourke |aughed softly.

"Yes, a pacifist. It would be nost anmusing for me to turn into a pacifist. | fought in

Af ghani stan. | served in a security contingent in Poland. It should be nost amusing were | to

beconme a pacifist, as you say."

Rour ke chewed down on the end of his cigar, it was clanmped between his teeth in the right corner
of his nouth. There was no need to be particularly watchful, W adov's nen would do that. He cl osed
his eyes. He said to Vladov, "I was pretty nuch the sane way. | nmet Natalia, saved her life, and
she saved nine, mne and ny friend Paul Ruben-stein's life, "

"This Rubenstein, it is Jew sh, correct?"

"Yeah," Rourke nodded, electing not to nention that Natalia was also half Jew sh as her uncle had
revealed in his letter

"I'n Russia, we do not |ike Jews,
"You ever think maybe all of that was just as smart as not |iking Americans?"

The Sovi et Special Forces captain didn't answer for a nonment, then fromthe sudden darkness when a
cl oud bl ocked the npbon, Rourke heard his voice. "You do not hate the Russians?"

"l don't hate her, do I? And | can't see any reason to hate you. Do you hate ne?"

"No, of course not, there is, "

" Reason?"

"Yes, no reason."

"Too bad," Rourke smiled. "Too bad we couldn't have all sat down like this before it all got bl own
up and destroyed, before this whol e hol ocaust scenario cane about, "

"Too bad, yes. This Eden Project, perhaps for themit will be different. If we can do what we have
set out here to do."

"Perhaps," Rourke agreed. "But in a way, nmaybe it won't be."

"What do you nmean?" VI adov asked, the flare of a match cupped in his hands nmaking a rising and
falling sound as the phosphorous burned, Rourke snelling the snoke of the cigarette nmingled with

t he phosphorous.

"It'd be nice if sonehow they could know what we're tal king of here tonight, and | earn from our

m stakes. It'd be nice if they could.”

"Yes."

"But | don't think they will, you got an extra cigarette? If | light a cigar, the snmell'll wake up
Natalia."

"I hope you like them" Rourke heard VI adov |augh. "They are Anerican cigarettes."”

"Any port in a storm" Vladov fired the cigarette fromhis own already Iit one, passing it to

Rour ke. " Canel ?"

"Yes, | like them | used to buy themon the black narket and snoke themin Russia, and in Pol and,
too."
"Don't tell Natalia | bunmed a cigarette,” Rourke smiled. "I'malways telling her to quit, that

it's bad for her health,” and he | aughed, hearing M adov | aughi ng too.

"l had quit snoking cigarettes for two years, before The N ght of The War. After this, | started
again. It did not natter."

"Yes," Rourke told the Soviet captain. "It didn't matter." In the distance, Rourke heard the drone
of aircraft engines. He turned his body to see his wist beyond Natalia's shoulders, rolling back
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the cuff of the battered brown bonber jacket to read his watch. It was set still to Eastern tine.
In an hour or so, in the East, it would be sunrise. It was hard to think that in Europe, in what
remai ned of Great Britain, perhaps the world had al ready ended

John Rourke inhaled the cigarette snoke deeply into his lungs , wondering what it nmattered.

But he felt Natalia's breath against his skin as she noved in his arm And Rourke realized that it
still did matter.

Chapter Twenty-two.

VI adov had aroused his nen, the nmen going out onto the prairie and lighting the flares already set
there after their arrival. For the second tinme in the darkness that night, Rourke watched an
aircraft land. But there were no radi o conmuni cations, to have agreed on a frequency woul d have
been risking the security conprom sed.

The aircraft , an old civilian aircraft Rourke couldn't imediately identify, slowed, turning,
prepared for take-off, the fusel age door opening, men pouring fromit, dropping flat in the high
grass, the wind stiff now and the clouds noving briskly overhead, meking the noonlight cone and go
with the nagging irregularity of a flickering strobe light, making the novenents of Reed's nen as
t hey assuned defensive postures surrounding the aircraft |ook jerky, like something froma silent
filmthat had been shown once too often

Rour ke had awakened Natalia. Wl adov on one side of him now, Natalia on the other side, Rourke
wal ked across the prairie, the grass high, sonething he could feel as it nobved agai nst his Levis,
the grass nearly to his knees in spots. Natalia squeezed his left hand in her right. He squeezed
hers back.

He kept wal king, toward the aircraft, seeing Reed nowin a flicker of moonlight standing beside
the wing stem

He heard Reed's voice. "I should have figured you'd have her with you, Rourke."

Natal i a answered. "I too | ooked forward to seeing you again, Colonel Reed."

"That's not Rubenstein unless he's grown a couple of inches, got yourself a new sidekick, have
you?"

Rour ke answered him "I found Sarah and the children. Paul was injured. He's recovering at the
Retreat and | ooking after ny famly."

"Good for you, spend these |last few days with them why the hell are you here?"

"Ajob to do," Rourke answered, his voice |ow, stopping walking, standing two yards or so from
Reed. He had seen the bristling of Reed's nen when they had spotted VWl adov's Soviet fatigue

uni form

"That's a clever disguise, he |ooks just |like a Russian Special Forces captain.”

"Col onel Reed, | am Captain VlIadov, at your service, sir." Vladov sal uted, Rourke watching from
the corner of his right eye. Reed didn't nove. Vladov held the salute.

"I'mnot in full uniform Captain," Reed nodded, gesturing to his hatless condition

VI adov held the sal ute.

Reed snapped, "Shit," then returned the salute.

Rourke felt a snmile etch across his lips. "G ad to see you haven't nell owed, Reed.”

"You got any nore Russians, or just these two?"

Natal i a answered. "There are el even other Soviet Special Forces personnel, surrounding the field."
Rour ke wanted to | augh, she couldn't pass it up. "One officer and ten enlisted personnel. In
addition, one officer and one enlisted from GRU."

"Aww, that's fuckin' wonderful. What we got here, a Conmi e convention?"

"What we've got," Rourke answered for her, "is fourteen highly skilled nmen who val ue hunman decency
over dialectics. You got any problens with that, clinmb back on your goddann airplane and we'l |l
knock out The Wonb all by ourselves."

"The Wonb?"

"One thousand of Rozhdestvenskiy's Elite K& Corps, one thousand Sovi et women picked for their
heal th and genetic backgrounds. Maybe a coupl e hundred support personnel. The president tell you
about the cryogeni c chanbers?"

"Yeah, he told ne."

"Well, that's where they're at. And particle beam weapons installations to destroy the Eden
Project before they can land. The entire Soviet Politburo is either on its way to The Wnb or
al ready there. They'll all wake up in five hundred years or so, well. You know the rest."
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"There are twelve of us , even. I'mthe only officer. Wen do we get started?"

"I will order the canmouflage removed fromour aircraft,” Vladov answered, taking off in a dead
run.

Reed turned to a white-haired naster sergeant beside him "Dressier, send one of our guys, nake it
two of "em to give the Soviet captain a hand."

"Yes, sir, I'll sure do that," and Dressier started barking orders

Rour ke wat ched Reed. Natalia squeezed Rourke's hand tighter

Chapter Twenty-three.

Pat ches of snow dotted the rocks, drifts occasionally several feet high in the depressions as
Rour ke, at the head of the colum of U S 1l and Soviet Forces, Natalia beside him W adov and
Reed behind them wal ked on. The two planes had dropped them what Rourke judged from map di stance
as ten niles fromthe nmain entrance of the Cheyenne Mountain underground conplex. The |ight around
them was grey as they wal ked, clinbing slightly now, the Col orado Rockies air thinner, cold, and
exertion telling on all of them he realized, as he led them onward.

In another mle or so, he would send out an advance party to scout for Soviet patrols. But he
wai t ed, hol ding back. In a few noments they woul d reach the height of the |ower elevation peak
they travel ed, and fromthere, be able to see the horizon

If it were aflane, sending out an advance party would be pointless, for they would all be dead in
ni nut es.

He felt Natalia's gloved right hand brush against his gloved left. "If it happens,"” he heard her
whi sper, "I shall love you after death as well."

He found her hand, holding it, climnbing upward with her

Thunder runbled in the sky, so loud that at tines it drowned the beat of his heart that he could
hear in his ears. It was not the exertion, but instead what he knew m ght happen

Rour ke suddenly realized that if this norning were the norning, that his wife and his children
that Paul, if they had been caught outside, or failed to conpletely secure the Retreat, that they
wer e dead.

If they had been inside, and the Retreat sealed, the fresh oxygen the plants under the grow |lights
generated from exhal ed carbon di oxide would allow themto survive for perhaps several weeks until
the air becane too foul to breathe. The food would last for years. The electrical power fromthe
underground stream if the streamitself never reached the surface as he had al ways suspected was
the case , would run on infinitely, or until the generators and the back-up generators

mal f uncti oned and st opped.

But his famly would be gone to himforever.

John Rourke | oosed Natalia's hand, folding his |left armaround her shoul ders as they ascended the
| ast rise.

The sun, lightning crackled round it in the air on the horizon, but there were no flanes.

John Rourke put on his dark | ensed sungl asses, staring eastward.

"There is another day, John."

"Yes," he told her, just holding her for a nonent, watching it, for the first time in his life
appreciating it.

One of the Anericans standing behind them began to say the Lord's Prayer al oud.

Chapter Twenty-four.

Col onel Nehemni ah Rozhdestvenskiy stood beside the corpsnan at the naster radar control screen
wat chi ng. The blips, the corpsman had described them as an Aerofl ot passenger jet and six

M koyan/ Gurevich M G 27 fighters , were at the ninety-nile radius. The Aeroflot was a specia
craft, simlar to the Presidential E4 747 Doonsday Pl ane which the late and | ast president of the
United States, succeeded by Sanuel Chanbers and U.S.Il , had not been able to use even to save his

own life let alone direct a successful war effort.
The timng would be critical
He turned to his aide, Major Revnik. "Major, order that the system be energi zed to ready status."
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"Conr ade Col onel Rozhdestvenskiy, are, "
"You have your orders," Rozhdestvenskiy nodded, not taking his eyes fromthe radar screen. Sixty-
five mles now and closing. "Sergeant, order the airfield elevated for reception of the premer
the Politburo and the Conmittee Leadership.”
He heard the sergeant who assisted the duty officer echoing the conmands. "Duty O ficer, begin
tracking."
The captai n nodded, answering, "Yes, Conrade Col onel."
Rozhedest venskiy wait ed.
Hi s ai de announced, "Conrade Col onel. The systemis energized to ready status."
"Very good," Rozhdestvenskiy nodded. He was letting themcone in close. He wanted to see it when
it happened, not just as radar blips disappearing froma screen. He turned his eyes to the high
resol ution tel evision nonitors overhead in the command center. They were faint, the inages he saw
on the screen at the center. "G eater resolution, technician!"
"Yes, Conrade Col onel," and then to another technician, "Bring up canera two, four, three, two,
one, on canera two."
The i mage suddenly changed on the screen, enhanced, he realized. But he could see them
One | arge, passenger-sized aircraft. Six smaller aircraft, the fighters.
"Excel l ent, excellent. Stay on them"
"Yes, Conrade Col onel."
Rozhdest venskiy addressed the duty officer, "You have them"
"Tracki ng, Conrade Col onel."
"l shall take charge of the firing sequence. Do not hesitate to correct nme, Captain, in the event
that | should nake an error."
"Yes, Conrade Col onel."
Rozhdest venskiy picked up the m crophone. "Firing center, act on nmy comrands. Zero deviant flux on
my signal. Ten. Nine. Eight." He watched the growi ng i mages of the six aircraft on the center
screen. "Seven. Six. Five. Four." It was the ultimate act. "Three. Two. One. Activate |aser charge
through the particle chanber now " He eyed the duplicate control panels in front of him He had
menori zed the firing sequences, |earned the very functioning of the systemitself to be sure. He
could trust it to no one else's hands. He served as commander and technician.
"Switch on. Charging , one-quarter, one-half, three-quarter power, full power. Boost two and
three."
"Yes, Conrade Col onel, actuate firing," the technician's voice cane back
Rozhdest venskiy focused on the conputer readout diodes. "Boost ionization fifteen points,” he
called into the m crophone.
"Boosting ionization fifteen points," the technician's voice cane back
"Capaci tance function readout check," Rozhdestvenskiy call ed.
The technician's voice cane back, "Ten to the fourteenth capacitance, to the fifteenth, to the
si xteenth." The technician's voice paused for a nonent. "Ten to the seventeenth capacitance, "
"Hold on ten to the seventeenth,"” Rozhdestvenskiy ordered.
"Holding on ten to the seventeenth capacitance, zero flux."
"Designating targets. Gid placenment!"
Over the radar screen before hima grid of green |lines appeared, masking the screen
Rozhdest venskiy conmandi ng, "Television, put up grid Theta."
"Putting up grid Theta on Camera Two, on mny signal, Conrade Colonel. Five, four, three, ready
animation, roll, two, one, punch up, grid Theta on Canmera Two, Conrade Col onel."
"Very good," Rozhdestvenskiy nmurnured. The grid on the radar screen and the grid overlay on the
tel evision nmonitor were perfect matches. "Switching fromradar to video on ny mark,"
Rozhdest venskiy announced. "Three, two, ready to switch, one, switch now"
The weapons system was feeding fromthe video screen, the radar running now as a crosscheck, at
the range visual nore precise than radar. "Designating targets now Gid fifteen, target one,
twenty-six, twenty second delay, target two, grid thirty-eight, target three, grid forty-three
target four, grid fifty, target five, grid nineteen, target six. Gid twelve, target seven." He
licked his Iips. "Automatic target acquisition and destruction on ny mark, six, five, four, three,
two, one, Mark!"
He could see it on the nonitor
He had programed the del ay between target one and the taking of target two so there would be tine
for the canera to restore picture function, time for himto visually confirmthe strike.
One instant, the Aeroflot aircraft carrying the Politburo, the premer, the | eaders of the KGB
one instant it was there. A blinding flash of |ight, Rozhdestvenskiy involuntarily closing his
eyes against it, counting fromthe flash. "...fourteen, fifteen, sixteen, seventeen." He opened
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his eyes, the airliner was gone, "eighteen, nineteen, twenty, " Another flash, the flash brighter
now, the camera totally disfunctioning.

"We have | ost our video, Conrade Col onel Rozhdestvenskiy."

Rozhdest venskiy began to | augh. "W have | ost our video, indeed , but we have gai ned sonething
far greater. Tell nme, to please stand by," and he | aughed so loudly he realized all of them nust

have t hought he had suddenly becone insane.

But the nmaster of an entire planet could afford the [uxury.

Chapter Twenty-five.

"Holy shit, what the hell was that, it's starting!" Reed stared skyward, Rourke | ooking upward as
well. There was fire in the sky, a pencil-thin beamof light visible for an instant, Rourke

shout ed, "Look away!" He turned his own head away, the roar from above deafeni ng now, Rourke
sweeping Natalia into his arms, pulling her to the ground.

The roar gradually died.

Rour ke opened his eyes, Natalia's blue eyes staring at him

"Was that it?" Reed snarled. "But we're still alive, "

"That wasn't the ionization," Rourke rasped. "It was the particle beam system"”

"But what is it that they were firing at to make such a loud, "

Rourke interrupted VI adov. "Those weren't drones. It wasn't a test."

Natalia, still in his arnms, beside himon the ground. Her voice was |ow, even, steady. "My uncle
had predicted Rozhdestvenskiy would do this thing. And he was right. He has just destroyed the
entire Soviet government. He has killed themall. The prenmier. The Politburo. The heads of the

vari ous branches of the K@&. It must have been that for Rozhdestvenskiy to utilize the particle
beam system "

Rour ke pushed hinself up to his elbows, the fire gone fromthe sky.

"Al'l those people, he just nmurdered them" Reed whi spered.

"Assassination, that's the better term" Rourke advised.

"I cannot believe this thing," VIadov nurmnured.

Natalia sat bolt upright fromthe ground, her blue eyes saucer w de as she spoke. "He has made

hi msel f, Col onel Rozhdestvenskiy has, he has nade hinself the master of the entire world should we
fail. The total master. Rozhdestvenskiy al one."

It was one of the U S. Il troopers who spoke, one of the two black men of the group. "M, ma'am |
don't like fol ks what thinks they're sonebody else's master. W're gonna have to get that sucker.
Get himgood, we are."

Rourke got to his feet, helping Natalia to stand. Her hands were shaking as he took themin his.
"The corporal said it, we're gonna have to get Rozhdestvenskiy, gonna have to get himgood. Reed,
you and VI adov pick sone nen, ones who can be good and quiet. Put out a recon elenment so we don't
go wal king into sonething."

"Il take '"em sir," Sergeant Dressier said, pulling his fatigue cap off, running his five pound
ham si zed ri ght hand through his hair then replacing the cap

"Al'l right, Sergeant, co-ordinate with Captain VWl adov," Reed nodded.

"l think," Vladov said quietly, "that the good Col onel Rozhdestvenskiy has just made all of us
into one unit, has he not?"

Reed nodded. "Agreed, Captain, for now at |east," and Reed started forward.

VI adov just shook his head, turning to converse with Sergeant Dressier

As Rourke started ahead, he held Natalia's right hand in his left, somehow that had beconme nore

i mportant to him

And her hand still shook

Chapt er Twenty- si X.

Rour ke i magi ned hinself in Rozdestvenskiy's shoes. He doubted the K@ conmmander had any nore
preci se data on the exact tinme of terrestrial destruction than did anyone else. Wth his arnored
Bushnel | 8x30s now, Rourke peered across the corridors of granite and toward the entrance of
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Cheyenne Mountain. A level plain was before it, surrounding this when Rourke had seen the conpl ex
once years ago , only fromthe outside, there had been a single twelve foot high chain link fence
with electrified barbed wire at the top. Now, sone distance forward of this, there was a second
fence of identical seemi ng construction. He judged the distance between the fences as perhaps
twenty yards

Men armed with M 16s traveled the area between the fence in pairs, one of each pair restraining a
guard dog on a | eash, the dogs either Dobernmans or Gernan Shepherds.

The sentries were at three minute intervals, hardly enough tine to cross the outer perineter
electrified fence and reach the inner fence, let alone cross it. Natalia had been given detail ed

i nfornati on gathered by the GRU in her uncle's behalf, detailing as much as GRU had been able to
ascertain pertaining to Wnb defenses. Included in this information was the fact that in addition
to the human and cani ne sentries, the area between the two fences was covered with closed circuit
television caneras with at |east four operators manning the canera nonitors at all tines.

Beyond the interior fence for a distance of twenty yards was a mne field, the exact nature of the
m nes somet hi ng GRU had been unable to fathom A snaller fence, perhaps eight feet high, forned
the third and i nnernost boundary.

Runni ng through the boundaries was one road, two | anes wi de at best, which passed through the
gates and toward the base of the nountain. Forming an outside perineter sonme five yards or so
before reaching the first twelve foot electrified fence were concrete barriers, these nade of a
special formula concrete of the type used to circle the White House followi ng the attack on the
U.S. Marine barracks in Lebanon, fornming a shield agai nst vehicles, explosives-laden or otherw se.
Rour ke scanned al ong the roadway, toward the base of the nmountain. Flanking the nmain entrance were
a brace of 155mm ML98 Howi t zer guns, he inmmgined in the event sonething sonmehow penetrated the
three fences, the concrete barrier and the nine field, not to nention the teams of arned sentries
and their guard dogs. The doors thenselves were fabricated of a special titaniumalloy, given
speci al heat treatnent, constructed of various |layers, the spacing between the |ayers of
interlaced chain link and wire nmesh. These were only the exterior bonbproof doors. A short
distance inside, a simlar single door, twice the thickness, weighing literally tons, was
positioned, this a nmassive vault door rigged to a conbination |ock systemand autonmatically
closing when the facility went to final alert status and unable to be opened until the alert
status was cancelled in a specified manner. Wen this door was closed, automatically the climte
control systemfor the conplex would take over and the conplex was hernetically seal ed.

To Rourke's left, to the south, lay the airfield which served the nountain. A central section of
the main runway functioned like the elevators aboard an aircraft carrier, able to raise or |ower
pl anes to or fromthe runway surface.

It woul d have been obvious to suppose, he realized, that here lay the chink in the arnor. But a
simlar system of fences, guards and bl ast barriers formed a perineter surrounding the field

al t hough GRU doubted the area between the second and third (smaller) fence would be mined, this in
the event of a landing or take-off difficulty. Teans of sentries utilizing guard dogs roaned the
field in seem ngly random patterns. As an aircraft woul d make an approach, the sentries would

di sperse, then claxons would sound again and the sentries would resunme their random seening
patterns of novenent across the field.

Once the elevator woul d | ower an aircraft to the bel ow ground hangar conplex, there was a system
of doors duplicating exactly the main door system In addition, the runway el evator had sliding
panel s whi ch coul d be brought into place to bonbproof this opening as well.

Rour ke swept his binoculars along the profile of the nmountain. Spaced what appeared to be
approxinately a quarter mle apart were radar scanning devices, the dishes noving, searching, like
hungry nouths wanting food.

At the height of the nmountain, in what appeared al nbst a di sh-shaped valley, but the dish of
concrete, looking for all the world like a massive radio telescope, were the particle beam
weapons. These were ringed by conventional radar controlled anti-aircraft guns and banks of
surface to air nmissiles. The particle beam devices rose perhaps five hundred feet skyward on huge
crane-like gantries. There were two of these and the nountings at their bases seened nobile which
woul d gi ve each unit nore than one hundred ei ghty degrees of novenent and nearly a full one
hundred ei ghty degrees of nmovenent fromthe horizontal

Alow flying aircraft could get under their range of novement , but the surface to air nissiles
and anti-aircraft guns would take care of that possibility.

"I have been watching you," Natalia whispered frombeside him "Watching the set of your jaw,
wat chi ng your nouth, it is inpregnable, the Wnb, isn't it?"

Rour ke put down the Bushnell binoculars. He let out a long breath which becane a sigh. They |ay
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side by side in a hollow of rock which would keep them from overhead visibility. He said to her
"It's as inpregnable as anything can be nade. We can't sneak in, we can't shoot our way in, we
can't blast our way in with explosives, we can't fly in, we can't rappel down into it. W can't
even wait until nightfall, the infrared systemthe GRU said they have, the starlight systens. And
anyway, the main doors are closed and the Winb is hernetically sealed in the event of the next
dawn bringing the ionization effect. W can't even crash a plane into the particle beam weapons. A
pl ane big enough to carry sufficient explosives wouldn't fly | ow enough to avoid the system and
even if the systemwere down and they didn't have tinme to bring it up to enmit the pulse, the
antiaircraft guns and the surface to air missiles would knock us out. Maybe a thousand pl anes, all
of the pilots kam kazes, each aircraft carrying a nuclear weapon, nmaybe that'd do sone good."
"What if the particle beam weapons already had targets they were |ocked to, "

"The SAMs, the anti-aircraft guns again. And anyway, it takes only a few seconds to switch targets
once the systemis activated and charged, at least that's what your uncle's data tells us. And
besi des, even if we knocked out the particle beam weapons so Rozhdestvenskiy coul dn't use them
agai nst the Eden Project when it returns, he'd have time to rebuild them possibly once it was
safe to nove about on the surface again. If we don't destroy their cryogenics ability, a thousand
highly trained men fromthe K@ Elite Corps would be nore than a match for one hundred and thirty-

ei ght men and wonmen who are scientists, doctors, teachers, pilots, farners, like that."
"Perhaps the Eden Project shuttles will land out of range of the particle beamsystem" Natalia
of fered.

"Just postpone the inevitable, and anyway, if you were the commander of the Eden Project and
returned to an earth where everythi ng had changed, been obliterated, what would you do?"

"Use ny onboard systens to scan for power supplies, power sources, in the hopes of finding
sonmething left of civilization."

"That's why they built the Wnb here," Rourke told her, "and not sonewhere else. They'll hone
right in on the Wnb, |ike kids running home from school |ooking for a snack. And there's no way
to warn them And if we could warn them what woul d they do? Were woul d they go? Somehow, we have
to get inside. And we have to do the job today. There m ght not be a tonmorrow. And we have to get
in before nightfall. And if we have any hope of ever getting out with any of the cryogenic
chanmbers and the serum we have to be able to get out before nightfall, too, when the Wnb is
hermetically seal ed, otherwise, we're trapped inside unless we can get to the control center and
beat the informati on out of the naster conputer which is |ocked into the defense system™

"It is inmpossible,” Natalia whispered, her eyes wide, staring, at what he didn't know.

Rourke felt a smile cross his lips. "But that's to our advantage. Making it inpossible for us wll
force us to try something thoroughly desperate, sonething only people who were dooned and had no
alternatives would try. And that's the sort of thing no systemof security can be nade to
anticipate. "

"Then we have a chance?"

"If there's one thing | believe in, besides you, besides Sarah and the children, besides Paul's
friendship , | believe that as |ong as you never give up, you' ve always got a chance. So yeah, we
have a chance." And Rourke shifted the binoculars back to his eyes, watching the entrance to the
Wonb. Just what exactly their chance m ght be, of that he wasn't certain.

Chapter Twenty-seven.

There was a certain | et-down. He had acconplished all. He sat quietly in his office, snoking a
cigarette, studying his Colt Single Action Arny revolver which lay on the desk beside him He
woul d never need to use it again. There were no nore enenies to fight.

He, Neheni ah Rozhdestvenskiy, ruled the world.

It was the dream of Caesar, of Al exander, of Napol eon, of Hitler, perhaps of Stalin

But he had achieved it.

Twenty years after the awakening, his population could easily have tripled. It was believed that
the cryogenic process served to restore the body while it slept. If that were the case, perhaps,
he t hought, perhaps ,

His father had lived to the age of seventy-three. His nother still survived, well into her
eighties. Hs grandparents had been long lived as well.

Per haps, through the cryogenic process, his |ife span m ght surpass theirs. D sease on the new
earth would be virtually unknown, the sane process which would destroy all sentient life
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destroying nuch of the world' s di sease produci ng organi sns.

A world without infectious disease.

He sml ed.

The Eden Project. "A Garden of Eden.”

And he would be its master.

A barren garden at first, but the plants, the enbryonic animals which were even now bei ng
cryogenically frozen under the aegis of Professor Zl ovski

Rozhdest venskiy touched his fingertips to the desk top, soon he would touch his fingertips to the
earth and give it life again.

Because of his abilities and his ruthl essness, one was no good wi thout the other, he had al ways
known.

He stood up fromhis desk, wal king across the office, to stare at hinself in the mrror
Nehem ah Rozhdestvenskiy saw the face of God and it was his own face.

Chapter Twenty-eight.

They had foll owed the course of the roadway | eadi ng down from Cheyenne Mountain. It was patrolled
by four wheel drive vehicles with one driver and two guards, each vehicle fitted with an RPK
7.62mm | i ght machi negun, each of the LM fitted with a seventy-five round drum nmagazi ne.

Rour ke, Natalia, Reed and Wl adov watched the road froma quarter nmle distant. "I agree with you,
Rourke, with all these people who speak Russian |ike natives, "
"We are natives, Colonel," W adov interjected.

Rour ke | aughed.

"Anyway, " Reed observed, "we night be able to bluff our way through if we can take over one of the
snmal | er convoys. But how the hell we're gonna do that with those patrols on the road | don't
know. "

"I'n the Chicago espi onage school ," Natalia began, taking a cigarette, Rourke lighting it for her
with his Zippo, "we were taught that what is fanmiliar is the | east suspected. We can utilize this

to our advantage. W have, after all, twelve nen in Soviet uniformwho are in fact Soviet
soldiers.”

Rour ke reached out and touched her hand. Then he lit his own cigar, inhaling the snoke deep into
his lungs, exhaling as he said, "I think what Natalia's getting at is that those guys in the road

patrols can't be too high up the echelon. Wiat if Captain Vladov and Lieutenant Daszrozi nski just
mar ched their nmen down onto the roadway and flagged down one of the patrol vehicles, then take out
the guys running it."

"And then," Natalia snmled, "the captain could replace the three soldiers with three of his own
men. It would nerely be a matter of changi ng uni form bl ouses. The vehicl e proceeds down the

hi ghway toward a convoy of sufficiently snall size which we had pre-selected. The vehicle stops
the convoy. If another of the patrols conmes by, it can be waved on. The suspicions of the convoy
woul d not be aroused, there are so many of the road patrols that they nust by now be a faniliar
sight to them"

"Maybe the Jeep could be given a flat tire or sonething and stopping the convoy woul d seem nore
natural . "

"Exactly," Natalia told Reed. "And once the convoy is stopped, the rest of us sweep down to
attack."

"W elininate the personnel of the convoy,
are KGB, we take their uniforms, "

"Kni ves would be better than guns if we can get away with it," Rourke noted

"Knife holes are nore easily covered up,” Natalia nodded. "And if the knifework is done properly,
there can be little bleeding to stain the uniform"

"W get the convoy orders, drive up there and we fake it," Reed nodded.

"Maybe a little nore precise than that," Rourke began. "Between Natalia, Captain VIadov and

Li eut enant Daszrozinski, we should be able to get all the information fromthe convoy | eadership
that we need, and their orders, we can work on that after we nake the switch and start back up the
road. W won't have nore than ten minutes or so until another convoy cones al ong. MV adov and

VI adov said, as if thinking out |oud. "Assuning they

Daszrozi nski can do nost of the talking, and we'll have to find the snallest wai sted of the convoy
personnel so we can get Natalia inside | ooking at | east noderately convincing."
"I must dress as a man, | don't like that," she sniled.
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"I like you better as a wonan, too, but," and he | aughed. Then he | ooked to Reed, "Wy don't you
send sone of your guys down the road where it bends there to find a |ikely convoy, space nen a
half mle apart to use as relay runners to get the information back to us. W can't risk radio
here. Don't know what frequency the convoys use, or what frequency the patrols use."” He | ooked at
Natalia. "You go with Reed's nen, run the thing, " and he | ooked at Reed, "Unless you have sone
obj ections."

"I wanna get the job done , however we do it , | can object later, if thereis a later."
"Agreed," Natalia nodded.

Rour ke told her, "You pick the convoy, you'll have the best idea of how nmany uni forms we shoul d be
able to net out of how many vehicles. Start the runners, then get back around here. I'll be up in
the rocks, riding herd on Vladov and Daszrozinski's nmen in case they bunp into problens. One of
your men," and he turned to Captain Viadov. "I saw himwith a 7.62 SVDwith a PSO 1 tel escopic

sight, have himleave that with ne so | can |long distance any trouble you mght have if | need to.
I left my SSG at the Retreat."

"Yes, of course, Doctor."

Rour ke | ooked at VI adov, Reed, and Natalia in turn. "W all set then?"

Reed said to Vladov, "Good luck, | nean with nailing that patrol vehicle, Captain.”

"Thank you, Col onel."

Natalia sml ed.

Chapt er Twenty- ni ne.

Reed had stayed behind in the rocks with Rourke. Acconpanying Natalia, |eading the Arerican force,
was the veteran, white-haired Sergeant Dressier. They noved along a ridge line at a brisk, stiff-

| egged, wide-strided Cormando wal k, Natalia nmildly anazed that Dressier seened to show no fatigue.
There was still some distance to go and she" opened conversation with Dressier. "Tell ne,

Sergeant, what did you do as a civilian, between the period of the Viet Namconflict and your
being recalled to active duty."

Dressi er, sounding barely out of breath, |aughed good-naturedly. "Not nuch to tell, Major, really.
Farnmer. Worked ny farm helped my wife neddle in the children's lives, watched my grandchildren
come into the world, that's what | did. Had a part-tinme job with the city we |lived near, worked on

vehi cl e mai ntenance. But all | ever been nostly is a soldier or a farmer. How about you, Mjor,
did you do anything before you joined the KGB?"

"I nteresting?" she laughed. "l studied at the Polytechnic. | suppose | amqualified as an engi neer
of sorts, in electronics. | studied ballet , | studied that a great deal."

"I never did see a ballet, ma'am not a real one, anyways. One of ny daughters took ballet sone
when she was little. Watched her dance in some of themrecital things they'd have every year or
so. | bet you was pretty as a ballerina, Major."

"Thank you, Sergeant," she smiled. "I enjoyed it, a great deal. And when | becane involved in the
martial arts, it was vastly easier for ne because of ny ballet training."

"Mp'am " Dressier began wal ki ng beside her now, "you think we got a prayer of gettin' in there and
doin' what we gotta do?"

She | ooked at hima noment, then nodded her head, brushing her hair back fromher face with the
back of her gloved I eft hand. "A prayer, Sergeant, | should think we have that at |east."

She had | oaned VI adov her silencer fitted stainless Walther PPK/'S. Rourke waited with the 7.62mm
SVD sni per weapon to back hi m up.

A prayer, it was likely all they had, she thought. And the thought of that anused her and at once
frightened her.

Prayer was not sonething taught in the Chicago espi onage school inside the Soviet Union

But as she wal ked besi de Sergeant Dressier, she tried to fornul ate one.

Chapter Thirty.

Captain Vl adov wal ked briskly along the trail |eading down fromthe rocks, Lieutenant Daszrozinsk
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beside him the ten other nen of the Special Forces unit wal king two abreast. He had intentionally
taken no security precautions , friendly forces in friendly territory needed no such precautions
and to bring off the ruse, openness, innocence, these were necessary, nmore crucial than guile.

He raised his right hand, signalling a halt. "Order the nmen, Lieutenant, to charge their weapons
but to | eave the safety tunblers in the nornmal carrying node. W do not w sh a sharp-eyed sol di er
to see sonething anmiss. And not a shot is to be fired w thout ny order."

"Very good, Conrade Captain," Daszronzinski responded, then turned to the nmen. "You have heard
your commander, charge your weapons, |eave the safety tunblers in the standard carrying node. No
shot is to be discharged, none, unless on the specific order of Conrade Captain VIadov." There was
the rattle of bolts being cycled, the shuffling of feet, a nurnur of conversation fromone man to
anot her.

"Silence now," VIadov ordered.

He withdrew the Walther pistol [oaned to himby Mijor Tienerovna frombeneath his tunic.

He edged the slide slightly rearward, re-checking that a round was chanbered. He gave the | ongish,
chunky silencer a firmtwi st, but the silencer was already |ocked firmy in place.

The safety on, he tried w thdraw ng the weapon from beneath his tunic several tines until he could
do it snoothly.

His first target woul d be the nachi negunner at the back of the vehicle. If his men had not

di spatched the driver and the second nman by the tinme he had killed the machi negunner, he woul d
turn the pistol on these other two.

None of his men had spoken of it, but he knew his nmen well enough to read what they thought, to

kill their fell ow soldiers was sonething no training, however rigorous, could have prepared them
for.

It was not to be | ooked upon as conbat, but as nurder, he knew

He turned to his nen. "Your attention. | shall say this once and once only. The cause we serve is

the cause of the people, because it is the cause of humanity. Alone, we represent the noble spirit
of the Soviet People against a nenace to all humanki nd whi ch we oursel ves have created. The
ultimate expression of Communi sm has been and is to serve the worker, to break the chai ns of
oppression. Wrking with our Anerican allies this day, however unconfortably, we shall be doing
just that. Serving the cause of the People of the Soviet Union and oppressed peopl e throughout the
wor| d. Col onel Rozhdestvenskiy and the KGB, they have ceased to be Communi sts. They are

barbari ans. They nust be liquidated. As your captain, it is not something |I enjoy to order you
into battle against your fellow countrymen, but the cause we serve is just. W do not kill our
conmrades, we kill our enenmies. And we had better be as efficient as possible in this for once we
penetrate the Wnb, we shall be outnunbered at |east forty to one. If the wonen and support
personnel have conbat skills, then eighty to one. But we are Special Forces. We are the best. W
have been trained to march in the vanguard or hold the barricade. W take with us the pride of our
heritage, the faith of the Soviet People. CQur personal honor."

He turned away. Al ong the road now he saw one of the four wheel drive patrols. And he checked
getting the Walther from beneath his tunic one nore tine.

Chapter Thirty-one.

In the rocks above, Rourke watched , he could see Ml adov and his nen. He could see the sentry
vehicle. He charged the chanber of the Dragunov SVD s bolt, running one of the 7.62mmtype 54 R
rounds into the chanber, his hand wappi ng back around the pistol grip through the skel etonized
but t st ock.

He settled hinmself, his legs wife spread, his breathing even, his right eye squinted through the
dark I ens of his sungl asses against the light, the scope, nore than fourteen inches |ong, wel
back fromthe action and closer to his eye than he would have |iked, despite the rubber eye cup
But he settled into it, into the unfanmliar rifle, the weapon in his hands rock steady.

"What the hell's the range of that thing?" Reed asked from behind him

Wt hout movi ng, Rourke nurnured, "Maximumeffective range is eight hundred neters with the
specially selected ammp the gun's issued with. But | don't like a single trigger systemon a
sniper rifle. And | don't like a sem -automatic in a sniper rifle. And I've never fired a Dragunov
before so I don't know what kind of quirks it mght have. And if | do fire it, the scope's gonna
go banging right into nmy eye and so ny followup shot's gonna be slow and |ikely gonna be off. It
uses the same rinmmed cartridge they use in their PK GPMG and the RPK LM5 high pressure | oad. Any
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nmore questions?"

"No. "

"Then shut up and let nme concentrate,” Rourke rasped, watching now as Vladov |ed his nen down into
the roadway. Soon, a runner should be com ng back from Natalia that a convoy had been targeted.
Soon, Ml adov would either flag down the approaching sentry vehicle or attenpt to stop it on the
fly. Rourke settled the scope on the machi negunner in the back of the four wheel drive vehicle. A
qui ck shot would put himaway and give VIadov's nen a chance to stop the vehicle before getting
gunned down.

He waited, suddenly renenbering when it had all started, when he and Paul had taken cover in the
rocks above the wreckage of the jet liner and he had used his own sniping rifle against the

bri gands who were systenatically nurdering the survivors of the crash.

How | ong ago had it been, he wondered, not consciously wanting to renmenber?

And then the vehicle began to slow, the face of the man with the machi negun sonet hi ng he could
read t hrough the Dragunov's PSO- 1 sight. There was suspicion witten all over it.

"Watch out," Rourke told Reed.

Chapter Thirty-two.

Captain MVl adov stood in the mddle of the roadway, his right hand rai sed. He shouted, "Halt!"

The vehicle had already begun to slow, but even at the distance, he did not Iike the look in the
eyes of the soldier manning the RPK |ight nmachinegun in the vehicle's rear

He had no story to tell, military small talk for thirty seconds or so until he could get into
position, then he would draw the gun and kill the machi negunner.

The vehicle ground to a halt, the brakes screeching slightly.

VI adov approached the vehicle, the man beside the driver nmoving his AKM slightly.

VI adov kept wal king, his nen behind him, he could hear their conbat booted footfalls on the road
surface. "I seek information. There was a convoy, just going up the road ten m nutes or so ago, "
"Yes, Conrade Captain," the man with the AKM began. "I too have seen this convoy, nothing seened
to be irregular."

"My opinion," VWl adov rasped, "exactly, what a pity, no?" The butt of the Walther PPK/S filled his
ri ght hand, the silencer hanging up on the inner seamof his tunic.

The driver was starting to nove his hands on the wheel, the man fromthe front seat opening his
nmout h, raising his AKM

VI adov' s eyes shifted to the machi negunner, the weapon was swinging toward him the bolt being
wor ked.

The silencer, "Damit!" He ripped the silencer clear of his clothing.

VI adov thrust the pistol forward and punped the trigger, the safety off before he had repositioned
the pistol in his belt the last tine. One round, a neat hole where the right eyebrow of the

machi negunner had been. A second round, the bridge of the nose ruptured bl ood.

He swung the silenced Walther to his right. Daszrozinski and Corporal Ravitski were on the nan
with the AKM Daszrozinski ripping open the man's throat with a knife

Ravi t ski was thrusting a bayonet into the soldier's abdomen. Three of WV adov's men were swarmn ng
over the hood of the vehicle toward the driver, but the vehicle was already in notion, noving.

VI adov fired the Walther once, then again and again, into the back of the driver's head and neck
The driver slunped forward

Ravi t ski had the wheel, |eaning across the already dead soldier with the AKM his hands visibly
groping for the emergency brake.

The vehi cl e st opped.

VI adov shot his cuff, looking at the face of his watch, eight mnutes, perhaps |ess before the
next patrol vehicle would be al ong.

"Quickly, their uniforns," and he dropped the safety on the Walther PPK/S Anerican's slide and
started toward the vehicle. "There is little time, Conrades."

Chapter Thirty-three.
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The runner had returned al nost the same instant VI adov had shot the driver of the patrol vehicle,
al rost the same instant Rourke had begun a trigger squeeze on the Dragunov sniper rifle. But as
the driver had slunped forward across the wheel, Rourke had eased the pressure, then set the
safety to listen as the runner detailed to Reed the particulars of the convoy Natalia had
selected. Fromthe nman's words, it seenmed that the convoy would intersect the portion of the road
where now VI adov's nen replaced the KGB in under ten mnutes

Rour ke | ooked at the runner. "You rest easy here for a couple of minutes. Join us down by the road
unl ess the convoy's too close, if that's the case stay here until it's through, don't wanna tip
our hands."

Rour ke pushed hinself up, snatching up his own rifles, slinging each cross body to opposite sides
of his torso, then picking up the Dragunov. "Wat the hell's that, sir?" the enlisted nan asked.
Rour ke | ooked at himand sniled. "Ask the colonel later, he knows all about it now "

Hol di ng the Dragunov in his right fist, Rourke started down fromthe rocks, the distance to the
road approximately six hundred yards as he estimated it, but slow going because of the rocky,
uneven terrain.

He gl anced behi nd himonce, Reed was comng, his M16 in both fists at high port.

Rourke | ost hinself in thought as he ran. He woul d never understand Reed. It seened as though
gruffness and abrasi veness were a shield he used to cover whatever really lay inside him He had
observed the growi ng respect in Reed for VMl adov and his nen, noted the grudging quality of Reed's
remark to VI adov, good | uck

Rour ke jamred a deadfall pine, sidestepping a depression that was covered by sonme of the lingering
mount ai n snow, but the snow was sagged downward at the center, betraying the depression beneath.
He reached the trail, it would be easier going now, he thought.

He gl anced behi nd hi m again, Reed was coning, and fromthe sniping position in the rocks above,
the runner was starting down.

Bel ow hi m on the roadway, three of VIadov's nen were already boarding the sentry vehicle, three
others of his nmen dragging the bodies of the dead to the side of the road toward the varied
assortment of large sized fallen rocks. To his right on a track which would intersect the trail
down fromthe higher rocks, he could see Natalia, running, behind her the renainder of the
Anerican force

If he could set it up properly, Rourke realized, they would have a solid chance against the
convoy, but after that once they reached Cheyenne Mountain and tried to bluff their way in, he
didn't know. But it was the sort of thing one had to play a step at a tinme, he thought, saying it
under his breath as he ran, "A step at a tine."

Chapter Thirty-four.

Two of the Anericans and two of the Russians were sent back up into the rocks, with themwere |eft
the assault rifles, backpacks and other heavy gear of the renmi nder of the force.

Rourke, Natalia beside him Reed, then Sergeant Dressier behind her, waited in the drop of the far
side of the road fromthe high rocks where Rourke had waited earlier with the Dragunov. The next
patrol had been waved past by Vladov, the Jeep's hood up, Vladov proclaimng a | oose battery

cabl e.

VI adov hi nself had assuned the driver's slot aboard the sentry vehicle, Corporal Ravitski and

Li eutenant Daszrozinski with him the |lieutenant manning the RPK in the back of the vehicle.

Once again Natalia had her silenced stainless Walther, freshly | oaded. None of the AKS-74s were
silencer fitted, nor the M16s. Putting a silencer to a .45 was sonething Rourke had al ways felt
absurd and revolvers could only rarely be effectively silenced. For the rest of them beyond
Natalia's pistol, it was nothing but knives and hands.

In Rourke's right hand now, he held the Gerber MIIl fighting knife, the spear point doubl e edged
bl ade gi ven a quick touch up on the sharpening steel carried on the outside of the sheath.

Rourke still carried his hand guns, but had no intention of using them A shot fired woul d bl ow
the entire operation, because in the nountains as they were, sound could carry for great

di st ances.

They waited, Rourke listening for the first runbling sounds of the convoy. Three trucks, U S. Arny
deuce and a halves, and two notorcycle conbinations, these Soviet M2s, the sidecars fitted with
RPK |ight machi neguns with forty-round nagazines only as best Natalia had been able to observe
from above the road.
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What the trucks carried or how nany nen beyond the two nmen visible to Natalia earlier in the truck
cabs, there was no way of know ng.

They wai t ed.

Rour ke shifted position, tenpted to tell Natalia to hang back, let himand the other nen join the
battl e.

But it was a ridiculous thought and he disnissed it alnost instantly. She would not , and he
doubted he'd be able to cold cock her so easily a second tine. And she fought better than nost mnen
fought to begin with. So she was nore useful in battle than any of the others.

He sai d not hi ng.

But he | ooked into her eyes , she wi nked at hi monce.

He wi nked back.

They wai t ed.

Then he heard it, the sound of a two and one-half ton truck's gearbox, the roar of an engine. Then
the sound of one of the notorcycle conbinations.

There was no need to signhal to the renai nder of Vladov's men, who occupi ed positions in the rocks
on the other side of the road. They would have heard it, too.

There was the sound, a sound of steel being drawn against |eather, Sergeant Dressier wth what
Rour ke recogni zed as a Randal |l Bowi e.

There woul d be no sound of Natalia's Bali-Song being opened , she would open it when she needed
it and not before. It was usually her way.

No one said, "Ready,", none of themwas fully ready but they were as ready as possible. Knives
agai nst assault rifles and |ight nachi neguns.

Rour ke pricked his ears, listening as VIadov shouted to the convoy. "There is trouble along the

roadway, we nust see your papers."

There was the screech of brakes, the sounds of transmi ssions gearing down. Rourke didn't dare to
rai se his head above the lip of rock and peer across the roadway.

"W nust see your papers, who conmands this convoy?" VIadov's voice.

Anot her voice, the voice with a heavy Ukrani an accent. "I conmand this convoy, Corporal, what is
the meaning of this? These nmaterials are consigned to the Wnb Project."”
I must check your papers, Conrade Major, | amsorry, but |I have my orders, from Conrade Col one

Rozhdest venskiy hinsel f, Conrade Mjor."

"This is preposterous, what sort of trouble along the road?"

It was |like a stage production, waiting in the wings for the cue line to enter, stage right and
stage left, Mladov's nen and sone of Reed's nmen on stage left, Rourke and Natalia and the others
bel ow the | evel of the road on stage right.

VI adov had been fed the proper |ine.

"The trouble, Conrade Major, it is very grave. A group of Anericans and renegade Russian soldiers
have infiltrated the area and are preparing to attack one of the convoys in order to gain entrance
to the Wnb and sabotage the efforts of our |eaders.”

"This is crimnal, these nen, they mnmust be stopped.™

"No, Conrade Major, they nust not be stopped. Not yet, "

"Yet", Rourke junped up fromthe rocks, rolling onto the road surface, to his feet now, the Gerber
ahead of himlike a wand, a wand of death.

VI adov was scranbling over the roof of the patrol vehicle, junmping, hurtling hinmself at the KGB

of ficer.

There was a pl oppi ng sound from behi nd Rourke, Natalia's silenced Walther, he knew, the AKM arned
man besi de the K@ officer going down as he raised his assault rifle to fire.

Rour ke dove the two yards distance to the man standi ng beside the nearest truck, Rourke's right
armarcing forward |like a fast novi ng pendul um the spear-point blade of the Gerber biting into
the throat of the man, Rourke twi sting the blade, shoving the body away to choke to death on

bl ood, Rourke clanbering up into the truck cab, the driver was pulling a pistol, a snubby Colt
revolver. In that instant , Rourke guessed the man had taken it off sone dead American, Rourke
thrust forward with the knife, hacking literally across the man's throat, blood spurting fromthe
sliced artery, the blood spraying across the interior front w ndshield, Rourke's |eft hand
grabbing at the man's gun-hand, his left hand finding the revolver, the web of flesh between thunb
and first finger interposing between the hanmer and the frane as the hamrer fell

"Asshol e, gave ne a blood blister!" Rourke snarl ed.

He freed the Colt of his hand , a Detective Special

There woul d be a bl ood blister

Pocketing the little blued .38 Special, Rourke shoved the body out on the driver's side to the
road, rolling back, junmping down to the road on the passenger side, onto the back of a KGB nan
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with an AKM The nman was a Lieutenant. Taking the man's face in his |left hand, as Rourke dropped
back, he wenched the head back, slashing the Gerber fromleft to right across the exposed throat,
then rammng it into the right kidney, putting the man down.

Natalia fired the PPK/'S, the slide |ocking back, open as the nan in front of her went down to the
sil enced shot.

She wheel ed, raking the silencer across the face of another nman, then switching the pistol into
her left hand, the right hand noving back. Rourke sawit, knew it was coning, the right hand
arcing forward, the click-click-click sound of the Bali-Song flashing open, then her right hand
punched forward, the Bali-Song puncturing the adams apple of the man whoma split second earlier
she had hit with the pistol. He fell back, Natalia wheeling right, three nen rushing her, Rourke
diving toward them snatching one man at the shoul der, bull doggi ng hi m down, inbedding the knife
into the chest, tw sting, wthdraw ng.

Natalia's Bali-Song was opening, closing, opening, closing, opening, it flashed forward, the
second of the three nmen scream ng, blood gushing fromhis throat where she'd opened the artery.
The third man was stepping into her, raising a pistol

Rour ke took a long step forward on his right foot, pivoting, his left | eg snapping up and out, a
doubl e Tae Kwan Doe kick to the right side of the man's head, the nman falling away, as he did,
Natalia's knife flashing toward the man, slicing across the gunhand wist, the pistol, a Mkarov,
clattering to the road surface along with the last two fingers of his hand.

Rour ke stepped toward the man, his right foot snaking out, catching himat the base of the nose,
breaking it, driving the bone up and through and into the brain.

Rour ke st opped, turned,

VI adov stood there a few yards fromhim Reed was beside him both nen's knives glinted red with
bl ood in the sunlight.

The fighting had stopped.

The personnel of the convoy |ay dead and dyi ng.

"No casualties,” Reed murmnured. "Looks l|ike anyway."

"Many casualties,” Vladov corrected. "Too many, | think."

Rour ke sai d not hi ng.

Chapter Thirty-five.

The trucks were rolling, M adov and Daszrozi nski each manning one of the M 72 conbi nati ons and two
of the Soviet SF-ers riding the sidecars respectively to man the RPK LMas. Rourke drove the first
truck, his Russian good enough, he knew, Natalia had confirmed, that if he avoided a protracted
conversation he could convince the guards they woul d encounter at the checkpoi nts outside Cheyenne
Mount ai n that he was indeed Russian. Beside him Natalia. She was changing into the small est of
the Soviet enlisted nen's uniforns they could find. "If 1'd wanted a uniform 1| could have brought
nmy own uniform"

"Yeah. But the Russians don't use wonen for details like this, and besides, dressed |ike a wonan
you're too recogni zable to the KGB."

"Maybe | shoul d take ny eyebrow pencil and paint on a nustache.”

"Do you use eyebrow pencil, "

"Not very often," she laughed. "But a wonan needs to have one just in case."

"You shoul dn't have ridden in the front truck in the convoy."

"I didn't have any choice," she laughed. "I wanted to be with you, and besides, you're the only
man here |1'd undress in front of."

"I don't know if that's a conmplinent or not," he told her, |ooking at her for an instant. She had
stripped away her jacket and her black junpsuit and her boots, she | ooked bizarre, a silk one-

pi ece undergarnent that somewhere at the back of his nmind he recalled was called a "teddy" or sone
other ridicul ous soundi ng name and bl ack boot socks. "That's a kinky outfit."

"Hhm | saw you when you were changing into your uniform boot socks don't go much better with

j ockey shorts."

Rour ke | aughed. "If we get out of this, we can get the cryogenic chambers we can steal and the
serum we can get it to the Retreat, nmaybe get Vladov and sonme of his nmen there and Reed and sone
of his nen. W could accommpdate nore than the six of us. And you can get things ready, | can go
after your uncle and Catherine and try and get themout, "

"No, "
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Rour ke | ooked at her as she pulled on her borrowed uniformpants. "Wy don't you, "

"Because you'd be killed, it's as sinple as that. There are three people | care for in the world.
I"ve resigned nyself to losing my uncle. But | wont risk losing either of the other two,

yoursel f, Paul. If you go, Paul will go, too, you know that. Wen | | ooked at his wound | realized
he'd be at full capacity in another few days, by the tinme we get back, if we get, when we get

back, you won't be able to stop him You night norally excuse punching a woman in the jaw for what

you consi dered was her own good, but you couldn't norally excuse doing that to Paul. No, | |ove ny
uncle, he's the only real parent | ever had, but | won't let you die trying to bring himback
He's ready to die, he feels he's lived his life. | don't accept that, but | respect it. You'd

never get himout alive. If we pull this off, if we destroy the Wnb's capabilities to survive the
hol ocaust, if we steal the chanbers, steal the cryogenic serumwe need and destroy the rest, if
any of Rozhdestvenskiy's nmen survive, they won't rest until they hunt you down or the fire
consunmes them You'd never reach Chicago, you'd never get out of the city if you did. | won't let
you go, if | have to shoot your kneecaps to stop you, | won't let you | eave ne."

Rour ke didn't know what to say to her

Chapter Thirty-six.

The concrete barricades were just ahead.

VI adov had read the orders, then given themto Natalia, the trucks carried plastique, C4
expl osi ves. Rourke watched W adov t hrough the wi ndshield, aboard the right flanking M 72

nmot or cycl e conbi nati on.

In the second truck, Lieutenant Daszrozinski was wearing the uniformof the dead KGB major. In the
third truck, Corporal Ravitski wore the uniformof the slain |lieutenant of the KG&. The Anericans
were hidden in the trucks, behind the cases of G4, not a convenient place to be in the event of a
gunfight, Rourke thought. C-4 was quite stable as an explosive, but there was al ways the chance,
Natalia beside him in male drag, the uniformof a corporal, said, "Wat do you think?"

" About what ?"

"WIl we make it inside, | mnmean?"
Rour ke shrugged. "Tell you one thing, keep your nmouth shut beyond a yes or no, you' ve got girl all
over your voice. And watch your eyes , squint or sonething. They see those they' Il figure

sonet hing's wong."

"Way don't | just hide in the back of the truck," she said sarcastically. "These clothes are
unconfortabl e anyway. "

"Because if there is a fight, you' re better than anybody else."

"Except you, maybe."

"Maybe, " said Rourke glanced at her and |l aughed. "My ego will be bruised."

"Your ego is too big to bruise," she | aughed.

"Touche, " he nodded.

There was anot her convoy in front of them and Rourke slowed the truck, then stopped, the two M 72
not or cycl e conbi nati ons stopping as well. Already, in the sideview nmirrors, he could see

Daszrozi nski and Ravitski clinmbing out, to do the inpatient officer routine while the convoy was
forced to wait. Rourke felt Natalia' s left hand against his right thigh, groping for his hand, her
pal m sweat ed.

"That's another thing that'll blow your disguise," he nurnured. "Holding ny hand." And she started
to take her hand away, but Rourke held it tight. "But I'Il tell you when it gets dangerous and you
have to stop."

Chapter Thirty-seven.

"We've gotta assume that Lieutenant Feltcher never nade it through to contact the TVM so we're in
this thing against the K@ and the Arnmy units under their control all alone.”

Sam Chanbers studied the faces of his officers and his senior non-cons. He | ooked away fromthem
up into the barn rafters for a nonment, trying to search for the right words. He turned his face
back to his men. "I, | don't know what to say. | was never a politician, | was a scientist
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basically, | guess that was all | ever wanted to be. As your president, | should be able to say
sonet hi ng consoling, sonething inspirational to you at this tine. The Russians are closing in from
both flanks, we have enough aircraft to evacuate sone key personnel, but there isn't any point to
it. A dawn today, | considered the fact that God had given us another day of life. By dawn
tonorrow or the next day or within a few days after that, the world will be ending. As a

scientist, | had no neans at ny disposal to confirmor deny any of the hypotheses fornmed for post-
war scenari os. But the Suprene Soviet Commander, General Varakov, had access to scientific data.
H gh altitude test flights were still available options to the Soviets, as a neans of confirmn ng

the level of ionization and the rate of buildup. As a scientist, it mght be a pat answer for ne
to say that | blane nyself and other scientists for devel opi ng weapons systens and delivery
systens which were capabl e of bringing about the destruction of our planet. Or | could shift the
blane to the nilitary for weapons build-ups. O to the citizens of the various nuclear powers for
letting their governnents go on a headlong path to destruction

"But the truth is," Chanbers continued, "that | don't know who to blame. | blame nyself as an

i ndi vidual matter of conscience. And naybe each of us should do that. And you can't say that the
anti-nucl ear people were right and sonebody el se was wong. Because they never gave us an
alternative to nuclear defense as a deterrent to warfare. But of course we never gave them an
alternative to warfare as a way of solving problens. But | don't think we were put here, however
we were put here, to lie down and die. And | don't think we were put here to conprom se our
beliefs and principles in order just to cling to life for alittle while |onger

"So," he nodded, "God gave us this extra day. It's clear our Soviet adversaries don't know of the
com ng holocaust. | think it's up to us to use this day, in the defense of an ideal that sonehow,
even after all nmankind is dead, sonewhere there is a spark that won't die. |I'mtal king about
liberty. That's all | have to say besides God bless us all."

It started with one man, then another and then still another, hands clapped to appl ause, but
Sanuel Chanbers, first and last president of United States Il, realized the appl ause were not for
the words he had uttered, but for the feelings the words echoed fromthe hearts of the Americans
he stood before.

Unashanmed, as he stood there beneath the rafters, Sam Chanbers wept.

Chapter Thirty-eight.

The convoy ahead of themwas noving up, the traffic officer near the concrete barri cades wavi ng
them ahead. Rourke dutifully waited for Daszrozinski, disguised as the K& nmajor with the convoy,
to gesture for himto nove out. Rourke double clutched to get the old transmission into gear
easing up on the clutch, letting the truck barely nore than idle forward, toward the barricades,
the M 72 notorcycle conbinations falling in at the front of the convoy, just ahead of Rourke, he
could see a dark stain near the snmall of the back on the uniform Vladov wore, blood. He hoped no
one else could see it. It wasn't the sort of spot one cut oneself shaving.

Nat al i a whi spered, "Like they say in your American novies, dark of the noon."

"Yeah," Rourke nodded, letting out a long sigh, letting the vehicle roll ahead without feeding it
much gas.

He knew where Natalia had her Bali-Song knife, inside the right front trouser pocket. Her hand
rested over it. She had | aughed when she had placed it there, saying that by noving the pocket
lining to the side, with the knife there she m ght convince a casual observer she had sonething
between her legs that really wasn't there.

Rour ke hadn't found the remark amusing.

The M 72 conbinations were flagged to a halt just past the sentry box, between the first and
second fence.

Rour ke braked the deuce and a half.

In the sideview mirror, he could see Daszrozinski wal king up toward the head of the col um,
Ravitski, still disguised as a K@ lieutenant, wal king beside himand slightly behind at his |eft
si de.

The guard sergeant fromthe sentry box snapped to and sal uted Daszrozinski. Smartly, but not too
smartly, Daszrozinski returned the salute. Through Natalia' s open passenger side w ndow, Rourke
could hear as Daszrozinski and the guard sergeant spoke. "Conrade Major, your papers, please."
Daszrozinski was playing it to the hilt, removing one glove very casually yet very definitely,
gesturing with a nod of the head to Ravitski to produce the papers.
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I nside hinself, Rourke waited for Ravitski to make some sort of mistake, show some sort of
deference to the guard sergeant who in real life outranked him Ravitski only a corporal

But Ravitski, a studied air of surliness about him handed the papers to the sergeant.

The sergeant sal uted and noved off with the papers.

Daszrozinski lit a cigarette, offering one to Ravitski. Ravitski lit up as well.

Rourke eyed Natalia, shifting his focus fromthe two nen just beyond her, outside the cab, she was
licking her lips. He didn't know if in need of a cigarette herself or sinply from nervousness.

Her hair was pull ed back and up, stuffed under her garrison cap, the cheekbones would give her
away, the set of the nouth.

Rour ke shifted his gaze to Daszrozinski, the counterfeit major checking his watch anxiously.

He heard Daszrozinski telling Ravitski, "G ve the nen perm ssion to snoke, Lieutenant."

"Very good, Conrade Major," Ravitski nodded, bow ng slightly.

Ravi t ski approached the cab of the truck, leaning up toward Natalia, under his breath nurmuring,
"The lieutenant believes they are taking too long with the papers, | think, be alert, Conrade

Maj or . "

Nat al i a nodded al nost i nperceptibly, Ravitski concluding as he stepped down fromthe running
board, "But watch how you extingui sh your cigarettes, these are explosives we carry, renenber,"
and he wal ked on toward the next truck.

Natalia took out a cigarette, Rourke slapped his hand against her |left thigh hard, eyeing the
cigarette case, one of the type that |ooked like a smaller version of a woman's handbag. Quickly,
she took two cigarettes, putting the case under her tunic. She raised her eyebrows.

Rourke lit her cigarette, taking one and lighting it for hinself, a Pall Mall. He put away the

Zi ppo, tenpted to |augh as he watched Natalia posturing to snoke a cigarette like a nan did rather
than a woman, intentionally trying to make her hand | ook | ess than graceful when she held it,
keepi ng her right wist stiff, holding the cigarette between her thunb and first finger rather
than between the first and second finger as she usually did, fingers extended.

She started to pluck a piece of tobacco fromher lower Iip, Rourke slapped her against the thigh
agai n and she nodded, noving her hand away.

Rourke turned his attention to Ravitski who had rejoi ned Daszrozi nski

They still waited the papers and the return of the guard sergeant.

Rour ke gl anced to his left. Guards were there, but not seeming to pay particular attention to him
Rour ke had purposely selected a slightly over large uniformtunic, both Detonics Conbat Master
.45s were under it in the double Al essi shoulder rig. In the times before The Night of The War, in
di scussion of survival, often he had been asked why as his primary sidearns for survival use he
had sel ected the Detonics rather than a larger pistol. H's answer had al ways been that in a
survival situation, the need for conceal nent shouldn't be entirely discounted. And no ot her
pistol, as he had told themthen and still believed now, could be so counted on for trouble free
reliability, maintenance free utility, and the conbination of conpact size and big caliber. There
were too many buttons on the uniformto reach the pistols as quickly as he would have |iked, but
it felt good to himhaving themthere.

He | ooked past Natalia again, inhaling the cigarette snoke deep into his lungs, wi shing he had a
cigar instead, but the inmage was too capitalistic for a supposed Sovi et sol dier.

Daszrozi nski and Ravitski still waited, but fromthe sentry box now, Rourke saw the guard sergeant
and an officer, a major, comng forward. Like the guard sergeant, the major was KGB

Daszrozinski and the major fromthe sentry box exchanged curt sal utes, Rourke overhearing as the
new maj or i nfornmed Daszrozinski, "I amsorry for this regrettable delay, Conrade, but the
experiments inside the Winb reach a critical stage now, in another week, security can be | essened
I am sure and future shipnments will be |ess del ayed."

Rourke felt a snmile cross his lips, the inpending ionization effect, hence the real purpose of the
Wb, were being held secret fromthose not part of the project. Wuld that there were a way of
capitalize on this, Rourke thought. But he could see none.

Daszrozi nski asked, "Then we are free to nove ahead, Mjor?"

"You certainly are, Conrade, but because of the security restrictions, |I'mafraid your shipnent
must only be taken beyond the primary doors to the receiving area. Fromthere, Wnb personnel wll
take over the vehicles. W have arranged a rest area in a tent near the airfield while your cargo
i s being unl oaded. For the enlisted personnel there is sone of this American concoction known as
Cold-Aid, "

"Kool -Aid," Rourke corrected under his breath, smling.

"And for the officers, vodka or hot coffee, whichever one mght wish. "You will find other convoy
personnel there and the wait should not be that terribly long until your trucks are returned and
you can nove down the nountain again."”
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"Excellent, Mjor, then we shall proceed?"

"Yes, Conrade, very good," the K& major nodded, again giving a curt salute, Daszrozinsk

returning it smartly. Daszrozinski turned toward Rourke, waving himforward, calling sonething
Rourke didn't catch to Vladov and the other notorcycle driver. Their nmachines started. Rourke
could hear the KG nmmjor telling Daszrozinski, "Major, there is no need for your notorcycle escort
to enter the facility, "

Daszrozi nski, Rourke barely able to hear as he started the truck, turned abruptly to face the KGB
major. "Major, ny orders explicitly state | amto provide security for the cargo of explosives we
carry, security until the cargo is transferred to the KG personnel inside. | shall follow ny
orders, thank you, Conrade."

The KGB maj or nodded his head to the side, shrugging, waving the trucks and the two M 72

nmot orcycl e conbi nati ons forward.

Rourke let up the clutch, Daszrozinski junmping to the running board on Natalia's side. Under his
breath, the Soviet SF |lieutenant rasped, "Wat is the Anerican expression?"

"So far so good," Rourke whispered, letting the truck roll forward past the sentry box.

The M 72 conbi nations passed under the lintel of the bonmbproof doors, Rourke involuntarily ducking
his head a little as the cab of the two and one-half ton truck passed under it after them

I nsi de, beyond the doors, he could see a vast horseshoe shaped turn-around, at the far end | oading
docks and beside these, the vault door leading into the Wnb itself. The vault door was open as it
shoul d be.

Rour ke whi spered to Natalia and Daszrozinski. "Watch Vladov, he'll have caught your conversation
Lieutenant, so | think he'll make the first play."

"Yes, Conrade Doctor, "

Rour ke | ooked at him Daszrozinski saying, "I amsor, "

"I'n what we're doing, we are conrades in the real sense of the word, no offense taken
Li eutenant . "

Chapter Thirty-nine.

There was not an AK type weapon to be seen, as if Kalashni kov had never |ived, the KGB personne
all carried M16s and those few personnel who carried side arns wore .45s, the "U S." synbols on
the flaps of the hol sters bizarre, Rourke thought. Natalia, as Rourke drove the vehicle into the
horseshoe, murnured, "According to ny uncle, they have standardi zed here on Ameri can weapons
totally for the logistics of supplying the Wonb and in the event that at sone future date any

buri ed weapons and nuni ti ons caches whi ch woul d have survived the hol ocaust untouched ni ght be
found. "

"Interesting,” Rourke noted. "So the AKMs outside are just for show, just |ike the dodge about
experinments, lying to their own people, "

"Yes, yes, they are," she answered softly.

Ahead of him a sergeant wearing white gloves and a white cap cover was directing traffic, Rourke
following his | ead, aimng the nose of the deuce and a half toward the |oading dock area, breaking
off fromthe main horseshoe of the driveway.

There were nore mlitary traffic cops, gesturing for Rourke to nove the vehicle around into a sl ot
fromwhi ch he could back toward the dock itself for unloading. "Watever Viadov's play is going to
be, it's gonna have to be quick," Rourke nurnured, cutting the wheel into a hard left,
intentionally mssing the maneuvering bay, the traffic director shouting up to himin the cab

Rour ke maki ng a rude gesture, they were of equal rank, then backing the truck slightly, hearing
the vehi cl e behind him screech its brakes, then Rourke cutting the wheel slightly right, edging
forward into the maneuvering bay. He was stalling for tine, tine for Vladov. "Be ready," Rourke
rasped through his tight-clenched teeth.

He brought the truck to a halt, then started into reverse, funbling the gear box, nmaking the gears
grind, stalling again for tine. He started backing the vehicle toward the |oadi ng dock. Once the
first of the boxes was noved, the Americans inside the truck would be spotted, and push woul d have
cone to shove

He let the engine die, making a show of starting again, letting the engine die, half tenpted to
flood it, but worried that he mght so overdo the inconpetent driver routine as to raise
suspicion. Instead, he let the engine catch, then eased the truck back toward the | oadi ng dock
lip. The traffic director was cursing. Rourke grinned at him

file:///C|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20E-...4/9)/Survivalist%20009%20-%20Earth%20Fire.txt (38 of 78) [12/24/2004 11:04:25 PM]



file:///C)/2590%20Sci-Fi %20and%20Fantasy %620E-books/ Ahern,%20Jerry/ GCOSurvivali st%20(4/9)/ Survivali st%20009%20-%20Earth%20Fi re.txt

VI adov and the other notorcycle conbination driver had parked at the farthest end of this section
of | oading dock, near to the vault door that led into the Wnb.

Rour ke said quickly, "Tell the convoy personnel to disenmbark the vehicles. Wen they holler at you
for it, tell themthe nen are tired fromthe drive and you're going to rest them you outrank
everyone |'ve seen out here."

"Al'l right, very good, Doctor," and as Rourke slamred the vehicle to an uneven halt, intentionally
bunmpi ng into the I oading dock, watching in the mrror as the |oading dock personnel junped back
Daszrozi nski junped down.

"Di senbark the vehicles. Stay near your tracks," Daszrozinski shouted.

Rour ke coul d hear Ravitski, fromthe running board of the second truck, echo the command as the
track pulled into its slot beside them

The third track was still in notion.

Rour ke cut the engine, |leaving the vehicle's transnission in reverse, |eaving the energency brake
off. He started down fromthe driver's side as the third vehicle pulled into its slot.

He made a show of stretching, but not so nmuch a show as to profile the guns under his tunic.
From t he | oadi ng dock, he could hear a voice shouting, "Conrade Major, the nmen are not allowed to
| eave their tracks."

"Captain, these nen are tired. They shall not danage your precious |oading dock."

"But, Conrade Myjor, "

"Yes, it is Mpajor, do not forget that, Captain."

The conversation ended, Rourke smling. Fromthe tone of Daszrozinski's voice, Rourke surmnised the
i eutenant had always wanted to talk to a senior officer that way and was maki ng the nost of the
opportunity of pulling his spurious rank

Rour ke coul d see Natalia standing beside the front of the cab, at the right fender, trying to
stand with her |egs apart, her hands | ocked behind her, trying to look like a man. It wasn't
wor ki ng to anyone who | ooked cl osely, Rourke thought.

He gl anced toward WVl adov, followi ng Vladov's gaze. Aranp led fromthe | evel of the horseshoe up
toward the | evel of the door into the Wnb. VIadov | ooked at him Rourke nodded, he hoped

i mperceptibly.

The | oadi ng dock personnel were approaching the trucks now, it would be tine.

Each of the personnel inside the trucks, nostly Anericans, carried five pounds of the C 4,
liberated fromthe packing crates, the rest of the G4 in the three trucks wired to detonate,
Natalia had seen to that quickly after the takeover. The battery fromthe commandeered patro
vehi cl e had been wired into the plastique in the center truck, the charges positioned to bl ow
outward toward the flanking trucks and detonate the plastique there. The | ast man out would | eave
the wristwatch conmandeered from one of the dead K@ nen beside the battery, set for two ninutes.
Rour ke knitted his fingers together, bracing them agai nst his abdonen, working open two of the
uni formtunic buttons as he did, the Python was under his jacket as well, stuffed in his trouser
band. It would be the first gun he could reach

The | oadi ng dock personnel were starting to |ift the tarp cover

Rour ke heard the roar of Vladov's nmptorcycle conbo, VIadov shouting in Russian, then in English,
"We attack!" The RPK on the sidecar was al ready opening up, Vladov racing his machine toward the
ranp and the vault door, Rourke reaching inside the deuce and a half s cab with his left hand,
awkwardly, finding the ignition switch, starting the engine. Still in reverse, the energency brake
of f, the truck lurched backward into the | oadi ng dock and the nen starting to lift the tarp
Rourke's right hand finding the butt of the Metalifed and Mag- Na- Ported Python under his tunic,
ripping the six-inch Colt .357 clear, his right index finger double actioning the revolver into
the face of the traffic director who was already pulling his .45. Rourke fired again, killing a
K@ guard as he raised his M16, nen pouring fromthe backs of the three trucks now, assault
rifles, M16s and AKS-74s, blazing into the dockworkers and the guards. Rourke punped the
Python's trigger once nore, gunning down another of the military traffic cops, snatching up the M
16 fromthe guard he'd shot an instant earlier. The sel ector noved under his right thunb as he
switched the Python into his left hand, opening up with the M 16 on full auto, three round bursts
punching into targets of opportunity as he ran for the | oading dock, junped, rolled, on the dock
now, the Python firing once, then once again, shearing the nose and left ear fromthe face of

anot her of the guards.

Rour ke was on his feet, enptying the last round fromthe Python into another of the mlitary
police, the man's body jack-knifing, his .45 discharging into the | oadi ng dock surface near
Rourke's feet.

The tunic open fully now, Rourke rammed the fired out Colt into his trouser band, snatching up a
second M 16, forwarding the selector, opening fire, he had ganbl ed twi ce the chanbers woul d be

file:///C|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20E-...4/9)/Survivalist%20009%20-%20Earth%20Fire.txt (39 of 78) [12/24/2004 11:04:25 PM]



file:///C)/2590%20Sci-Fi %20and%20Fantasy %620E-books/ Ahern,%20Jerry/ GCOSurvivali st%20(4/9)/ Survivali st%20009%20-%20Earth%20Fi re.txt

| oaded and they were.

An M 16 in each hand, he started to run, for the vault door, claxons sounding in the air around
him shouted conmmands, curses, the M 72 conbination M adov piloted through the vault door now,
each side of the door littered with bodies cut down by the RPK Iight nmachi negun. The second M 72
was novi ng al ong the horseshoe, the RPK in the sidecar firing at anything that noved beyond the

| oadi ng dock.

Rourke saw Natalia, an AKMin her tiny fists, the nmuzzle spitting bursts of fire, K& guards
falling before her as she raced along the ranp, up toward the vault door.

Daszrozinski held an M16, firing it out in neat bursts, cutting down guards on both sides as he
covered the dock area

Reed, along with a half dozen Americans, was holding the center of the |oading dock, they | ooked
like a picture of Quster's last stand, Reed at their center, w ngshooting a .45 from each hand,
the men kneeling around him firing their rifles. Were Reed had gotten the second .45, Rourke
didn't know.

"Cone on!" Rourke screaned the words. The vault door! Hurry!"

And as Rourke turned, the vault door was beginning to close.

A jeep in the horseshoe, K@ guards firing frombehind it, Rourke turned both M 16s toward them
firing as he ran the width of the |oading dock, junping, both guns going dead in md-air, throw ng
the guns away fromhis sides. He hit the road surface, going into a tuck roll, comng up on his
knees, in both fists one of the twin Detonics stainless pistols, his thunbs jacking back the
hanmers, both .45s belching fire as he clinbed to his feet, stormng the Jeep

One KGB guard dropped, beside the two Rourke had already killed with the M 16s, a second nman down,
his head exploding with a double inmpact of 185-grain JHPs, a third one, his M16 was firing,
Rourke hitting the road surface, rolling up, firing out both pistols, fists at maxi num extension
enptying the twin .45s into the assault rifle firer's chest.

The body rocked back, then slunped against the Jeep

Rour ke was up, stabbing both pistols, slides still |ocked back, into the side pockets of his
uniform junping into the Jeep

He found the key, pushing a dead nan fromthe seat, snatching away the man's M 16, how many rounds
the thirty round nagazine still contained he had no way of telling exactly, but fromthe weight as
he slipped the Jeep's clutch, it felt like it was about half full

He et the clutch all the way out, stonping the gas, stomping down the clutch again, upshifting,
taking the ranp as he let out the clutch and fl oored the accelerator, the vault door was nearly

cl osed now, Rourke wrenched the transnission into third, stonping the gas, bracing the pedal down
with the butt of the M16, it was half enpty anyway, junping clear as the Jeep hit the vault
doorway, Rourke rolling to the |oading dock surface, the screech of rubber, the sound of netal
tearing, ripping, but as he | ooked up, the vault door had bitten into the Jeep, the Jeep partially
crushed, but the vault door open three feet w de at |east.

Rourke started to his feet. One of the KGB guards was lunging for him Rourke's |left foot snapping
up and out, against the nmuzzle of the M16, kicking it to Rourke's left, Rourke's right hand
hamering forward, the mddle knuckles finding the adam s apple, crushing the w ndpi pe, bl ood
gushing fromthe man's nmouth through his clenched teeth, Rourke's fist snapping back, then
forward, the niddle knuckles inmpacting the base of the nose, driving the bone up and through the
et hnoi d bone and into the brain.

Rourke's left hand snatched the M 16, Rourke's right hand finding the little AG Russell Sting IA
bl ack chrome, Rourke hacking the sling free of the dead man's body with it as the body fell.

Rour ke wheel ed, the M 16 still not in a firing position, another K& guard |unging toward him

Rour ke under handed the knife the six feet separating theminto the center of the guard' s chest.
The M 16 in his right fist now at the pistol grip, he eared back the bolt, this one hadn't been
chanber | oaded. He'd bet on that and won, and he fired, spraying out half the nmagazine into the
KGB defenders on the | oadi ng dock

Two of Reed's nen were down, one dead and one wounded.

Rourke fired toward the K@ force assaulting their position, enptying the rest of the nagazine,
killing three nore of the K@ guards.

He | eaned down, retrieving his knife fromthe dead man, shouting to Reed as he wi ped the bl ade
clear of blood, "Get your men through the doorway, hurry!"

As he ramed fresh magazines into the Detonics pistols, all he had on himwere two spares and he
was using them now, he searched for Daszrozonski. "Lieutenant," Rourke shouted, seeing himleading
a smal|l force of the Soviet Special Forces troops, "The vault door, hurry!"

Rourke started to run, firing the Detonics pistols at targets of opportunity, seeing Natalia reach
the vault door, watching as she clanbered up and over the half crushed Jeep. He shouted to her
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over the rattle of assault rifle and pistol fire, "Natalia, blowthe Jeep so the door will close,
get ready, " Like hinself, she carried on her five pounds of the G4, it would be nore than enough
to vaporize the Jeep, she was good at bl owi ng things up

Rour ke gl anced at his watch, then he | ooked to the center of the three trucks. Corporal Ravitsk
was running fromthe back of it, shouting, "It is set, the charge is set!"

As Ravitski swung his AKS-74 toward the KGB, three of the guards opened up on him Rourke seeing
it as if in slow notion, Ravitski's body seemingly cut in half by the assault rifle fire, his left
arm severed fromhis body, his face shot away.

Rourke's pistols were up, he fired both sinultaneously, the Ieft ear of one of the three guards,

t he back of the neck of another

He swung both pistols as the last of the three KG nen wheel ed toward him the M 16 already
starting to nake fire. Rourke fired both pistols at once, both eyeballs in the KGB nman's head
seening to expl ode, and then the whol e head expl odi ng.

Rour ke wheel ed toward the vault door, a half dozen of the KGB guards were charging Natalia behind
the Jeep, Rourke enptied the one round left in each pistol, taking out two of the guards, the
slides | ocked open

He jamed the pistols into his uniform pockets, not bothering to close the slides, running, diving
to the | oadi ng dock surface as gunfire rained toward him He rolled, a dead K& guard, an M 16 in
his right hand, Rourke wenched it free, wheeling on his knees, firing out the M16 toward the
remai ni ng guards assaulting Natalia's position. He threwthe rifle, enpty, into the face of

anot her man rushing him took three steps and junped to the Jeep, rolling across the deforned
hood, falling to the floor beside Natalia. "Take ny rifle, I've got to finish this,” and Rourke
snatched her M 16, Natalia sliding under the front of the jeep, murmuring, "I'mwring the

expl osives into the engine, it should create a shrapnel wave effect outward, get as nany of them
as we can."

"Right," and Rourke shoul dered her assault rifle, firing as another group of the KGB guards
charged their position. He had to clear it for Reed, Daszrozinski and the others. Rourke gl anced
at his watch, less than a mnute until the trucks bl ew.

Rourke fired out the magazine. "G nme a spare, "

"I don't have any," she shouted from beneath the Jeep

"Wonderful ," Rourke snarled. A KGB man was coming over the Jeep, Rourke rammed the flash
deflectored nuzzle of the M16 into his right eye, snatching the just dead man's M 16, firing
poi nt blank at a Soviet guard less than a yard away, severing the man's head fromthe body at the
neck.

The M 16 belched fire again in his hands, the guards falling back

"Where did you get the fresh nagazi ne?" Natalia shouted up

"A nice man happened al ong and | oaned nme his gun, you al nost done?"

"Al most, "

"CGet up here, | need soneone el se shooting at these guys, hurry it up!" Rourke burned out the
magazi ne, pulling another fromthe dead man's utility belt, ramm ng it hone, working the bolt

rel ease, firing again

Then Natalia was up fromunder the Jeep, beside him "All | have to do is touch this one wire to
the positive ternminal of the car battery, "

"How the hell you doin' that w thout bl ow ng yourself up?"

"I haven't figured that out yet."

Rour ke gl anced at his watch, ten seconds maybe, Reed coming up at the left corner of his

peri pheral vision, others of the Americans and sone of the Russians following him "Were the hel
is Vladov, "

"I haven't seen himsince he got inside, | don't know, but |I heard machi negun fire from deeper

i nside."

Why weren't their people attacking fromtheir rear? Rourke wondered. Perhaps VI adov and his nan
Reed was over the top of the Jeep, a .45 in each hand, Daszrozinski and three of the Russian SF-
ers and the GRU major and the GRU sergeant behind him running the ranp. Rourke shouted, his
throat aching with it, "Mwve it, Lieutenant! Mve it!"

Daszrozi nski was up, diving across the top of the Jeep, his nen following him doing the sane,
Rour ke tucki ng back, w ngshooting beyond themtoward the KGB personnel

The flash of light, Rourke turned his face away, shielding Natalia against him the sound of the
expl osion nmonentarily deafening himdespite the insulation of the vault walls around them the

Shockwave sl apping at Rourke, forcing himdown, still clutching Natalia.
Rourke rolled on his back as the sound of the three explosions died, debris raining down just
beyond the cracked open vault door. "I have an idea," Natalia shouted. Rourke could barely hear
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her. "Ill just shoot into the engine block, to hell with the battery wire."

"Everybody up, away fromthe door," Rourke shouted. "Now "

"You heard the nman, nove," Sergeant Dressier ordered, even Reed to his feet, running, Daszrozinsk
firing an M 16 over the top of the Jeep as nore of the K@ attacked

Rour ke dragged Natalia with him running now Ten yards, twenty, twenty-five, "W're far enough
give me arifle, ™ Natalia ordered.

Rour ke tossed her his, Natalia swinging the M16 to her shoul der, settling the nuzzle for an
instant, firing, then running, Rourke beside her, the force of the explosion hamreri ng himdown to
his knees, Natalia beside him

He | ooked back, the fireball was already dying, screans were barely audi ble from beyond the vault
door, but the door was slowy closing, and then there was a | oud cl angi ng sound and the vault door
| eadi ng outside the Wnb was cl osed.

Fromthe far side of the high ceilinged area of the natural rock cave in which they were, near the
vault door at the far end, Rourke heard machi negun fire, it would be VIadov. "Let's go, otherw se
we'll be trapped between the vault doors for good!" Rourke started to run, Natalia beside him

Chapter Forty.

MG 27s were closing fromthe horizon line to the east, Chanbers shouting to his driver, "Get this
thing going faster!"
"Yes, M. President!" The Vol kswagen's transmnission rattled, the driver upshifting into fourth.

Chanmbers thought of it for an instant. He was the president , no arnored |inousine, just a

| i berated Vol kswagen Beetle that had to be nore than twenty years old. And he was running in it
for his life to get the half mle down the road beyond the lines of the U S. Il anti-aircraft
batteries.

"Faster, "

"These things don't go that fast, M. President!"

"Shit," he snarled. The M G 27s came fast enough, he had | earned Soviet fighter aircraft well when
participating in a strategic arnms limtation session as a science advisor to the Secretary of

Def ense, years before his short elevation to the presidential cabinet, and before his assunption
of the presidency by default.

The M Gs screaned through the air above, machi negun fire chew ng chunks out of the road surface as
the M Gs attacked the U S. Il defensive position. And Chanbers realized it suddenly, driving in a
Vol kswagen down an ot herw se deserted road toward U.S. Il lines they would have had no way of
knowi ng he was the president, no desire to waste a nmissile to destroy them

The Vol kswagen's wi ndshield wi pers were working furiously, but dirt still streaked the glass and
the Vol kswagen noved ahead , Chanbers estimated the speed a little better than seventy mles per
hour. Ahead of him there were explosions, fireballs bel ching skyward, nmissile contrails noving
fromthe air to the ground, nore missile contrails nmoving fromsurface to air. One of the MGs
expl oded, then another. At the rear of the U S. Il position, there was a huge expl osion, perhaps
they had hit an amop or fuel dunp.

"CGet us there, son," Chanbers snapped.

And where was Lieutenant Feltcher and the TVM? Had he ever reached the Texas Volunteer MIlitia at
all?

Sam Chanbers told hinself not to expect a miracle , but he closed his eyes and prayed for one
anyway, all the while hearing nore expl osions, nore death.

Chapter Forty-one.

"What is happening, Mjor Revni k?" Rozhdestvenskiy grabbed Revnik by his tunic, tw sting him
around. At a distance well beyond Revni k and a dozen arnmed guards there was gunfire, machi neguns,
assault rifles, occasional pistol shots, fromthe far end of the Whnb near the interior bombproof
vaul t doors.

"A group of nen, and one wonman, have entered the Wnb. They have detonated expl osives at the

| oadi ng dock, many of our nmen are killed, Conrade Col onel."
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"The men, who are they?"

"l do not know , sone of them seened Russian , sone of themwere dressed in Anerican uniforns,
Conr ade Col onel . "

"Conrade Major," a young corporal interrupted, snapping to attention, rising fromhis position
behi nd the barricade of electric golf carts behind which Revnik and his nmen had taken up their

posi tions.

"I cannot be bothered now, " Revni k snapped.

Rozhdestvenskiy turned to face the corporal. "Wat is it?"

"Conr ade Col onel Rozhdestvenskiy, | recognized the wonman fromny tour of duty in Chicago, Conrade
Col onel. It was Conrade Major Tienerovna."

"And the man," Rozhdestvenskiy snapped. "One of the nen with her, it would be Rourke."

"The doctor whom you have sought, Conrade Col onel ?" Revni k asked.

"Cl A agent, doctor, weapons expert, survivalist, he is all these, and he is here!" And
Rozhdest venskiy hammered the heel of his balled right fist against the wall surface. "Revnik, get
fifty of our best nen, assenble themhere. | shall take charge of dispatching this Rourke and the
traitorous Major Tienerovna nyself."

He started back down the corridor, toward his office. He didn't allow hinself to run. It would
have | ooked as though he were panicking, as though he were afraid.

He wal ked into his outer office, his secretary |ooking up, smiling, "Conrade Col onel ?"

He wal ked past her, into the inner office. On top of his desk were papers, files, maps,
intelligence estimtes, none of these would do himany good now. He unl ocked the top right hand
dr awner .

He reached inside, his right fist closing around the butt of his revolver. "Damm you, Rourke!" he
rasped.

Chapter Forty-two.

Rour ke had stuffed all his belongings into the Lowe Al pine systens pack, all except the scoped CAR-
15. And one of the Soviet SF-ers had carried it through when escaping the truck in which he had
hi dden. The CRU sergeant had carried Natalia's gear. Rourke fished in the pack now, no tinme or
inclination to change fromthe borrowed Soviet uniform but instead needing the rest of his
weapons rel ated gear. The belt and flap holster for the Python, the amb dunps in place, the big
Gerber Ml strapped there. The MIt Sparks Six-Pack with its six additional Detonics negazines.
The Metalifed Colt Governnent MKIV Series 70, the Thad Rybka small of the back holster with the
two-inch Colt Lawran MII11l, the nusette bag which carried extra nmagazi nes for the CAR- 15 and M 16
and an identical bag carrying extra nmagazines for the Detonics pistols and for the Colt, these
latter working in the Detonics pistols as well.

Rour ke stripped away the Soviet uniformtunic.

He slung the nusette bags cross body fromhis shoulders, using the wide belt fromhis Levis to
secure the Rybka hol ster and the Sparks Six-Pack in position. He secured the gunbelt for the
Python as well, finding one of the speed |oaders in the nusette bag with the pistol magazine. He
ranmed the Safariland | oader against the rear face of the opened cylinder, the ejector star
activating the release, the | oader dunping into the cylinder, six 158-grain sem -jacketed soft
poi nt s.

He hol stered the Python. Natalia had stripped away her uniformtunic as well, ripping away the
necktie fromher shirt, opening her shirt collar. She positioned the Safariland double flap

hol sters on their belt around her waist, checking the twin L-Frane four inchers. She rehol stered
the Smith revol vers, securing the flaps. From her huge bl ack canvas bag she took the Ken Null SMZ
shoul der rig, slipping it on, securing it to her belt on the off gun side. Fromthe floor beside
her, she picked up the silencer fitted Walther. She twi sted the silencer free of the nuzzle. "No
need for this now W can safely assune they know we're here," and she dropped the silencer into
her purse.

She slung the purse cross body under her right arm then shifted it across her back

VI adov' s nen who had changed into KGB uniforms stripped them away. Beneath themwere their own
Speci al . Forces uniforms, not the fatigues they had worn earlier, but blue parade dress unifornms,
medal s in place.

VI adov affixed the dark blue beret to his head, at a rakish angle, Rourke noted. "W will likely
all die, gentlenen, Major Tienerovna. W will die if we must, but we shall carry the pride of our
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unit to our graves." Vladov picked up his AKS-74, then | ooked to his nmen. "Five of you, you, you,
you there, you and you, take up positions on both sides of the RPK and behind it , you," and he

pointed to the fifth man, "will back up the machi negunner. The RPK will be di smounted and you wl|
serve as the amo bearer." He turned to Rourke, Rourke realizing Reed was now standi ng beside him
just inside the flange surrounding the interior vault door. "W are ready to proceed."

"Wher e?" Reed snapped.

Rour ke answered him "W've got two jobs, to knock out the particle beam weapons so they can't be

repaired at all. We've got to locate the cryogenics |aboratory and destroy the cryogeni c serum
and i f possible sabotage anything else along the way, life support systenms for the Wnb, anything
i ke that."

"And you are to steal as many of the cryogenic chanbers as possible, this is CGeneral Varakov's
directive, to save yourself and the major and your famly, and perhaps sone of the men who fight
with Col onel Reed."

"And the nen who fight with you," Rourke corrected Vladov. "Themas well."

"What the hell do you nmean?" It was Reed, and as if punctuating his remarks, small arns fire began
to erupt fromthe far side of the vaulted stone hall beyond the interior bonbproof vault door
"They prepare to attack, Conrade Captain," Daszrozinski shouted from beside the M 72 conbination
where he supervised the tenporary defense.

"Very good, Lieutenant,"” and Vladov turned to Reed. "It may be possible, Colonel, that sone of
your men or ny nmen may find sanctuary at Doctor Rourke's mountain Retreat and survive the

hol ocaust. But | suggest there is little tine to argue. And | suggest that it is nmore likely the
case none of us shall |eave this place alive."

The gunfire was increasing in vol une.

Reed nodded, "At least | agree with ya on that, Captain. Wich way, Rourke?"

"Past their position, to the left, if General Varakov had his information right. A long corridor
it should be a shooting gallery."
"You' re always so fuckin' pleasant,"’

and Reed stonped away, raising his nen.

Chapter Forty-three.

Neheni ah Rozhdestvenskiy knew the target. Only one person could have set them against him The
person was Varakov. And the target was the cryogenics |aboratory. The mcrophone in his left hand,
the hand trenbled slightly, he announced over the Wnb's public address system "Attention al
personnel. This is Col onel Nehem ah Rozhdestvenskiy. The Wonb is under siege fromwthin.

Approxi mately two dozen Anerican saboteurs and Soviet traitors. They are arned with assault rifles
and handguns and possibly with plastic expl osives. They are dangerous. Their objective is to reach
the cryogenics laboratory and to destroy our very chances of survival. They are to be stonped out
like the vermin that they are. They would destroy our plans for world order in the future. They
are our enemes. Al personnel are to be armed, nmale and fenal e personnel. N nety rounds of
amuni ti on per weapon. The arsenal roonms are then to be | ocked and secured and guarded,
appropriate officers of the day will take charge. Hunt these traitors and saboteurs, hunt them

down, kill them But if at all possible, two of themare to be brought to me alive. The sole
wonman, Major Natalia Tienerovna, the treacherous w dow of our |ate spiritual |eader Viadmr
Karanmat sov, a hero to us all, in whose nenory we still serve. A nman, Anerican. He is tall

muscul ar appearing. He reportedly habitually carries two small, stainless steel finish .45 caliber

pistols in a double shoul der holster. His name is Dr. John Rourke. He is a terrorist with the
Anerican Central Intelligence Agency. The person responsible for bringing one or both of these
persons to me alive shall be awarded the hi ghest honors and hold great responsibility and

i nfluence in the new order that shall be formed after the awakening. This is ny word. | shal
personally | ead a search and destroy unit in pursuit of these enemes. Find them Stop them Kill
them Bring Dr. Rourke and Major Tienerovnato ne, alive."

Rozhdest venskiy | ooked at his hand, it had stopped shaki ng.

He woul d wi n, he nust.

Chapter Forty-four.
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The CAR-15 slung across his back, an M 16 in each hand, Rourke sidestepped past the flange of the
interior bonbproof vault door and broke into a dead run, opening fire toward the Soviet KGB
position where the corridor began on the far side of the huge vaulted room The distance to the
KGB riflemen was approxi mately one hundred yards. Spraying both rifles toward themin three round
bursts, Rourke skidded on his heels, Natalia and MVl adov catching up to him Reed al ready running
ahead with his own contingent and sonme of the Russians.

Behi nd them Daszrozi nski and one other man huddl ed beside the slowy nmoving sidecar of the M72
conmbi nati on, the RPK Iight machi negun bl azing toward the KGB position as well, Daszrozinski's AKS-
74 assault rifle blazing. Rourke shoved Natalia ahead of him running again, there was no cover.
Ahead, one of the Americans went down , there was no sense stopping to check the body, the back
of the head exploded with the hit. Natalia snatched up the dead man's M 16 as she ran past, a
rifle in each hand now, too, firing.

Rour ke gl anced back. The driver of the notorcycle conbination was down, slunped across the

handl ebars. Daszrozi nski pushed the dead man, the chest peppered with bullet holes, fromthe bike

saddl e, swinging on, driving now. The RPK still fired, but the assault rifle fire fromthe KGB
position was heavy.
Ahead, perhaps twenty-five yards still, was the farthest left corridor. The | ead el enents of

Reed's nmen had reached it. An instant later there was covering fire fromthe corridor nouth.

Rour ke had heard what Rozhdestvenskiy had said over the PA system nmentally he had corrected the
KGB conmmander. He, Rourke, had been an enpl oyee of the CIA but was no | onger. And he knew
Rozhdestvenskiy knew that, but it nade good copy to his troops. Rourke ran on, the M16 in his
right hand fired out, still punping the trigger of the assault rifle in his left hand as he ran

It too ran dry. He left both rifles fall to his sides on their black webbed slings. H's right hand
noved to his trouser band, the Metalifed Colt CGovernnent Mddel. He jacked back the slide, stabbing
it toward the KGB position, firing, knowing that at the range it was virtually useless.

The mouth of the corridor was now fifteen yards. He ran, Natalia only a few paces ahead of him
the one article of clothing she had changed was footgear, the uniformboots she had worn with her
attenpted di sgui se had been vastly too large for her and stuffed with rags and paper. But she
nmoved fl eet footedly now, changed to her own boots.

The M 16 in her left hand was shot out now, but the one in her right still spit fire.

Ten yards, Reed's men laying down a solid field of fire toward the KGB position, Rourke |eaning
into the run, his lungs burning with it, the .45 enpty in his right fist.

Nat al i a reached the nouth of the corridor, Rourke skidding on his heels behind her, his borrowed
uni form boots weren't the greatest fit either, he realized, his left heel aching. Rourke dropped
to his knees, swinging the CAR- 15 forward from behind his back, the Colt .45 stabbed into his
trouser band, the slide stop downed. He tel escoped the stock, pulling free the scope covers,
stuffing theminto his shirt pocket, putting the CAR-15 to his shoulder, firing. Seni-automatic
only, with the Colt three power scope he picked his targets, a K@ lieutenant, a shot into the
right side of the forehead; an enlisted man and a shot into the neck as he raised up to shoot;
another enlisted man in the right forearny another nman, he couldn't tell the rank, in the nouth as
it opened, it never closed.

Daszrozinski and the M72 were com ng, the running nman beside the car, the ammp bearer, junping to
the side of the sidecar now, Daszrozinski picking up speed, the RPK still firing, the gunfire from
the KGB position | ess and | ess.

But from behind Rourke now, near the far end of the corridor, there was gunfire. Rourke | ooked
back, W adov and his nen had gone ahead and they were neeting resistance.

"Shit," Rourke snarled. Rourke turned to Reed. "Keep covering Daszrozinski, then catch up to
Natalia and nme. Keep a small force as rear guard to back us up when those guys behind the electric
cars start for the corridor."

"Hey, who the hell made you the general ?"

"You got a better idea?" Rourke snil ed.

"Yeah, but | can't say it in front of Major Tienerovna. Go on, we'll cover ya, and I'll take care
of a rear guard, go on."

Rour ke nodded, ranmi ng fresh magazines into both of the M 16s, saving the CAR- 15, pushing it back
across his back beside his pack. An M 16 in both hands now, rasping to Natalia, "Cone on," he
started to run again, the length of the corridor. Ahead, Vladov's nmen weren't falling back, but
they were under heavy fire.

It was what he had said it would be, a shooting gallery, Rourke thought.
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Chapter Forty-five.

Pockets of KGB personnel were everywhere in the space beyond the end of the corridor. Mezzanines,
ranked |i ke vineyard steps, terraced, were ranked one slightly above and rearward of the other at
the far side of a vaulted assenbly area, office doors to the right, |large netal doors, |ike garage
doors to the left.

Rour ke estimated the nunmber of guns trained on themand firing as over a hundred and grow ng.

He flattened hinmself against the corridor wall, the RPK firing toward the tiered nmezzani nes, but
Rourke realizing it would have little effect, the eneny nunmbers were just too high.

"Vl adov, have your men strip out the five pounds of C-4 each of them has. Wo's got the Dragunov?”
And he | ooked around. The GRU najor carried it slung behind his right shoulder. "Pick your best
shooter, give himthis. Have the rest of your nmen break up their plastique bundles into five equa

increnents, then have "emnold theminto a ball, as quickly as possible."

"What are you, " Natalia began, then her eyes Ilit, their blueness still something Rourke I ost
hinself in as he watched her. "W throw the plastique |like grenades, then we shoot into the

pl asti que."

"You got it," Rourke nodded. "You use an M 16, 1'll use nmy CAR- 15, and one of Vladov's nen on the

Dragunov. Three guys throw, the rest keep us covered and them covered." Rourke turned to the
Russi an SF-ers. "Okay, how many of you guys have heard of the game basebal | ?"

Nat al i a | aughed ...

Reed had joined them The pitching roster included three Russians and four Americans now, the rest
of the Americans and sone of the Russians in the rear guard unit, and already the KGB personne
fromthe earlier fight were closing on the nmouth of the corridor behind them

"Once things start to blow, " Rourke cautioned, "we head for that nearest garage door, the najor
here," and Rourke gestured to Natalia, "and Captain Vladov will use sone of the C4 to can opener
the door for us. Should be nore of those electric cars inside, golf carts. That's all they are. In
an encl osed space like this you can't use nore than say a half dozen internal conbustion vehicles
and those have to be strictly controlled for pollutants and | ead emni ssions. Maybe we'll |uck out
and there'll be a regular vehicle or two inside. Wiatever, we get a vehicle, we can outdi stance
these people for a while before they get so organized that we can't reach the cryogenics |ab at
all."

"That'l|l be guarded by now, so heavily we'll need an arnmy to get in," Dressier groused.

"Well, fine, I'll worry about that when we get there. And besides, Sergeant," and Rourke | ooked at
the white-haired nan, "we are an armny, renenber?"

Dressi er nodded, |aughing. "All right, you nmen, | want those plastique charges ready on the
doubl e. ™

They were being piled up like a stack of cannon balls at a nmonunent, out of reach fromall but the
nost bizarre ricochets fromthe terraced nezzani nes. Rourke had freshly rel oaded the nagazine for
the CAR-15 while they' d tal ked fromthe boxes of |oose 5.56mm ammo in his pack. He rammed the
fully loaded thirty round stick up the well now Ready.

Natalia, prone on the floor, legs spread wide, the butt of an M 16 snugged to her shoul der call ed,
"Ready to fire.™

Li eutenant Daszrozi nski, Vladov had selected himas the best nan to use the Dragunov, was by the
ot her side of the corridor, prone as well. "I amready also."

Rour ke positioned hinself behind Natalia, standing, |eaning his body into the wall for added
support. "Ready, M adov, call the shots."

"Yes, Doctor," and MVl adov addressed the pitchers. "Gentlenmen, take your first one pound balls, we
will firein volleys. On ny signal."” VM adov addressed the nen providing covering fire. "At the
count of three, provide the suppressive fire. One, two, three!"

@unfire, the roar of it deafening, Rourke feeling it as hot brass pelted agai nst the exposed fl esh
of his neck, his face, his forearns. Then Vladov's voice, "Pitchers, ready, prepare to throw,
throw '

Rour ke saw the first grey blur, arcing high toward one of the upper |evel nmezzanines, Rourke
settling the Colt scope's reticle, snapping the trigger, it was shotgunning, not rifling, he
realized

There was an expl osion, then another and anot her

Two nore balls of the plastique, Rourke hitting a second, another explosion, then one of the balls
| andi ng near the base of the | ower nezzanine. There was a burst of full auto fire fromin front of
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him the ball of plastique exploding, chunks of the nezzanine structures were coll apsing now,
fires burning, glass shattered on the floor everywhere.

VI adov shouted, "Cease fire."

The mezzani nes were for upper |level corridors, each corridor, Rourke realized, teeming with nore
of the KGB personnel. "Aimfor the mezzani nes thensel ves, we nmake 'em so they can't be crossed, we
can slow 'em down," Rourke shouted.

VI adov' s voice. "There you have it, gentlenen, we nust do better. Pitchers ready. Marksmen, we are
ready. "

"Ready, " Rourke call ed.

"Ready," Daszrozi nski snapped.

"Ready," Natalia answered.

"Suppressive fire, on three. One, two, three!"

Again the roar of automatic weapons fire, the hot brass flying, Rourke settling hinmself, a deeper
breath, letting part of it out, holding the rest. A blur of grey, toward the upper |eve

mezzani ne, "M ne," Rourke shouted, settling the scope's reticle, firing, the explosion naking a

fireball in md-air, part of the upper |evel nezzanine outwall blown away.
Anot her blur and anot her, Daszrozinski's Dragunov firing, then Natalia's M 16. Two nore, Rourke
firing, Daszrozinski shouting, "I have the one on the left!" Rourke and Daszrozinski fired

simul taneously, both balls of plastique exploding in md-air, the upper |evel nezzanines
shuddering, a section of floor in the top mezzanine collapsing, crashing downward to the floor
screans, shouts of panic fromthe Soviets occupying the positions below "W did it," Daszrozinsk
shouted. "W did it!"

"Make for the garage doors now," Rourke shouted. "Vladov, Natalia, run for it,"

He gl anced to the pitchers. "CGuys, throw 'emhard right and fast, Daszrozinski and I'll get
Li eutenant, let's go for it! "Rourke shouted

"Yes, Doctor Rourke!"

Rourke settled the CAR-15, waiting, the first grey blur, he fired, another and another, Rourke and
Daszrozi nski's weapons firing continuously, sem -automatic only, nost of the balls exploding in
md-air. Mre gunfire frombeside him the nen who had been providing suppressive fire were
potshotting the plastique balls Rourke and Daszrozi nski had mi ssed, chunks of flooring rising up,
col I apsi ng downward, screans, the gunfire fromthe KGB positions sporadic now Rourke shifted his
right eye fromthe scope, squinting it closed, opening it, searching for Natalia and VI adov. They
wer e beside the garage door nearest, planting charges, one on each side. Rourke shouted to the men
beside him "Keep pourin' in the lead , we gotta cover Natalia and the captain, hustle!"

Rourke let the CAR- 15 drop to his side, swinging forward one of the M16s , on full auto, he made
it spit death.

em

Chapter Forty-six.

Reed and Sergeant Dressier had planted plastique charges, five pounds apiece, to each side of the
corridor wall, the rear guard called in, joining the others as they ran for the garage door, no
fire comng fromthe mezzani nes now, only gunfire fromthe nmouth of the corridor where a | arge KGB
force, Daszrozinski had recogni zed Rozhdestvenskiy | eading them was starting an attack. Rourke
hustl ed the others ahead of him staying behind at the end of the corridor, getting as far back
fromit as he could, gunfire hanmering toward himnow as the KGB assault force ran the |length of
the corridor, at least fifty of themto the best he could count.

Twenty-five yards fromthe end of the corridor, Rourke swng his M16 forward, spraying it
laterally fromleft to right, cutting a swatch across the corridor, hitting first the charge to
his left, then the charge to his right, then letting the gun fall to his side, running, a firebal
bel ching fromthe corridor toward him but it would belch toward the nouth of the corridor as
well, and likely nake the corridor inpassable. He ran on, two nore expl osi ons now from ahead,
smal | er ones, both sides of the garage door buckling.

The snoke cl eared as Rourke reached the door. Already, Reed, Vladov, and nen fromboth the U S.
and Sovi et contingents were working to raise the door

Rourke threw his left shoulder to it, heaving, the door starting up, Natalia beside him pushing
agai nst the garage door, it was up. And inside were a half dozen golf carts, connected to charging
units. And, a Ford pickup truck, olive drab in color. And a solitary notorcycle. There were ot her
cycles, but these really notorized scooters. But only one cycle. Rourke liked Harleys, but sone of
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t he Japanese bi kes were very good. And the one real notorcycle inside the garage was a fire engine
red Kawasaki Ninja.
"All right," Rourke whispered. "All right!"

He | ooked behind them The corridor was still in flanes.
He | ooked back to the bike. It was a racing nachine, fast, responsive, perhaps one of the KGB
officers had 'liberated it' fromsome showoom or sonme garage. Perhaps it belonged to

Rozhdest venski y hinsel f.
If the latter were the case, so nmuch the better.

He | ooked to Reed and VIl adov. "Centlenen, |ike they say, start your engines. Let's get all these
electric carts rolling. We can use themto block off corridors with the help of alittle
pl astique. The truck, that can haul the bulk of us. I'll take the bike."

"Just like horsemounted cavalry," Natalia murnured.

Rour ke | ooked at her. "You've got it."

He approached the fire engine red Ninja, the Kawasaki GPz900R, water cooled with transverse four-
cylinder engine would redline in top gear at 145 nph or better. It was capable of doing a quarter
mle froma standing start in under twelve seconds reaching speeds in excess of 120 nph.

For outdistancing the electric carts, he judged it woul d be adequate.

"Shoul d we sabotage the other garages. Perhaps there are nore trucks there?" Rourke | ooked to

VI adov.

"I msorry,
"l asked, "
"Chh, no. No tine. Just put charges on the doors and bl ow the openi ng mechani snms, that' |l slow
them down. Let's get the hell out of here."

"Rour ke, what the hell you plannin' on doin' with that bike?"

Rour ke |1 ooked at Reed. "Riding it, soon as | hotwire it so she'll run." There was the roar of an
engi ne and Rourke | ooked around. Natalia, a snudge of oil on her right cheek, bent up from under
the hood of the Ford pickup. Rourke started to work on the GPz900R Ni nj a.

But on a hunch, after a second, he felt along under the faring , his right hand stopped. One of
the little magneti zed boxes. He opened it. "The key," Rourke said to hinself.

He shifted off his pack, tossing it into the rear bed of the pickup. "Natalia, you drive the
truck. 1'll stay right with you."

Rour ke handed her the CAR-15 and one of the M 16s and she placed theminto the truck.

For safety sake, he renoved the Colt's magazine, jacking out the round chanbered in the .45 and
replacing the round in the magazi ne, then reinserting the nmagazine up the well. He snapped the
trigger, letting the hanmmer fall over the enpty chanber, returning the pistol to his waistband.

He nounted the Ninja, bringing the bright red bike's engine to life, the nmachine vibrating between
his |l egs, throbbing, ready to spring ahead. Reed's nmen were operating the electric golf carts,

VI adov' s nen riding shotgun with them Reed and Vladov in the truck bed with the rest of the men.
" Ready?"

"l placed the charges,” VI adov nodded. "Daszrozinski and I."

Rour ke nodded. "Let's get the hell out of here," and very slowy he let the N nja out.

Chapt er Forty-seven

Revni k turned to | ook at Rozhdestvenskiy. "They have sabotaged all of the garage doors, Conrade
Col onel, six of our nmen were killed in attenpting to open them trip wires and, "

Rozhdest venskiy snarl ed, "Shut up, Major. The contents of the third garage, "
"Not hi ng was harmed, Conrade Col onel, but the door is destroyed and bl ocks the,
"Have the door renoved. The assault vans, ny car, the notorcycles, | want them out of there, now
Not five mnutes fromnow, now "

Rozhdest venskiy turned and wal ked toward the first garage. The Ford pickup truck which had been

i nside would be of little consequence. He doubted with all of the pollution control equipnent it
was capabl e of any great speed. The electric cars, golf carts, would have been taken to form
corridor barricades as Rourke, Major Tienerovna and the others fought their way toward the
cryogenics | aboratory at the heart of the Wonb. If they took the nbost direct route, they would
have four mles to travel. An indirect route would consune as many as twenty niles, the passages
wi nding as they did fromone | evel to another

But the notorcycle was very fast. There had been no roomfor it in the third garage where his car
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was kept and so he had left it in the first garage. He nentally scourged hinself for the |axness.
Al'l about himwas rubble, the terraced nezzani nes which fornmed connecting bridges fromone side of
the nountain to the other in this section of the Wnb conpl ex were destroyed. Mre than one
hundred and fifty of his men were dead or critically injured.

Their goals would be twofold, to destroy the cryogeni cs equi pnent, perhaps to steal sone of it for
t hensel ves. And to destroy the particle beam weapons atop the nountain.

"Revni k! "

Rozhdest venskiy turned around, calling to his aide.

"Yes, Conrade Col onel ?"

"Revni k. You will finish your duties here as quickly as possible, then take one hundred nen to the
access corridor leading to the particle beaminstallations atop the mountain. | estinate that the
force will split into two groups, of necessity if nothing else. Your force will anticipate this,
lie in wait and when a portion of the invasion group nmakes their way to the particle beam weapons,
you will counter them destroy them | will personally command the notorcycle detachnent and the
assault vans, to cut themoff at the cryogenics |aboratory. They cannot be nore than five mnutes
ahead of us and | can take nmy force by the nbost direct route. Do not hesitate to call up

rei nforcenents should they be required. | want all but the Anerican doctor and Major Ti enerovna
dead. If there is any way, these two individuals should you encounter themare to be brought to
ne. "

Revni k sal uted. "Yes, Conrade Mjor."

"Yes," Rozhdestvenskiy nodded.

He began to walk toward the third garage, the doorway nearly noved aside now, reaching it, picking
his way over the rubble beside the door, over the renains of bodies blown to bits and pieces.

But his car was perfect. He stared at it a nonent.

He had had the country scoured for one that was both intact and had all of the equi pment he
needed. The Pontiac Firebird Trans- Am bl ack, the interior black as well. Rather than the standard
engi ne, the 308 cubic inch V-8 had the high output option, giving it 190 horsepower. Five speed
transm ssion. He had found the best nechanic in the Wnb and had the engine nodified for even
greater speed. Because of that, fuel econony was nil, but the Firebird would hit 150 m | es per
hour and stay there if it had to. There were two sets of keys for it, one locked in the wall safe
in his office. The other in his hand now as he approached it. The suspension had been built up
The car was not arnored, but the original equipnment glass had been replaced by bullet resistant

gl ass, dark tinted, nearly matching the bl ack body of the car

He opened the door, clinmbing into the cockpit, strapping hinmself in with the lap and shoul der
restraint. He placed the key in the ignition, working the conbination |lock so he could start the
machi ne. He turned the key, the engine roared to |life ahead of him around him A case rested on
the seat next to him he opened it. Inside was the Uzi sub-machinegun, with it in neat
conpartnents cut into the styrofoamwere four thirty-two round nagazi nes.

He depressed the top round in each of the mmgazines, getting the feel for the spring pressure.

It seened adequate. He flicked on the radio hitting the PA switch. "This is Rozhdestvenskiy.

wi sh the twelve nmenbers of the nbtorcycle force to ride before me in a wedge, two nman center,
fifty yards ahead. | w sh the four assault vans to follow behind me, two abreast. We shall foll ow
the nost direct route to the cryogenics | aboratory. In the event that we should encounter the
doctor or Major Tienerovna, they are to be taken alive if at all possible so that | may deal with
them personal ly. Rourke doubtlessly is riding nmy notorcycle, he has a passion for these machines.
If my notorcycle nmust be destroyed in order to apprehend or kill him it is of no concern. | shal
advi se you of nmy orders via the public address system Move out in sixty seconds, from now. "

He set down the microphone, closing the driver's side door, locking it, revving the huge V-8, the
stick in neutral

One by one, twelve of his Elite K@ Force nounted their specially selected, specially tuned Honda
Gold Wngs. In the rearview mirror, he could see the vans filling with their personnel, the roof
panel s opening, the RPK |ight machi ne-guns being el evated into position

The bi kes were starting.

He stonped the heavy duty clutch and slipped into first gear, deactivating the parking brake,
feedi ng gasoline to the nachine.

He gl anced to his watch

Forty-five seconds. Al his nen were mounted. "W shall take the left outside the garage and then
the first right into the main traffic corridor. Maintain constant speed of fifty mles per hour
until further notice." The sweep second hand of the Gold Rolex President reached the twelve.
"Move out!"

The bikes, two by two | eft the garage, the runble of the machines al nost deafening, the sound of
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his own m ghty engine alnost |ost. He nade the left, the wedge of one dozen KGB hi kers ahead of
himform ng, his speedoneter needle to fifty, staying there.

He al ways considered hinmself to have a flair for the dramatic, noting it as the four assault vans
turned out of the garage and cl osed behind himinto the fornmation. He reached across to the gl ove
conmpartnent and took fromit a cassette tape, punching it into the deck, flipping the switch for
the PA interlock so the tape woul d play out through the PA systemyet he could cut it off when he
spoke to issue commands.

The song the tape began to play was the Sovi et national anthem

Chapter Forty-eight.

They had finished mning the last of the electric golf carts. According to the infornation
Natalia's uncle had provided, they were at the term nus of the underground and aboveground
passageways. They had encountered resi stance along the way but had been able to shoot their way
past .

Ni ne of Reed's men survived along with Reed. Ten of VI adov's nen.

Rour ke, Natalia beside him stood overlooking Natalia and VI adov's handiwrk with the [ast of the
golf carts.

Reed spoke. "If this is the term nus between the cryogenics | ab and the particle beam
installation, then this is where we part conpany, Rourke. We're runnin' out of time. Al this
creep Rozhdestvenskiy has to do is get lucky and intercept us in one of the passageways with a
vastly superior force and we're goners. |I'mtaking nmy men up top to knock out the particle beam
weapons. "

"My assigned task, | believe," VIadov said, "is the destruction of the cryogenics |aboratory."
"If either group is successful,” Natalia began, "The K& master plan will be severely damaged."”
"If both groups are successful, we'll knock 'em out of the box," Rourke nodded. "All right, we
split up. Natalia and | are heading for the cryogenics lab, if somehow | can get sonme of those
cryogeni ¢ chanmbers and enough of the serum well, maybe there's a chance for ny famly to survive
this. I'll give you the location of the Retreat, Reed, you can, "

"I"mnever getting out of here alive. | walked in here knowing that. | think Captain VWl adov feels
the sane way. The nore of these KGB assholes we kill, well, the bigger the smle on ny face when
the bullet finds nme."

"My sentinents as well, Colonel," Vladov sml ed.

"You can't say that," Rourke told Reed. "You m ght nake it out, "

"I'd head back for Texas if |I did. KGB units and Arny units under their control should be poundi ng
hel | out of our boys right now"

"And 1," Vladov sniled. "Soneone nust stay behind to destroy all that is in here, so that if sone
of manki nd does survive, no one will be able to use this place and the material here to establish
hinself as a dictator. No, once the prinmary mssion is finished, we shall continue to sabotage all
that can be destroyed here in the Wnb."

Rour ke extended his hand to Reed. "I won't lie and say |'ve enjoyed knowi ng you, but | respect
you. Good luck, and God bl ess you, too." Reed took his hand, noddi ng, saying not hing.
VI adov extended his hand to Reed. "Colonel, | think at least we are fully allies.”

Reed's eyes flickered, and then he rel eased Rourke's hand and took WVl adov's. "Captain, ny
sincerest respect to you, to Lieutenant Daszrozinski, your nen. CGodspeed, Captain."

"And to you, Colonel." Vladov took a step back and sal uted. Reed hesitated, then drew hinself up
and returned the salute, holding it for a |ong noment, then dropping it, Vladov turning away and
wal ki ng back toward the pickup truck

Reed | ooked at them at Rourke and Natalia beside him Reed said, "I never figured either of you
Fi gured Rourke was crazy for not junmpin' your bones, Mijor, no offense. | would have. So | guess
that's a conplinment. And you, Rourke, so fuckin' independent, always so damed right, so damed
perfect. | guess about the best conplinent | can give, and | nmean it, you're a good Anerican and
we coul d' ve used nore |ike you."

Natalia took two hesitant steps forward, |eaned up and ki ssed Reed on the cheek. Reed | ooked at
her and smled. "Major, if you don't mnd a dying man getting his |last request?”

She didn't answer him Reed put his hands on her upper arns and drew her toward him then kissed
her full on the Iips. Rourke watched as she kissed himback. "I was right all along," Reed snil ed,
letting go of her. "Rourke, he was crazy all this tinme, lady," and Col onel Reed turned away and
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started to wal k, quickly, erect, toward the knot of his men ten yards away. He never |ooked back

Chapter Forty-nine.

Chanbers ducked his head down, the lip of the trench bl owi ng away, dirt and rocks showering him
He clenched his M16 in his fists, ducking back under the sheltered portion of the redoubt,

"Hal versen," he shouted, calling to the radio man at the far end of the bunker. "Hal versen!"
"M. President, nothing yet. I've tried every frequency that the K@ hasn't jamed. If the Texans
are coming, sir, well, they aren't receiving us at all and |I'mnot picking Up any of their talk."

Chanbers turned away, rasping, "Keep trying, Halversen."

Foot steps al ong the trench, Chambers |ooking up, a young man in Air Force fatigues running in.
"Where the hell's the president?"

"Who wants him Sergeant?"

"My lieutenant told ne to run over here. The last of the surface to air missiles was fired." There
was the sound of an explosion fromoutside, then nore gunfire. "They send any nore of them damm
M G ai rpl anes agai nst our position, we're goners."

"They send too nany nore agai nst this whole Arny, we're goners."”

"Where the hell's the president, supposed to tell himpersonally.”

"Be back in a mnute,"” Chanbers said, glancing toward Hal versen, but the radio nman's head was

| eaned toward his machi ne.

"Probably off stickin' his head in sone goddamed hol e figurin' he's gonna get shot."

"Or maybe he dressed up like a woman and tried to escape through the lines, |ike Santa Anna did
after he lost to Houston at the Battle of San Jacinto."
The Air Force sergeant |aughed. "Naw, everything | hear, well, Chanbers, he's a good old boy, even

for a scientist, or a president. But | gotta find himthough. Lieutenant wants to know what to
do. "

"You found him son, |I'mthe president."
"You, why, " and the young Air Force sergeant, he |ooked barely ol der than nineteen, but pronotion
had come fast during the weeks since the Night of The War, snapped to attention. "lI'msorry, sir

i
"You tell your lieutenant that when the SAMs are gone to get every nman in his battery to pick up
an assault rifle off one of the nen who's al ready dead. When the Russi an pl anes cone, have him
have all of you fire in volleys toward the weapons pods underneath the wings. |If the weapons are
armed and you get a lucky hit, you night activate a detonator and bl ow up the damed pl ane. Mve
out, Sergeant."

"Yes, sir," and the man started to go, then turned back. "I'msorry for what | said, M.

Presi dent, about the damm hole and all, "

"I't was a goddammed hol e, and no of fense taken, good |uck, Sergeant," and as the sergeant started
out of the bunker, Chanbers found his cigarettes and his matches, lighting up. He read the warning
on the side of the package and | aughed out I oud.

Chapter Fifty.

There were a | arge nunber of "lake-worthy" craft still about, Maus had known that fromhis work in
the Resistance and, as he stood up to survey his armada as it noved shoreward, what he saw only
confirmed it. He had never stopped to count the nunber of craft. Marty had counted them but never
told himthe nunber.

He waved his right hand high, across the distance separating the snmall cabin cruiser in which he
rode fromthe notorized sailboat in which Stanoni k stood. Behind them around them there were
nore than a hundred craft, fromlarge sailing boats to notorized | aunches, nmen and wonen of the
Resi stance, civilians who had hel ped but never before fought, the few survivors of Ft. Sheridan
and G eat Lakes.

As the ranking surviving mlitary man, comand had fallen to him He watched as Marty, his Python
in his right fist, waved back

For the several hundred nmen and wonen, there were fewer than one hundred M 16s, sone of these not
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originally mlitary assault rifles at all but after-market altered fromthe comrercial civilian
nmodel , these by the w de range of gun tinkerers Maus had coll ected around himinto the Resistance
after the Night of The War. For the nost part, pistols, the dreaded "handgun" that so many had
fought to eradicate fromthe American scene and which since the Night of The War had hel ped to
hol d t he Russians back however slightly. That Anericans could be armed, unlike the citizens of
many nations of the world, had proven an ultimate blessing in conbating the Soviet invaders. Sone
shot guns, sone .22 rifles.

Not a machi negun anong them Not a LAWS rocket. Not even a subgun. These that they had over the
course of their battles stolen fromthe Soviets who had stolen themfromU. S. mlitary arnories,
had been sent with the bul k of the Resistance toward Texas to help conbat the fight against the
Sovi et forces massing against U S. Il. Maus and the other Resistance | eaders had known t hat
reaching Texas in time was inpossible, but necessary. If sufficient forces started clinbing up the
backs of the Russians, they would have to divert troops fromtheir main objective, buying time for
US I, however little.

The | ake shore | ay ahead.

Al ready, Soviet patrol boats were steaning toward them

Maus raised the loud-hailer to his lips. "This is Maus. Al right, they're coning to neet us. Most
of us won't get through, but we knew that. Those of us that make it to shore, well, they know
where we're headed. Forget about Soviet headquarters. We attack the prisoner compounds at
Soldier's Field and nearby. Free as many Anmericans as we can. And kill as nany of the Soviet
troops as we have to. Good | uck."

And under his breath, as he set down the |oud hailer, he whispered a prayer.

In less than a nminute, as he judged it, the Soviet forces would open fire.

Chapter Fifty-one.

They noved on foot, running, the corridor as wide as a four |ane highway, overlit by |ong

fluorescent tubes, the corridor itself nore like a seenmingly endless tunnel, |eading slightly
upward, Reed and his nen holding their rifles at high port, hugging both sides of the corridor
wal | , Reed | eadi ng one el enment, Sergeant Dressier the second el enent.

There were numerous side passages, but Reed wanted to keep going up, toward the particle beam
weapons at the top of the nountain. Paralleling the corridor on each side was a wal kway perhaps
five feet higher than the main corridor surface, the wal kway itself little nore than six feet
wide, a netal railing at the lip.

The tunnel -1ike corridor curved, not only upward but in a gradual spiral as best Reed could tell ,
it was taking himto the right place.

The absence of resistance of any kind bothered him but also reassured him

The KGB had second-guessed the reason for penetrating the Wnb. It neant they were concentrating
their efforts on the particle beamfacilities and the cryogenic |aboratory. It at |east neant,
Reed thought, that he would have a chance of nearing his goal. And once he was near to it, then he
could get to it.

The men who woul d guard the cryogenic |aboratory, if they knew the extent of the plans for the
Wnb, woul d be desperate nmen, fighting for their continued existence. But the nen who guarded the
particle beamfacility were only guarding a nmassi ve weapon.

Desperation woul d be on Reed's side.

To a man, his soldiers were resigned to death and commtted to victory. Wth nmen |ike these he
could cut through any resistance, he told hinself. If one man only could reach the facility there
could be a way of turning such massive power against itself.

He thought of Rourke and | aughed. Rourke who al ways pl anned ahead. Rourke had never said, "If you
don't knock out the particle beam weapons |I'Il never get any of the cryogenic chanbers or any of
the serumout of here. They'll blow ny aircraft out of the sky."

Rour ke had never said that, but to Reed it was inplicit in his understanding of the situation
That at |east some of Rourke's people survive. If sonmehow sonme of the Russians survived in the
Wb, or even survived vicariously through five centuries of breeding underground in the Wnb,
sormeone would need to be alive to warn the returning Eden Project, to tell the story of what
happened.

To give the story of the valiant dead on both sides. That thought surprised him to consider a
Russi an valiant. But Ravitski had been brave, had died. Vladov, Daszrozinski and the others woul d
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di e.

It was only fitting that sonmeone survive to renmenber them

Reed wal ked on, the corridor taking a sharp bend, upward and angling left. They were nearing their
goal , and nearing death.

Reed slipped his hand under his fatigue blouse. There was a ziploc plastic bag there, folded
inside it an American flag. He had a planned use for it.

Chapter Fifty-two.

Rourke slowed the fire engine red Kawasaki Ninja, making a wide circle as he stopped, swi nging the
M 16 forward on its sling, keeping the Ninja' s engine running under him

Natalia, at the wheel of the Ford pickup, slowed, stopped. WVl adov, riding beside her, junped out,
shouting sonething to Daszrozinski in the truck bed, Daszrozinski and the nine other nmen of the SF
unit and Major CGorki and Sergeant Druszi k of GRU evacuating the truck bed as well.

Rour ke stared down the corridor. It was as wide as a four |ane highway, a wal kway on each side
just about the width of a car, a railing running the length of the corridor. Overhead, banks of
fluorescent tubes glowed brightly, giving an al nost green tinge to everything the |ight touched.
"There it is,"” Rourke al nost whi spered, squinting against the |ight and gesturing along the |ength
of the corridor. The corridor ended sone two hundred yards ahead, and beyond it would be the
cryogenics | ab.

"They are waiting for us," W adov observed.

"Yeah, | figured that, too," Rourke nodded. He took the .45 fromhis belt, snapped back the slide
and let it run forward. He upped the safety and stuffed the pistol back in his belt. The grip

saf ety had never been pinned or otherw se deactivated, if the thunb safety should w pe off, the
gun was still at least marginally safe to carry that way.

"There is no way to go around them" Natalia called, clinbed dowm fromthe cab of the pickup. "At
least if we want to reach the lab."

"They'll let us get close enough, then open up, nost likely."

"Doctor," Vladov began. "I view our m ssion, neaning by that the nission of nyself and ny nen , |
view it that we have the prinmary goal of getting yourself and Major Tienmerovna inside the
cryogenics | aboratory, to destroy the supplies of the cryogenic serum and perhaps to steal sone
for use at your Retreat, along with the appropriate cryogenics chanbers and nonitoring equi pnent.
That being the case, we shall go ahead, fornming a corridor for yourself and the najor through

whi ch you can penetrate the laboratory. After that, |I'mafraid the rest shall be left in the
capabl e hands of yourself and the major. W shall be otherw se engaged."
"Let's get this straight for once and for all. | want to save ny famly, but my primary mssion is

to prevent Rozhdestvenskiy's people from sl eeping through the hol ocaust and awakeni ng to destroy
the Eden Project , when and if it returns.”

"And if it doesn't, Doctor, you should consider that. If we succeed in destroying the utility of
the Wonb, but do not succeed in saving your famly, then it will all have been neaningless if the
Eden Project should fail to return. | know little about space travel, aside fromthe exploits of
our Soviet cosnonauts, aside fromthe few Anerican filns | have seen when for a time | served as
mlitary attache to our enbassy in Japan. But | understand that quite a few things could go wong.
A mal function in the onboard electrical systens could cause the cryogeni c chanbers inside the
shuttles to cease to function. The occupants would die. A neteor shower could attack the ships and
destroy them |f the mathematical cal culations were incorrect, rather than an elliptical orbit
taking themto the edge of the solar systemand back again, they might instead drift out of the
sol ar system and voyage endl essly. Wen they awaken, they would be dooned to wander forever, if
they chose to return to their sleep, or they would die in a matter of hours when shi pboard oxygen
was depl eted. In other words, the survival of your fanmly, though | have never net them is vital

Wthout their survival, if we succeed, we will have achi eved nothing. There will be no hunan race.
Al'l manki nd woul d be | ost."
"Some people may survive, living underground, if they're smart enough and technologically set , "

"Anot her maybe. Whereas, the nountain Retreat General Varakov has spoken of should be inpervious,
the electrical supply you yourself saying should likely be infinite. There is an Anericanism |
bel i eve, the best wager, "

"Best bet," Rourke corrected automatically.

"Very well, your family is the best bet for the survival of the human race. That is the priority
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whi ch ny general has given ne, and which | shall obey. Perhaps, if you do survive, and in the era
five centuries fromnow you should help to rebuild cities and towns," and M adov smnil ed, al nost
sheepishly, "I would find it armusing. In the Soviet Arny, ny particular unit has earned the nane
Drahka, it sinply neans in English , "

"Fight," Rourke interrupted.

"Yes. It sunms up our lives, our destinies, our spirit, our honor, that we never give up. Perhaps,
well, a street, or a village square where children play, it might somehow be sonethi ng we woul d
sonmehow know. "

Rour ke swal | owed hard, then nodded.

"After all, a Russian nanme, a Russian word in an Anerican town, it mght be very anusing."
"I shouldn't think it would be anusing, but it would be fitting," Rourke nodded.
"Conrade Doctor, | understand Daszrozinski has called you this once and you did not find it an

of fense. For in truth we are the best conrades, all of us in this fight."

"Conr ade Captain, Zehlahyou Udahchee," Rourke murmured.

"Conrade Doctor, good luck," Vladov echoed. He extended his right hand, Rourke took it. Wl adov
st epped back. He turned to Natalia. He called his nen to attention, the GRU major and sergeant
shapping to as well. He raised his hand in salute to her, "Conrade Major. Your uncle was and

al ways shall be our nation's finest officer. On behalf of your uncle and yourself, please accept
our salute.” He called to the other Russians, "Present arns!"

Natalia stood for a monent, Rourke thought she was about to weep. But she raised her right hand,
it was the | ast salute she would ever give, he knew, however it worked out. She held it. Finally,
VI adov conmanded, "Order arns,” and the rifle salutes went down. VIl adov nodded to her, "Conrade
Maj or," and | owered his salute. She | owered hers.

And as Rourke wat ched her, now she did weep.

Chapter Fifty-three.

O the armada, only sonme two dozen of the ships remai ned, Maus hauling hinself up fromthe waves,
his left arm bl oody and useless to him a .45 in his right fist as he ordered his legs to nove him
forward. KBG troops, ahead of him to his right, less than a half dozen of the Resistance com ng
out of the water with him He fired the .45, taking down one of the KG nmen. For a nonent he

t hought of his wife. He swallowed hard, firing again, slugs tearing into the rocks near him one
of the Resistance fighters going down, scream ng

Maus stood his ground, stabbing the .45 ahead of him firing.

A searing pain in his left leg and he stunbled forward, falling hard agai nst the rocks, firing the
pi stol as soon as he raised it, another of the KGB nen going down.

"Hang on, Tommy!"

The voice al nost nade hi mlaugh. The boom of a .357 Magnum again and agai n and agai n, the thunder
of a shotgun, then again.

He | ooked to his left.

It was Marty, the Python in his fist, another man beside himholding a riot shotgun

Marty dropped to his knees beside him "You okay, Tomy?"

"Am | okay? You crazy. My left arms al nost shot off and sonebody shot my left | eg out from under
me, but I'll nmake it. Get me up. We're headin' for Soldiers Field. How many of us |eft?"

"Maybe fifty, scattered all over the shoreline for about a city block. Seven of the Russian patro
boats are left."

"The hell with "em let's nove, get ne up,"” and Marty hauled Maus's right armacross his

shoul ders, Maus getting to his feet, wincing fromthe pain in his left |Ieg. But he could hobble.
"All those tines | told ya, without me you'd be flat on your face, took this to make you see it
seriously,"” Marty | aughed.

"Al'l right. So walk already. In ny next life I'll treat you better." Myving nade himscreaminside
hi msel f, but he forced the pain fromhis nmind as nmuch as he could. There were Anmericans who needed
to be freed before they died.

They reached the height of the spit of land near the airfield, Marty discharging the Python tw ce
nore, downi ng one of the KGB nen.

The man with the shotgun on Maus's |l eft picked up the AKM and handed Maus the shotgun. "Can you
hold it with your |eft hand enough to use it like a cane, it's outa ammp anyway." Maus took it,
his left armbarely able to nove, but he closed the fingers of his left fist around it, supporting
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his left leg now rather than just dragging it.

"I can wal k," Maus snarled, Marty letting free of his right arm reloading the Python

"So you can wal k, how about shoot ?"

"Put a fresh magazine in for ne and we'll see, huh?"

Marty took the Colt from Maus's right hand, dunped the spent nagazine, the slide | ocked open

al ready, and took the nagazine fromthe single carrier on Maus's belt. He rammed it hone, letting
the slide run forward, upping the safety, handing the Colt back to Maus.

"So let's kill some K@ guys and free those Anericans and if there's time before the sky catches
on firel'll let you buy ne a beer," Marty | aughed.
"Sounds okay to me, but you can buy, | bought the last tine."

Toget her they wal ked ahead. And sonehow, the fighting around them sporadic, nore of the Resistance
formi ng around them he felt they'd nake it.

Chapter Fifty-four.

Li eut enant Fel tcher peered through the binoculars. Bel ow himthe Western Soviet Arny, far in the
di stance the Eastern Arny. No one bothered with his aircraft and he ordered the pilot to veer off,

replacing the binoculars in their case and picking up the mcrophone. It was all in a nonsense
code he had worked out, sonething the KG woul d not deci pher quickly. "This is organ grinder
calling taffy pull, over."

The voice cane back i mediately. "Taffy pull to organ grinder, reading you. Go ahead. Over."
"Affirmright testicle and left, your nearest noving. Farthest conming up with a birthday party,
getting my drift? Over."

"Affirmative, organ grinder, cone hone for a snack. Taffy pull out.”

"Organ grinder out."

Taffy pull was the TVM Texas Volunteer MIlitia. Surprise Party neant unexpected forces behind the
Eastern Soviet Arny, Resistance as best Feltcher could nake out, perhaps fromstates all over the
sout heast and middle west. He had no way to tell. But there were at |east a thousand vehicles

com ng up behind the Eastern Soviet Arny.

The reference to testicles had neant the Armes thenselves, the right one the Arny of the West,

the left the Arnmy of the East. U S. Il forces were in the distance as he stared back across the
terrain. A certain sadness overwhel ned him The Resistance Arny about to assault the rear of the
Sovi et Army of the East had crossed through the no-nman's |and of the M ssissippi, intentionally

exposi ng thensel ves to radiation, sealing their death.

But they cane anyway. Soon, the Soviet Arm es wouldn't know what hit them

"Make this thing fly faster, huh. I don't wanna m ss Armageddon by five mnutes."
The snack, it neant the attack was about to begin.

Chapter Fifty-five.

VI adov and his nmen had noved ahead, to confront the eneny at the end of the corridor which led to
the cryogenics | ab, Natalia standi ng besi de Rourke, watching with himas Vladov nmoved on. Behi nd

them at the far end of the corridor, Rourke knew there would be a cordon of K& Elite Corps, to
bl ock any possible retreat.

But it was quiet for a nmonent, Natalia saying, "Have | brought all of this upon you, John?"

Rour ke folded her into his arms, drawing her head to his chest. "No, no nore than | brought it on
you. |If you'd never net ne, Karamatsov would probably still be alive and he'd be running the show
here and you'd have a place in the Wnb."

"I wouldn't have wanted that," she interrupted, her voice |low, nuffled sounding against him

"l know that, neither would I."

"If, if Captain M adov-what if, "

"If the Eden Project never returns and we survive sonehow?"

"Yes," she answered softly.

"You'll never want," Rourke told her.

She | ooked up at him Rourke touching the tips of his fingers to her chin, |ooking into her eyes,
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their incredible blue-ness. Wen VIadov and his nen had first noved out, she had changed into her
own cl othes, her battle gear, a black junpsuit. Rourke too had changed out of the borrowed Soviet
uniform to his faded Levis, his conbat boots, a |light blue chanbray shut, his battered brown

| eat her bonber jacket covering the twin Detonics stainless pistols.

"I'"ll always |ove you," he told her, pulling her closer against him kissing her, his nouth
crushi ng agai nst hers.

"We might be better off, all of us, if | died here," she said.

Rour ke pushed her away, his fingers clanped tight to her upper arns. "Don't you say that, don't
ever say that. Life isn't sonmething you can throw away, not a life Iike yours. Don't ever think
that. Because if you die here, 1'd fight here until the |ast one of themwas dead or | was dead.
And then all of this would be for nothing."

There were tears in her eyes. "But you already have a wife, and you are not the kind of man to,
"No, I'mnot," Rourke told her. "You've trusted me. And |'ve trusted you. You have to trust ne in
this," Rourke al nost whispered.

"l read the fairy tale about sleeping beauty when | was a girl, nmy uncle would bring things to ne
fromall over the world. It was a beautiful book, |I think it was printed in America. He taught ne
Engl i sh because he said | nust know the way ny potential eneny would think and could not unless
understood his |anguage. But, with the cryogenic sleep, will you," and she smiled, turning her
face away, her lips touching at his right hand.

Rour ke drew her to him "Awaken you with a kiss?" And he held her very close, his lips touching
her hair.

He knew what he woul d do. Because if the Eden Project did not return, and he eradicated the Wnb,
six people would renain alive on earth. Perhaps others would survive through the generations. But
what five centuries of incalculable hardship would have w ought was sonething i nconprehensible to
him There would only, perhaps, be six. Mchael, Annie, Paul, Sarah, Natalia and hinself.

He very nmuch wanted to awaken her with a kiss, but wanting sonmething didn't always nmake it so. But
he ki ssed her now, harder than he had ever kissed her

Chapter Fifty-six.

Rour ke sat astride the Ninja, the gas tank nearly full, the notor throbbing beneath him the bike
alnost as if it possessed a will of its own and wanted to nove ahead and be done with the waiting.
He | ooked at Natalia in the cab of the olive drab Ford pickup truck

She nodded.
Rour ke had taken a second M 16, one suspended now from each side of his body. Al of his guns were
checked, speedl oaders | oaded, mamgazines full, knives in position on his body and sharp

"Ready," he called to Natalia. Vladov's nmen were in position. The shooting would start in an
instant and he had no intention of letting themgive their lives just to get himand Natalia past.
He woul d kill as many of the KG Elite Corps as he could al ong the way.

"I love you, John Thomas Rourke."

"I love you. Let's go," and Rourke saw her blue eyes one nore time, then gunned the fire engi ne
red Kawasaki Ni nja ahead, the pickup moving to his left, the tunnel-like corridor walls speeding
past him the lights overhead a blur of green light.

Both of the M 16s were charged, the safeties set, and Rourke, as the Ninja sped under him shifted
one of themslightly forward, the butt hitting against the seat. He noved the selector to auto,
ready. His pack was in the truck cab beside Natalia. So was the CAR-15.

He wore his sungl asses, they cut the glare of the overhead lighting and protected his eyes from
the slipstreamover the |ow faring.

Under his breath, he gave a near silent challenge. "You try, Rozhdestvenskiy, you try real hard to
stop nme, asshole."

The shooting had begun near the end of the corridor

John Rourke rode the machine straight toward it.

Chapter Fifty-seven.
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VI adov' s men were pinned at the corridor and, brilliantly bright |ight beyond and the KGB Elite
Corps there. Rourke knew Rozhdestvenskiy woul d be there, too

He gunned the Ninja, shifting the M 16 forward, clutching it at the pistol grip, his right index
finger along the side of the guard, ready to nove against the trigger. Natalia was perhaps twenty
yards behind him Rourke holding the Ninja back, Natalia giving the truck all the gas she could,
he knew.

He nmoved his right index finger into the trigger guard, barely touching at the Colt assault
rifle' s trigger.

Nat al i a had said that aboard the bi ke he would be |ike horsenpunted cavalry, hit hard and run

t hrough, he thought.

The eneny was ahead. Ml adov's men cheered as he passed, l|eaving their positions, running, their
AKS- 74 assault rifles blazing, their full dress uniforns resplendent with their nedals, pride
etched across their faces as they ran to the attack.

Rour ke opened fire, the corridor gone now, a w de, high, long and vaulted chanber surroundi ng him
KGB Elite Corps forces behind packing crates, overturned golf carts, atop netal ribbed
construction towers to each die. Rourke worked the M16's trigger in even three round bursts,
aimng the Ninja toward the greatest concentration of the K@, and the cryogenics |aboratory
beyond.

The M 16 was enpty, bodies falling to it as he let it fall to his right side, his right hand
snatching the Python fromthe |leather at his hip, the big Colt thrusting forward, his right index
finger double actioning it, the face of one of the K& men to his right expl oded. Rourke fired
again , one of the KG Elite Corps guards in one of the metal ribbed construction towers, his
body tunbling downward, the M 16 in his hands spraying death into his own conrades. Rourke fired
again, an Elite Corpsnman hurtling his body at the bike, the man's neck seened to dissolve into red
at the adam s appl e.

Rour ke fired again, anmong them now, gutshooting one of them He fired again, an Elite Corpsnan
lunging toward himw th a bayonet, the man's face expl oded under the inpact. He fired again , an
Elite Corpsman spraying an M16 toward him the body spraw ed back agai nst a half dozen of his
conr ades.

The Pyt hon was enpty. Rourke shoved it into the |eather, snatching the Colt Government Model from
his wai stband, his right thunb w ping down the safety, his right index finger already inside the
trigger guard, he fired, a 185-grain Jacketed Holl ow Point inpacting the forehead of one of the
Elite Corpsnen, an officer, aimng a pistol toward Rourke's face

Rour ke swerved the Ninja, plowing toward the main KGB position again, heading straight for the
center of them enptying the .45 ahead of himinto targets of opportunity, rammng the pistol, the
action still open, into his waistband.

His right hand found the little Detonics under his right arnmpit, jerking it free awkwardly, his
right thumb jacking back the hamrer, his index finger working the trigger, another Elite Corpsnman
down.

VI adov' s nmen were closing on the position, shouts coning fromthem Natalia ranm ng the nose of
the pickup truck into a knot of the Elite Corpsnen, screans of the dying drowning the rattle of
gunfire

Rourke fired out the little Detonics .45, the lives he clainmed lost to him He stuffed the pisto
into his right hip pocket, drawing the identical gun fromthe holster under his left arnpit,
cocking the hamer, firing, killing, firing, killing, firing, killing. He swerved the bike, al nost
losing it fromunder him and aimed the bike toward themagain. Natalia's truck was reversing at
hi gh speed, nmen running fromit.

Besi de himnearly, one of Vladov's nen ramred a bayonet into the throat of one of the Elite

Cor psnen.

Rourke fired out the little Detonics, killing nore of them
He stuffed the pistol into his belt, reaching behind him the Metalifed two-inch Colt Lawran. He
doubl ed actioned the .357, the flash brilliant, the target a face inches fromhim his wist

feeling the recoil hard, the skin of the face catching fire for an instant as the Elite Corpsnman
fell back dead.

More of the Elite Corps conming fromthe corridor

VI adov shouted, "Cet out of here, Doctor. You and the major nust be about your business."

Rour ke sl owed the bike, making an arc with it, thrusting the little Lawran ahead of him enptying
the cylinder into the bodies of K@ Elite Corpsmen around him

Natalia had the truck noving forward again, K@ clinging to it.

Rourke stuffed the little Lawran into its holster at the snall of his back, dunping the spent
magazine in the M16 at his right side, replacing it, swinging both Colt assault rifles forward,
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firing them sinultaneously, cutting the KGB bodies fromthe sides of her vehicle, cutting them
away, excising themlike he would cut away a tunmor with a scalpel. He let both rifles fall to his
si des, both magazi nes half spent, the safeties on.

"Vl adov, God bl ess you!"

"And you!" Rourke gunned the Ninja, making a wide arc with it, Natalia already driving the pickup
past the KGB position, toward the far end of the chanber. The cryogenics |ab was there, Rourke
knew.

A KGB Elite Corpsnman junped for the bike, Rourke drew the big Gerber fromits sheath and hacked
hi m down, riding on.

Chapter Fifty-eight.

The fighting for the nonent was all behind them At the far end of the vaulted room was anot her
corridor, short by conparison to the ones through which they had passed.

Rour ke shouted to Natalia, "Stop for a mnute."

The truck began to slow, Rourke arcing the bike under him bringing it to a halt, balancing it
under him as quickly, he began rel oading his weapons, introducing fresh fully |oaded nagazines to
the assault rifles as well.

"Vl adov's nen are the best in the Soviet Union," Natalia called. "But he will be outnunbered at

| east ten to one in a few nonents. He cannot hold too | ong agai nst such odds."

Rour ke nodded agreement. "I know, | don't think we'll encounter that nmuch resistance at the lab
itself, they wouldn't want to risk a Shootout that would destroy their equiprment. If we get

i nside, we should be able to get | oaded and get out again before we bunp into nore trouble." He

| oaded the last of the two revolvers, the Python , and holstered it.

"Let's go," and Rourke gunned the Ninja. He | ooked back once.

VI adov and his nmen were hol ding the chanber. The sound of gunfire was |oud. Soon it would reach a
peak, then stop, and VIl adov and his nmen, they would be dead. Capture for them was sonethi ng Rourke
didn't even consider

"Let's get out of here," and Rourke started into the corridor.

Chapter Fifty-nine.

Five of his men lived, Daszrozinski though wounded, anpbng them Both of the GRU nen had perished
in the fighting.

"I have not seen, Conrade Captain, | have not seen Col onel Rozhdestvenskiy."

"He is here sonewhere. Perhaps ahead, waiting for Doctor Rourke and Conrade Major Ti enerovna near
the | aboratory. But he is here."

The fighting had slowed for a moment, the Elite Corps personnel nassing by the long corridor

t hrough whi ch VI adov and his nmen had cone, Elite Corps bodies littering the floor, dangling dead
or dying fromthe construction towers.

"I believe that we should counterattack, ny friend," Vladov smiled. H's own wounded side hurt him
badly and he had | ost considerable bl ood and his head ached fromit.

"Yes, Conrade Captain, | believe this, too, when they cone for us, we can go to them W can show
themwhat it really neans to be Russian.”

"Order the nmen to check their weapons and fix bayonets."

VI adov bl otted out Daszrozinski's response, staring across the overturned golf cart toward the KGB
Elite Corps position by the end of the corridor. He checked his Smth & Wesson automatics , al
three of them one at a tine.

He checked his rifle. He affixed the inverted Bow e bl aded bayonet to it.

"Conrade Captain, we are ready," Daszrozinski said, interrupting M adov's thoughts, of death and
what, if anything, lay beyond it. It was easier to die, he considered, as soneone other than a
Russian. One might be allowed to grow up with a faith in some afterlife. But nothing about being
Russi an was easy or ever had been. And he was proud sonehow of that.

He | ooked at his nen.

"When they come for us, we shall cheat them we shall counterattack. | estimate there are one
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hundred of them nassing there by the end of the corridor. There are six of us. W should easily be
able to kill one quarter of their nunber, perhaps greater than that. For we are whomwe are, we
are the best our nation has to offer. We are the finest soldiers who have ever |ived. W have

trai ned, we have fought, sone of us have already died. And the rest shall join our conrades soon
If any of you hold a religious belief, nowis the tine to nake your peace with your God. This wll
be the last battle for us all. | have never known finer conrades, there could be no finer conrades
for any officer, for any man."

VI adov extended his right hand to each of his men in turn, all of them huddl ed there behind the
overturned golf carts. At last he cane to Daszrozinski. "My finest friend," he told the younger

of ficer. The two nmen enbraced.

VI adov had cried once before in his adult |ife, when the woman he had been about to marry had died
in an agricultural accident.

He cried now as he raised his right hand to salute his nmen. Each returned the salute.

Fromthe end of the corridor across the space of the vaulted hall fromthemthere was a shout.
Then the sound of an automatic weapon.

He lowered the salute as did his nen.

He | ooked across the golf carts, the K& Elite Corps was wal king forward, their weapons firing
spor adi cal | y.

"See to your uniforms," Vladov ordered, the men straightening their tunics. "G oves." Each man in
turn took his parade dress white gloves frominside his uniform pulling themon. W adov

strai ghtened his beret.

"A wedge formation, we run to them we kill them M conrades.”

VI adov raised hinmself up, his side hurt himterribly, but he kept his head up

"Attack, fight!" He started to run forward, Daszrozinski beside him his nen around him He fired
out the AKS-74, seeing it all as if in slow notion when the Elite Corps bodies fell to his fire.
He et the assault rifle fall to his side. Hi s 659 pistols, both 9nms in his hands, he ran ahead,
enptyi ng the doubl e col um magazines at his enem es. Daszrozinski fell beside himand did not

nmove, dead

He kept going, both pistols enptied, he let themfall fromhis hands, he would not need themin an
anonynous mass grave with his conrades. He drew the Smith Mni Gun in the shoul der hol ster under

his tunic, firing, killing, another of his nen down, a screamissuing fromhis throat, "Long live
the, " But he died before the word came out.

VI adov moved ahead, wal king now, his pistol enpty, he let it fall. He raised his enpty rifle, no
time to load it, closing with the K@, his bayonet doing its m ghty work, hacking, sl ashing,
killing. The rifle fell fromhis right hand as the fingers there were severed.

Hi s nen were dead.

He grabbed his knife with his left hand, unsheathing it, burying it in the chest of an Elite Corps
Maj or, killing him

He felt the col dness suddenly, not knowing for an instant if it were the blood |oss, the shock, or
t he nmonent before death.

It was the nonent before death he realized then, a bayonet being ripped fromhis already wounded
side as he fell.

But in Vladov's left hand was the knife. The bayonet stabbed at him again, missing him W adov
thrusting the knife upward, into the abdonmen of his attacker. There was a scream

The bl ades of perhaps a dozen bayonets hacked toward hi mand VI adov shouted the name given his men
and hinmself. "Fight!" One of the blades was comng at his throat and he didn't turn his face away
fromit and ...

Chapter Sixty.

Reed fired the last round fromhis .45 into the face of the K& Elite Corpsnan, shoving the body
asi de, pushing against the doorway, it didn't give. But Dressier was beside him rasping, "Stay
back, sir," and Dressler's M 16 enptied into the | ocking mechani sm

Reed threw his body agai nst the doors, his left shoul der aching himbadly, his left arm al ready
drenched with his bl ood.

The doors gave and Reed half fell through, Dressier beside him They threw their bodies agai nst
the doors, closing them the fighting still going on in the corridor outside, less than a half
dozen of Reed's nen surviving it.
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"Sir, you goin' up to the particle beam weapons?"

"I'"'m gonna sabotage the controls. President Chanbers told me what to do if | got this far, make
the power build up in the system and bl ow the weapons up , "

"You gonna be needin' ne, Colonel. 1'd sorta, well, the nen outside there."

"G me your plastique, Sergeant Dressier."

Dressi er reached under his fatigue blouse. "Here, sir, nice and warm Mall eable."

Reed nodded, noticing for the first time that in the battle to get out of the snaller access
corridor, Dressier too had been wounded , his left |eg was drenched with bl ood and there was a
wound fromthe right side of his neck, blood clotting there.

Reed gave his hand to Dressier. "Sergeant, God bless, huh?"

"You, too, sir, if'n you're plannin' to blow this door, you'll never get out."

"And they'll never get in, Sarge," and Reed nmade hinsel f | augh

"Be seein' ya, Colonel."

"Right, for sure, be seein' ya," and Dressier ripped the door open and was gone, Reed hearing the
gunfire, then throwi ng his body agai nst the doors. He dropped to his knees, nolding the G4

agai nst the door frame, he had to cause part of the wall to collapse. This would block the door. A
gunshot woul d be the detonator. He worked quickly, his nmen would soon be dead and the Elite Corps
woul d be at the door, and at his heels.

Chapter Sixty-one.

He had ridden the notorcycle up the ranp onto the snmall | oadi ng dock beside the cryogenics

| aboratory, waiting for something to happen. Nothing did. He stopped the fire engine red N nja,

di smounting then, letting down the stand.

An M 16, selector set to full auto, filled each hand.

The truck brakes , he heard them and he gl anced back, Natalia had backed the pickup to the dock
He heard the door slam and | ooked back again, she was out , his CAR 15 was slung across her back
an M 16 was in each hand as she turned a full three hundred sixty degrees.

"Where are they, John?"

"I nside, maybe," Rourke told her

There had been no resistance as they had left the small corridor, no resistance as they had
entered the huge concrete box which fornmed the chanber, the cryogenics |lab. It had once been an
ordi nance | ab, dom nating the far wall

"Per haps they, "

"What ?" Rour ke asked her

"Al'l of their forces, perhaps they are committed there with Vladov and agai nst Reed. Perhaps,
"No, | don't think so." She had nmounted the ranp leading fromthe floor level to the | oading dock
She stood back to back wi th hi mnow.

"What do we do?"

"W go inside , what we're expected to do, | guess."

Rour ke approached the doubl e swi ngi ng doors, padl ocked fromthe outside. He | oosed a burst from
his M 16, the |l ock disintegrating. He took a step back, then two steps forward, a roundhouse
doubl e Tae Kwan Do kick to the center portion of the two doors, at the joint where they mated, the
chain falling free, the doors swinging inward, only one sw nging back. There was no gunfire, from
i nsi de, from anywhere.

"We're walking into a trap, John."

"We don't have any choice, Natalia." Rourke shoved the rifle in his right hand through the
doorspace , nothing happened.

He followed the nuzzle of the rifle inside. "Stay here for a second,” telling Natalia.

The cryogenics |aboratory's lights were lit. There was no one that he coul d see.

He | ooked up, the false ceiling was ten feet fromthe floor, There was no one in the vast

| aboratory.

"Cone inside and watch the doors fromhere," Rourke called to Natali a.

Rour ke started across the laboratory, both rifles ready in his hands.

The far wall was domi nated by rows of shelves, three litre sized bottles there, the apparent col or
of the bottles a very pale green, like the color of Rhine w ne.

"The cryogenic serum" he said under his breath. H's palns sweated. He wal ked toward it. To his
far right, as he scanned the room were wooden packing crates, sone |large, the size and shape of
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coffins. Some snaller, like the size of a bedroomsized color TV portable. Sonme of the crates were
open, nost were not. To his left, running as far as the extent of the |aboratory, were ranks of
what he judged were cryogeni ¢ chanbers, translucent |ids, open, sone few closed, nonitoring

equi pment rigged to them

He started toward the cryogeni ¢ serum agai n.

There was a sound from above him Rourke wheeled, the panel of ceiling overhead had slid open
the muzzles of automatic rifles pointed down at him "Run for it, Natalia!" Rourke stabbed both M
16s upward to fire.

A voi ce, "Doctor Rourke, a nonent, please!"”

Rour ke | ooked to his right. Near the cryogenic sleep chanbers a nman stood, having hidden behind
them Rourke guessed. Two dozen others stood near him all arned. "You will die, ny dear Doctor
Rourke, but | first wanted to talk."

Rourke licked his Iips. Natalia stood at the entrance to the laboratory, both M 16s hangi ng on
their slings at her sides. There was sonething that was not right about her, but guns were pointed
at her fromthe ceiling above and fromthe area near the cryogeni c chanbers.

More of the ceiling panels opened, nmen dropping down fromthe ceiling now, M 16s pointed toward
Rour ke and toward her

"You see, Doctor, however daring your plan, it was dooned to failure," Rozhdestvenskiy sniled. "I
won't degrade you both by ordering you to drop your weapons, you would not have time to use them"
Natalia was wal king toward him both fists balled at her sides, the K& Elite Corps personne
falling back fromher as though sonehow afraid of her

"And you, ny dear Mjor, what a lovely creature you have al ways been. And how traitorous."

"You are the traitor," Natalia barely whispered. "You, and ny husband, he was |ike you."

"Chh, such a way to talk, Mjor, about sonmeone who is dead and can no | onger chanpion his good
nanme. "

"H s good nane, his perversions, his evil, the way that he beat me, his good nane indeed."

"The affairs between a husband and wife," and he smiled gesturing pal ns upward and shruggi ng.
"These are not ny affair, Major. But without him there would have been no know edge of the Eden
Project, no know edge of the cryogenic serumwhich allows the cryogenic sleep to save lives rather
than take them w thout him" and he gestured expansively around him "none of this. He was ny
dear friend, though | am aware of his shortcom ngs. But no one is perfect. Except perhaps for you
and Doctor Rourke. And you shall both soon see what perfection can profit you."

Slow y, Natalia had been nmoving her hands to the pistol grips of her rifles. Rourke still held
both his M16s in his fists, but a Shootout would have netted nothing, he realized. He waited for
Nat al i a, she had sonething, he knew that, sone play ready.

Her hands were nearly to her rifles.

Rozhdest venskiy | aughed, "Major, hold your rifles if you wish, point themat ne even, you will not
get off a shot before you are cut down."

Natalia's hands closed on the pistol grips. "Thank you for letting me hold ny rifles.”

"If you draw confort fromthemin these, your |last nonents alive, feel free, ny dear. You see, we
anticipated the arrival of yourself and the Doctor."

"Who?" Rourke asked suddenly.

"Ahh," Rozhdestvenskiy | aughed. "Your Anerican public television, the British television series,
you have a ready wit, Doctor. But |'mafraid neither that nor anything else shall save you and the
major fromretribution," and he snmled ingratiatingly, obviously enjoying what he was doi ng.

Rour ke shrugged, "All ny life, you know, |'ve never really been able to nake jokes, to make people
| augh, | considered it a character flaw. But just recently, |'ve been doing better."

"Too bad you won't have the tinme to develop the talent, Doctor."

Rour ke shrugged.

Nat al i a sai d not hi ng.

Rozhdest venskiy continued. "W anticipated your arrival, as | indicated. The actual ceiling goes
up sone twenty feet. The false ceiling was installed for better tenperature control. But we
installed the ceiling to already existing girders which spanned the | aboratory. So it was sinple
to position sone of ny nen above you."

"Yes," Rourke nodded.

Nat al i a spoke. "You were very kind, Colonel, to let ne hold ny rifles at the pistol grips. Both
rifles have their selectors set to full automatic."”

"My dear, it is useless, before you raise themtoward nme, you'll be dead."

"But | don't have to raise them" Natalia snmled, her voice |like honey. "I anticipated this would
be a trap. Do you renenber the C 4 explosives which we have used so efficaciously against you?"
Rozhdestvenskiy snile started to fade.
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"The nuzzles of both rifles are packed with one pound apiece. Al | have to do is twitch ny finger
agai nst either trigger and the explosions will destroy the cryogenic serumfor you. It is only
perhaps fifteen feet away and | doubt the glass in the bottles will w thstand the shock."

“"You lie, kill, "

"Try nme!" She shrieked the words. No one noved.

"You would not , "

"Wy not," Rourke al nbpst whi spered.

"Even if your gunfire should sever nmy arns fromny body, the involuntary nervous responses wl |l
cause the fingers to twitch against the triggers, your serum your |life, gone."

"But, but yours, too."

"W cane here for sone of the cryogenic chanbers and nonitoring equiprent, and a supply of serum

for ourselves. And to destroy your serum So you'd die when the hol ocaust conmes. We'll settle for
the first two, sone of the chanmbers, we need six, we'll take six along with the spare parts kits,
the nmonitoring equi pnent. We'll take six bottles of the serum™

"Each recipient needs only a few ccs," Rozhdestvenskiy began

"We' Il take six anyway, we'll |eave the rest for you. Conpronise?"

"John!"

"Leave it, Natalia. It's nmy plan now. "

Rozhdestvenskiy licked his lips. "You'll never get out of here alive."

"You have your boys play cops and robbers with us after we |load up, in fact, have themload us up
but they don't have to check the water and oil. W're just fine and the truck runs great, and

| ove the bike, yours?”

"Yes. "

"I leave it for you. Ride around on it for the next five hundred years and have fun. I'll walk
toward the doors , and grabbing me will just make Natalia blow up the serum [|'Il keep an eye on
the | oadi ng, make sure nobody tampers with the vehicles. And once we're |oaded up, I'Il aimny
rifles at the serumuntil Natalia gets free, wouldn't want half the bottles shot up, would you? If
we nmeke a play for the rest of the serum you've got nothing to lose by killing us. And why woul d

we risk a gunfight after we have the serum and the chanbers we need."

"Then we will neet again in five centuries, Doctor. To resune the battle, you fresh from your
Retreat in the Georgia nmountains if you get there and nme fresh fromthe Wnb?"

"If you get there," Rourke smiled. "And nake sure your guys are real careful l|oading the stuff. W
woul dn't want to waste any of the serum would we?"

Nat al i a stood her ground.

Rour ke gestured with his M16s to the K@ nen nearest the serum "Mve away, guys. The lady's
gonna stand right there near the serum"” As Natalia noved slowy past him Rourke w nked at her

Chapter Sixty-two.

There had been a gunbattle with the weapons crew, four nmen. Reed had killed themall. He | eaned
heavily over the controls panels now, he had been shot three times in the abdomen and was dyi ng.
He worked the controls, know ng just enough Russian and just enough about the mechanics of a |aser
charged particle beam systemto know which control to work, the information on the weapons system
courtesy of Samuel Chanbers' best scientific guesswork. Reed hoped the man had been right.

There was a | oud humm ng noise fromthe vault behind him the vault extending for perhaps a
quarter mle, massive dianeter tubes coiling back and forth. These were used to generate the speed
for the particles which forned the beam

He kept working the controls. There would likely be service personnel in the charging area itself,
they would conme to kill him But he doubted they were arned, only one of the crewren had been
arnmed, and that only with a pistol

He set the controls, using his bayonet to pry off the dials without noving the dial stens |eading
into the control panels. He crushed the plastic dials under the heels of his conmbat boots, then

| eft the consoles, the hunming a | oud whi ne now.

He went to the entry doors, setting out nore of the plastique, the |last that he had, against the

| ocki ng mechani sm He had destroyed the | ock by hammering it out of shape with the butt of the
dead Russian's Anmerican pistol. The | ock woul d have to be shot through to enter the control room
and a shot would bl ow the plastique.

He returned to the control panels, picking up the 1911 Al pistol again, using the butt to hanmer
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out the faces of gauges and digital readout panels, the nunbers had been clinbing steadily. The
gauges were gone.

A voice frombehind him a man. A pipe wench in both hands |ike a club. Reed fired into his face
with the .45, killing him Reed picked up the wench, swinging it against the control panel
shattering the casings, the hunm ng grew steadily |louder. The fire control console, he snashed it
with the wench, there would be no way to fire and rel ease the charged particle. Wthout putting a
new control panel into place.

The hunm ng, the whining was a roar nhow.

He wondered how long until the overl oaded system woul d expl ode. Perhaps it would rip away the top
of the nountain. At least it would destroy the weapons systemutterly. He had read an intelligence
meno about particle beamdevices, simlar to a neutron explosion, perhaps the life in the Wnb
woul d be destroyed as well.

He cl osed his eyes against the pain inside him his abdonmen, his left arm

Reed prayed Rourke and Natalia would have the time to carry out their mssion, but there was no
wai ti ng now.

No tine left.

He used the wench one nore tine to smash out the glass ahead of and above the control panels, the
particle beam weapons stretching skyward. It was nearly dusk he realized, the last night?

Awkwar dly, bl ood spurting between his fingers as he held in his intestines, he dragged hinself
across the control panels and through the opening, breaking out the rest of the glass with the
slide of his .45.

The rocks bel ow were navi gabl e. Then perhaps a fifty yard walk to the base of the nearest gantry-
|ike structure which housed the particle beam weapon and raised it skyward.

Before he started down fromthe rocks, he felt under his fatigue bl ouse, through the blood feeling
the plastic bag which covered the flag. There would be bullet holes in it. Blood on it.

But it wouldn't be the first time. He started down the rocks and toward the gantry.

Chapter Sixty-three.

The truck was | oaded with six of the U S. -nade cryogeni c chanbers whi ch Rourke hinself had
personal |y inspected as best as possible to determine their functional capabilities. Six spare
parts kits. Six nonitoring equipnent kits, six spare parts kits for the nonitoring equi pnent.

Five of the serumbottles, packed in wooden cases were aboard the truckbed, Natalia had | et one of
the rifles drop to her side and carried the sixth bottle now, Rourke standing in the doorway, both
assault rifles ainmed across the | aboratory toward the bottles of cryogenic serumas Natalia wal ked
free.

Rozhdestvenskiy and a bearded nan in a lab coat stood far to one side. The KG Elite Corps flanked
her on both sides, their rifles |owered.

Rour ke spoke. "Try anything to stop Major Tiemerovna and | enpty both nagazines into the serum
bottles. It won't do nuch good to pick it up off the floor and even if you chenically analyze it,
it'd take too long to reproduce a sufficient anount."

"They do not have the proper chemicals , ny uncle told ne this. The one factory which produced
the key ingredi ent was destroyed during the Night of The War. The chem cal cannot be reproduced
because its fornmula was top secret and it is the one portion of the Eden Project plan they have
never found."

"You are so well informed, Major," Rozhdestvenskiy shouted. "That traitorous bastard of an uncle,
were there time renaining, | would personally execute him"

She stopped wal king, raising the rifle at her right side slightly. "Another word about ny uncle
and | destroy the serum all of it. I'"'mstill close enough.™

"Get out of here," Rozhdestvenskiy rasped.

Nat al i a kept wal ki ng, Rourke never noving the nmuzzles of the two M16s. If he fired he would cut
down Natalia as well. But she knew t hat

She was nearly beside him it was the nost dangerous part. Once they felt she was sufficiently far
fromthe serumbottles not to damage them they woul d nmake their play.

Rour ke shouted, "A little change in the plan, Colonel. Anybody blinks an eye and | bl ow away al
the bottles."

"That was not the agreenent, Doctor." Rozhdestvenskiy started forward. Rourke pulled the trigger
on the rifle, Natalia was clear now, his right hand raising as he blasted three of the serum
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bottles with the burst.

"A warning," Rourke shout ed.

"Don't shoot," Rozhdestvenskiy commanded his nen

Nat al i a st ood besi de Rourke now.

"You plan what | think?"

"You plan what | think?" he asked back

"Yes, | love you, John."

She dropped the bottle at her side to the floor. It shattered, the liquid inside splashing up on
Rourke's feet and hers.

"What are you doi ng?" Rozhdestvenskiy screaned the words.

Rour ke never noved the nmuzzles of his rifles, but Natalia wheeled beside him her rifles pointed
toward the truck. "There are five bottles in the truck, Colonel. John will now destroy the serum

in the bottles by the wall. You cannot stop himbefore he enpties both rifles and destroys the
bottles utterly. If you attenpt to do so, | shall destroy those bottles in the truck."

"You would kill Rourke with the expl osives!"

"You would kill himby shooting him and the rifles were never |oaded wi th expl osives, | fooled
you, Col onel. The master spy duped, what a tragedy!"

"Bitch, "

"Right now |I'm planning to shoot the serumbottles,"” Rourke snarled. "I can shoot you, too. Look

at it this way, as long as we have the five bottles in the truck, you' ve got a chance." Rourke
enptied the assault rifles into the serumbottles at the far side of the |aboratory, not a nove
made to stop him The bottles seened to shatter in slow notion, shards of gl ass everywhere,
bottles shattering other bottles, the shelves starting to coll apse.

One bottl e remained.

Rourke let the enptied M16s fall to his sides. He drew the Python, saying, "If only a few ccs are
needed for each injection, well, we probably have enough in the truck to inject your entire Elite
Corps and all of the wonen, think about that. This is a Colt, Natalia tells me you carry one, too.
A Colt is a very Anerican gun, Colt's sort of |ike apple pie, baseball, notherhood." He

t hunbcocked the Metalifed and Mag-na-ported six-inch, firing once, the last bottle shattering.
Rourke let hinself smle.

"Now, Colonel, Natalia's going to get on the truck in just a minute here, and I'l|l keep one of ny
assault rifles trained on the five bottles that are left. She'll drive off and 1'll follow her
Then we'l|l see what happens.” Rourke hol stered the Python, then dunped the enpty nagazi nes from
the assault rifles, letting themclatter to the floor. He rel oaded. He backstepped through the
doorway, Natalia still ainmed both rifles at the five bottles in the truck bed.

Rour ke turned, running along the |oading dock, junping aboard the fire engine red N nja bike,

swi ngi ng both M 16s toward the truck bed. He couldn't nmiss at the range. He let the rifles fall to
his sides, "Not yet, Natalia." He started the bike, turning it around to face the ranp. He leveled
one of the M16s toward the five bottles. "Now, remnd our friends."

He couldn't see inside, but he heard Natalia calling over her shoul der, "Doctor Rourke has the
five remaining bottles under the nmuzzle of his rifle. | amboarding the truck. At the first shot,
the first attenpt to stop us of any kind, he shall destroy the remaining five bottles. Maybe you
can scrape some off the floor and filter out the broken glass , but | don't think so."

"Dam you!" It was Rozhdestvenskiy's voice. But Natalia only wal ked ahead, slowy, down the ranp,
around the cab of the pickup, setting both rifles inside, clinmbing in behind the wheel. The engine
started. The truck lurched slightly forward. Rourke turned and | ooked behind him but the rifle's
muzzl e unswerving. He shouted, "Natalia, get noving, Rozhdestvenskiy, bite ny ass," and Rourke
swung the second M 16 toward the | aboratory doors, firing half a magazine, the Elite Corps
droppi ng back, Rourke letting both rifles fall to his sides, putting hinself |ow over the Ninja's
body, letting the bike out and taking it down the ranp , he was trying to match the zero to sixty
figures he'd read of.

Chapter Sixty-four.

Rozhdest venskiy junped fromthe | oadi ng dock, tossing his car keys in his hand. "What about the
force that fought at the small corridor?"

"They were Russi ans, Conrade Col onel," the |ieutenant answered. "They were Special Forces, the
unit known as Fight, they, "

file:///C|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20E-...4/9)/Survivalist%20009%20-%20Earth%20Fire.txt (64 of 78) [12/24/2004 11:04:25 PM]



file:///C)/2590%20Sci-Fi %20and%20Fantasy %620E-books/ Ahern,%20Jerry/ GCOSurvivali st%20(4/9)/ Survivali st%20009%20-%20Earth%20Fi re.txt

"Are they dead , | did not ask for themto be eul ogi zed. "

"They are dead, but so few of them Conrade Colonel, they killed sixty-three of our nen."

Rozhdest venskiy | ooked at the young lieutenant. "And what of the particle beamfacility?"

"The Anmericans have all been killed. But the doors leading into the facility were m ned, and have
only just been gotten through.™

"Idiots, so some of the Americans are inside."

"Only one it is thought, Conrade Col onel, but Conrade Col onel, "

"What ?"

"I'n the battle between our nen and the Special Forces unit, Mijor Revnik was killed by the Specia
Forces Captain.”

"Then Revnik is dead, if he were stupid enough to die, he was too stupid to live." He gestured
after Rourke and Natalia Tienmerovna. "Seal off all passages. The wonen can fight as well. Leave a
wi de path for them They nust be heading for the doors to the airfield el evators. W shall pursue
them overtake them and kill Rourke before he can destroy the serumbottles. Then our assault vans
can box in Major Tiemerovna's truck and she can be killed. W shall still be triunphant. But there
is to be no shooting at the truck itself. No one but this unit is to attack them The function of
the rest of ny forces is nerely to contain them no risks can be taken with the bottles. | want
one hundred nmen, or nen and wonmen, it doesn't matter, | want themon the field in the event

Rour ke and the major slip through our fingers. If the airplane should reach the field before
interception, it should be destroyed."

"But the serum Conrade Col onel, "

"Better no one should survive than Rourke and Major Tienerovna, Lieutenant. W can easily catch
them The notorcycle is capable of great speed, but the truck is not. In the corridor
strai ght aways, we can catch them And we can kill them™

He started to wal k across the boxlike chanber. Near the far corridor, in a storage conpartnent,
the vehi cl es were garaged.

He checked the revolver in his belt. He would get Rourke and Natalia Tienerovna, it was nore
inportant now than life itself.

Rozhdestvenskiy started to run

Chapter Sixty-five.

The truck, with its heavy |load, would barely do sixty steadily, Rourke judged, comparing the
truck's speed with the matching speed of the Ninja, and only on the strai ghtaways. It was
necessary in the curves, to preserve the load, to slowto thirty.

Behi nd hi m he heard what he had expected to hear, vehicles.

Rour ke | ooked back. Conming around the curve behind them into the straightaway were what he
counted as an even dozen nore or |ess Honda Gold Wngs, fast, powerful, painted black. Behind the
wedge of bikers a single autonobile, a black Pontiac Firebird Trans-Am Behind this, two abreast,
bl ack painted vans. Visible on the roofs of the vans sone type of weapon, he inagi ned Soviet RPK
I'i ght machi neguns.

“"Nat al i al Conpany. Hustle," he shouted.

He saw her through the open wi ndow, turning her head, glance at himonce, her eyes in the pale
green of the overhead lighting system their blueness riveted him

The truck began to pick up speed, but it couldn't pick up nuch with the specialized em ssion
control equipnment it carried, and acceleration was pitifully slow

He | ooked behind hi magain, the KGB arnada was cl osing.

They would target him so he couldn't destroy the serumin the truck bed. Then close in on Natalia
and box the pickup in, killing her and rescuing the serum It was Rozhdestvenskiy's only option
The thought flashed across Rourke's mind, to abandon the notorcycle and junp into the pickup bed,
but it wouldn't prevent them from stopping the truck. He could destroy the serum but he needed
the serumto keep his wife, his children, Paul alive.

And Rozhdestvenskiy woul d know Rour ke wanted at | east sone of the serumintact.

"May as well get started," he whispered into the slipstreamaround him He stabbed the left side M
16 toward the KGB arnada and opened fire, enptying the half spent namgazi ne, one of the bikes
swervi ng, spinning out, crashing against the concrete surface of the wal kway on the |eft side of
the corridor.

Rourke let the rifle fall enpty to his side, making the bike accelerate, outstripping Natalia and
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the truck for an instant, the road surface around himthat fornmed the corridor floor taking the

i mpact of bursts of machinegun fire, slugs whistling, ricocheting maddeni ngly.

Rourke pulled in front of the truck, using the serumbottles it contained as a shield, the gunfire
ceasing, but as he | ooked back, the notorcycles and the Firebird speedi ng ahead.

Rourke let the Nnja drift right, bringing up the second M16, firing behind him spraying the
assault rifle left to right and back again, three of the bikers down, their nachi nes spinning out,
crashi ng agai nst the wal kway bases, others of the nachines sl ow ng, skidding, another bike out of
control, crashing.

Rourke let the Ninja drift left as machinegun fire raked the road surface, but it neticul ously
avoi ded Natalia in the truck

Mental ly he ran the scorecard, seven bikers remaining, the four vans and the Firebird.

"Shit," he snarled into the wind.

Chapter Sixty-six.

Nat al i a was honking at him Rourke | ooking back, she was waving her right hand. Rourke shook his
head, not under st andi ng.

Nat al i a began to honk her horn again, long and short-blasts of the horn, suddenly Rourke realized.
Morse code. Rourke turned to her again noving his right hand as if in a wi ping out notion, then
noddi ng his head.

She nodded back.

Dash, dot, dash, dot.

Dot, dot, dash, dot. Dash, dash, dash. Dot, dot, dash. Dot, dash, dot.

"C-4," Rourke whispered. "C4."

He turned to her, nodding. The nusette bag on his left side, the five pounds of C-4 he hinself had
taken. He reached into the nusette bag, awkwardly one handed clawi ng at the brick of plastique,
ripping away approximately a third of it. He kneaded it in his hand, |ike some persons use a
rubber ball to exercise their fingers. It was beconing soft fromhis body heat.

Rour ke kept kneading it, already knowi ng what he would do with it.

Rourke let the Ninja drift right, the ball of G4 in his right hand, he snapped his right arm back
and outward, the C-4 leaving his grip, edging slightly left in the bike's saddle, keeping his

bal ance, draw ng the Python

The seven bi kers were coning, he let themcone, past the G4 alnost. He stabbed the Python behind
him gunfire fromthe vans hammering into the pavement around him He doubl e actioned the Python
once. A miss. Again. Another niss.

The bikers were nearly past it. He fired the Python once nore, there was a roar, screans drowned
init, Rourke nearly losing the bike, swi nging his balance right again, |ooking back, a firebal

bel ched upward toward the corridor ceiling, chunks of human bei ngs and notorcycl es rained
downwar d.

The Trans- Am had swerved, taken one of the small ranps |eading to the wal kway, noving al ong the
wal kway, now, coming fast, bouncing between the wall to the right and the wal kway guard rail to
the left, sparks flying as the fenders grated against the railing, the driver's side w ndow
rolling down, the muzzle of a subnmachi negun poking through it. And his |ips drawn back agai nst the
slipstream of the wi nd, Rozhdestvenskiy scream ng the word, "Die!"

Rour ke made the bi ke swerve, the chattering sound of glass, he |looked to his |eft, Rozhdestvenskiy
was shooting at Natalia, the wi ndshield cracked, the pickup swerving, then steadying.

The Python still in his right fist, Rourke stabbed it toward the black sportscar, firing twice for
the wi ndow, nissing, seeing the sparks as the bullets glanced off the hood.

The subgun opened up again, Rourke ramm ng the Python into the |eather, naking the bike speed
ahead.

He gl anced behind him one of the vans had sonehow becone di sabled. Only three renmi ned,

machi negun fire comng toward himnow as all three forned a single rank across the corridor floor
Subgun fire fromthe Pontiac to his right. The Firebird was speeding up, past Natalia, even with
Rour ke.

Rour ke swung the M 16 outward, punping the trigger, enptying the magazine toward the Firebird, the
Firebird veered left, the railing on the wal kway peel ed away, chunks of it flying outward into the
corridor road surface, Rourke dropping the enpty M16 fromhis fist, making the N nja swerve away.
He | ooked back and right, the Firebird was still coming, and behind himnow, the three vans had

file:///C|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20E-...4/9)/Survivalist%20009%20-%20Earth%20Fire.txt (66 of 78) [12/24/2004 11:04:25 PM]



file:///C)/2590%20Sci-Fi %20and%20Fantasy %620E-books/ Ahern,%20Jerry/ GCOSurvivali st%20(4/9)/ Survivali st%20009%20-%20Earth%20Fi re.txt

st opped shooting; they were closing with Natali a.

More subgun fire fromthe Firebird, Rourke reaching to the small of his back to the Thad Rybka
hol ster and the two-inch Colt Lawrman. He had it, pointing the little .357 toward the Firebird,
firing, but not for the passenger conpartment and the open wi ndow there, for the tires instead. At
the speeds with which the car noved, the tires were high speed radials, not run-flats. He ained
for the area by the rims, the left front so he would affect the steering. He doubl ed actioned the
little Colt. A mss.

Subgun fire fromthe wi ndow again. Rourke fired the little Colt, once, twice, a third time, four
rounds were gone.

Subgun fire, he could snell gasoline, the submachi ne-gun Rozhdestvenskiy used had hit the Ninja's
gas tank. It coul d expl ode at any nonent.

Rour ke punped the last two rounds fromthe Lawran, the tire seened to explode, the Firebird
crashing through the guard rail, bouncing back against the concrete to the right of the car, then
away, punching out the railing, crashing down to the road surface, rolling, sliding along on the
roof. Rourke swerved the Ninja, the little Colt shoved into his belt.

He I et the bike skid, away fromhim junping clear, the bike skidding nowtoward the Firebird, the
bi ke i npacting agai nst the passenger door of the inverted street nmachine, the gasoline tank, a
smal | expl osion, flanes scorching upward for a brief instant, the Firebird' s tires on fire.
Rourke rolled across the road surface, stopping on his back, renenbering to breathe.

He was up, no tine to finish Rozhdestvenskiy if he weren't already dead, the vans were coni ng
closing in on Natalia. Rourke reached for the G4 in his nmusette bag, about three pounds of it,
molding it quickly into a ball, the G4 already slightly warmfrom his body heat.

He threw the C-4 into the roadway, one of the vans skidding away, hitting the wal kway to Rourke's
right, exploding, flanes bel ching upward.

Rour ke drew bot h Detonics pistols sinultaneously, firing, aimng for the G4, machi negun fire from
the two remmi ning vans hamering at him around him chips of concrete flying, bullets

ri cocheting.

The two vans were near the G4 now, Natalia well past it.

A hit, the G4 exploded, Natalia's truck swerving, the left fender glancing off the wal kway, the
truck bouncing, lurching, but nmoving ahead.

One van gone. The other still com ng.

The pickup sl owed, Rourke running for it, stabbing both pistols into his belt, junping, claw ng
for the side of the truck bed, his fingers closing for it, hurtling his body wei ght over and
inside, rolling, crashing against the coffin-shaped boxes of the cryogeni c chanbers.

Rour ke picked hinself up to his knees, changing sticks for the Detonics pistols. As the pickup
swerved to avoid the weckage of the Firebird and the notorcycl e, Rourke saw Rozhdestvenskiy,
crawling, alive, away fromthe weckage, and for a second their eyes net.

The last van was still coming. Rozhdestvenskiy's voice echoed through the corridor. "Kill them"

Chapter Sixty-seven

Reed clinbed, glancing to the Timex on his left wist, smudging away the bl ood fromthe crystal

If what he had done to the particle beam system worked, the system would explode in a natter of

m nut es, he reasoned.

He was still only a third of the way up the gantry, the American flag beneath his fatigue bl ouse
still, his .45, half-loaded only, in the mlitary flap holster at his belt. The second .45 he had
carried for a tine he had lost in battle.

He kept clinbing, his right pal mbloody and raw from scrapi ng agai nst the netal, his left arm

bl essedly nunbed to the pain there, his abdomen hurting, he felt like throwing up but didn't dare.
When he coughed, bl ood spurted out.

He kept novi ng.

Soon, very soon.

The sun was truly setting and he noticed it nore than he had ever before, very red, very

beauti ful .

He kept cli nmbing.

It was the one thing he had to do.
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Chapter Sixty-eight.

Rour ke clinmbed around fromthe truck bed, reaching for the passenger side door, Natalia springing
t he door as he shouted to her, Rourke swinging his left leg inside, then falling to his knees on
t he seat.

He twi sted around, the M 16s maki ng movenent in so confined a space awkward, Natalia saying as he
sl ammed the door closed, "W should be just a few mnutes away fromthe bonbproof doors |eading
into the hangar bays, if the doors are still opened.™

"They're gonna want to stop us, not just box us in, Rozhdestvenskiy had to figure on that. Unless
he gets on a radio and tells themto close, they should be open, anyway, they can't stop their
supply shiprments just for us, we gotta worry about that |ast van."

Exhaust ed, Rour ke unslung the M 16s from his shoul ders, |eaning through the wi ndow. The van was
cl osing, the LMG begi nning to open up. Rourke fired the M16, toward the windshield , but it
woul d be bul |l et proof ed.

The slugs had no effect.

"Gve this thing all the gas it's got," he roared to Natalia. "And gime the extra C4 you took
off the Anerican corporal's body. If those doors to the hangar bays are closed, it won't get us

t hrough anyway. "

"Agreed." Natalia pushed her black canvas bag across the seat. "It's inside."

Rour ke opened the bag , a nightgown, a hair brush, a hal f-dozen speed-|oaders for the L-Franmes she
carri ed.

It wasn't in the outside pouch. He zipped open the nain conpartnent, the C4, beside it tanpons
and a half-enptied carton of cigarettes. "Wnen," Rourke nmurnured. He took the C- 4, snapping the
brick in half, then began kneading it in his hands, the other half returned to the bag. It was
starting to soften.

"I'"d say hurry up, he's closing on us." GQunfire hit the wall to their left, a ricochet cracking
nmore of the wi ndshield, Natalia making the truck swerve, then straightening. "The turn-off should
be up here."

"Right. You let ne off when you take it, then drive like hell for a hundred yards or so. And
fast." Rourke formed the C-4 into a nushroom shape, it was the consistency of the Play-Doh his
children had used when they were small.

"Here it is,” Natalia shouted, the truck skidding, the rear end fishtailing, Natalia downshifting,
fighting the wheel, the truck turning, the cargo shifting behind them, Rourke heard the sound of
gl ass breaki ng.

One of the bottles of serum had any of it survived?

She turned the truck into the access corridor, Rourke swi nging open the door, the truck slow ng,
Rour ke jumping down, falling to his knees, shouting, "Get outta here."

The van was making the turn. Rourke waited, the van coming, the LMG starting to fire again, slugs
hamering the concrete wall of the corridor

Rour ke had the rel oaded Python in his left fist. In his right the nushroom shaped chunk of

pl astique, soft at the top, very soft.

He hurled the G4, shifting the Python to his right fist, the G4 hitting the grill at the front
of the van, nolding around the metal, sticking there.

Rourke fired at the van, a miss, the van still comi ng, Rourke running, running harder than he had
ever run in his life.

To his right ahead was a snmall access tunnel. Rourke junmped to the wal kway, vaulting the railing,
stabbi ng the Python outward as a |line of machinegun fire etched along the wall surface toward him
He doubl e actioned the Python once, diving to the snmall access tunnel, the roar deafening as he
covered his ears and hugged his forearns against the sides of his head , he could feel the force
of the explosion tearing at him feel the heat of it.

The expl osi on di ed.

Rourke got to his knees , part of his shirt had been torn away.

He stood up, his hands shook

He stooped over, picking up the Python

He stepped to the end of the access tunnel. The van was a nmass of twi sted netal, still snoldering,
t he uphol stery burning in patches along the road surface.

Ahead of him Natalia had stopped the truck. She was reversing, Rourke started to run to neet her
If the serum had survived, even a little of it, he could at |east save Sarah and the children
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Paul and Natalia, at |east them
I f the bombproof doors to the hangar bays were only open
He kept running, the Python still in his right hand.

Chapter Sixty-nine.

The bonbproof doors had been open, maybe he lived right, he thought. The door on the pickup's
passenger side wi de open, Rourke hugged the doorfrane, firing out first one, then the second of
his two M 16s, cutting down perhaps a dozen of the K@ hangar bay personnel, the rest running back
t hrough the doors.

Rour ke junped clear as Natalia slowed the pickup

“I''l'l find us a plane. You get those doors sealed, the nechanism s over there," and he pointed to
the far wall.

He started running across the hangar bay, searching for the right aircraft, sufficiently large to
handl e the cargo, sufficiently fast to get them where they needed to go, with little enough
landing field required to put her down.

That the hangar bay doors had been open told himone thing , Rozhdestvenskiy would be waiting to
stop themon the field above.

He found the plane, stopping before it , a substantially nodified G umman O/-1 Mdhawk of the type
used in Vietnham He ran to it, to begin pre-flighting. Al ready, the bonmbproof doors were cl osing
behind him...

It wasn't the perfect aircraft, it required too nuch runway space for |anding, but he could set it
down on a highway and then taxi it off the road. Wth luck he'd make it cl ose enough to the

nmot orcycl e he had | eft behind, hidden in the trees near the field he had used when he'd | anded t he
prototype jet fighter, the sane craft they had used to fly to Chicago to see Varakov.

Wth the truck back near the cargo doors, and Natalia's help, he had | oaded his backpack, the six
cryogeni cs chanbers, the six spare parts kits for the chanbers, the six nonitoring consoles, the
six spare parts kits for the nonitoring equipnent, and the one renaining jar of the serum the

ot hers destroyed.

Rour ke sat at the controls now, the plane ready as it would ever be, Natalia working the el evator
control s.

Over head, the sky was darkening. At any noment, the bonbproof shields would slide in place
automatically, blocking the el evator shaft.

There had been no sounds of gunfire fromthe field above, and as the overhead section of the
runway slipped further and further apart, there was still no sound.

H s only sensation was the purple darkness.

He | ooked out. Natalia ran to board the aircraft, junping, the elevator already in notion, Natalia
reaching the el evator and running for the aircraft.

She was aboard, Rourke hearing the sounds of the hatch being cl osed.

"I"'mall set," she called out, breathless sounding. Rourke nodded, both M 16s | oaded, his pistols
checked. Natalia took up her position by the co-pilot's controls, two M 16s beside her. There
woul d be no way to have a protracted gun battle fromthe aircraft, it would be take-off or |ose.
Rour ke raced the engines, the plane starting to inch ahead, the elevator nearly to the level of
the field.

Al ready, he could see KGB Elite Corps ringing the opening for the elevator pad, M16s in their
hands. Behind them Jeeps fitted with RPK |ight nmachi neguns.

Rozhdestvenskiy's face in the lights of the field as the el evator pad settled.

Rourke hit both engines, starting ahead, Rozhdestvenskiy's voice |oud over a bullhorn, "Surrender
now and you will have merciful deaths. If you force us to destroy the last of the cryogenic serum
you will take weeks to die in agony, Rourke. Hear ne. And you will watch Natalia Tienmerovna die
first. I will flay her skin an inch at a time, | will have ny nen rape her before your eyes.
Surrender or face this."

He could run down the nen with the airplane, but the bodies were so densely packed together that
they woul d eventually block the aircraft's wheels. The Jeeps forned a solid wall beyond that.

They were trapped.

"Be ready to fight," Rourke whispered. "I can't get us off the ground. And I'Il kill you just
before it ends, Rozhdestvenskiy meant what he said.”

Nat al i a whi spered, "Yes."
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"Turn one of your M 16s against the bottle of the serum Do it now " Rourke still had al nost full
power to the engines, ready for take-off. "Damit," he swore.

He saw Rozhdestvenskiy's face, the KGB col onel standing in the front passenger side of one of the
Jeeps, his left armcasually draped over the RPK, he was smling.

Per haps, Rourke thought, before they swarned over the plane, he could get off a shot to kil
Rozhdest venski y.

He, Rourke, and Natalia and, the ones who had died had won in a way, Rourke thought.

Rozhdest venskiy and his nmen were dooned w thout the serum Perhaps successive generations of them
could breed inside the Wnb until it was safe to return to the surface, perhaps somehow t hey woul d
not be so horribly evil. That the Wonb still was capable of hernetic seal was the only defeat. H's
own death. Natalia's death, considering they had destroyed Rozhdestvenskiy's plans for survival,
these mattered little. Paul. Sarah. Mchael. Annie. That they would die, that he had failed them
consuned him burning in him angering him

"The hell with this. 1'll blow up the damed pl ane all over them hold on, don't shoot the serum
bottle yet," and Rourke throttled forward, the aircraft starting to nove.

"Surrender, Rourke!"

Rozhdest venskiy coul dn't hear him but Rourke shouted it anyway, "Bite nmy ass, you bastard!"

He gave the plane full throttle, the KG guards noving back, but the Jeeps unnoving, the

machi negunners nmoving their weapons into position. It was all about to go.

An expl osion, |ouder than anything Rourke had ever heard before. He | ooked to his left, the top of
t he nmountain, a mushroom shaped ball of fire rising skyward, and in its light on one of the twin
gantries there, a figure. Sonmething about it, it had to be Reed. And in the instant of I|ight,
draped across Reed's body nearly to the top of the gantry but not quite reaching it, blew an
Anmerican flag in the heat w nd.

Rour ke gave the craft nore throttle, the Jeeps starting to nove now, Rozhdestvenskiy nearly
falling fromhis perch beside one of the RPKs, the vehicle streaking away fromthe nountain.

Al ready, Rozhdestvenskiy was screaning through the bullhorn, "You will die for this , "

"That's just like a neutron bonmb, that's why they're running like hell to get out of here, hang
on," and Rourke pushed the throttle all the way forward, working the flaps, steering the craft
along the field, threading his way through the maze of running nen and fl eeing vehicles, the end
of the runway nearing as he straightened out. Only one vehicle followed them the Jeep
Rozdestvenskiy had been on, Rozhdestvenskiy driving it now, a pistol in his hand, firing. Rourke
gave the aircraft full throttle, the barricade fences comng up fast.

In the sideview mirror of the fusel age, Rozhdestvenskiy, the Jeep skiddi ng, Rozhdestvenskiy's face
twisted with rage, his nouth open, scream ng words Rourke didn't need to hear to understand.

The barricade fences, full power, the nose comng up. "Hang on," Rourke rasped, Natalia answering
not hi ng, the nose staying up, the barricade fences beneath them now, Rourke hitting the I anding
gear, hauling it up, banking the aircraft, and as he turned it, the top of the nountain was a bal
of flames, the particle beam weapons gone, Reed gone, the flag gone.

On the field beneath them the Jeeps and figures of running nmen were |ike sonething seen through a
nm cr oscope.

The neutron radiati on woul d have been nmininmal and the |ikelihood of contam nation rempote. He felt

no ill effects, nor apparently did Natalia as he | ooked at her
"W nade it," she whispered.
"He'll cone after us, try to find the Retreat, he'll cone."

Rourke said nothing else. It was full night and the world nmight end before dawn the next day was
t hr ough.

Chapter Seventy.

Col onel Nehemi ah Rozhdestvenskiy | eaned agai nst one of the Jeeps, staring, staring at his nountain
wi thout a top, his mountain that no | onger could be hernetically seal ed, the Wnb that was now
useless to him

One of his officers, Captain Andreki, was calling to him "Conrade Col onel, the radiation, we nust
escape before it can reach the airfield, when the cloud settles, "

"I ' will Kkill him then | will die. But I will kill him It is Doctor Rourke who has done this. And
it is Rourke who will die for it. Al radar installations which still function are to search for
his plane. Al ground forces are to search for it above them W shall take whatever neans at our

file:///C|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20E-...4/9)/Survivalist%20009%20-%20Earth%20Fire.txt (70 of 78) [12/24/2004 11:04:25 PM]



file:///C)/2590%20Sci-Fi %20and%20Fantasy %620E-books/ Ahern,%20Jerry/ GCOSurvivali st%20(4/9)/ Survivali st%20009%20-%20Earth%20Fi re.txt

di sposal and go to northeastern Georgia. W shall search the nountains there throughout the night.
We shall find this Retreat, we shall destroy it, destroy Rourke and Major Tienmerovna, destroy
Rourke's famly. W shall have the last victory, we shall have the last victory, "

He realized that Captain Andreki was |eading himaway, but he would pursue Rourke, and inside him
he knew this would be the last night of earth.

Chapt er Seventy-one.

CGeneral |shnmael Varakov listened to her words, carefully. "Mdscow is gone. The radio was full of
static and then for an instant it cleared. All the radio operator could say was 'fire', and then
there was nothing nore, not even static, not a sound as though, "

"Enough, Catherine. It has begun. Come stand beside nme and we shall talk. You can tell me of your
chi | dhood perhaps. W have one night in which to tell each other all that we might ever wish to
tell each other," and he sniled at her, taking her hand, slowy wal king fromhis desk toward the
figures of the two mastodons at the center of the nuseumis great hall. Hs feet hurt. "Wen | was
a boy, all was in turnoil. Russia had suffered defeat at the hands of the Japanese and the old
Czar and his famly liked nore to play tennis and to have parties than to care for the people.
Lenin was always on the lips of the people, he is here, he is there. There was much hunger. And
then of course the First Wrld War, which was to be the war to end all wars, but so many of our

sol diers never returned and then the era of Kerenski, and that failed, and then Lenin finally took
charge and there was fighting everywhere. | was only very young after all that and | renenber the
horrors still as though | had seen them nyself because still nmy fam |y spoke of them stil

whi spered of them when there was darkness. And the Second World War, in which | fought, Stalin was
a fool to ever trust the Nazis. And then they turned on us and tried to destroy us and |ater we
destroyed them Al this, you would think, Catherine, that with all the nmillions who died in the
First War, the many who died during the Revolution, the mllions who died during the Second War,
you woul d think that we would have | earned something, Catherine, something to tell young people
Iike you that would magically nmake you understand how stupid and useless it all was. But did we?"
He stopped wal ki ng, | ooking into her eyes. "You are a pretty young girl. | do not still understand
why you woul d so favor an old man by loving him But | amglad that you do. Sit and tell ne about
your chil dhood. "

He sat near the feet of the mastodons, Catherine sitting beside, but nore perched on the edge of
the vinyl covered bench than actually sitting. "I did nothing interesting, Conrade General, it is
a very boring story, there is nothing interesting about nme, "

"How wrong you are," and he held her hand.

Chapt er Seventy-two.

He had |l anded the aircraft on a stretch of straight highway, then taxied it off the road and into
a field before it had been able to go no further.

Nat al i a had gone on ahead, to the original take-off site they had used with the prototype fighter.
Rour ke's Harl ey was hi dden there.

And Rour ke had worked while she had been gone, getting the eighteen smaller crates offl oaded from
the plane, getting the six coffin-shaped crates which contained the cryogeni c chanbers nearer to
t he hat ch.

He had field stripped his rifles one at a tine, cleaning them He had cl eaned the CGovernnent
Model , the little Lawran, the six-inch Python. He had touched up the edges of his knives. He had
done everything to avoid thinking.

It was al ready the new day beyond the ocean, and soon, He sonehow knew that it was the |ast day.
A plan had already forned, a plan to solve the unsol veabl e.

But it meant putting hinself in the position of God, and it was an unconfortabl e thought.

He | oved Sarah. He |oved Natalia. He loved themequally, at least he told hinmself that, and he
loved themdifferently.

It was the only way to solve it

He closed his eyes. There was no need, no desire to sleep. If all went well and they were able to

file:///C|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20E-...4/9)/Survivalist%20009%20-%20Earth%20Fire.txt (71 of 78) [12/24/2004 11:04:25 PM]



file:///C)/2590%20Sci-Fi %20and%20Fantasy %620E-books/ Ahern,%20Jerry/ GCOSurvivali st%20(4/9)/ Survivali st%20009%20-%20Earth%20Fi re.txt

utilize the cryogenics equi pnent and the | ast precious bottle of the serum he would sleep for
nearly five centuries. If it did not, he would die. In either event sleep now was uninportant.

In the distance now, he heard the sound of the trucks, the faniliar sound of his own canoufl aged
Ford pickup truck. The less fam liar sounds of the truck he had borrowed from Pete Critchfield,
the Resistance | eader; Rourke would never return it.

He wondered if Natalia had told Paul and Sarah and the children what woul d happen at the next
dawn. Had she told Paul the story Reed had recounted of the death of Paul's parents?

He sonehow doubted that she had. It was, after all, his responsibility.

One coul d escape one's enenies, but never the ultinmate eneny of being the one who was responsi bl e.
He cl osed his eyes again. There was no need to see the trucks as they approached. And he wondered
how he woul d begin it. Wuld he | ook at Mchael and Annie and tell them "Your lives are forever
to be changed, forever."

Chapt er Seventy-three.

He didn't know why the KGB was evacuating the city. There were still regular arny troops, but they
fought everywhere throughout the city with the people he and the others of the Resistance had
freed fromthe detention canps.

That death was inevitable did not escape him but not fromhis wounds at least. He rested in the
back of the van they had taken fromthe Russians, a police van. Through the open doors, he could
see Marty approachi ng, carrying sonething.

He didn't try to sit up. He watched instead.

Marty stopped at the open rear doors. "Hey, Tomy, how you feeling?"

"I"ve felt better, what have you got there?"

"Renenber | pronised you a beer? Well, this one closet near where the | ocker roons were, guess one
of the KGB prison guards liked beer. Had a cooler-full. I got us each one."

Marty stepped up into the van, twisting the cap off one of the bottles and handing it to Maus.
"You heard sonething, didn't you?"

"Wel |, you know how people talk, word is the K@ pulled out because sone top secret project went
belly up, and , " But he stopped talKking.

"And what ?"

"Not hin" inportant, "

"What ?"

Marty opened his beer, clinked the bottle against Maus's bottle and then took a long pull. He
smacked his lips. "Nice and cold."

"What ?"

"They had a radio here, one of those jobbies that pulls in stations fromall over the place."
Marty drank sone nore of the beer. "Got a ham operator out of Greenland, said all of Europe was
off the air, lots of static, then a noment of clear transm ssion, one of the guys he had tal ked
to, he said the, " Marty took another pull on the beer. "Trouble with beer, once you drink it, the
bottle's enpty." And he | ooked at Maus. "The ham operator said the guy told himthe sky was on
fire and, it didn't nake nuch sense."

Maus rai sed his bottle of beer, clinked the glass against Marty's. "Here's lookin' at ya, Marty."

Marty began to laugh. "I betchya | can scrounge up a couple nore beers if | try hard. Qur work's
done tonight."
"Yeah, that's a good idea. You know, | had this terrific idea for increasing sales, ya know, was

just gonna inplenent it before The Night of The War."
"What ki nda idea?"

"It'1l take a while to explain it,
Marty | aughed, and Maus | aughed then, too. Marty said, "I got all night, Tonmy."

Chapt er Seventy-four.

Presi dent Samuel Chambers stood on the rise of ground | ooking out. He could see nuch by the fires
that still burned. Beside himstood Lieutenant Feltcher. At the base of the rise stood the TVM

file:///C|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20E-...4/9)/Survivalist%20009%20-%20Earth%20Fire.txt (72 of 78) [12/24/2004 11:04:25 PM]



file:///C)/2590%20Sci-Fi %20and%20Fantasy %620E-books/ Ahern,%20Jerry/ GCOSurvivali st%20(4/9)/ Survivali st%20009%20-%20Earth%20Fi re.txt

Conmander .

The Soviet Armies had been defeated, routed.

Fel tcher said, "W won, M. President.”

"My radio man has been getting these weird signals all night. Hamoperators, like that."

"What do you nean, sir?"

He | ooked at Feltcher

He didn't have the heart to tell him Instead, he said, "Miybe what transpired will bring about

peace soneday. Maybe sonebody sonewhere will | ook back and know what happened, naybe."

"You nean, M. President, maybe we whi pped them so bad we'll really beat them drive 'em back to
t he Sovi et Union, have America back?"

"By tonmorrow norning, |'mconfident of it, Lieutenant, all our troubles will be over."

"I's it sonme new weapon, sir?"
He | ooked at Feltcher in the firelight, then just shook his head as he lit a cigarette, he had

several packs to still smoke that night, there was no sense wasting the last of his cigarettes.
"No, not a new weapon, Lieutenant. | think we'll shortly see the old weapons did quite enough

qui te enough."” He inhaled the snoke deep into his lungs and said nothing el se for a nonent.

Then he | ooked at Feltcher. "Wile you were away, well, it's too long a story. But I'Il tell you
anyway. We did sonmething to the air and the sky is catching on fire and when the sun rises
tomorrow norning we'll all be dead. And there's no way to stop it. 1've got a ot of snoking to
do, if you want to join me, I'Il tell you about it. O maybe you want to find sonmeplace to go and

pray. Up to you, Lieutenant."

Feltcher didn't say anything. After a nonent there was a solitary pistol shot. Someone in the

dar kness, Chanbers knew, had just taken his own |ife rather than face the sunrise. O hers had

al ready, others woul d.

Chanmbers began to wal k toward the tent that was his newest headquarters, his |ast headquarters. He
turned around to | ook at Feltcher. The young |ieutenant was maeking the sign of the cross.

Chapter Seventy-five.

Natalia's know edge of engineering and el ectronics, Paul's practical know edge of how things

wor ked gai ned fromhis experience with editing technical witing, Sarah's experience with the
practical aspects of nursing and with design, Rourke's own experience with building the Retreat
fromnothing, with the functioning of the human body.

An engi neer turned spy, a trade nmgazine editor, a would-be nurse turned artist and witer, a
doctor turned weapons expert and survivalist. The children served as 'gophers', go for this and go
for that.

Paul with Mchael's help had prepared the bikes and the trucks for the long term storage. Sarah
with Annie's help, had prepared the foodstuffs, supervised the plants which renewed the oxygen
supply inside the Retreat. They would not |ast the five hundred years, but with the tiner-
connected grow i ghts and water sprays, they would thrive | ong enough that when they awakened in
five hundred years if they awakened, the oxygen would be clean to breathe if not very fresh

They had seen to all of the weapons, seen to the generator systens, the backup generators, al
these keyed to the hydroel ectric power system based on the underground stream and the waterfall
If this failed, the cryogenic chanbers would be their coffins and they woul d never awaken.

The | ast of the cables were being strung, |inking the cryogenic chanbers' nonitoring systens to
the power supply, Annie feeding cable while Natalia connected it.

Rour ke stepped to the electronic nonitoring console. There had never been a need for the system
before. But he had activated it once they had sealed the main entrance of the Retreat. The two
escape chanbers had al so been checked, Rourke doing this hinself. The one tunnel | eading through
to the other side of the nountain was hernetically seal ed, as was the nain entrance.

He had not yet hernetically sealed the second tunnel which | ed above.

Rour ke studied the console controls, then | ooked up to the television nonitoring screen, closed
circuit, via cable, it would function until the end, until the atnosphere caught fire and the
canmera and cable just sinply burned.

It was nearly dawn. He adjusted the instrunents. In the distance near the base of the nountain, he
could make out |arge nunbers of troops noving w th nechani zed equi prent.

In the air were helicopters of every description.

These were Rozhdestvenskiy's forces, searching for the Retreat to destroy it.
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But the sun was al nost rising and throughout the hours they had worked until they could take no
more of it, Rourke and the others had |istened to shortwave broadcasts, the horror, the
devastation. It followed the sun. There had been a ham operator in G eenland who had constantly
been broadcasting, about the fires which consuned Europe, England, but now his voice too was
stilled.

There had been ot her broadcasts, U S. |l announcing the victory over the Soviet Forces, Natalia
had shown no enotion at this.

Victory, Rourke thought. What a strange word.

"John, all set!" Rubenstein sang out.

Rour ke | ooked behind him losing his train of thought. "Good, Paul, help Natalia with the

i njections."

"I'"'mthrough here, too," Sarah called out. "I can help; |'ve used hypodernics before."
"Go ahead then." Rourke stared at the nonitor. The sky above the Retreat was al nbst bl ack
lightning bolts streaking across it, ball lightning, pure electricity, shooting in |ow arcs under

the clouds. Rourke played with the controls. He scanned the valley on zoom and nore clearly now
could see nen and equi pnent noving toward the nountain road.

He exhal ed hard, studying the television picture. There were dozens of helicopters in the air
novi ng al ong above the nmen, Soviet. Rourke studied the nonitor, the electrical stormwas

hei ght eni ng.

"John, the injections are ready, all six."

Rour ke | ooked back at Natalia, then at Rubenstein and at Sarah, the children still noved, talked,
but it was as if the three other adults and hinmsel f had suddenly frozen, still.

"Good," Rourke finally said. "lIsn't nmuch tine left. Fromthe way that sky | ooks, the ionization is

already starting."”

Rourke started across the room toward the cryogenic chanbers, their blue light bathing the room
in a haze.

Rour ke gl anced back toward the tel evision nonitor, the blackening sky, the Iightning. "I'Il check
the | ast escape hatch and seal it before |I put nyself under, give everybody the injections first,"
Rour ke said softly.

Rour ke wal ked the few paces to the coffee table, earlier noved out of the way of the chanbers and
nmoni tori ng equi pnent. Beside his glass fronted gun case now. He | ooked down at the six hypodernic
needl es on a white towel there. There was a taped nane on each. He picked up the needle for

M chael .

"Natalia, you checked ny figures, you agree on the anmount of the injections.”

"There were only tables for body weights down to ninety pounds, John, | worked back through the
formula in the manual s acconpanyi ng the chanbers, M chael weighs sixty-two pounds. The injection
shoul d be right."

Rour ke | ooked at the injection, then at his son. "M chael, kiss your nother and sister, then cone
over to ne."

Nat al i a was besi de Rourke in an instant, reaching up, taking the hypodernmi c from Rourke's fingers.
"Il give your son the injection, if sonething, it shouldn't be your guilt, John."

Rourke started to say sonething, but didn't, just nodding. He watched M chael and his nother hug
each other, then watched Annie throw her arms around her brother, Kkissing him

M chael wal ked toward him

Rour ke | ooked down at the boy. "Mchael, it should seemlike only a little tine. | know five
hundred years sounds like a long tine, but when you' re just sleeping, "

"WIIl | dreama | ot, Daddy?"

Rour ke dropped to his knees in front of the boy, squeezing Mchael tight against him and as he
spoke his voice sounded choked, strained to him "Son, you'll dream good dreams, | know you will, k"

Rour ke whi sper ed.

He could feel the boy's body tense, Rourke's eyes focusing tight on the needle as it entered his
son's arm then on Natalia' s eyes.

"I feel-1 feel-"

Rour ke stood up, sweeping his son into his arns as the boy fell alnopst instantly asleep

"That's supposed to, " Natalia began

Rour ke | ooked at her, nurnmuring, "I know, it's supposed to happen."

Rourke carried his son to the cryogeni c chanber, resting the tiny body inside it. H s eyes flicked
fromthe el apsed time readout setting back to his son's face. The breathing was shallow, too
shal | ow? Rourke listened for the heartbeat with a stethoscope fromthe small shelf at the side of
the chanber. "It's slow, very slow, "

Sarah was beside him hol ding Rourke's arm
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Anni e, her voice odd soundi ng, asked, "Is Mchael all right?"

Rour ke | ooked down at his daughter and swept her into his arms, tears streanming fromhis eyes as
he hel d her.

"M chael's all right
Both children rested under the glow ng translucent dones now, their faces bathed in the blue
light, clouds of gas beginning to swirl around them Rourke stared at them Sarah stood on his
right, Rourke's armaround her. Natalia stood at his left, her hand in his. Paul flanked Natalia.
Rour ke | ooked away fromthe faces of his children. For the last two minutes, the horror show had
continued, the Soviet soldiers as they nmarched up the nmountainsi de were dying, struck by
lightning, ball Iightning consuned sone of them hunman torches. Only three of the helicopters
remai ned al oft, burning debris dotting the | andscape.

"You'd think they'd give up," Rourke nurnured.

"Woul d you?" Natalia asked softly.

Rour ke said nothing. After a |long nmonent, then, "Paul, you're,
"Yeah, 1 know, | kind of figured, God," and Ruben-stein let out a |long, deep breath. "CGuess |'d
better lie down, in nmy chanber, huh?"

"Rel ax, Paul," Rourke whispered, taking the needle, starting toward his friend.

Nat al i a enbraced Rubenstein, kissing himon the |ips. Rubenstein stepped back, |ooking sonmehow
enbarrassed. "lI'mgoing to feel, funny, I'm aw, give it to nme," and Rubenstein started to sit
down on the edge of his chanber

Rour ke extended his hand, the younger nman taking it. "Paul, if I'd had a brother, it would have
been you."

The younger nan smiled. "I love ya, both of you," and he | ooked at Natalia then back at Rourke.

Al ready he was rolling up his left sleeve.

"Loosen your belt, kick off your shoes, don't want to constrict your blood vessels. Probably
shoul d all be naked."

"I don't think it'll make nuch difference, if we live, we live, you taught ne that,
sm | ed.

Rour ke cl apped the younger nman on the shoul der, saying, "Until we wake up then."
Rubenstein's eyes were on the needl e. Rourke started to put the needle to Rubenstein's arm
Rubenst ei n bl ocked Rourke's hand for a second, saying sheepishly, "I always hated shots, let ne
| ook the other way."

Rour ke gave himthe injection .

Rour ke, Sarah and Natalia stood beside the glowing blue Iights, the three renaining unoccupi ed

Rubenst ei n

chanmbers. The electrical stormhad intensified still nore as Rourke studied the nonitor for a
monent. Natalia, glancing at Sarah, cane into Rourke's arns. Rourke held her

"Don't feel, well, just don't," Sarah whispered, her voice odd. She turned away, wal king over to
where the children slept, gas filling the chanbers nowin a swirling cloud.

"What are our chances?" Natalia whispered to Rourke.

"Natural granite will insulate against electrical shock, should keep the air fromburning in here.
After we're all in the chanbers, we won't need air anyway. We'll breathe the gas, it's

continuously purified. The plants over there will keep growing," and he gestured beyond the far
end of the great room the plastic covered greenhouse there with the purple grow lights. "The
under ground springs should keep up our electrical power. Those grow |lights should burn for years

with the tiners before the fluorescent tubes die, the plants will clean the air we breathed now so
there'll be clean air inside the Retreat when we awaken. Stale, but it'll be clean. Nothing el se
on earth, unless it's sealed in granite, nothing should survive, live. W have the only chanbers

that will work because we have the only serum"”

"The Eden Project, "

"I'f there wasn't a neteor shower that got their hulls, or there wasn't a malfunction in their
sol ar batteries, or sonething el se no one foresaw, they would be back after we awaken."

"l feel," Natalia whispered, "feels like, like the harlot or sonething, " She glanced at Sarah
"Don't."

"After we wake up, what,
"Don't worry, but | know|l'mglad you're with nme, here."

"Gve me the injection, John, unless you want ne to adninister the injection to, to Sarah, for

you. "
"You sl eep,"” Rourke whispered to her, bending his face toward hers, kissing her lips.
She cl osed her eyes and | eaned against him murmuring, "I |ove you."

"Natalia," Rourke said softly, holding her
He wal ked beside her, to her chanmber. She sat on the edge of it and their eyes net as Rourke
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pl aced the needl e agai nst her skin. "I |love you,"
her eyes, he nissed the blueness there already.
It seened to Rourke like an eternity, but it had been only mnutes by the digital clock on the
consol e beside the television nonitor, only mnutes since Natalia had given M chael the first
injection. Sarah stood beside him "Thank you for finding us, | think." She sniled oddly. "W']|
have lot to talk about, the children, other things. You'd better hurry now"
"You al ways tal ked us to death," Rourke whispered, chilling at the word. He drew his wife into his
arms, |looked into her face, then kissed her
"What are you going to do, about us?" she whi spered back, ki ssing himagain.
Rour ke breathed hard. "Trust nme once nore?"
"I love you, John Rourke, and | know you |l ove nme. Whatever we nake of our lives if we wake up, |
guess it doesn't matter as much as our |oving one another. W should never have married, we both
know that. But | |ove you."
Rour ke held her close, wal ked with her to her chanber.
"WIl you be all right, can you get your chanber started after you

he rasped, giving her the injection. She cl osed

"I'"ll give nyself the injection just after | start ny chanber,” he assured her. "I can hold ny
breath against the gas , [|'Il be fine."
"I know that," she smiled, leaning up to him kissing him holding his hand. "I'll see you in five

hundred years." She closed her eyes and sat on the edge of her chanber as Rourke put the needle to
her skin.

"I love you," he whispered, and as she sank back, asleep, he said the word, "Sarah."

Chapt er Seventy-si Xx.

Rour ke studied the television nonitor. Perhaps a hundred of the KGB troopers remai ned now, huddl ed
on the ground, |ightning snmashing into the rocks beside which they took shelter. "Arnageddon," he
whi spered. Two of the helicopters renmained airborne, the sky around themalive with electricity.
"Rozhdestvenskiy," he said, staring at the nonitor as one of the helicopters flew near the camera.
The sky was black, electricity filling the air, arcing across the ground now. He thought of Reed
and what he had di ed doing.

Rour ke, the double Alessi rig still across his shoulders, ran the I ength of the darkened G eat
Room the bluish glow of the chambers chilling, eerie sonmehow. He studied the faces in the
chanmbers, one-by-one, the eyelids closed, the swirling gases nmarking the faces then seening to

whi sk aside. "I have to," he said to them "I have to do this , show the KGB why they |ost, why
they'd | ose again or anyone else would lose if it happened all over again.”

Rourke started to run again, past the far side of the Geat Room into the storage area.

In the dimlight, he ran along the roonis I ength, past the rows of shelves and the provisions
there, the anmunition, the spare parts, the clothes, stopping by a small niche in the wall, a
steel tool cabinet there. He threw his body against the tool cabinet, budging it aside, then
shifting it anay fromthe wall with his hands. There was a steel door, three feet square, a
conbination lock on it. He twirled the dial on the lock, right, then left, then right, tw sting
the handl e, the door swi nging out.

Rour ke wal ked back to the shelves, pulling down a flashlight. He snmled, it was one of the

angl eheads he and Rubenstein had taken fromthe geol ogical supply shop in Al buquerque, when it had
all begun. He flicked the switch, nothing. He unscrewed the butt cap, reaching into another shelf,
and pulling out two batteries, dropping the D-cells into the flashlight and screwing the butt cap
closed. He turned toward the small, open steel door, walking toward it. Rourke bent down, flicking
on the flashlight, shining it up inside. Rungs were anchored to the living granite, three feet
apart, the tunnel inside angling steeply upward.

He turned back to the shelves. Froma box he took an Anerican flag. He returned to the escape

t unnel

Rourke pulled hinmself inside and started to crawl toward the first rung, the flashlight in his
left hand. His feet inside, he shone the light toward the door and closed it behind him there was
an identical conbination |lock on the inside. He wenched the handle shut, twirling the lock. It
was seal ed

Clipping the angl ehead flashlight to the front of his shirt, he started to clinb, one rung at a
tinme, upward through the darkness. He stopped, before the second door, identical to the first. But
only a sinple steel bar was across it and he opened it, rubber gaskets on the door itself and on
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the frame. Rourke craw ed through. His feet past the door, he twisted in the narrow tunne
confines, wenching the door closed behind him the gaskets sealing.

He kept clinbing through the darkness.

The |ight bouncing, jarring as he noved, he undipped it fromthe front of his shirt and shone it
ahead. The third seal ed doorway. Here too, a sinple steel bar |ocked the door. Rourke started to
reach for it, then shone the light to his belt, ripping one of the two snap-held doubl e magazi ne
pouches open, off his belt. He slipped the nmagazi nes frominside the pouch, opening the pouch's
belt slot. Wth the | eather nmagazi ne pouch over his left hand |like a gl ove. Rourke reached up for
the door handle, twi sting away the bar, then wenching open the handle. The door slid to his
right. Above him the sky runbled with thunderclaps, nassive, uninmagi nably huge |ightning bolts
cutting through the clouds, ball lightning rolling fromhorizon to horizon as he shoul dered

hi nsel f out of the escape tunnel

Rour ke crouched beside the opening at the top of the nmountain, electricity arcing through the
scrub brush. In the distance, he could see one of the Soviet helicopters crashing down, struck by
the lightning, burning. Only one remai ned. Rourke started to his feet, running, crouched, toward
the center of the nmountaintop. Hs radio aerial, canpuflaged in a bracken of scrub pine.

Smal | patches of cloth were visible protruding partially fromthe inside of his shirt, red and
white, as he touched at the flag.

Rour ke reached for the antenna nast, electricity sparking fromit, Rourke draw ng back his hand.
Bel ow him far beneath the nountain, massive ball lightning rolled across the ground, the ground
itself burning, the remaining Russian soldiers running, clothes burning, electricity arcing from
their bodies, their heads, bodies exploding with it.

Rour ke reached for the mast again, the |eather nagazi ne pouch protecting his hand. He started to
tug at the cloth, pulling it frominside his shirt. Red. Wite. Red and white stripes. A blue
field with white stars. A strong wi nd whi pped across the nmountai ntop as Rourke secured the
grommets on the flag to the antenna mast, the flag catching in the stiff w nd, unfurling, blow ng
across the top of the nountain.

Rour ke stepped back, staring out across the valley. The thunder seenmed to be in waves, |ightning
bolts ripping the sky around him

Qut of the black sky, the | ast Soviet helicopter cane. Rourke started toward the escape tunne
entrance. The helicopter was firing its nmachi neguns, the rocks around Rourke's feet chipping up
seem ng to expl ode.

A mssile launched fromthe gunship, a smoking trail. It exploded | ess than a dozen yards fromthe
blowi ng flag. Rourke fell to the ground, the concussion stunning him He started to push up to his
feet. The flag was ripped, tattered, but still there. The Soviet helicopter was naking a run

coming low, its coaxially nounted machi neguns bl azing, slugs inpacting around the flag.

"No-0-0!" Rourke screaned the word, his hands flashing up to the twin stainless Detonics .45s,
ripping themfromthe | eather. On the horizon, the sky was burning, like a wave, the fire Iicking
across the air, toward him engulfing the ground.

Rour ke coul d see inside the cockpit of the helicopter now, past the open cockpit door
"Rozhdestvenskiy," Rourke snarled. The rock floor beneath Rourke chewed up under the inpact of the
machi negun slugs, a snmall wound opening on Rourke's left forearmas a rock chip inmpacted agai nst
it. Rourke stood unflinching, the pistols in his hands as the helicopter closed.

Rozhdest venskiy was | eani ng out the cockpit door, a submachinegun in his hands, firing.

Rour ke shoved both gl eam ng Detonics .45s ahead of himat armis length, then started to fire,

first the right pistol, then the left, then the right, then the left.

The helicopter was still coming. The slide | ocked back on the pistol in Rourke's right hand,

enpty.

Rourke, his lips drawn back over his teeth, shouted, "God Bless Anerica!" The pistol in his left
hand di scharged, Rozhdestvenskiy's body lurching, tw sting, the submachi negun in the K& col onel's
hands firing still, but into the helicopter

The fire in the sky was runbling toward Rourke as he started running toward the open hatch of the
escape tunnel. He dove for the tunnel; the fire welled up and consuned the nountain, as it had the
sky and the earth bel ow ..

Chapt er Seventy-seven.

He stood behind the figures of the mastodons, his left armfolded around the shoul ders of
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Cat heri ne, her body trenbled.

General |shmael Varakov waited.

He thought of his niece Natali a.

He t hought of the girl beside himwho | oved him

He t hought of God if there was God and he hoped there was.

He could hear it. The thunder. Qutside he could see the lightning in the storm bl ackened sky.
He had thought to await it staring out across the lake , destruction and beauty co-ningl ed.
But the nuseum was his hone.

Varakov smled at the thought.

He had found love in many places. He had found honor. He had found what he felt was truth.
General Varakov held Catherine nore closely to him

He saw it, the wave of fire as it belched through the open brass doors of the museum washed over
and through the mastodons, he did not screamas the fire engulfed him

- end-

<BookMar k>
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