| NTO THE UNKNOWN

Corrie radioed the orders, know ng why Ben was doing this. If he could
have six burning tanks bl ocking the two-1ane road, they had a chance of
hol ding until help arrived.

"We've got to get across the St. Bernard Bridge and hold it fromthe

ot her end; keep Bottger's nen fromblowing it," Ben said. "W've got to
keep that bridge intact."

But he had no way of knowi ng whether or not the tw sting bridge was
wired to bl ow

The rainy night suddenly booned as anti-tank rockets were fired-right on
target. The darkness was briefly illum nated as tanks rolled onto ATs
and set themoff. Two nore expl osions were heard and Ben was up and
runni ng out of the tunnel toward the bridge, yelling for his people to
foll ow himJersey, Beth, Corrie, and Cooper keeping pace with him

"Goddamit, General!" Lt. Bonelli hollered. "WII you wait for the rest
of us? CGoddamit!"

Ben shouted, "Cone on, people. Come on. Let's take this bridge and do it
now " He di sappeared into the rain-swept darkness.

Rebel s surged forward out of the tunnel, followi ng Ben into the unknown.
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Let the chips fall where they may. -Roscoe Conkling
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BOOK ONE
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At first ?

it was just a thought in the back of the mnds of a few, just a
dream A place where people of like mnd could |ive and work and pl ay
and raise their children w thout fear of crine.

"Inpossible!" cried the socialist-leaning liberals who controlled the
government of the United States.

"Bull shit!" said Ben Raines, pointing his finger at yet another pair of
federal agents who had cone to his home to harass himagain for his
articles attacking the governnent. "I have conmitted no crimes. | ama

t ax- payi ng, | aw abiding citizen who has the right to address the
problems | believe are destroying this nation. And |I'm | ooking at two of
them™

"M. Raines, we're only doing what we were ordered to do," the senior
agent said. "Personally, | agree with you. But you're advocating viol ent
overthrow of the governnent. Tone it down just a little bit."

"No. | won't do that. The policies of the present administration are
destroying this nation. You gentlenen had better get a firmgrip on the
edges of the conmode, 'cause this nation is going right down the toilet."
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The younger of the two, a blowdried fanatical devotee of President
Bl anton, flushed and said, "Now, you listen to me, Raines. There are
charges we could bring agai nst you. You-"

"Go sit in the car," the senior agent told his younger partner. "R ght now "

Alone with Ben in the Iiving room the ol der agent said, "I've got one
year to go, then | pull the pin, M. Raines. | want ny retirenment." He
si ghed. "Look, what |I'm about to say, | didn't say. OK? Hey, | agree

wi th you-one hundred percent. But you're fanning the flames of

i nsurrection through your witings. You have too many people ready to
pick up a gun and start a revolution. This adm nistration is out to get
you, Ben. Not just you, but every witer who advocates change through
violence." He jerked a thunmb toward the outside, where the younger agent
was sitting pouting in the car. "You see the type of men we're actively
recruiting now They kiss the ground around President Blanton's feet.
And they're dangerous, Ben. The liberals have firmcontrol of the
government, and they're not about to turn | oose.”

"Death will make themturn | oose."”

"Goddamit, Ben, don't say things like that in front of nme! You' ve got
to tone it down, Ben. If you don't, it's going to get rough. And |I nean
that." He wal ked to the door, then turned to face Ben. "Tone it down,
Ben. If you don't, they'll silence you. And I'mtelling you straight."

It wasn't about to get rough, it was already rough. Several witers of
popul ar fiction, those nmen and wonmen who were openly scornful of the
present adm nistration and were demandi ng change through
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their witings, were getting hassled by federal agents and agencies in
an attenpt to shut themup. They were making the liberals in power (the
t ouchy-touchy; Kkissy-kissy;

di sar m and- st onp- on-t he-ri ght s- of -t he-| aw abi di ng-t axpayi ng citizens,

t ake- a- punk-to-lunch bunch) very nervous.

Ben and others could clearly see the witing on the wall. And it was
being witten by hands who, politically, leaned so far to the left it
was not hing short of a mracle they could even stand up straight.

Thanks to liberals, conditions in Arerica had deteriorated to the point
of anarchy: discipline in public schools was virtually nonexistent; the
juvenile justice systemwas a joke; teachers lived in fear of their
lives; |aw abiding, tax-paying citizens were afraid when they went out
shopping, out for a drive, even sitting in their homes. The land of the
free and the home of the brave had beconme the | and of the frightened and
t he hone of the powerless. The liberals in control were so terrified
that some decent, |aw abiding taxpayer night actually use a gun to
defend or protect self, fanmly, hone, or possessions agai nst sone
sl obbering, quasi-literate, shit-for-brains asshole, carefully
orchestrated prograns were put into notion to disarmthe Anerican public
and the magjority of the nation's press went right along with it.

According to liberals, crimnals, you see, were really not bad peopl e.
That was a terrible ol' ugly nyth started by Republicans and ot her
conservatives. Crimnals, you see, had all been forced into a life of
crime by an uncaring society. |If you | eave your keys in your car and
someone steals it, it's your fault, not
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the fault of the thief. That is wisdomfromthe mnd of a |iberal. Not
exactly what one would call on a par w th Sol onon.

Thanks to liberals, the hands of cops trying to do their jobs were not
just tied, they were chained and | ocked.

"Ooohhh!" cooed the liberals to the nen and wonmen who wore the badges.
"You must protect us." And when the cops tried to do just that, the

i beral s noaned, "Ooohhh! But don't you dare hurt that poor unfortunate
crimnal while protecting us."

The cops found thensel ves between a rock and a hard pl ace.

The average tine served for nurder was about eight years; for rape,
about two-and-a-half years; for stealing a car, about six nonths; and
for hone burglary, the crimnal got a lecture. If you beat sonebody's
head in with a tire iron, that was assault with a deadly weapon
However, if you used a brick during a riot, the charge was |ess.

Ben Raines had a sinple solution for crine: Allow the hard-working,

| aw- abi di ng, tax-paying citizens to protect fanmly, self, home, and
possessi ons by any neans possible without fear of arrest, prosecution
or civil suit.

"Qoohhh!" npaned the liberals. "That's a big No-No!" It had begun to
appear to many that a liberal would rather see a | aw abi di ng t axpayer



get raped, nugged, assaulted, robbed, or killed than have just one
| awl ess punk get shot while committing a crinme. "Besides, we're going to
take all your guns away fromyou so only the crimnals will have guns."

As the last decade of the millennium began to
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wane, that prophecy cane true and the liberals got their way: Al

pistols and nost rifles and shotguns were gathered up by federal agents,
and the citizens of the United States were | eft defensel ess against the
| aw ess.

"I told you so," Ben Raines said, anong others who had been prophesyi ng
that once the anti-gun crowd got their feet in the door, they would
never be content until they totally disarnmed Anerican citizens. The

| aw- abi di ng ones, that is. The crimnal elenent was delighted with the
new | aw. They never had worried about going to jail if they were caught
with a gun, and now they didn't have to worry about getting shot by sone
| aw abi ding citizen while committing a crine.

"Ch, goody!" the liberal gun-grabbers and punk-ass-kissers said as they
danced with joy. "Now we can all be safe in our beds and on the streets.
Those big ol' horrible nasty guns have all been collected from Ameri cans. "

"From | aw abi di ng Anericans," Ben said, watching the news one evening.
"Not fromthe crimnals, you goddammed fool !"

It was all noot anyway, for shortly after the greatest gun-grab in the
worl d's history, the whole world bl ew up.

Ben had been predicting that, too; and so far, he was right up there
wi th Nostradamus in his predictions. And he had al so predicted that

t housands of Anericans, rather than giving up their guns, would sea
themup tight and bury them And many of themdid just that.

Al t hough those citizens did not realize it at the
14
time, in that single act, the Rebel novenment had been born

After a very limted nucl ear-and-germwar, and the col |l apse of every

si ngl e government around the world, Ben roaned the countryside with the
intention of witing about the fall. He began seeing bill boards asking
himto call in on a certain frequency. After encountering about a dozen
of them he found a radio and called in. Startled to | earn that he had
been naned a general in sone sort of arny, he | aughed and signed off.

But the billboards kept appearing, and finally he met with some people.

The Rebel movenent took another step toward full-blown reality.

A year later the Tri-States were born: three states in the northwestern
section of the nation that the Rebels seized and settled. They held on
for a few years, and then the newy restored federal government |aunched
a full mlitary assault against the Tri-States and smashed them But the
Rebel noverment would not die. Ben rebuilt his forces and when they
re-emerged, the novenment sinply could not be stopped.

The Rebel s noved their base of operations into the south, first clainng



the northern part of Louisiana. As the novenent gathered strength, the
Rebel s branched out until they now cl aimed el even southern states. Ben,
head of the largest standing arnmy in the world (as far as anyone knew),
petitioned the newy forned United Nations for official recognition.

Over the heated and often-quite-profane objections of President Bl anton
and his newy forned |iberal Congress, now headquartered in Charl eston,
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West Virginia, the Secretary General of the U N agreed to give the
SUSA-the Southern United States of Anerica-sovereign nation status if
Ben and his Rebels would do just one little job for the U N

"Just one little job," Secretary CGeneral Son Mon told Ben.

"Little job, ny ass,” Ben nuttered in response.

After neeting with the el ected President of the SUSA, his old friend
Cecil Jefferys, the first black man to be elected to this high an office
anywhere in the northern hem sphere, and neeting with all his Batt
conms, Ben agreed to take the job.

And what a job it was: Stabilize the world.

"I's that all you want us to do?" Ben asked, his tone martini-dry.

"That's it," Son Moon replied, his usually unreadabl e eyes holding a
definite tw nkle.

"OK," Ben agreed casually. "You' ve got a deal!"
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Chapter One

Geneva, Switzerland

Ben had gone off to sit by himself on the roof of the newy renodel ed
and refurbished hotel in the city. He had just had his head filled with
a lot of facts-and they were facts-that he really didn't want to hear.
He sat for several hours on the roof of the building before returning to
t he desi gnated conference roomin the hotel. He met the President of the
United States, Homer Blanton, on the way, and the nen wal ked silently
together for a tine down the long hallway. CGeneral Bodison, Chairnan of
the Joint Chiefs, joined themon their walk.

"How s the First Lady taking all this grimnews, Homer?" Ben asked.
"Badly."

"I"'msorry to hear that. | really am | know she doesn't like me ...

Hormer waved that off with a curt slash of his hand. "That's her problem
Ben. Don't worry about it. W have nore inportant things to concern us."

CGeneral Bodi son caught Ben's eyes and smled
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knowi ngly as they wal ked. Both men knew Homer Bl anton had mat ured
dramatically. He was still a Denocrat, and al ways woul d be. But hard
reality had slapped himright in the face nore than once over the past
year, and many of his liberal views had gone flying right out the w ndow
with each slap ... nuch to the chagrin of his wife, Vice President
Harri et Hooter, and many nenbers of Congress. Homer woul d probably never
adopt the hard-line political views of the Rebels, but he would never
again return to the totally liberal outlook he had brought with himinto
of fice.

The three nen sat down in the conference roomand were silent for a
nmonent, occasionally |ooking at one another. General Bodison finally
broke the silence. "M. President, if you will allow the |Iaw abiding
citizens of the United States to use force to protect what is theirs
agai nst the crimnal element, wthout fear of arrest, prosecution, or
civil suit, I could free up several nore full battalions of troops to
aid General Raines over here."

Bl ant on shook his head. "I don't have the power to do it. That woul d be
up to the courts and Congress, not necessarily in that order."

"The people could vote on it, sir," the general said.

Bl anton smled, a rather sad curving of the lips. "And how do you
suppose the vote would go, Ceneral Bodi son? Ninety-nine percent of the

| awyers who survived the bad times are living in the states that stil
fly the stars and stripes. Ben ran nost of them out of the SUSA. \Wen we
reestabli shed the Supreme Court, Congress stacked it with liberals ..."
He grimaced. "Wth ny help. | have to admit that. Besides,
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how can we have el ections when we don't even know how many voters are in
what district? All the records were | ost-destroyed, probably. It's going
to take nonti hs-years, perhaps-to get things back to sone sort of
normal cy. The only smoothly running part of the world is the SUSA and
those states that aligned with them"

Ben kept his face expressionless and drew little doodl es on the yell ow
I egal pad in front of him

"That wasn't neant as a criticism Ben," Honer said.
"l know, Homer. | didn't take it as such."”

"What the hell are we going to do about Bruno Bottger and these hideous
threats of his, Ben?" Honer asked.

Bruno Bottger now controlled all of Germany, and hal f-a-dozen ot her
countries. He had a standing arny of a quarter of a million men and a
reserve of over a hundred thousand, and his scientists were close to
perfecting a drug that would nake any who consumed it sterile. Bottger
had laid it all right on the line to those attending the neeting in
CGeneva: He planned to control all of Europe before he was through; and
if the Rebels were not out of Europe within twenty-four hours, Bottger's
men woul d drive them out.



Secretary General Son Mboon had joined the nen in the room and they
tal ked quietly for several mnutes. Coffee and sandw ches were brought in.

"We can't clear Europe in twenty-four days," Ben said. "Mich | ess
twenty-four hours. Bottger knows that. He's just |looking for a fight.
Besi des, |'ve tal ked
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to ny people about this. They don't like the idea of running-unless it's
strai ght ahead."

Bl anton | ooked at Ben. "Bottger said he'd use that serumif we didn't
get out."

"I"mbetting he doesn't have that stuff. | don't think he's even close
to having it. He's bluffing."

"You are betting the lives of mllions and the possible externination of
an entire race, General," Son Mon said.

"I'"'mopen to suggestions."

"If Bottger is not stopped here, he will continue to overpower other
nati ons on the continent,"” Blanton said. "In a few years, he'll be so
strong nothing or no one will be able to stop him He'll conquer the

United States-1 believe that is his ultimte goal ."

"I agree," Ceneral Bodison said.

"Yes." Son Moon spoke softly. "I concur."

Ben reheated his coffee and added sugar. He stirred the murky liquid for
a nonent and said, "Homer, |'mgoing to get ny thoughts together here
and then tell you sonething, and you're not going to like it-"

"What el se is new?" the President asked with a genuine snile

Ben chuckl ed and took a sip of coffee. He | ooked at General Bodison. "Is
the mlitary willing to back the President, one hundred percent and al

t he way?"

Bodi son hesitated for a second, then nodded his head. "I'll play this

gane, " he added, "Yes. One hundred percent and all the way. Whatever it is.

"It's something that any sitting President could have done, should have
done thirty years ago. |'msure several Republican Presidents have
considered it,
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or at least entertained the thought. | doubt if any Denocrat ever did ..

Bl ant on si ghed.

"Certainly sounds interesting,"” Bodison said.

"Homer, when you get back to the United States, you call the najor
networ ks and set up a nationw de radi o-TV hookup to be followed with the
entire text of your speech in the newspapers. Publicize it for a couple



of weeks. When you feel that as many peopl e as possible have heard about
t he broadcast and will be listening, you get on the air and you tell the
American public that fromthat nmonent on, they control their own
destinies ..."

Bl anton | eaned forward, his coffee and sandwi ch forgotten.
" No citizen has to fear being arrested, prosecuted, or being
subjected to a civil lawsuit for protecting famly, self, hone, or
possessi ons agai nst thieves or intruders. Crimnals have no
constitutional rights until they are arrested by a duly constituted
officer of the law or the nmilitary, which will be assisting the police
and sheriffs deputies. In short, Homer, just take a page fromthe Rebe
phi |l osophy and apply it to the United States. | give you my word that
crime will drop by seventy-five percent within sixty days of your

br oadcast . "

"But the | awyers-"

"Fuck the awers and the liberals and the Congress and the Suprene
Court. They won't be able to do anything because the entire nation wll
be under martial law The instant you get back, start a recruiting drive
to beef up the mlitary. You' ve got mllions
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of people out of work; you should have no trouble finding good nen and
wonen to fill the ranks."

"Ben, what about those fifty thousand or so arnmed nen and wonen who have
surfaced in the Mdwest ready to attenpt to overthrow the nation?"

"Use as many of themas you can in the mlitary."
"What ? Ben, they're racists!”

"Some of them yes. But I'Il wager not the mgjority. You don't have a
choice in the matter, Homer. You've heard the reports from both your
intelligence people and nine. Your nation is on the verge of coll apse
until you do sonething and do sonething damm quick. I'mtelling you how
you can keep your nation intact, Honer. | can't force you to do it; |
can only suggest."

"What is ny alternative, Ben?" the President of the United States asked.

"After we finish up here, | return to the United States and start
ki cki ng ass and picking up the pieces. Before long, the Rebels will be
in control of the entire North Anmerican continent and you'll be out of a

job. You want that?"
"You' re not serious, Ben!"
"The hell I'mnot."

Hormer Bl anton slowy shook his head. "All ny life | have wanted to be
President of the United States. Now | have to say it is the shittiest

job on the face of the earth. You say those people in the Mdwest are

not racists, Ben. They want to round up all the blacks and put them on
reservations. Now, if that isn't racist, will you kindly tell me what is?"



"l said sonme of themwere racist, Honer, and some of themare. But the
majority are just plain ol' Americans
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who will give anybody a decent shake if they think they deserve it They
were frustrated before the Great War; they've nanaged to live through
the hard tines, and now they see the governnment in Charl eston goi ng back
to the sane ol d dog-and-pony show they had to endure before the world
fell apart a few years ago. They're not going to put up with supporting
what they perceive as an entire underclass. You m ght as well get that

t hrough your head once and for all."

"I mght, Ben. But many of those around nme won't."

"Then they're going to be in deep trouble. Onh, hell, Honer. Anericans
are probably the nost conpassi onate and gi ving people on the face of the
earth. You know that. But you al so know that just before the G eat War

many believed Anerica was teetering on the brink of a race war."

"If that is true, and | think it probably was, it was due entirely to
raci sm" Honer said stubbornly.

"On both sides of the color line, Honmer. On both sides."

Ceneral Bodi son and Son Moon had both sat silently, keeping their
expressions neutral as the President of the United States and the
conmandi ng general of the Rebel Arny argued.

"Bul I shit, Ben!"

"No, Honer. Fact."

"Time, gentlemen, tine," CGeneral Bodison finally said since both nen
were getting a little hot under the collar. "You are both right to a
degree. But this is not the place to discuss it."

Homer struggled to get his fanous tenper under
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control and Ben nodded his head and | eaned back in his chair.

"Being who and what | am" Son Mon said softly, "I amcertainly not
unfam liar with racism But | have never experienced the terrible racism
that so many bl acks say they have to endure. | wonder why that is?"

Ben smled, and that smle infuriated Honer Blanton. CGeneral Bodi son
si ghed, knowi ng the argunment was not yet over

"Perhaps, M. Secretary General," Honmer said, "it is because of your
education.”
"In part. But only in part," the Secretary General retorted. "I think by

and large it is because, while | amquite proud of my heritage, as al
peopl e should be, I do not flaunt it in the face of others. My God is

how | perceive Hmto be. I do not sit on television shows and tel
others that their God is Oriental and they must accept that as fact.
can prove ny heritage; | have no need to engage in half-truths and pure

nyths. "



Son Moon | eaned back in his chair, folded his arns across his chest, and
hal f cl osed his eyes. The inscrutable Oiental

Ben chuckl ed; General Bodi son exhal ed, and Homer Bl anton got up and
started for the door, clearly angry.

"Honer!" Ben said. Blanton turned and faced him "W still have a war to
fight and decisions to be made. And we either make themright now or
everybody goes down the toilet. Including those who put you in office
and whom you bel i eve can do no wong."
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"Goddamit, Ben!" Honer flared. "You wanna get off my ass?"

"Are you going to sit down and work with us on this matter?"

Hormer wal ked around the table tw ce, getting his tenper under control
and then returned to his seat. He stared at Ben for a nonment. "Have you

been playing devil's advocate in this discussion, Ben?"

"No, | have not. I'mjust trying to get you to face facts. Not nyths,
not lies, not half-truths, just facts."

But Bl anton wasn't through. "Facts as you see them Ben."
"Ah, shit!" General Bodison mnuttered.

Ben shrugged his shoul ders. "Are you going to declare nmartial |aw and
give the people the right to defend thensel ves against crimnals, Homer?"

"No," Bl anton sai d.
"That's firnP?" Ben asked.

"That's firm How you conduct this war over here is your business. How
choose to run the United States of Anmerica is ny business.”

"Do I still get those four battalions of troops?"

"Yes." He | ooked at General Bodison. "Get them noving, General."
"Yes, sir."

Bl anton left the room

"I suppose we should be grateful for small favors," Ben said.

"The man can separate the trees that make up the forest," Son Mon said.
"But he cannot see that each tree is different."

Son Moon stood up. "I fear for the world,"” he said, and then wal ked out.
26

"I"ll get those troops noving, Ben," Bodison said. He pushed back his
chair and left the room

| ke McGowan, the ex-SEAL who commanded two battalions of the Rebels,



entered the room and sat down, noting the glum !l ook on Ben's face. |ke
and Ben had been friends for years and kept nothing from each ot her

"How bad is it, Ben?"

"Just about as grimas we've ever faced, ol' buddy."
"Thi s push have a nane?"

"Yeah. Operation Hopel ess."
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Chapter Two

Presi dent Homer Bl anton flew back to the United States, his feathers
still ruffled. Ben started shifting battalions around and beefing up the
areas he thought would be the hot spots in the upconing days.

Bruno Bottger | aunched no attacks agai nst the Rebels. But Ben's
intelligence people reported that Bottger was making no efforts to hide
t he massi ve novenent of troops, all heading straight toward Rebel -held
positions. And just before nearly all of Mke Richards' deep-cover
people in Bottger-held territory were rounded up and shot as spies, Mke
received one nore communi qué, and it shook Ben down to his junp boots.

"Bruno is fielding an additional ten thousand troops a nonth, Ben
That's why he's holding of f attacking us."

"Ten thousand troops a nonth?"

"You heard it right. He's getting themfromthe countries he occupi ed.
My people tell nme that this nmovenent has been going on for years. He
started with the young children, just like Hitler, and force-fed them
his racial hatred bullshit in the schools. About the tinme you were
setting up your old Tri-States, years ago, Bottger was on the nove. He's
been at this a |ot
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| onger than we first believed. He also took a page fromyou, Ben."
"Mlitary training in school."

"Right. But while you don't start until mddle school, Bruno was
starting the kids in pre-school. Four and five years old. Love of Bruno
Bottger and his twi sted phil osophy is all they know. He went into
gang-ravaged and | awl ess countries and stabilized them He controls
everything fromthe Baltic down to the Black Sea. The adults despise him
while their kids love him Just like the old Germany of sixty-odd years
ago. "

"Kids turning in their parents for treason?"

"You bet."

"Drop the other boot, Mke," Ben told his chief of intelligence.

"I have several nore boots to drop, Ben. Bottger's novenent has spread
out of Europe. He has a lot of supporters in both South and ..." M ke



paused and stared at Ben. "... North Anerica."
"Son of bitch! How rmuch support in America?"

"Can't get a fix on it as yet. But he's got at least a toehold in North
America. Maybe nore than that."

M ke stood up and wal ked around the roomfor a nmonent. He turned to face
Ben. "At first, and for a long tinme, those groups in Anerica |oved you.
They thought you were hard right-wing all the way. About a coupl e of
years ago, they finally began to realize that you were really interested
in protecting the rights of people of all colors as |long as those people
subscribed to the Rebel philosophy. The hidden groups began to slowy
turn against us."
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"So once nore,’
sides of us."

Ben said, "we have enenmies front and back and on both

"That's about the size of it.

After Mke had left, Ben nmuttered, "How in the hell did those
race- hating groups ever get the idea | was one of thenP"

The deadline that Bruno had | aid down had | ong passed and still he made
no effort to attack the Rebels' positions. But he did continue to nove
troops up near Rebel positions. The four battalions of troops from
American forces arrived and were being held in reserve, far back from
the front. Ben flew back to the staging area to nmeet with their
conmander, Col onel Lee Fl anders, a man who had been a professiona

sol dier since he enlisted in the arny as a teenager and had worked his
way up the ranks. He was a nustang, starting out as an enlisted man, and
t hat brought hi mand Ben even cl oser together

Ben laid it out for the colonel, with no whitewashing of what they were
up agai nst.

Col onel Fl anders had but three words to say when Ben finished. "Jesus
Christ, Ceneral!"

Ben was amused at Lee's reaction. "W're only outnunbered about forty or
fifty to one, Colonel. The Rebels are used to that."

Col onel Fl anders studied Ben for a nonment. "I was inforned that you were
aright-wing racist, General. Yet | have personally seen and spoken to
men and wonen of all races, all creeds, and all colors in your army."

30

"Let's just say that over the years | have gotten a | ot of bad press,
Col onel . "

Gimsoldier hunor surfaced in both nen, and they |aughed. "Right, sir,"
Lee said. "I do know the feeling."

"I"ve ordered hal f-a-dozen senior Rebels back here to start briefing
your people on the situation and to begin indoctrination on the Rebe
way of doing things, Colonel. Have you ever fought against us?"



"No, but | have talked with nen who have. To a person they all agreed
that they would rather stick their hands into a sack full of

rattl esnakes than tangle with Ben Raines' Rebels. Are you really that
nmean, General ?"

"Let's just say we don't believe in taking many prisoners, Colonel."

"After capture, my nmen are trained to be as conpassi onate as possible to
t he eneny, CGeneral Raines.”

"Have they ever fought Creepies?"
"No, sir."

"Your men are going to change their mnds after their first encounter
wi th those bastards. Providing the Creeps don't eat them before they can."

Col onel Fl anders grinmaced. "Then all the things we've heard about the
ah ... Night People are true?"

"Everything you've heard and ten thousand tines nmore. And don't get

your sel ves captured by any of these punk gangs that Bottger has
recruited. In their own way, they're just as bad. They have nothing to

| ose, Colonel. Nothing at all. They're all under a death sentence by one
government or another. My intelligence people believe that any who m ght
have
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surrendered, have done so. Now, Colonel, |I want some information fromyou."
"Sir?"

"Tell me what you know about this rather |arge group of people who have
surfaced out in the Mdwestern section of the United States who have

this wild plan to round up the nation's blacks and put them on
reservations."

"Il tell you what ny people have found out about them GCeneral. | know
the | eader is soneone called Billy Smithson and that is his real nane."

"Billy Smithson," Ben repeated the nanme. "That has a famliar ring to it."
"He was a TV preacher before the Great War."

"Ahhh! Right." Ben had a puzzled |l ook on his face. "And he was a good

one, too. There was never a breath of scandal about him He wasn't a
ranter or raver and he was universally liked. But | seemto recall he

was a noderate on the subject of race."

"Not anymore, Ceneral. He did a hard one-eighty."

n W]y?ll

"You mght recall his famly was slaughtered by a gang of punks about a
year before the balloon went up. His wife, kids, and nother and father."

"That's right. Now | renenber. It was a two- or three-car caravan. They
were going to services and got caught up in a crossfire between rival
gangs. Yes. The punks were caught, but Smith wasn't happy with the



sent ences handed down."

" '"Not happy' is an understatement, Ceneral. He left his TV ministry and
dropped out of sight. Now we know what he's been doing."
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"Then you think he's serious about all this?"

"About as serious as an iron lung. W know now that he's the one who
spread the runors about a certain section of the M dwest being hot with
radi ati on. Even you bought the runor."

"I sure did. So that's where he's been headquartered, building his arny."
"That's right, sir. And he's got one hell of an arny, too. My people

tell me they are as professional as anything they' ve ever seen. It took

t hem about six weeks to clean out Mssouri, General. And | nean turn it
totally white."

"Al'l this was done while we've been over here?"

"Smithson started his purge about two nonths ago ... started it very
quietly and finished it very quietly."

"So he's got people in ny organization?"

"I"'d bet onit. Hell, sir. He's got people on Blanton's staff. Wy
haven't you been informed of this, General ?"

"I already knew part of what you've told me. But not all of it. My chief
of intelligence thinks his group has been penetrated.”

"Probably has. This Smithson is a smart one. He's not one of these
pus-gutted, pig-eyed, shit-ignhorant cross-burners. He's a highly
educated, very intelligent man."

"You think he would throwin with Bottger?"

Col onel Fl anders' brow furrowed in thought for a moment. He shook his
head. "I don't think he would, General. Bottger is a bloodthirsty
savage. Smithson is not. Wen he purged M ssouri, his orders were to
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nove the bl acks out, not kill them There were very few casualties.”

"You think he would agree to fight al ongside ne?"

The col onel was clearly startled at that question. "Goddam, General
you don't mnd stepping up and shaking hands with the devil, do you?"

"Not if it helps nme defeat Bottger."
Fl anders thought about that for a nmoment and then smiled. "OF course, if
you could get Smithson to split his forces-say, half over here and half

back hone-then when this is over here, he'd be nore easily defeated, right?"

"Wy, Col onel, what a terribly devious mnd you have!"



Ben sent M ke Richards back Stateside to try to set up a neeting with
Billy Smithson, but he did not inform President Blanton of his plans.
Ben was havi ng serious doubts as to how | ong Bl anton and hi s gover nnent
were going to be able to stay in power. There were dangerous cracks

al ready appearing in Blanton's hold on the new White House.

"I feel sorry for the man," Ben said to lke. "He's basically a really
decent person who was handed a | ot of bad advice over the years."

| ke grunted. The ex-SEAL was not nearly so taken with Bl anton as Ben
was. lke not only didn't trust liberals, he had absolutely no use for them

Ben smled at his long-tinme friend. "lI've seen you risk your life many
times to get a dog or a cat or a horse out of the line of fire, lke."

"That doesn't nmake nme a liberal, Ben. Just an
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ani mal -1 over. Besides, |'ve seen you do the same damm thing."

Ben | aughed and | ooked at the roomfull of Batt comms and resistance

| eaders from nore than hal f-a-dozen countries. "This is probably going
to be the last nmeeting for a long tine, people. Bottger is gearing up
for a push.” He sighed. His smle faded, and his shoul ders slunped for a
monent. "And there is no way in hell we're going to be able to hold
agai nst over a quarter-of-a-mllion troops."

"Have you heard anything fromthis Billy Snith-son, Dad?" Tina asked.
"No. Well... only that he doesn't really trust ne."

The roomrocked with laughter. "I certainly can't imagi ne why that woul d
be," Dan Gray, the former British SAS officer, said.

"Me, neither," Ben said innocently. "After all, | was a Boy Scout."
"Before you got kicked out for stealing a boat and trying to navigate
your way down the river to the Grl Scout camp with two cases of beer
and several quarts of whiskey," Dr. Chase said.

"Not true," Ben said. "It was six cases of beer and no whi skey."

"Did you make it, Dad?" Ben's son, Buddy, asked.

"No. The danm boat hit sone rocks and sank."

"Damm | andl ubber," lke said. "Can't even navigate a rowboat down a river."
Col onel Flanders sniled at the easy canaraderie anong the nen and wonen.
It was easy for his soldier's mind to grasp why the Rebels were such an
effective fighting force. In the short time he'd been on the continent,
he'd watched them cl osely. The
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Rebel s noved with the precision of a ten-thousand-dollar watch. Lee
Fl anders woul d adnit to anyone that he was in awe of them

But could they stop a quarter-of-a-mllion fanatics? No. Even Ben Rai nes



readily granted that.

"You're deep in thought, Lee." Ben's voice cut into his mnusings.

"Yes," the col onel acknow edged. "I was thinking about Bottger and his
troops."

"As we all are," Ceneral Vanderhoot of the Free Dutch said.

Rene Seaux of the French Resistance Forces | ooked at Ben, standing on
the stage of the hotel neeting room "When we are pushed back to the
sea, Ceneral ... what then?"

"You would think of that," CGeneral Matthies of the German Resi stance
said acidly.

Seaux and Matthies held a very deep and profound dislike for one another
Seaux | ooked at him and said, "Fuck you!"

The two men started for each other and had to be physically restrained.
That ended the neeting.

"You're wanted over at the conm shack, Chief," Jersey told him

Ben | ooked down at the dinminutive and very lovely Jersey, his

sel f - appoi nt ed bodyguard. How nmany years had it been since she, about
seventeen or eighteen at the time, showed up one day out of the ranks
and took her position beside hinP Seven years, at least. "Lead the way,
Jersey."

The rest of his teamfell in with themas they wal ked al ong. Cooper, his
driver. Beth, the records-keeper
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Corrie, who handled the radi o. She had Ben's husky, Smpot, on a | eash.
"What urgent message is awaiting me now?" Ben tossed the question out.
"Cecil Jefferys, Chief," Cooper said.

Hs long-tine friend-and SUSA's first black President-didn't engage in
much | ong range chitchat, so Ben knew the call rust be inportant.

In the communi cati ons room Ben took the m ke and said, "Go, Cec."

"Ben, things are turning chaotic over here in a hurry." Cecil's voice
cane through as cal mas always. "CQutside our borders, that is. Blanton's
government i s shaky. Real shaky."

"Could we prop himup?"

"Yes-if he'd ask. But he hasn't."

“I"1l call himand volunteer our help. How many battalions can you | et
hi m have for donestic use?"

"Four with no sweat or strain. W' ve got a new cycle com ng out of boot
right now But I'mnot so sure it's troops he needs. It's organization



and revanpi ng of his adm nistration, top to bottom™
"He's not going to take the hard line, Cec."

"Then he's fucked, Ben-hard. There sinply is no other way to put it.

"You've got to find a way to help him Cec. If his government crunbled,
we'd have to go in and take over. That would spread us too thin; and

besides, | don't want to have to listen to all those goddam |iberals
pi ssi ng and noani ng twenty-four hours a day. It's bad enough now. As
long as Blanton is in power, they' |l stay with him... even though he

has | eaned a bit nore to the right than they care for."
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"This Billy Smithson is going to be a problem Ben."

Everything was on scranble so the men were speaking their mnds. Ben's
reply was pronpt. "If he doesn't fall in line with us, Cec, we can send

K-Teans in to ice him"

"That's pretty extreme, Ben."

"Cec, | can't have Blanton's liberals taking constant potshots at ne,
Bottger at ny front and Smith-son at nmy back. Smithson is either going
to fall inline with me or he's going to grab six feet of earth. That's it."

"He woul d never agree to talk to me, Ben. He thinks all black people are
i gnorant and savage. In case you haven't noticed lately, | amof a
sonewhat darker hue."

Ben | aughed for a nmonment-keyed the m ke. "Then that makes himeither a
fool, a dangerous crackpot, or a man who is badly misinfornmed. Let ne
make one nore attenpt to talk to the nman. In case that fails, you get
teans ready to go in and take himout."

"Al'l right, Ben. Now then, what about all these people who are nassing
at our borders demanding to be let in?"

Ben hesitated for a few seconds. "Cec, you run the SUSA. \Wat are your
t houghts on the matter?"

Cecil was quick in replying. "If they are qualified to work at the jobs
we have open, let those people in. The others stay out."

"It's your call, Cec. You know I'll back you in whatever decision you
opt to make."

"I just made it."

38

"Keep in touch."

"That's affirmative. Luck to you, Ben."
"Eagl e out."

Ben wal ked out of the roomand sat on the steps for a time, playing with
Snoot. After a few nonments, he | ooked up at Corrie. "Have sone people



t ake Snoot back to Thermppolis. Get her out of harms way. | think
Bottger is through waiting and will start his push very soon."

Ben let Smoot lick his ear for a nonent, and then Corrie gently pulled
t he husky away and |l ed her off to Lt. Bonelli's people, who waited a few
yards off. Ben was constantly surrounded by Rebels, twenty-four hours a day.

When Corrie returned, Ben said, "Have all civilians evac'd, Corrie.
Starting imredi ately. Radio all batt conms to go to high alert. | think
this dance is just about to start.”
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Chapter Three

Bruno waited just one nore day before turning his rabid hyenas | oose on
the Rebels. FromLiege in the north to Nice in the south, the fanatica
men and wonen of Bottger's Mnority Eradication Forces slamed into
Rebel -hel d lines. The Rebels held because they had had enough tinme to
get ready; but there was no way they were going to hold for very |ong,
for this time, Bottger was pulling out all the stops.

"Start blowing the major bridges," Ben ordered reluctantly. "They can be
rebuilt. But if we |ose ground, chances are we'll never retake it."

Begi nni ng noments after Ben issued the orders, on a wavy |line running
north to south for hundreds of kil oneters, the Rebels began bl ow ng
maj or bridges and the MEF was powerless to stop them

"Exactly what | thought he'd do," Bruno said with a strange snile

"He's playing right into our hands," one of Bruno's senior officers said.

"Yes," Bruno said, and then joined all his staff officers in a good |augh

For the noment, Bruno and his MEF appeared to be stopped col d.
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"They won't be for long," Ben said, taking off his reading glasses and
rubbing his tired eyes. He had been scanning maps for hours. "But he's
up to sonething and I don't know what it is."

"The Chinese have a saying, Chief," Beth said. "That one should only rub
one's eyes with one's el bows."

"Thank you, Beth. | shall treasure that for ever and ever."
"Pl ease do," Beth replied sweetly, and returned to her reading.

Bottger's forces were probing at nore than thirty | ocations, |ooking for
just one weak spot, and Ben knew the MEF would find it sooner or |later
It would not be because of any |axness on the part of his people or

t hose resistance forces aligned with him It would come because of
vastly superior nunbers

Nurreri cal |y, Ben needed about four nore divisions to conme close to
eveni ng out the odds. He al so knew he might as well wi sh for the nmoon
and the stars.



He picked up his readi ng gl asses and slipped them on, |ooking down at
the map in front of him Irritated, he shoved the map away. \What was the
point of it? The map woul d not change and neither would the nunbers of
troops lined up on the east side of the line. What the hell was Bottger
up to? Wiy wasn't he infiltrating troops across the |line? Wy had he
suddenl y st opped?

Right now, it was a standoff; quiet ... all quiet on the western front,
Ben thought with grimhunor. But it wouldn't stay that way for |ong.

He pi cked up another report and read it again.
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H s chief of intelligence, Mke Richards, had finally gotten a few
people into North, Central, and South Africa. They reported w despread
destruction, chaos, tribal warfare, a breakdown in civilized behavior
and everything el se Ben had felt they would find. But no sign that

Bott ger had contam nated any water supply with his serum or vacci ne or
whatever the hell it was. But then, no one could know for sure because
the continent was so vast.
"Casualty figures are in," Corrie called fromacross the room Ben

| ooked at her and waited. "Light on our side. But Bottger's people
really took a beating because of those crazy suicide charges. Prisoners
taken confirmthat Bottger has nmore people in reserve than we do on the
front lines."

"I think I know what Bottger is up to, and we've got to have sone help,"
Ben said. "That's all there is to it. W' ve got to beat himover here.
Corrie, get President Blanton on the horn. Tell himIl'mgoing to nmake a
deal with Billy Smithson: He can have his all-white state if he'll agree
to send me twenty-five thousand nen."

"Blanton will hit the ceiling," Corrie said.

Ben shook his head. "I can't help that. Blanton is going to have to face
reality. We can't win this fight wthout sone additional troops. He can
either free up his existing arnmy under the terms | laid out severa

weeks ago and get themthe hell over here or bend to Billy Snithson and
we'll use his nmen. Those are the only two choices he's got if he wants

Bottger stopped. If he can't see that, then he's not as smart as | think
he is."

"It's late in the States."
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"Wake himup."

Bl anton was furious at Ben's suggestion. "There is no way in hell | wll
agree to giving that dammed racist his own state, General Raines.

Absol utely not."

"Then Bottger is eventually going to force us back to the sea in retreat
and he'll win over here, Honer. And the instant | set foot on Anmerican

soil, I will take my Rebels and run your ass all the way to the North Pole."

"Are you threatening ne, Raines?"



"Goddam right | am Homer."

"Defeat is not that distasteful if the rights of a free people are the
basis for that defeat. I-"

"You're an idiot," Ben said. "lI've shaken hands with the devil a dozen
times as a nmeans to an end. Goddammit, Honer, can't you get it through
your thick liberal skull that Bottger intends to rule the world? He mnust
be defeated over here, on this continent. | think I know the reason he
del ayed so long in attacking us, and why he suddenly stopped. He just

m ght be buying tine in order to perfect that drug. So that neans we've
got to take the of fensive and take it damm qui ck. You either make the
deal with Billy Smithson, or I will. It's up to you."

"You don't have the authority to do that, Raines."

"You wanna bet?"

Bl anton called for a neeting with his senior advisors and sel ected
senators and representatives. A stranger gathering could only be found

on the back lot of a carnival, where the geek shows are held.

"That dirty, rotten, honky, racist, right-w ng, Republican bastard!"
Rita Rivers said
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"I always knew he was a closet Klansman!" V.P. Harriet Hooter bell owed.

After the coffee cups stopped rattling, Representative Fox remni nded the
President, "I asked you years ago to tenporarily suspend the
Constitution and put all conservatives in prison where we could keep an
eye on them™

"To arms!" Representative |Immcul ate Crapuns shouted. "Invade M ssouri
and defeat the nongrel hordes."

"Where did we put all the arms we seized fromthe | aw abi di ng
t axpayers?" Senator Tutw | der asked.

"W stored them"” |I. M Holey said. "In case we had to use them soneday
to defeat the Republicans.”

"Where did we store then®"
"Doesn't make any difference. The Rebels stole themall years ago."

"Thi eves and brigands!" Senator Benedict hollered. And he was a man who
knew sonet hi ng about being a thief.

"Right on!" Senator Arnold shouted. And he was a man who knew sonet hi ng
about being a brigand.

President Blanton listened silently. And once again, he wondered, for

the unpteenth time, how and, nore inportantly, why in the hell he had

ever openly supported and actually gone on the canpaign trail for this
pack of nitwts.

Bl ant on suddenly sl amed his hand down on the table. "Shut up!" he
shout ed. "Goddammit, shut up! I'mtired of this nonsense.” The room



stilled, became hushed. Stunned faces and shocked eyes turned to him
Bl anton pointed a finger at the person on his left, then pointed at each
person present until he
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had worked around the |long table. "W have two choi ces,” he enunci at ed
carefully. "And only two choices. W nust accept one of them And you
all know what the two choices are. Now stop this dam silly bickering
and nmake up your minds. O by God I'll do it for you." He stood up. "You
have fifteen mnutes to decide. Fifteen minutes," he repeated grimy.

When the door closed behind him Rita Rivers said, "If we allowthis
Smithson racist son of a bitch his all-white state, while he sends half
his army over to help that other racist son of bitch Raines, we m ght be
able to send the army into M ssouri and wi pe himout."

"Good thinking, Rital!" Inmracul ate Crapuns said.

"Qutstanding!" Harriet Hooter hollered.

The door opened and President Blanton stuck his head in. "Ch," he

of fered sweetly, "in case you're thinking of invading Mssouri, put it
out of your mnds. The arnmy answers solely to me on this one. W' ve

al ready agreed on that." He smled. "Just thought you'd like to know. "
He cl osed the door.

"Shit!" Hooter said.

"I think," Representative |I. M Holey said solemmly, "it is time for us
to consider getting rid of Homer Bl anton."

"Billy Smithson on the horn, Chief," Corrie said, getting up so Ben
could sit down at the table. "M. Snmithson. This is Ben Raines.”

"Ceneral," Billy said fromthousands of niles away.
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There was a cautious note in his voice. "Are you forewarning nme about
some invasion on your part?"

"No. | amtelling you that |I've cut a deal with President Blanton. You
can have your all-white state; but in return, you are to send ne
twenty-five thousand of your best people to help ne defeat Bruno
Bottger. No doubt you are fanmiliar with the nane."

There was a | ong nonment of silence before Smith-son spoke. "Wat's the
trick, General?"

"No trick, Billy. Blanton didn't want to tell you hinmself because
think it hurt his mouth to agree to it."

"Are you on the level, Ceneral ?"
"On the level, Billy. Papers are being drawn up as we speak all ow ng
M ssouri to secede fromthe Union and becone an i ndependent nation if

that is what you truly want and if you agree to the terns."

"Free of niggers?"



Ben sighed. "Yes, Billy. Free of black people.”

"There has to be a catch to this. There nust be. Those liberals traitors
in Charleston would never agree to sonething like this."

"The only catch is that a certain percentage of those nmen and wonen you
send over here to help me won't be returning. Wien you make up your nind
about this offer, and it had better be damm quick, you level with your
people. Lay it straight on the line with them"

"How much tinme do | have, Ceneral ?"

"Twenty-four hours, Billy. No extensions. After that, the deal is off
and when | get back to the States, then you deal with me and ny Rebels."
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"I's that supposed to strike fear in ny heart and cause ny knees to
trembl e, Ceneral Raines?"

"Billy, | don't care if it gives you diarrhea. I'll be waiting for your
answer . "
"You'll have it, Ceneral."

"Rai nes out."

"If he agrees, how are you going to keep our people and his people
separ at ed?" Cooper asked.

"One of us to the north, the other to the south, and the resistance
bet ween us."

"Hell of a way to have to fight a war, Raines." Dr. Lamar Chase spoke
fromthe doorway.

Ben turned to |l ook at the chief of nedicine and his long-tine friend.
"You heard the conversation with Billy Sm thson?"

"Yes. | seemto recall hearing his type before. Have you considered that
once over here, he just might join Bruno Bottger and turn on you?"

"Ch, yes. But |I'mbetting that he won't."
"And betting the lives of a |ot of Rebels.”
"Yes, | know that, too. But tell me, what other choices did | have?"

Chase shook his head. "None, Ben. None at all. That's why I'mglad it's
you having to nake these decisions."

To Corrie Ben said, "Get ne the President, please.”
"Which one, Chief? Cecil or Homer?"
Ben stared at her and caught the twinkle in her eyes. The Rebel s had

that amazing ability to find hunor under the mpbst trying of
circunstances. "Try Charl eston, please."



"Yes, sir.
Once he had Bl anton on the horn, Ben said, "I
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spoke to the man, Honer, and gave himtwenty-four hours to reach a
deci sion."

"What was his initial reaction, Ben?"

"Di sbelief. He thinks you nust have some trick up your sleeve."
"I wish | did, Ben."

"l know, Honer. But what else could we do?"

"l guess nothing, Ben. But with the exception of the arny, |I'm standing
alone in this one.”

"You watch yoursel f, Honer. And | nean be very, very careful.”

A moment's pause. "I know that sonetimes the people | have surrounded
nmyself with act ... ah, a bit strange in your eyes, Ben, but | cannot
bel i eve they would harm ne."

"Do you recall an article | wote before the G eat War, Honer, in which
| wote that the greatest danger facing the United States was |ibera
denocr at s?"

"Yes. | recall it.

"You just keep that in mnd, Honer. Do you want me to bunp President
Jefferys and have himsend sone people up.”

Anot her | ong pause. "I ... think not, Ben. But thank you for the offer."
"You're sure?"
"Yes. | have to trust those around ne."

"He's maki ng a m stake, Ben,'
"A very grave m stake."

Chase said before Ben could key the m ke
"I knowit. But I can't force help on him" He opened the mc. "Al
right, Homer. 1'l1 keep you briefed."

Cassie Phillips, one of the few reporters that Ben would allow to travel
with the Rebels, walked into die
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room Ben and Cassie had grown to both |like and respect each other over
t he weeks since they'd net and often shared a bed. There was no | ove
between them but a great deal of like; and oftentines that enotion is
much nore inportant than |ove.

"Cassie, get Nils and Frank, will you? |I have sonmething to tell you all."

Cassie Phillips, Nils Wlson, and Frank Service were the only three



reporters that Ben had found on the continent that he trusted to tell
the truth without slanting the story or pissing and noani ng and sobbi ng
about punks and street shit who got blown away while comritting crimnal
acts, and they usually traveled with Ben's first batt. Since they were
al nrost always right in the thick of things, they were the first to get
the stories and the rel eases, which did not nake themterribly popul ar
with other reporters; but if that bothered any of the three, they did
not showit.

Ben told them about the agreement in the works with Billy Sm thson.
"I"ll ask you to sit on the story until he gives us his answer, one way
or the other."

The three agreed, as Ben had known they woul d.

"What now, Ceneral ?" Nils asked.

"Now we wait."
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Chapt er Four

Billy Smithson gave Ben his answer |ess than six hours after Ben spoke
with him

"Al'l right, General. You're on the level."

And that told Ben that Smithson had people planted all over the

pl ace-cl ose to Blanton for sure and probably in Ben's own intelligence

system

"How do you want to work the picking of troops to assist you agai nst
this Bottger nut?"

"You're certain about this, Billy? Be sure. | want to know t hat you
understand Bottger's ultimte goals. He wants to wi pe out the black race.™

"Ceneral, | don't want to live with niggers. But that doesn't nean |
want to see an entire race destroyed. We're all God's children, made,
nore or less, in Hs imge. But even God could and did rmake mi stakes. W
have no way of knowi ng how many tines God tried to make man in Hi s own

i mage and failed. Do you get nmy drift, General ?"

"Ch, yes, Billy," Ben said drily. "Loud and clear."

"Bruno Bottger is playing God, General Raines. And no human has the
right to do that. He nust be stopped. Now, as to the troops frommy arny
"You pick them Billy."

"You'd trust me to do that?"
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"Yes. But Billy, try to put noderates in command. For if they mix it up
with ny people, there will be a bl oodbath.™"

"I amfully aware of that, CGeneral. | will personally be in command. Is



that all right with you?"

"Absolutely. 1'll get transport planes on the nove as soon as we're
fini shed. Where do you want themto | and?"

The two men qui ckly worked out the details. Ben turned fromthe radio
and | ooked at the three reporters. "Do any of you think those people
around Bl anton who are opposed to this will leak it to the press?”

"I"msure of it," Cassie said.

Ni Il s nodded his head in agreement. "Are you kidding, General Raines? A
liberal President just agreed to an all-white state. You bet it will be
| eaked. "

"If it hasn't already been | eaked," Frank Service added.
"File your stories,"” Ben told them

But much to the chagrin of Rita Rivers, Inmmacul ate Crapuns, and their
counterparts in Congress, no great hue and cry of alarmor dismy cane
from many sections of the battered country when the news broke the next day.

The residents of the SUSA-of all colors- shrugged it off and went right
on living, as did many of the people who lived outside of the SUSA.
Those who lived in the SUSA knew that it was people, not governnents,
who nmust |ive together. They also knew that if one group of people did
not wish to live with another, no governnent on the face of the earth
coul d pass enough | egislation to make those groups
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like each other and, ultimately, it wouldn't work. Legislation alone
cannot give birth to understandi ng and conpassion. It takes people who
are willing to give it everything they' ve got to make it work. It takes
laws that a solid majority agree with and abi de by-not some 51/49
percent split-and those | aws nust be adm nistrated and enforced fairly
and equally to all, regardless of social or economic status. It takes
people of all colors and creeds and religion, each willing to go out of
their way to respect the rights of the other, and not go whi ning and
conplaining to this or that group that it was society's fault because
Jimy or Jane or Leroy or Jose or Bubba or Billy Bob enbarked on a crine
spree.

CGovernments can't do it. But people can.

Transport planes began flying into Mssouri just hours after Ben spoke
with Smithson; and true to his word, Smithson had troops waiting on the
tarmac, ready to go.

"How are they dressed?" Ben radi oed.

"Standard BDUs, General."

"You were expecting themto be dressed in Confederate gray, maybe?"
Chase asked, sitting by Ben's desk, drinking a cup of hot tea.

"I't wouldn't have surprised ne." Ben sat down and rolled a cigarette,
conscious | of the doctor frowning at him But this time Chase let it
slide without one of his acid comments about Ben's snoking.



The big transport planes being used to bring Smithson's people in were
capabl e of carrying several hundred nen and their equi pnent, and they
woul d be flying night and day.

Ben's Batt comms were coming in for another neeting
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since the Rebels were going to be re-positioned. Ben opened a map case
and stared at the map. He shook his head. "This is going to be one hel
of a front, Lamar."

It sure was. Just over 800 kilometers in |ength.

Ben woul d have over fifty thousand troops under his command agai nst
Bottger's several hundred thousand troops. Ben had been busy revanpi ng
his battalions. He was now addi ng a short conmpany to each battalion
about hal f-strength, making that Headquarters Company. Thernopoli s’
peopl e could no I onger handle the strain of thousands of troops. Ben had
naned Thernopolis' conmand to be a highly nodified Division HQ of the
Rebel s. The resistance fighters would be 2nd Division; Smthson's
troops, 3rd Division; and Col onel Flanders' nen, a reginental conbat
team Ben worked the rest of the afternoon positioning troops and then
went to bed.

Ben threw a pencil on the desk. "Damm, | hate paperwork!"

"I"ll trade ny job for yours,
want a frontline command, Ben."

Thernopolis said, walking in the room "I

"You're too good at what you do to be replaced,” Ben said. "Sit down and
have a cup of coffee.”

The hi ppi e-turned-warrior poured a mug of coffee and sat down. "I don't
do jack-crap, Ben. That's ny wife that does all the tracking and
plotting and detail work. Rosebud, not ne."

Ben shook his head. "I need you where you are, Therm"
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Thernopol is nuttered under his breath and then resigned hinself to the
fact that Ben was not going to nove himup front.

The Batt coms began drifting in, comng fromall over western Europe,
greeting Ben and Therm and pouring coffee and finding seats.

"The first of Smithson's troops have | anded,” lke said. "I was told they
| ook pretty good. | just talked to Mke Richards. Mst of the troops are
bet ween twenty-five and forty. Solid and steady."

"That's what | like to hear."

The Russi an Bear, General Georgi Striganov strolled in, waved at
everybody, pulled a nug of coffee, and sat down. Ben's kids, Buddy and
Tina, were the last Batt conms in. Tina sat beside Wst, the
ex-mercenary and commander of Fourth batt. Tina and West were
unofficially engaged to be married, someday, when the wars were over.
Buddy | ooked like he ate Jeeps for breakfast. The young man literally



did not know his own strength.

Ben nmade certain that Rene Seaux and Ceneral Matthies were seated on
opposite sides of the large room as far apart as possible, and then
tapped on his desk with a ruler, bringing the roomto silence.

"Bruno Bottger knows all about the additional troops arriving. He's
known ever since President Blanton and | agreed to this plan. So he's
got people in deep. Wiy he hasn't nade a nove agai nst us before we get

beefed up is anyone's guess. I'mjust glad he waited." He picked up a
poi nter and turned to face a huge wall map. "The Rebels First Division
will be stretched out fromhere, at Besancon, all the way down to the

Medi t erranean Sea. Second Divi sion
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made up of the Resistance G oups and Col onel Flanders' reginmental conbat
team will be in the mddle, fromLuxembourg to Besancon. Billy
Smithson's troops, which are designated as Third Division, will stretch
out from Luxembourg north to N j mwegen. General Matthies, your people
will be at the northernnost point of your sector, Rene Seaux and his
peopl e at the southernnmpst edge. Now then, | would like you all to neet

Col onel Wajda of the Polish Brigade." A stocky man in a brown beret
stood up and nodded at the group

"Pl eased, | amsure," the colonel said, then sat down.

"He and his people canme out of Bottger's occupied territory a few days
ago to join with us.” Ben smled. "I w sh Colonel Wajda did have a ful
bri gade, but he did bring a battalion-sized force with him Col one

Waj da and his nen have been waging a guerrilla war against Bottger's
troops for over a year. A very successful canpaign, | mght add. dad to
have you with us, Colonel. Al right, | have queried all the |eaders of
t he resi stance groups and they have agreed to an overall commander. And
that is going to be General Georgi Striganov ..."

"Chief." Corrie stuck her head into the room "Billy Smithson is here."
"Show himin, Corrie."

Al the Americans present knew the man on sight for he had been one of

t he nobst successful and popular TV ministers for years before the G eat
War. Billy Smithson was a man of average hei ght and average built, with
iron gray hair; but there was sonething about him an aura, that conmanded
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respect. His eyes were sharp and intelligent, his bearing erect. He had

di stingui shed hinmself in conmbat during the Vietnam War as a conpany

conmander and was no stranger to bloody conflict or solid |Ieadership.

H s thousands and thousands of devoted followers were testinony to his
ability to gather and keep supporters.

Ben guessed the man to be about his own age.

Ben left the raised platformand wal ked up to Billy, sticking out his
hand. "Is it Mster, Ceneral, or Billy?"

Smithson sniled as he shook Ben's hand. "Just Billy, General Raines."



"Come on, |'ll introduce you all around. But | don't expect you to
renenber all the nanes the first go-around.”

I ntroductions over, Billy walked to the large wall map and stood staring
at it for a noment. "This is the longest front | ever sawin ny life,
Ceneral . My people are designated Third Division?"

"That's right."

"And we will defend the northernnost section.”
"That's correct."

"And we will be facing approxinmately how many eneny troops?"

"Between seventy-five thousand and a hundred thousand."

Billy studied the map, reading the unit nanmes on the many tiny bl ue,

red, and bl ack pin-flags on the west side of the front. Bottger's forces
were marked with yellow flags. "There was really no need to separate ny
division fromyours, General. W are fighting
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a conmon eneny. My people are under orders not to start any trouble with
your people. Anyone who started a fight would be dealt wth npst

severely. The subject of race will not be brought up by any of ny people.

"But it might be by mne," Ben countered. "Even though | have issued
conpar abl e orders. People don't like to be told they are inferior to
ot hers because of the color of their skin."

"Just as long as we know where we stand, Ceneral."
"Ch, | think we both understand that perfectly."
"Quite," Billy said, then turned away fromthe map and took a seat.

Bruno Bottger was furious. He had stonped and cursed around his field
headquarters until he was out of breath. He finally sat down and pointed
a trenbling finger at one of his senior officers. "Billy Snith-son, an
avowed racist, a man who purged his own state of niggers, now shows up
over here, fighting al ongsi de Ben Rai nes, against ne! The nman shoul d be
over here on this side of the line, fighting with ne, not against ne."

"Billy Smithson is not a racist, Ceneral," the officer told Bruno. "He
is a separatist.”

"What the hell is the difference? Semantics, that's all. Nothing nore
than that."
"Yes, sir."

"If the goddamm Jews weren't busy fighting the goddamm Arabs, they'd be
over here with Ben Raines. | suppose | should be thankful for that. What
is the mtter with this Billy Smthson? I'mtrying to purify
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St at enment, not a question.



the races to make this world a better place. | was under the inpression
that's exactly what he wanted. Ben Rai nes prom sed hi mone |ousy, crumy
state. | could give himan entire country!"”

The senior officer kept his nmouth shut for he didn't understand it either

Now sonmewhat cal ned, Bruno stood up and studied a wall map. "A pity. A
real pity. | could have used a man like Billy Smithson in Anerica. Wll
no matter. 1'l1 destroy himjust like I'll destroy Ben Raines."

"We should strike now," the senior officer urged. "Before all the troops
get into place."”

But Bruno was not listening. He was thinking of the latest reports from
his laboratory in Poland. The |latest run had | ooked so prom sing ... but
it had failed the last few tests, breaking down after only a few

m nutes' exposure to air. H's scientists had pronised himbetter results
the next time. They were so cl ose, so close.

He turned to face the senior officer. "Let's see how well Billy
Smithson's nmen fight, Wlhelm Order our troops to push past Aachen and
take the ground between Maastricht and Liege. This should be amnusing.
But let's be sporting about it. Let Smithson's men get into place. After
all, we are gentlenen, are we not?" He |aughed. "And let's use what
remai ns of those detestable street gangs to spearhead. No point in
getting our own good soldiers killed and wounded. Besi des, when
Smithson's men are overrun by the dredges of society, those that remain
will be clanbring to go back hone."
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Ben got Billy on the horn. "Bottger's troops are com ng dead at you,
Billy. They know how we fight; now they're going to test you."

Rebel advi sors had worked furiously around the clock instructing
Smithson's nmen in the use of long-range artillery, but that was not
somet hing that could be taught in a matter of a few days. Smithson's nen
were expert in the use of nortars, but had practically no expertise with
| ong-range artillery or tanks. Ben had been forced to send sone of his
own people in to handle the tanks and artillery. And he had had to be
very careful in picking the crews.

"This is going to be a real pain in the ass before it's all over," he
bi t ched.

Finally, the blacks in the artillery and tanks crews picked a
spokesperson to go see Ben

"Hell, General," the man said, "why not just send the crews in as is?
There is nothing that Smthson's nen can say to us that we haven't heard
ten thousand tinmes before. W'll just ignore it and do our jobs.

Besi des," he added with a grin, "it will give us a great deal of

pl easure to have Smthson's peopl e depending on us for their lives ..
since we are supposed to be so inferior."

Ben returned the smle. "All right, Captain I'll send the crews in as
is. Good |uck."

Bot h Bottger and Smithson were about to | earn something about the
fighting abilities of Rebels ... of all colors.
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Chapter Five

Bottger's men were full of spirit as they left Aachen. Wen they hit the
mai n bridge Ben had left intact at Maastricht, they died in bl oody heaps
and piles before they could get fifty feet across. They were piled up as
hi gh as the pedestrian guard railing before the commander realized he
had nade a terrible blunder

The Rebel advisors with Smithson's nen offered no conments or
suggestions. Ben had told themto observe Smithson's tactics and to keep
their nouths shut unless they were asked to conment. The Rebel s wat ched
wi th approval as Smithson's men quickly shifted their heavy machi ne guns
to different |ocations before the men of the MEF could bring nortar and
tank guns to bear on them

"They're pretty good," a Rebel sergeant observed.

"One of the conpany commanders told nme they've been studying our tactics
for years," his friend replied.

"That explains it."

Bottger threw another attacking force at Smith-son's nmen holding at a
smal |l town just south of Maastricht. Smithson's men not only held, but
chased the MEF off the bridge and put theminto a conplete rout.
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"I think we can go back to our units," one of the advisors said.

Ben was pleased by the field reports. "W can stop worryi ng about
Billy's troops. They're fighters."

Bottger was busy putting together an air force, but he was not getting
very far with it. Technol ogy was again noving forward rapidly, but was
still a long way frombeing what it was just prior to the G eat War- due
in no small part to the Rebels. Certain elenents used to toughen stee
and for the manufacture of high-speed aircraft could now only be found
in certain areas of the country-and they were controlled, for the nost
part, by the Rebels or by countries or states who supported the Rebe
novenent. Vanadi um which used to conme from South Africa, was, due to
the violent clime in that part of the world and the coll apse of South
Africa's industries, no |onger available in any quantities ... but due
to Ben Raines' farsightedness, the Rebels had stockpil ed vanadi um and
titanium The Rebels also controlled nost of the major oil fields in
North America and were friends with many countries south of the border
who had huge oil reserves.

The Rebel s possessed large quantities of raw materials and crude oil
Bott ger had been forced to stockpile for years, and every gallon of fue
was precious. He did have oil fields in those countries he overran, but
t he equi pnent was ol d and constantly breaki ng down and nost of the

wor kers were solidly opposed to Bottger and his MEF. Bottger sonetines
had to take harsh nmeasures to make them work

Bottger often said to his close inner circle that being
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a benevolent dictator was terribly hard work and awfully trying.

After Smithson's men stopped the MEF cold at the bridges, Ben knew that
testing time was nearly at an end. Bottger would soon be throw ng
everything he had at them and Ben felt beyond a doubt that his people
woul d not be as lucky this time around.

At the last minute, the remaining gangs of street punks had dragged
their feet getting to the battle sites, arriving late, arriving just in
time to see the troops of the MEF slaughtered at the bridges.

"They learned their | essons the hard way," Beth said.
"So will Bottger's troops,"” Ben replied. "If they haven't already. Now
it turn$ slow and nean and ugly ... for both sides."

Ri vers separated the Rebels fromthe MEF in many areas, but neadows,
open ground, and forests also |lay between the twd, a deadly no-man's | and.

It would be deadly for the Rebels if they were caught in the open, since
Bottger's snipers were as good as any Rebel sniper. But the open neadows
and dark forests would soon turn into a hideous killing field for
Bottger's nmen, for the Rebels had laid out thousands of m nes of al
varieties.

Bot h sides now waited for the conmand to npve out.

"We're as ready as we'll ever be," lke, second in conmmand of all Rebe
forces, told Ben. "I've been
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up and down the line from Besancon to N jmwegen, Ben. W're standin' tall."

"It's all up to Bottger," Ben replied.
"Any word from President Bl anton?"

"He's holding on. But it doesn't |ook good. | think his governnment is on
the verge of total collapse."

" And?"
"He hasn't asked Cecil for help."

"Then he's a bigger fool than | thought he was,'
was no fan of Homer Bl anton

I ke said bluntly. Ike

Ben didn't want to argue with his old friend, so he said nothing. Ben
did not believe Honmer was a fool, but that he was a man who had
surrounded hinself with liberal nitwits and who had listened to themfor
far too long. Ben was of the opinion that people who voted the straight

liberal ticket fell into one of several categories. One: people who, for
what ever reasons, wanted to |live under a socialistic form of governnent.
Two: people who were basically well-intentioned but could not separate

reality fromdream and. Three: people who in the South were called
yel | ow-dog Denocrats; they would vote for a yellow dog if it ran on the
Denmocratic ticket. Four: people who wanted sonething for nothing; those



types nade up a great portion of the liberal Denocratic Party's
constituents. And five: people who were so arrogant they felt they knew
what was best for everybody and wanted to run everybody else's lives
fromcradle to grave

Several mllion people now resided in the SUSA. If an adult were
heal thy, that adult worked ... or that adult got out. Period. There
were, of course, those who were sick, old, or handi capped who
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required help, and they got it, quickly and with no hesitation on the
part of so-called public servants- which in the old USA had turned into
a profane joke over the years. In the SUSA, planes and trains and buses
ran on time; mail was usually delivered within two days anywhere in the
SUSA. The judicial systemwas swift ... if a crimnal lived | ong enough
to face a judge and jury, that is.

In the SUSA, Ben Raines had brought everything back to the basics, and
it worked. The problemwas, liberals just couldn't figure out how it
wor ked without massive government interference in people's lives. The
Rebel phil osophy was so unpretentious it was baffling to |iberals; they
just could not or, as was probably the case, would not conprehend it.

Li beral s just could not understand and/or accept the fact that al
peopl e, regardl ess of race, creed, or color, for the nost part wll
control their own destinies if given the chance or are forced to take
the risk.

When asked to explain the Rebel philosophy, Ben was fond of saying that

after raking the leaves in one's yard, a considerate person will bag the
| eaves and put them out for pickup; an arrogant, stupid, and
i nconsi derate person will pile themup, set themon fire, and let the

snoke drift into the neighbor's house. The latter wouldn't last long in
t he SUSA.

Then Ben would smile at the confusion on the questioner's face, and wal k
of f.

Bott ger opened up the dance on a warm sunmer norning. Just at dawn, his
artillery began | obbing in shells and his troops started noving up behind
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t he bonbardnent. But Ben had ordered his people out of buildings and dug
into the ground in bunkers heavily fortified with sandbags and ti nbers
scrounged fromall over the countryside. Bottger's artillery could not
reach Ben's biggest guns, the 203mm sel f-propell ed, which had a range,
usi ng conventional amunition, of twenty-five thousand yards. The ML10A2
can hurl a rocket-assisted round alnost thirty-five thousand yards. And
t he Rebel s possessed nearly every large artillery piece that had
formerly been in the hands of the U S. governnent.

When reporters first asked where Ben had gotten all his artillery and
heavy arnor, he replied blithely, "W stole them naturally."

The Rebel s’ towed 155mm could hurl a projectile alnmost twenty-five

t housand yards, and five thousand yards farther using rocket-assisted
rounds. Their 105mm towed could hit a target fromthree niles back and
wi th rocket-assist could extend that range out to about eight niles.



Bott ger soon realized he was out-gunned and no match for the Rebels’
artillery.

When it came to rolling arnmor, Rebel tanks were far superior to anything
Bottger had. Rebel tanks were all equi pped with depl eted-urani um ar nor
plate called DU, which is alnost three tinmes nore dense than steel. And
Rebel tanks bristled with weapons. The Rebels' MBTs carried a nain gun

of either 105mm or 120mm plus a driver-fired M60 and two .50 cali ber
machi ne guns. One of the .50's could be fired when the MBT was buttoned up

Bottger's tanks tangled head on with the Rebel s’
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MBTs only once. After that, they turned tail and ran when they spotted
Rebel tanks heading for them

"I'"d sure hate to have to tangle with these Rebels,” Billy Smthson told
one of his batt conms.

"God forbid we should ever have to" came the reply.

Billy | ooked up as an MBT runbl ed by. The bl ack commander sniled and
gave hima smart salute. Billy returned the snile and the sal ute,
followng the tank with his gaze until it rounded a curve.

"What's the matter, sir?" the batt corn asked, noting the strange | ook
on Billy's face.

"W nade a mistake," Billy admtted. "W should have foll owed Ben
Rai nes' | ead and kept the best and booted out the rest-whites included."

"Some of the boys wouldn't like to hear you say that."

"Some of the boys can go right straight to hell,” Billy replied. "And
probably will."

The batt corn watched hi mwal k away. "No, sir,"
"They are not going to |like those words at all."

he muttered, frowning.

The artillery duel kept up for three days and nights, then the fire
began to fade away from Bottger's side. Not one of Bottger's nen had
succeeded in breachi ng Rebel -held |ines. Rebel P51E s screanmed over
Bottger's lines and reported dozens of burned-out artillery pieces and
tanks. And Bottger's troops were backing up, out of the scope of Ben's
| ong-range artillery, crewed by highly trained
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experts who had honed their deadly skills on battlefields around the world.

"Stalemate,"” Ben said. "He can't go west; we can't go east." Briefly he
considered the only alternative. "Both of us have to push forward."

"This is boring, Chief," Jersey bitched. "Sure isn't like the old days."
CGeneva had not had a round fired at it during the artillery duel

Bottger had troops a few mles outside of the city, but |aunched no
assault. He held the town of Annemasse only a few nmles away, and his



troops al so occupied the town of Nyon, just north and east of the city
on the | ake. But not one shot had been fired at the Rebels occupying
Ceneva, and that puzzl ed Ben.

"I don't think they want to mix it up with us," Cooper said.

Ben cut his eyes to his driver, a germof an idea floating around in his
brain. "Wy, Coop?"

Cooper shrugged his shoul ders. "Because every time they hit us before,
we ki cked butt."

"For a fact, Coop," Beth said. "But |I think it's nmore than that."

"What do you think it is, Beth?" Ben asked, noving to the large wall
map. He studied the division |ocations, waiting for her reply.

"I don't know, Chief. But it's strange. Up and down the line, not one
maj or city attacked."

"So he wants the cities intact," Ben nused. "But why? Sone nobl e thought
on his part? | don't think so." Ben fell silent, deep in thought. He was
flung back in nmenmory to Vi etnam

"Now, why would I think of Vietnhamat this juncture??
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he mused. "It certainly isn't because of the terrain."

He picked up a disturbing report fromM ke Richards. His intelligence
network in Bottger-controlled Europe had been destroyed, with dozens of
deep-cover agents ferreted out and kill ed.

One or two or three would have been acceptable ... but dozens? And even
had some of them broken and tal ked, they woul d have been unable to
finger another agent, for Mke had set it up so one did not know the other
Then what had happened?

Vi et nam

"What about ' Nan?" Ben thought, irritated at that constant that woul d
not |eave his m nd.

Vi et nam

"Damm it!" Ben said al oud.

"What's the matter?" Jersey asked.

"I don't know, Little Bit. But sonething damm sure is."
Vi et nam

There it was again. But why now? He rarely thought of those terrible
days in 'Nam So why now?

He cut his eyes to Cooper, who was spreading sonmething on a thick slice
of fresh-baked bread. "Wat do you have there, Coop?"



"Honey from back Stateside. You want sone?"
Ben shook his head. "Not now. Thanks."

Vi et nam

Honey.

"Now put it together," Ben whispered. "Wat does it nean? Wiy do you
think it neans anyt hi ng?"

Honeyconbed.
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Tunnel s.

He notioned for Jersey to come with him and they stood outside in the
street.

"What's up, Boss?"

"How many Sout hwest Indians in our ranks could you get ahold of, Jersey?
Those that still speak the | anguage?"

"Ch, 'bout a dozen or so, | guess. Apache, Navaho, Pinma. What's the matter?"

"You get on a radio and bunp them in Apache. Tell themto reply only in
their native tongue. Can you understand Navaho and Pi ma?"

"Enough to get by, sure.”

"Tell themto get ready for an attack. Tell themto start noving al

H@ s and CP's out of the city and to stay off the radi os. Send out
runners to the resistance |eaders with instructions for themto do the
same. Do it quickly, but without any panic or haste. W don't want to
tip off Bottger's people."

"Tip them of f?"

"Bottger has either nade sonme sort of unholy alliance with the N ght
Peopl e or he's using their old tunnels. They're under us, Jersey. R ght
beneath our feet. That's why he won't shell the cities. The bastard took
a page fromthe Viet Cong. That's how our intell people were found out.
Every major city is honeyconbed with tunnels. Get to it. Use the radio
in the Hunmer."

"The attack could cone at any mnute, Boss!"

"Any second. Mve!"
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Chapter Six

Ben wal ked back into his CP and whi spered to Corrie. She nodded and
stood up, holding a finger to her lips and notioning for the others to

follow her. They did, with confused | ooks on their faces. Ben had waved
to other Rebels outside and they quickly entered, wal king silently, and



began rigging charges to doors. As the news spread, the Rebels began
wor ki ng very fast booby-trapping the buildings they had occupi ed.

Whet her it be creepies or Bottger's nen in the tunnels under the city,
they were going to be in for a very rude surprise when they cane up out
of their holes.

The Rebel s kept up a constant, neaningl ess chatter as they worked
clearing out of the buildings and rigging booby traps as they went. Then
t hey faded back toward the outskirts of the city.

What civilians there were had al ready been evac'd out of the city.
Wthin an hour, those Rebels who were | eaving, were gone.

The sane scene was being played out up and down the Rebel front, and

those in the tunnels beneath the cities did not have an inkling as to

what was going on. They could hear lots of chatter, but no one
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anong t hem spoke any I ndi an | anguages. They were thoroughly baffl ed.

The troops of the MEF radioed back to Bottger's HQ "Sonething is going on."
"What ?" Bruno asked.

"We don't know' was the reply.

"Idiots!" Bruno said. "If they don't know what is going on, how do they
know anyt hing i s goi ng on?"

But spotters in the nmountains using high-tech equi pnent radioed to
Bottger that sonething was definitely going on in the city.

"Ask them what," Bruno said wearily.
"Lots of activity."

Bef ore Bottger could utter some sarcastic comment, reports began com ng
in fromother spotters around other cities. Something was definitely wong.

The consensus was that the Rebels were about to go on the offensive.

Bruno shook his head. "I don't think so. Raines is a chance-taker, not a
fool ."

"Then ..."

"W wait and see. It may be time for us to take the cities. Yes. It just
m ght be our time."

Ben, much to the disgust but not to the surprise of his batt comrs, had
not left the city for the safety of the countryside. He waited with his
team for whoever was under the city to nake a nove.

Ben ordered the Indian talkers to stand down and the radio operators to
return to English ... and keep the transnmissions mlitary w thout giving
away anything of inportance. Enpty Rebel trucks runbled back and forth,
gi ving the inpression-Ben hoped- that all was nornmal.
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"I think," Bruno said, "they were testing some new code. And if that was
it, they had certainly succeeded. What damm | anguage was t hat ?"

No one knew.

The spotters reported that everything in the cities appeared to be back
to nornal

Bruno paced the floor of his office. He was well aware that the |onger

he waited to use his underground troops, the greater the chances of

their being discovered. After the Rebels' intelligence officers capture
and execution, Raines certainly knew that Bottger had people in place

wi thin his organization and he would be testing those in the know. When
not hi ng was found, he would | ook el sewhere and begin to put things together

"Strike!" Bruno ordered. "Strike now And kill that goddamm Ben Rai nes!"

Hundreds of Bottger's troops came charging up to the surface and went
raci ng toward death's door. The troops were so glad to be finally
getting out of those stinking damm tunnels, they were carel ess. The
first ones rushed into the |lower |evels of buildings, threw open hidden
passageways, hit ankle-high black wires, and were blown into bl oody
chunks of meat and shattered bone. Ohers entered roons where no wire
was stretched and ran up stairs and threw open doors and got blown into
obl i vi on.

Ben and his teamwaited across the street fromhis comand post. Wen
the first explosions trenbled the concrete beneath his boots, he knew
he'd been right.

The troops of the MEF stepped over the bloody remains of their conrades
and rushed onto ground | evel
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"Wait, wait," Ben cautioned his team "Let themhit the sidewal ks."

Bottger's men ran through the | obby of the old building and, neeting no
resi stance, raced outside, breathing deeply of the clean, fresh air.

Those were their | ast breaths.

Ben lifted his old Thonpson and let it roar, the heavy .45 caliber slugs
tearing into flesh and shattering bone. From N jmwegen in the north al
the way down to the sea, some eight-hundred kil oneters away, the Rebels'
surprise was successful

In less than fifteen mnutes, Bottger lost nearly ten-thousand troops.

Before the echo of the first shot fired had faded, P51Es cane scream ng
in right on the deck over Bottger's territory, unleashing a mael strom of
terror and death. The planes dropped napalm fired cannon and rockets,
and were shrieking off into the distance before the troops of the NMEF
coul d react.

Under cover of snoke and fire and artillery and utter confusion on the
part of the eneny, Ben's Rebels surged across the rivers and streanms and
meadows and forests. Caught flatfooted, certainly not expecting that Ben
woul d take the of fensive, Bottger could do nothing except order a



retreat that soon turned into a rout in many areas as mmin battle tanks
spear headed the drive, crushing and destroyi ng anything and anybody t hat
happened to be in their way.

Separatists and racists the nen of Billy Snmithson's division night well
be, but they proved their courage in battle that day as Smithson's
troops | eaped out ahead of the rest of the long line. It was irritating to
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a small percentage of those troops that black tank-conmanders were
| eadi ng the way.

The highly vocal rancor anong sonme of his men was mildly amusing to Billy.

Before Ben halted the push late that day, Ben's stabilization forces had
advanced twenty-five mles into Bottger's clainmed territory, pushing his
troops back, killing, wounding, and capturing hundreds nore.

"Shut it down and dig in hard," Ben ordered with about an hour of
daylight left. "I want reports fromall batt coms right now "

The field reports began coming in fast. Sm thson had pushed off from

Ni j wegen, Ei ndhoven, Maastricht, Liege, and fromjust north of
Luxembourg. Hi s northernnost battalions, along with contingents of the
Free Dutch and Free German forces, were on the road to Hengel o and
Enschede when Ben called for a halt. His central and sout hernnost force
had not nmade as good time and were fairly well lined up with Second

Di vi si on.

Second Division had shoved of f from Luxenmbourg, Metz, Nancy, Epinal, and
Vesoul and had driven inward al nost twenty-five mles.

Ben's command had junped off from Geneva and southward all the way down
to the sea and driven hard toward the east, naking nearly the same distance.

But no one was under any illusions about their successes. Even the nost

i nexperi enced sol dier knew that Bottger would stop, turn around, and
make his stand sooner or later. Just when that would be was the joker in
t he deck.

"That's what all that goddammed ji bber-j abber was about,"” Bruno said,

angry to the core. "Setting up the
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of fensive." He cal mned somewhat, took several deep breaths. "I rnust |earn
not to attenpt to second-guess Ben Rai nes."

Bruno did not linger |ong on how Ben had di scovered his troops in the
tunnels. It was done, over, and there was no point in dwelling on it. He
al so revised his opinion of Billy Smithson's troops, did a one-eighty on
their fighting ability: They were al nbst as good as the Rebels.

Bruno's anger at his troops' retreat faded when he began reading field
reports that evening. Half a division was m ssing, presuned dead,
wounded, or captured. The Rebels' attack had been so unexpected, so
swi ft and hard, Bruno could not sustain his anger toward his troops.

"Nor," he nuttered, staring at a map, "can we nmake a stand here." Unti



reinforcenments arrived, the MEF would have to continue giving up ground
to the Rebels.

"Di stasteful business,"
and went to sl eep.

Bruno muttered, then turned off the field |anp

"We' || continue pushing them" Ben ordered, "but we've got to be careful
not to outdi stance our supply trucks." He tapped the map. "And we' ve got
to start spreading out north." He was talking to hinmself; sonething his
team had | ong grown accustomed to. "W've got a hundred-kil oneter gap
bet ween the North Sea and our troops advancing toward Al nelo. And | ook
at this mass of towns around Dusseldorf. That's where Bottger will turn
and make his stand. Bet on it."
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Ben took a grease pencil and drew a line, running north to south, from
Dussel dorf down to Monaco. "Right there is where he's going to stop us.
From that point on, our advance, if any, is going to be neasured in
feet, not miles."

"You think it's going to be that bad, Boss?" Corrie asked.

"Yes." He tapped the map. "Here, the MEF will be fighting on their own
soil, and they'Il fight to the last drop of blood." He straightened up
and thanked Corrie for the fresh cup of coffee. "W've got to destroy or
at | east damage that underground lab in Poland to buy us some tine. But
| don't know how in the hell to acconplish that."

"Send Em| Hite," Cooper suggested.

Ben smiled. Over the years since Eml had linked up with Ben and the
Rebel s, the little con man and his followers had turned into a fine,
tight fighting unit, if one could just put up with his antics. "He'd go
if 1'd suggest it, Coop."

"Yes, he would, Chief. But | don't know whether |I'd wish Em| on the
Pol i sh people."

"Why don't you go?" Jersey suggested. "And take your nouth with you."

"Only if you go with me, ny lovely little unplucked desert flower,"
Cooper responded, and took off for the door, Jersey right behind him

"I said unplucked, Jersey!" Coop hollered on a dead run
Doct or Chase stepped aside just in time to keep from being tranpl ed.

He stepped into the room and said, "Soneday those two will probably get
married. They're made
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for each other. If she ever gets over her crush on you, Raines.”

Corrie and Beth smiled at that. The entire Rebel Arny knew that Jersey
was in love with Ben Raines. But it was purely platonic and she and Ben

both realized it and intended to keep it that way.

Chase waved off the offer of coffee and sat down. "The press has finally



caught up with us. | thought you would enjoy that bit of news."

"I"'mthrilled." He did not have to add that he hoped the press would
stay the hell away fromhim Wth the exception of a very few nenbers,
the nedia kept a wide berth from Ben, knowi ng that he did not like them
He did not trust nmpbst journalists to report a story fairly without
resorting to a liberal viewpoint, pissing and noani ng and stonpi ng on
hanki es.

Cassie Phillips, Nils Wlson, and Frank Service-all major network
reporters-traveled with Ben's One Batt... and they were the only ones he
would allow to get close to him

"Casualties are amazingly light, Ben," Doctor Chase said.

"They won't be for long, Lamar. In a couple of days, Bruno is going to
turn and nmake his stand.”

Chase smled. "Did your crystal ball tell you that?"

"Something like that. Are your supply trucks pulling up with your MASH
uni ts?"

"My trucks are up even and we've got plenty of whol e blood. Those
captured troops of Bottger's we examined are all healthy as horses.
Bruno Bottger may be a nut and sonmething of a nonster, but his followers
are as fit as the Rebels."

"Then if we run short of blood, take it fromthem"
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"Look, Ben. |[-"

"Take it fromthem" Ben said, his eyes flashing a warning that, as far
as he was concerned, the subject was cl osed.

"If the press learns that we forcibly took bl ood from prisoners,
there'll be hell to pay, Ben."

"Fuck the press. Not one in ten has the sense to understand that we're
over here fighting this war, in part, so they can continue to spew and
print their babble. If they get in nmy way again, 1'Il shoot the |ot of
them and have done with it."

Chase | aughed and stood up. "You are a nmass of contradictions, Raines.
You know t hat ?"

"So |'ve been told. By you. Oten."
Chuckl i ng, Chase left the room

Panti ng, Cooper stuck his head through an open back wi ndow. "I finally

| ost her. Man, she can run!" He started to clinb in, and Jersey grabbed
him by one leg and started pulling himback out. "Ch, shit!" Cooper

holl ered. "Don't let this heathen get me. She's going to ravish ny body!"

"Beat himup if you want to, Jersey," Ben called. "But don't ravish his

body. "



"Fat chance of that!" Jersey hollered, struggling to pull Cooper out of
the wi ndow. But Coop had a death grip on the sill and wasn't about to
turn | oose.

Ben sat down and opened his map case. "It's going to be a long night,"
he nuttered.

"Turn me | oose, Jersey!" Cooper yelled.

Ben smiled. "And a noi sy one, too.
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Chapt er Seven

Bottger raced troops in fromthe East to plug the gap between G oni ngen
and Al el o and Ben did sone fast reshuffling and nmoved troops around to
the west side to neet them Now the |ine was conplete.

Afterwards, deep in thought, Ben stared at map after map. He consi dered
taki ng sone of his Rebels to beef up Smithson. Then he decided to shift
his own peopl e around and take command up North. Then he rejected both
options. Ceorgi had positioned hinmself close enough to see and correct
any tactical errors that Billy m ght conmt, although he sure hadn't
made any thus far-except for being a bit eager-if that could be called a
flaw

Ben | ooked again at the map. Although Cannes and Nice had al ready been
taken once by the Rebels, while the neeting in Geneva had been taking
pl ace, Bottger had noved troops up and the Rebels had backed away.

| ke was down near Marseilles, Dan just north of him Fromthere on
south to north, it was West, Rebet, Danjou, Tina, O Shea, Geenwalt,
Jacki e Mal one, Gonmez, Nick Stafford, JimPeters, and Ben at the far
north of the Rebels' sector. Georgi was in

79

conmand of the resistance groups; and Buddy and his special ops people,
anong them many ex-Air Force conbat controllers, were held in reserve
Ben knew that sooner or later sone dirty job would need to be done and
Buddy' s speci al ops people would be called upon to do it.

Corrie turned in her chair. "Bottger's forces have turned to make their
stand, Boss. Exactly where you said they would."

"Bunp Ceorgi in code and tell himto keep an eye on Billy and his
people. Don't let themscrew up."

"Ri ght."

"Put everyone on high alert. Advise the batt conmms we shove off at dawn.
There is nothing to be gained by a lot of tiptoeing around. Bottger can
see us and we can see him"

"Where are we going, Chief?" Jersey asked.

"Strai ght across just as hard as we can drive. Before we're through, our

lines are going to resenble an el ongated L-shape, the bottom angl e just
as long as the side. If we're successful with this maneuver, Bottger can



only run one way: straight east into Russia."

Cooper was studying a map, being careful to hold it over his face to
hide his grin. "l always wanted to visit Italy. Those Italian wonen wll
never be the same after | get there.”

Jersey made a terrible gaggi ng sound.

Cooper started singing, very badly, "Indian Love Call."

"Ch, CGod!" Jersey said, standing up, holding her M16 like a club
Cooper | owered the map and got ready to take
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flight. "Did you say sonmething, nmy lovely little cactus flower?" And the
chase was on.

"W have enough votes to inpeach," Vice President Hooter said proudly,
| ooki ng around the room

"Wonderful !'" I mmacul ate Crapuns cried, clapping his hands.

"Right on, sister!"™ Rita Rivers bellowed, then junped up and did a
little dance.

Al the rest of those present in the conference room nodded their
approval. I. M Holey could do little nore than nod; he was drunk

"What about the military?" Wley Ferret asked.

"We' || order them di sbanded and use that noney for sonething else. |
need sone roads that go nowhere in ny state," Senator Arnold said. "Sone
nore roads that go nowhere, that is," he added.

"Let's use some of the nobney to hire nore secret police so we can spy
better on our constituency," another |iberal suggested.

"Wonderful ideal" Zipporah Washi ngton yell ed.

"We' || use some of the noney for an ad canpaign,"” Senator Benedict said.
"The slogan will be: Joining The Republican Party Is As Dangerous To

Your Health As Smoking Those A' Terrible Nasty Horrible Cigarettes.”
"Wonderful ideal" Zipporah Washi ngton yell ed.

"I have a better idea," another liberal said. "Let's use sonme of the
noney to outlaw the Republican Party. Once that is done, we can put a
bounty on the head of any Republican left alive."
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"Wonderful ideal" Zipporah Washi ngton yell ed.

"Yes," Senator Arnold said. "After all, everyone with any sense knows
that only liberal Denocrats know what is best for everyone."

"Wonderful idea!" Zi pporah yelled. Z pporah was not wi dely known for her
originality.



I. M Holey grunted, belched, lifted his Ieg and farted, and went back
to sl eep.

"I have a question," Wley Ferret said, |ooking nervously around him
"What happens when we tell the arnmy that we are now in control and they
tell us to go to hell?"

"They woul dn't dare!" Vice President Hooter said. Hooter hated the
mlitary. During a grab-ass party years back, hers was the only ass that
hadn't been grabbed by a military hand. She had been deeply of f ended.

"Go to hell," General Bodison told the vice president. "And get out of
nmy office.”

"How dare you speak to ne in such a manner!" Harriet Hooter hollered. "I
amthe Vice President of the United States."

"Carry your ass," the general told her. "Blanton is President and he's
going to remain in that job until the people vote himout."

"Congress has spoken!" Hooter thundered.

Bodi son waited until the ringing in his ears had subsided and said,
"Leave or | will have you renoved, Ms. Hooter."

"I"1l have your job for this!"

"Qut!"
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Qut si de the new Pentagon, Rita Rivers asked, "Did he ravish your body?"
"No. "

"Next time, send ne. | have a way with nen." Yeah. For ten bucks. Five
on a sl ow ni ght

Corrie woke Ben up. Ben | ooked at his watch: Nearly three o' clock in the
nmorni ng. He had slept as much as he usually did, for Ben required only a
few hours of sleep. He grabbed for his pants. "Wat is it?"

"Hooter and those aligned with her nmade their power play agai nst Bl anton
just a few hours ago," she told Ben. "The mlitary stood tall and backed
the President all the way. But the politically correct gun-grabbers
swear they are the ones in power and are rallying a | ot of people.™

"The police?" Ben asked, pulling on his boots.

"Most of themback the mlitary."

"Consensus?"

"Alot of blood is going to be shed before it's all over."

"Al'l right. Get nme Blanton on the horn."

Ben pulled a nmug of coffee and picked up a doughnut fromthe tray while
Corrie dialed the President. "Homer, | hope you realize that your back



is up against the wall now "

"l do, Ben."

"You ready to play in ny ball park now?
"Do | have a choice?"

"No. "

"Al'l right, Ben. Lay down the rules."
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"I"msending you four or five battalions of Rebels fromthe SUSA-as many
as Cecil can spare. Can you put a nuzzle on Harriet Hooter?"

"I'"d have better luck attenpting to rmuzzle a grizzly."

"Make an effort. Advise the |ady and her followers that you now have the
full backing of the SUSA, the United States nmilitary, and nost of the
police. She'll have to think about that before maki ng any rash noves,
which will give us tinme to get Cecil's Rebels in place. You're running a
shattered, fragmented, and denoralized bunch of states, Homer. And | do
not mean any criticismby that remark. Only that those against you will
have little or no real organization. Tell General Bodison to armthose
citizens who support you and whip theminto shape. You' re going to need
all the help you can get."

Ben could hear the President sigh. "If you say so, Ben. | guess you're
right"

"You didn't think your friends would ever turn against you, right?"
"Are you a mnd reader, too, Ben?"

"No, |I'mjust good at guessing. Honer, before this is over, we both are
going to have friends turn against us. And when the dust and snoke
finally settles, | firmy believe that North Anerica will be the
tenmporary home of anywhere fromfour or five to a dozen or nore separate
nations. | saw that comng back in the late '80's. Sone of those nations
won't last as long as it takes for the ink to dry on their

constitutions; Billy Smthson's all-white state won't last. It won't

| ast any longer than an all-black state or nation, and that's coni ng,
too. There'll be Latins who want their own
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state or nation, and Indians, and so on down the |line. None of themwl|
be permanent. But your nation and ny nation, Homer, they'll last. W've
got a chance to start over here. W can either nake sonething good out
of it or fuck it up. But we can't start by massive give-away prograns
and pitting one race against the other. We've all got to be on equa
footing. If we're not, it won't work. People have got to |learn that
they, and they alone, control their own destinies. And if they screw up
it's nobody's fault but their own. We have to stop allow ng excuses for
crimnal behavior-or you have to, that is. In the SUSA we've already
put a stop to that nonsense. W've got to bring honesty back to
government and law. And that nmeans if | screw up or you sScrew up, we pay
the price. It's hard to acconplish, Honer. And I won't say we've done it



to ny satisfaction in the SUSA, but we're close. | guess that's the end
of the speech, friend."

"Friend," Honer said softly. "I like the sound of that, Ben. Friend. Are
we friends?"

"l think so."

"Then we are. It was a good speech, Ben. A very good one." He took a
deep breath. "Nothing is going to destroy what remains of the United

States, Ben. | won't allowit. If | have to |ock up ny vice president
and that entire pack of kooks she has around her, by God, | wll."
"Hang in there, Honmer. I'Il talk to you later. I've got a war to fight."

"Cood |uck, Ben. And | nean that, friend."
"I know you do. Sane to you, friend. Raines out."

"Well, 1'll be goddammed!" Lamar Chase spoke from behind Ben. "The
worl d' s biggest liberal and
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the world's hardest conservative have made friends. This is one for the
hi story books."

Ben got up fromthe radio and stretched. "Wat the hell are you doing up
at this hour, Lamar?"

"Went to bed too early. | thought you'd be up and prow ing around, so
wal ked over. I'mglad | did. That was a nomentous conversation."

"It may surprise you to |learn that back before the Great War, | had a
nunber of liberal friends, Lamar."

"Not hi ng about you surprises nme, Ben. Not after all the years |I've known
you. "

Ben poured anot her cup of coffee and once nore gl anced at his watch.
"Your people up and noving, Lamar?"

"I imagi ne so."
Ben sat down on the corner of a battered table he'd been using for a deck.

Chase smiled. "Are you about to say sonething terribly dramatic, such as
"This is it, boys'?"

Ben | aughed. "I hope not, Lanar."

"Far Eyes reporting novement up and down the eastern side of the line,"
Corrie called.

"CGet the people up," Ben said. "High alert."
Lamar drained his coffee cup. "I'd better get back to ny boys and

girls." He paused at the door. "It's down to the nitty-gritty now, isn't
it, Ben?"



"Yeah." Ben's reply was soft. "I won't kid you, Lamar. It's going to be
a bad one fromhere on in."

"Just how far is '"in' going to be, Ben?"
Ben shrugged his shoul ders. "W've been attenpting to nake contact with
some Russian resistance groups. But no luck so far. W know t hey exist,

but they're hesitant to answer us. | sure would like to
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have them on our side. Wth their help, we could put Bruno and his
people in a box and nail the lid closed."

"What about this serum he's working on?"

"M ke's people were ferreted out and killed. W don't have anybody | eft
there in any position to |l et us know anything. We're going in blind."

Chase nodded. "Is Blanton going to hang tough and stay in power?"

"I think so. | hope so. Cecil can only do so nuch; and Bl anton woul d
never, under any circunstances, accept any help fromBilly Smithson's
peopl e. "

"Ben, should Hooter and her bunch sonehow nanage to gain power, we could
wal k over them w thout a great deal of trouble.™

"I know. | just want an end to the trouble back hone, but I'mafraid
that's not going to be for a long, long tine."

Chase hesitated. "I'll see you down the line, Ben," he said, then wal ked

out into the darkness.

Ben took a quick shower, then shaved and dressed. He slipped into his
body arnmor and battle harness and picked up his old Thonpson. "Pack it
up, people,” he said. "Let's get this show on the road."
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Chapt er Ei ght

There was no finesse to this battle. As if on cue, the two armes
slugged it out, day after long, |oud, and bl oody day. Billy Smithson's
forces were stopped cold on the outskirts of Dussel dorf and Koln. As Ben
had predicted, this was honeland for the MEF and anyone who tried to
take it was going to pay in blood.

Ben began shifting artillery batteries north and flew up to Smithson's
sector. "Start throwing in HE and willie peter," he ordered the
beefed-up artillery batteries. "Around the clock. W'll burn themout."

It had not taken Smithson long to realize that once the fighting ceased
and he and his people returned to America, the one person in the world
he did not want to tangle with was Ben Raines. Wile the artillery
roared, raining death and fire down on the cluster of cities, Billy, his
seni or advisors, and Ben Raines withdrew for |unch and conversation

"Your people are doing a damm good job," Ben told Billy.



"And when this is over?" Billy asked.

"You go back to your all-white state.”

"And you don't approve of that, do you, Ben?"

"Not really. Running away froma problemis not going to solve it."
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"Perhaps not. But if we're free of Negroes, then it is no | onger our
problem is it?"

Ben grimaced. Billy was an intelligent man, highly educated and good at
debati ng, while Ben was on shaky ground and knew it. He had personally
chased people of all races out of the SUSA-alt hough not because of their
color-and he knew that Billy woul d pounce on that given the slightest
opportunity.

"Billy," he said, choosing his words carefully, "if you will recall back
a few years, when the world was nmore or less intact, | got in hot water
nore than once when appearing on various tal k shows pronoting one book
or the other."

Billy chuckl ed and so did nost of his nen. A few did not. They disliked
Ben and nade little attenpt to hide it. "Mst of us couldn't quite
det ermi ne whi ch side you were on."

"Unli ke nmost |iberals-of any color-1 know there is sone

di fference-al beit slight-between a separatist and a racist. If a person
bought a section of land, fenced it in, built a honme, and was qualified
to teach his or her own children and could thus be left alone, | saw no
harmin the situation. And | also felt a great deal of synpathy for

t hose peopl e who had worked for years to afford a good hone in a nice,
saf e nei ghbor hood and one day | ooked up and saw strangers with
lowinterest |oans and ot her governnent-sponsored financial help nmoving
in and fucking up the neighborhood. It was all done under a federa
mandate, and it was wong. It was well-intentioned; but nevertheless, it
was wrong. Many individuals were sinply not ready for the nove-on both
sides of the Iine. No government
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can or should pass laws in an attenpt to force ne to Iike you or you to
like ne. It just won't work. Never has and never will." Ben | ooked at
Billy and snmiled. "And those types of people cross all color lines, Billy."

Billy returned the snile ... faintly.

One of Billy's senior advisors stood up and threw his fork onto the
table. "I just flat don't like you, Raines." He cut his eyes as Jersey
clicked her M16 off safety. "Relax, little lady. | ain't gonna hurt
your precious general."

"I know that," Jersey said. "And don't call me 'little lady,' you
| ard- assed tub of guts."

"Easy, Junior," Billy said. "Sit down and tell General Raines why you
don't like him" He | ooked at Ben. "If you're interested in hearing it,
that is."



Ben shrugged. He had al ready pegged Junior as a die-hard racist who
woul d never change; he would go to his grave unreasonably hating anyone
not of his own col or.

"I just don't like niggers or nigger-Ilovers,"”
never will."

Juni or said. "Never have

"That's your right," Ben said, pushing his plate away and taki ng out
t obacco sack and papers.

Juni or stared at him astonished. "My right?" he asked finally.

"Sure." Ben rolled his cigarette and lit up

Juni or sat back down. "I suppose you're goin' to tell me that you' re not
goin' to invade us when all this nmess is over and we get back hone."

"Not me, Junior. | gave you ny word. And as long as Blanton is in power,
neither will he-provided any person of color can pass through your state
wi t hout
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harm or harassment. The old U S. of A is going to get stronger. They'l
probably never be as strong as the SUSA, but they'll grow and prosper
And they won't trade with your state, Junior. That is their right. And
t he SUSA doesn't have to trade with you. We're totally self-sufficient.
You people mght |last, probably will last for a few years. But not mnuch
| onger than that. \Were are you going to buy fuel? And all the things
that you can't grow or produce? You' ve isolated yourselves in alittle
worl d of hate and intol erance. Think about it. How are you going to get
your raw materials out to sell? You can pass our borders; | would all ow
that. But you nust renmenber that the President of the SUSA is a bl ack
man. He nmight not be as charitable as | am |owa, Kansas, Nebraska,
I[Ilinois ... why, they're a part of the USA. You can't go through those
st at es.

"No, Junior. You're surrounded. You have your all-white state-but damed
if I can figure out how you're going to survive now that you have it."

For the first tine in a long time, Vice President Harriet Hooter and

t hose who followed her found thensel ves powerless to do much of

anyt hi ng. President Blanton had virtually suspended the Constitution and
pl aced the nation under martial law Cecil Jefferys, President of the
SUSA, had sent troops to back Bl anton, and things were | ooking rather
grimfor the Iiberal wing of the Denpbcratic Party.

And, horror of horrors, Blanton was actually arm ng the people.

"Ch, icky-poo!" Immcul ate Crapuns said, stanping
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his foot. "How could he do such a terrible thing?"

Rita Rivers was | ess charitable. "Goddammed honky son of a bitch!" she
cussed the President.

To protest his actions, the First Lady had noved out of their bedroom



and cut Honmer off cold. But as President of the United States, Homer
could get just about anything he wanted. Discreetly. Vich he
i medi ately set about doi ng.

Ben and his teamentered the snoking rubble of Dusseldorf with Billy and
his people. The Germans- those over twenty or so years of age-greeted
themwi th wild enthusiasm

"We destroyed their city and their homes,"” Billy said. "And still they
cheer us."

"The adults,” Ben said. "Not the younger ones. They're still solidly in
Bottger's pocket. Look at the hate in their eyes.”

"' Sort of remnds nme of the ook in the eyes of some of nmy nen." Billy
spoke the words softly.

"Don't get too chummy with me, Billy," Ben warned him "They're going to
turn on you. And sone of ny people will rmutiny, too. Not that it nakes
much di fference how friendly we get, | suppose. It's already in the

wor ks-on both sides."

Billy gave hima sharp | ook. "Some of your troops are planning to betray
you?"

"Yes. Wth sone of your people."
"Fact or guesswork?"

"Fact."

"How many of your people?"
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"Eight to ten percent of them"™
"And mi ne?"

"Thirty to forty percent."

"Dam!" Billy swore, sonething he rarely did. "Because of our coning
over here?"

"That's a small part of it. According to the information |'m getting,
the betrayal in your ranks started even before you began purging

M ssouri of people of color. Those who are plotting agai nst you want to
spread out, to enconpass nore territory. About half of those thirty or
forty percent support Bottger."

"We'll talk at length later, Ben. | just noticed that we're being foll owed.
Ben grinned. "Junior's bunch. W picked up on themthe day | arrived.

Don't worry. They're being foll owed by my people. Onh, that new bunch who
just came over to join your battalion?"

"Yes. What about then?"

"They're Rebels. Al of themraised in Mssouri. | thought you'd like
some peopl e around you that you could one hundred percent depend on."



Billy chuckled. "We're going to end up on the sane side yet, you know that ?"
"I"'mcounting on it, Billy."

Billy had a frown on his face and a puzzled I ook in his eyes as he
wat ched Ben stroll away, a security blanket surrounding him Then he
smled. "The man never misses a trick," he nuttered.

He did not notice when a man wearing sergeant's stripes and Rebel BDUs
fell in beside Ben.

"M ke," Ben said, eyeballing the collar pins. "Have you been denoted?"
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"I blend in better this way," Mke said. "W've got to talk, Ben. Big
troubl e brew ng."

"I"ll see you at ny quarters in about an hour, all right?"

"I'"ll be there. And get ready to pull out in a hurry-we've got traitors
all around us. Mire than even | first thought."

At his quarters, an enpty house on the outskirts of town, Ben told Lt.
Bonelli to prepare to evacuate when he gave the signal

"My people are all loyal, General," Bonelli said. "I'd bet my life onit."

"That's exactly what we're both betting," Ben told him

When M ke showed up, he had a worried | ook on his face. He spoke openly
in front of Jersey, Beth, Corrie, and Cooper. "About Half of Billy's
boys are turning on him There will be a sneak attack on his CP tonight;
it'll be blamed on Bottger. The attack will coincide with an attack
here. They're going to try to kill both of you ..."

Ben opened his nmouth to speak, and M ke waved himsilent with a slash of
hi s hand.

"There will be an attenpt on Blanton's life and an attack on the
northern and eastern borders of the SUSA within hours after the attacks
over here. It's been in the planning stages for weeks-the attacks on

Bl ant on and on our borders probably nmuch | onger than that."

"Billy doesn't have that many nmen left Stateside to pull it off," Ben said.

"They've recruited all those people who have been gathering at our
borders. O all colors. They'll be
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used as cannon fodder. And then disposed of. Any that are left, that is.

Lt. Bonelli wal ked in. "Something weird going on outside, Ceneral
Smithson's nmen are throwing up a circle around his CP. They're doing it
slowy and quietly, but we could still pick up onit."

M ke quickly briefed the man while Corrie was busy on the horn, alerting
all the Rebels attached to this contingent of Smithson's troops what was



goi ng down. She was using burst transm ssions in code, so there was no
way any of Billy's turncoats coul d understand the nmessages.

When she had finished, Ben said, "Corrie, get hold of Ike and have him
bunp Cecil. Tell Cecil to warn Blanton, personally. He's going to have
to figure out howto do that. W don't know whomto trust in this, so
everybody is suspect. Goddamit!" Ben lost his tenper for a nonment. He
t ook several deep breaths and forced hinmself to cal mdown. He turned to
M ke. "How many of our people are involved in this treachery?"

M ke hesitated. "About twelve to fifteen percent, Ben. There were three
attached to your personal conpany. Davis, Peterson, and Bosman. They
have been neutralized," he added w t hout change of tone or expression

"Wn't that alert Smthson's nen?"

"No. The vehicle they were riding in was involved in an ... accident The
three were injured and airlifted back to our own lines. Mre or |less,"
he added drily.

Ben didn't pursue that. Davis, Peterson, and Bosman woul d never be seen
agai n.

95

Ben was thinking fast. "We're due to be resupplied this afternoon. The
airport is clear. Instead of supplies, have those transports filled with
Buddy and his special ops people. Get them noving right now, Corrie. And
when you're finished with that, get me Smithson on the horn."

She nodded and went to work. A few minutes |later, she handed Ben the

m ke. "Billy, those percentages we spoke of about an hour ago ... you
recal | thenP"

Billy picked up on it imediately. "Yes, | do, Ben. Wat about then®"
"Well, the ante's been upped quite a bit. | suppose you could say we're
literally surrounded by facts and we're going to have to find a way to
wade through them"

"I ... see. Wll, | don't Iike paperwork any better than you do, Ben. |
always try to elimnate as much of it as possible. Sonetinmes it's
unfortunate, but unavoidable."

"Ch, | agree with you. But with many of these papers, it's difficult to
tell which are inportant and which are not. So |I'm sendi ng you sone

experts to help you sort through the naze."

"I certainly appreciate that, Ben. Modre than | can say. Wen m ght |
expect then"

"Morentarily, Billy. They are really quite good and, if you don't nind
I woul d suggest you follow their |ead."

"I will do that, Ben. Wthout question."
"I"lIl talk to you later, Billy."

"Right. Good luck on your sorting through the maze, Ben. Billy out."



"I like that nan, Ben," M ke sai d.
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"So do I, Mke. He just lost his reason for a tinme. He blaned an entire
race of people when it was the systemat fault. | think he knows that."

He turned to Corrie. "VWhat is Buddy's ETA?"
"1500. "

"Everybody in body armor and high alert. If Junior and his bunch get
antsy, it's going to get downright nasty around here."

"In a hurry," Beth added.
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Chapter N ne

Hormer Blanton sat in his office and waited until the hot anger within
hi m had cool ed sonmewhat. He did not want to believe anything Ceci
Jefferys had told him But he knew Ben Raines would not alert himif he
didn't have concrete proof of the betrayal

But even Ben did not know exactly who in his adm nistration was behi nd
all the treachery or a part of it. But Homer thought he did-after sone
careful thinking. He picked up the phone and asked the chief of the
Wiite House detail of the Secret Service to come into his office. Then
Homer Bl anton, the npbst anti-gun President the nation had ever el ected,
opened a side drawer of his desk and took out a Colt D anmondback .38. He
kept it in his right hand, out of sight of the Secret Service man. He
waved the man to a seat using his left hand. Then he turned on a small
radi o and cranked up the volune. He | eaned close to the nman and began
talking in | ow tones.

Homer laid it all out to the Secret Service chief, watching his facial
expression closely. The man was either the greatest actor ever born or
he was hearing of this for the first tine.

The man's eyes w dened when Homer lifted his
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right hand, showing himthe .38. He had not been aware the President
even owned a gun.

"Jeff," Blanton said, "we've got to trust each other. But if you've
turned on me, you will be the first one | plug. And that's a prom se."

Jeff struggled to keep a straight face. "Plug, sir?"

"It sounded good at the tine."

Then both men | aughed and the tension and di strust was broken.
"This office is not bugged, sir. | swept it only a few hours ago."
"My phones?"

"The red one is secure. |'msure of that."



"Good. That's where the call from Cecil Jefferys came in. How about the
phones in your office?"

"One of themis secure. | know that for a fact."

"Use it and get in touch with General Bodison. Bring himup to date.
|'ve got to trust Bodi son. You two plan what we're going to do."

"You can trust him sir. And I know a nunber of others you can trust.
"Il start gathering the troops."

"Discreetly, Jeff. Very discreetly. | want those involved in this
betrayal to show their hands."

"Yes, sir."

"Jeff?"

"Sir?"

"Cet nmy wife clear of Charleston.”
"Ri ght away, sir."

"Jeff?"

"Sir?"

"Hit her on the head if you have to. Just get her clear."

Jeff sml ed.
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"You don't have to | ook so happy," Honmer said with a small grin.

"No, sir. O course not.'
wi t hout | aughi ng.

Jeff managed to get out of the oval office

Bl ant on punched a button on his intercom "Is ny vice president here yet?"
"She's in the building, sir. On her way up."

"Are the others with her?"

"Yes, sir.

"Send themright in.

"Yes, sir.

Homer checked the loads in the .38 and clicked the wheel closed.
Suddenly he felt better than he had in years. Everything was sharp and
clear in his mnd. Ben's words cane back to him

We've all got to be on equal footing. If we're not, it won't work. W
control our own destinies. If | screwup or if you screw up, we pay the
price. W're no better than anybody el se.



Hormer | ooked at the pistol in his hand. What gave himthe right to own a
gun when nost others could not? What gave himthe right to have

around-t he-cl ock protection by highly armed guards and the entire
mlitary conpl ex when ninety-nine percent of Americans (those living
outside of the SUSA, that is) lived in fear of their Iives? What made
himso special that if his |life were threatened-even by | ong-distance
phone calls or by letter or E-mail- the person making the threat could

be arrested inmedi ately and then sent to prison for years, when the
average citizen had no such protection or anything even renotely like it?

"I amno better than anyone else," Honer mnuttered.
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"If I can be protected by dozens of armed guards, everybody el se should
have that same right, or the equivalent thereof." He sniled. "Now
understand, Ben. It's taken me a year, but | finally got it through ny
thick skull."

"Vice President Hooter to see you, sir," his secretary said.

"Send her in."

"Now you see here, Homer," Harriet Hooter hollered before she even got
t hrough the door. "What you' ve done is unconscionable. Wo the hell do
you think you are? \Wat gives you the right to ..."

Qutside the office, Blanton's secretary screaned. The door was sl anmed
open and Harriet was knocked out of the way and onto the floor by two
Secret Service nen, both of themcarrying pistols. They fired

si mul taneously, their slugs taking the President in the chest. Honer
Blanton fell out of his chair and lay on the floor in a puddle of his
own bl ood.

"Cecil says he spoke personally with Blanton," Corrie said, "but he
can't reach himnow Sonething has gone wong."

M ke ran into the room out of breath. "Charleston reports that
anbul ances have been sunmoned to the Wiite House follow ng a volley of
shots within the residence."

"Shit!" Ben cussed. "It's started. Any word on who got hurt or Kkilled?"

M ke shook his head. "No. But | could take a guess and be right on the
nmoney. "
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"Buddy and battalion have | anded and cone under heavy fire from
Smithson's contingent at the airport!" Corrie called.

"W're next,"
runni ng room "

Ben sai d, picking up his Thonmpson. "And we're out of

Corrie had slipped the headphones on to | essen the noise and confusion
in the room "Smithson's surrounded by troops loyal to himand they're
hol di ng, " she called. "Qur people are with himand say it |ooks pretty
good. W're fairly evenly matched all the way around. |If Buddy and his
spec ops can bust out of the airport, we'll put* the turncoats on the run."



"Here they come!" Cooper yelled. Coop had nanaged to wrangle a SAWa
5.56 squad aut omatic weapon-al ong with hal f-a-dozen boxes, each

contai ning 200 rounds in a belt-and was positioning hinmself at a w ndow.
"They' ve busted through our weak side!"

"Sl ow them up, Coop," Ben said, moving to a wi ndow just as Coop started
rocking and rolling and screans of pain cane fromthe side yard. Ben

| evel ed the old Thonpson and held the trigger back. The fat slugs tore
into flesh and shattered bone, and the line of Smithson's turncoats went
down like pins in a bowing alley. Ben fought the rise of the weapon
until the clip was enpty, then ejected the clip and fitted a druminto
the belly of the weapon and knelt down.

Bet h was kneeling behind a Big Thunper, the Mark 19-3 40mm automatic
grenade | auncher, and she had turned the other side of the yard into a
sl aught erhouse as the Bi g Thumper spat out anti-personnel grenades
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at about 40 grenades per minute. The anti-personnel m ni-bonbs had a
killing range of about seventeen feet, and Beth was filling the air with
shrapnel, shredding flesh fromshattered bone. The bodi es were stacking
up in her perimeter and those troops who unwi sely attacked her side of
the CP were rapidly having a change of heart.

More than hal f-a-dozen Rebel MBTs came cl anki ng and runbling up, nachine
guns hanmering. The tank commanders used no finesse in this fight. They

just began circling the small battlefield and running over the turncoat

troops, crushing themunder the treads of the sixty-ton tanks.

It was anything but a pleasant sight, and the sounds were even | ess
appeal i ng.

The attack against Ben's CP was over. Ben had a cut on one cheek; Cooper
had taken a burn on the left arm and M ke had a splinter enbedded in
his right forearm Oher than that, no one anong the Rebels had been
hurt. The MBTs had assumed a defensive circle around the buil ding.

"Cet me a report fromthe airport,”
gunsnoke that filled the room

Ben call ed, coughing in the thick

"Say again, say again." Corrie was speaking into her nike. She |istened,
then turned to Ben. "Buddy's peopl e broke through and put the turncoats
on the run. Billy's troops at his CP held. The attack appears to be
over." She grimaced as her headset filled with frantic calls. "All
battalions, all battalions. This is Big Chick. Everything OK at the
Eagle's Nest. W had a little trouble. It's over. Eagle to Shark, Eagle
to Shark." She turned and nodded at Ben. "lke on the horn."
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Ben took the mke. "lke, try to find out what's happening Stateside. W
have reports that Blanton's been shot or killed. Looks like a revolution
is starting over there. Gve ne a bunp as soon as you know sonet hi ng."
Ben turned to his team "Let's go find Billy."

Ni nety percent of the Secret Service was loyal to Blanton. Jeff ran up

the hall with two of his nen and shot the turncoat agents dead in the
door way.



"Rebel s are ringing the grounds with troops and tanks!" a Secret Service
agent shout ed.

"But what goddamm side are they on?" another agent yell ed.
"If they're not with us, we're fucked!" Jeff called.
Jeff knelt down beside Blanton. "He's alivel Get an anbul ance.™”

"I amin command,"” Harriet Hooter said. "Renpve the Rebels fromthe
grounds. | mrediately!"

"Fuck you," Jeff told the Vice President.

"Now?" Rita asked.

"What did you say to nme?" Harriet roared at the Secret Service agent.
"You couldn't command a gang bang," Jeff told her. "You're a joke.
You' ve al ways been a joke-a very profane joke. Now get the hell out of

my way and stay out of my way."

While Harriet sputtered and stuttered in shock, Jeff told an agent, "Get
Ceneral Bodi son over here. He's in charge.”

"The fucking mlitary in charge!™ Harriet hollered.
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"We're all dooned!" I|nmacul ate Crapuns shrieked

"Done for," Senator Benedict droned.

"The nation is through,” Senator Arnold said.

"We'|| be in the hands of fascists!™ I. M Holey said

Bl ant on opened his eyes and groaned. "Jeff," he whispered.

"Yes, sir?"

"If another one of those nitwits opens his mouth... shoot him™"

Jeff grinned at the President. "Yes, sir. Wth great pleasure."

"Did you get ny wife clear?"

"Yes, sir. She's safe. And | didn't have to hit her."

"Cood. On both counts. How bad off am|1?"

"You took two good ones, sir. One high up in the shoul der and the other
one in the side. But the bleeding is not excessive. | think you' re going
to be all right."

"You sure couldn't prove it by ne. Any word from General Rai nes?"

"Not hing, sir."



Anot her agent knelt beside the President. "Sir, CGeneral Bodison is on
the way. He'll be here in a few mnutes. The grounds are secure."

"What about me?" Harriet squall ed.

"Take a hi ke," Blanton told her

"You want nme to shoot her?" Jeff asked.

Harri et squeal ed and hit the door, followed quickly by her supporters.
The roomfilled with nmedical personnel and Rebels, and Bl anton was
lifted onto a stretcher and wheel ed out. CGeneral Bodi son entered and

| ooked at the Rebel conmander. "You on our side, son?"
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"Al'l the way, sir.

"Good boy." Bodison | ooked at the desk in the Oval Ofice. He shook his
head. "I do not want this goddamm job."

"I'I'l take it!" Harriet shouted fromthe hall
"On second thought..." Bodison nuttered, and wal ked toward the desk

"The United States of Anerica is under martial law," Corrie told Ben and
Billy. "General Bodison is now sitting in the Oval Ofice."

Billy Smithson had suffered a mi nor armwound during the brief
rebel I i on. Rebel nmnedics had patched himup and given himtwo aspirin for
pai n.

"The fools should have known they couldn't pull this off,"” Billy said.
"Here or back hone."

"How many Rebels were involved in this, Mke?" Ben asked.

"Reports are still comng in. But it |ooks |ike each battalion had
bet ween seventy-five and a hundred turncoats. Sone nore, sone |less.”

"Say two thousand all told."

"That's a good ball park figure."

"About thirty-eight percent of your people turned on you, Billy," MKke said.
"About seventy-five hundred nen," Billy said, his face tight w th anger.
"May CGod have mercy on their treacherous souls-for | don't intend to ..

if I ever find them"

"Ch, we'll run into them again," Buddy Raines said, appearing in the
door way.

"What do you nean, son?" Ben asked, | ooking his
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son over. Buddy's face was streaked with dirt, but he did not appear to
be hurt.



"Those who survived went eastward. | assume they joined with Bottger
One of the few prisoners we took told nme he thought Bruno Bottger to be
a very great man."

"I believe we discussed that very possibility, Ben," Billy said.

"Yes. W sure did." Ben sighed and sat down. "I felt there would be a
few Rebels who would align with Bottger ... but my God, not this many.
How many seni or people went with him M ke?"

"None. And we can be thankful for that."

Ben stood up. "Let's start reorgani zing and get ready for another push.
W canme over here to do a job. Let's get back to it. Corrie, order al

Rebel s being held in reserve to get to the front ASAP. | want ful
reports fromall batt conms, reports fromCecil, and reports on the
situation in Charleston. | want to be on top of things before they

happen. Let's go, people.”

Billy watched Ben as he strode out of the building, his teamw th him
He cut his eyes to Buddy Raines. "Does anything ever shake himup?"

Buddy smiled. "I've seen himshook up over a woman every now and then
but not for very long."

"The right one hasn't come al ong yet, hey?"

"Yes," Buddy said with a sigh. "She came along. They met shortly after
the Great War, when conditions were chaotic. | really don't know all the
details. But years later, ny father buried her in the northwest part of
the United States. Her name was Jerre. From
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what | understand, theirs was a relationship that was dooned fromthe
start But they did | ove each other in a strange way. He never talks
about Jerre and he probably never will."

"This was your nother, son?"

"Ch, no. Good God, no. My nother was a perverted, crazed, evil woman.
She hated Ben Raines. Her one goal in life was to destroy him Then when
| left her, she had two goals: To destroy both of us."

"\What happened to her?"

"Her hate did her in ... with alittle help fromlke." He picked up his
weapon and slung it over his shoulder. "What do you want done with the
prisoners we took from your contingent?"

Billy's eyes went suddenly bl eak and col d.

"You and ny father do share a few things in comon," Buddy said, then
wal ked out the door.
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Chapter Ten



The attack on the borders of the SUSA al nost fizzled before it started.
When the takeover in Charleston failed, Smthson's nmen in charge of
gathering the rabble along the border ran for their lives. The nob nmade
a few halfhearted attenpts to cross the borders, but after being thrown
back several tinmes in bloody charges, they gave up and returned to their
former vocations of bitching and whi ni ng and paradi ng up and down in
various | ocations throughout the nation

Vice President Harriet Hooter resigned in a huff and took a dozen or so
men and wonen with her. She started a new political party, calling it
Ameri cans Selected to Serve Honorably and Onward for the Libera
Endeavor. When it was pointed out to her that the nanme made absol utely
no sense and the acronymwas ASSHOLE, Harriet answered, "Only a very
sexi st, inconsiderate, unfeeling, politically incorrect person would
make anyt hing vul gar of it."

ASSHOLE started a registration drive and i mmedi ately began attracting
hordes of people to its ranks. Their first convention, held a week after
Hormer Bl anton was shot and General Bodi son took over the running of the
government, was sonet hing that had not
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been seen since Barnum and Bail ey put together their first sideshow.

Peopl e showed up wavi ng McGovern-for-President and

McCart hy-for-President banners; and outside, people held placards that
read: WHERE ARE YOU RONALD REAGAN NOW THAT WE NEED YOU? and GEORGE BUSH
PLEASE COVE BACK

Inside, Harriet Hooter took the rostrum and i mediately |aunched into a
wi | d, screami ng, armwaving tirade agai nst General Ben Raines and the
Rebel s; President Cecil Jefferys of the SUSA;, President Homer Bl anton
Ceneral Bodi son, Acting President of the United States; the Republican
Party; the National Rifle Association; Charlton Heston; the Arny, Navy,
Air Force, Marine Corps, and Coast Cuard; all the cops everywhere, and
anyone who didn't agree with everything Harriet said, while Rita Rivers
wor ked the crowds and tried to pick up a few bucks turning tricks under
t he bl eachers. She only had one taker, however, and he turned out to be
a man who had gotten into the wong line out front and was wearing a
Ceral d Ford-for-President button. But for twenty bucks and fifteen
mnutes, Rita could put political differences aside.

The convention broke up after putting forth these resolutions: One, the
only way to solve Anerica's problens was to inmedi ately raise taxes.

Two, cut the work week to twenty hours and set up nmedical facilities and
build new wel fare offices to acconmobdate all the uneducated, illiterate,
unenpl oyabl e new peopl e who woul d arrive once the borders and coastlines
wer e opened up. Three, take away their machetes as soon as they

| and-carrying a brick to bash
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someone's head in was all right, but machetes were a no-no.

Since they couldn't agree on a fourth resolution, the convention was
adjourned until the followi ng week, when they would neet again to

di scuss passing a resolution jailing anyone who was found with a
terrible ol' handgun in their home or vehicle. W just have to put an
end to violence, you know?



"ASSHOLE?" Ben said after reading the article in a Stateside newspaper
Hundr eds of newspapers were flown over with the supplies every day from
the States.

"The nane fits that pack of nitwits," Cooper said.
Presi dent Bl anton was recovering nicely fromthe assassination attenpt
and was expected to be back at work in a few weeks.

"l bet that was a shock to the V.P. when Bl anton ki cked her out of
power," Beth said.

"She'll be back," Jersey remarked, reading the same newspaper. "This new
party she started is attracting followers like flies to shit."

"What a feninine phrase," Cooper said with a grinace.

Jersey flipped himthe bird.

"But nicely put," Ben said.

For reasons known only to the oftentimes fickle gods of war, the battle
lines had not nmoved an inch either way in three weeks. There had been
only a few shots fired fromeither side. Ben was taking the time to
realign his troops, and Bottger was using the respite to rush
reinforcenments and supplies to the front.
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Since the Rebels were now firmy established in Bottger's clained
territory, hundreds of French, Swiss, Gernman, and ltalian men and wonen
had enlisted in the Free Forces of those countries fighting with the
Rebels. But still the Rebels and the Free Forces were badly outnunbered
as they waited for the assault to begin anew

Billy Smithson had softened his attitude toward the black race, but not
enough to open the borders of his newy clained state. Not yet.

The Rebel troops rested up and down the long front, witing letters,
readi ng, resupplying for the next push against Bottger's MeF

Finally, after nonths of trying, Ben began getting some word out of

Russi a-the country was in total chaos. Norway, Finland, and Sweden were
not much better, but the newly forned governnments had their hands ful
attenpting to bring some order and stability back to those countries and
could offer only limted help to Ben and his troops.

The Bal kan nati ons had expl oded in war several years before the Geat
War that nearly destroyed the world, and they were still at war. Ethnic
cleansing, it was called.

"Peacekeepers is what soldiers like us used to be called,” Ben said to
his team |aying his newspaper aside. "They were brave men wearing bl ue
berets and got the shit shot out of them™

"Why didn't they shoot back?" Cooper asked.

"Most of the tine they were under orders not to. That's why | nade it
perfectly clear to the Secretary General of the United Nations that we



wer e nost
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definitely not peacekeepers. Corrie, what is Bottger up to?"

"\What ever he's doing, he's keeping off the air," she replied. "But we do
know for sure that those turncoat Rebels and Smithson's nen did join
with him They were formed into one oversized battalion and positioned
facing Billy's people.™

"Interesting nmove on Bottger's part,"” Ben nuttered. "Corrie, alert al
battalions we junp off tonmorrow norning at dawn. Let's get this show on
the road. Get the HunVee ready, Coop."

An artillery barrage is a dead gi veaway that an assault is on the way,
so Ben stood his artillery down and began sending in teanms of scouts and
spec op people as soon as it was dark. Rebel radio operators kept up
normal chatter, and the troops did not vary the day-to-day routines that
Bottger's troops had grown accustonmed to over the quiet weeks.

Ben was up an hour earlier than his usual tinme; but this norning, so was
every Rebel troop up and down the line. There was no chatter and no
nmoverrent unless it was absolutely necessary. Everything that m ght
rattle or tinkle had either been stowed or taped. At three o' clock, the
Rebel s began nmoving out. At four o'clock, spec ops people silently cut
the throats of Bottger's nen guarding the tunnel at St. Bernard's Pass
and Ben, leading his battalion, began noving into Italy.

"Al'l you lovely and lonely Italian wonen, here |I come," Cooper whispered.

"As soon as they see you, they'll run the other way,'
"Now shut up."

Jersey told him

Fortunately, the lights were out in the tunnel and
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there was no traffic as the Rebels stealthily wal ked the dark |ength.
Capturing and holding the tunnel and the bridge just beyond it was

i nperative-and it was chancy, for the Rebels would have no tank support

for several hours. The lines were so close together that as soon as the
tanks roared into life, Bottger's men would know somet hing was in the works.

Ben's One Batt and the spec ops people with himhad to hold the pass
with only light weapons and nortars until the tanks and support troops
could link up with them Every Rebel in Ben's One Batt was carrying
extra anmunition and nortar rounds. The fact that it was pouring down a
cold rain was both good and bad. It hel ped hide the sounds of the
Rebel s’ advance, but it also reduced visibility and the planes that were
to have struck at dawn were now counted out because of fog and ni st-
they wouldn't be able to see the targets and m ght drop payl oads on
advanci ng Rebels ... providing the troops got out of the tunnel at all

Ben sent the spec ops people ahead when the main force was only a
hundred feet fromthe eastern entrance. And it was a good thing he did,
for the spec ops teamstill had about fifty feet to go when one of the
guards suddenly sensed sonething and whirled around, lifting his weapon.
The spec ops team cut himdown, along with the three other guards who
were out in the open.



"Let's go!" Ben yelled. "Go. Go. Go!" He took off running for the nouth
of the tunnel. As he usually did when wei ght and ammunition was a
factor, Ben
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was carrying an M16, fitted with a bloop tube for firing 40mm grenades.

Ben reached the nouth of the tunnel and bellied down, waving Rebels on.
"Both sides of the pass!" he shouted "Stretch out and get behind cover.
And wat ch your footing in this rain. Those rocks are slicker than ow
shit. Corrie! Get those tanks rolling."

Rebel s were attacking at fifty different | ocations up and down the
front, but this attack on the pass was different for this was a vita
i nk and Bruno woul d have troops standing cl ose by.

"Cet those ATs out as quickly as possible,” Ben called.

The anti-tank mnes were rushed up and laid out as fast as the Rebels
coul d work.

"And take it easy armng them" Ben added, know ng that the Rebels, when
setting the single or double safeties on the tiner (depending on the
type of mine), sonetinmes cut it very short. "If we can cripple the |ead
tanks, they'll block the road and give us even nore time," Ben said to
no one in particular.

"And we're going to need sone time," Corrie called. "MEF tanks are on
the way in a hurry. 1'mlocked on to their frequency."

"Qur MBT's are one hour away at top speed,"” Beth said.

"The roads are shit," Cooper spoke around a wad of gum "Make it ninety
m nutes max for them"

"For once | agree with you," Jersey said.
"Thank you, ny lovely little desert sandstorm" Cooper said, edging
around so Ben was between hi mand Jersey.

"Dragons in place,” Corrie said.
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"Tell those gunners | want the |ead two tanks to pass their positions,"”
Ben told her. "Wen they set off the ATs, fire; then knock out any
between the hits. Got it?"

Corrie radioed the orders, know ng why Ben was doing this. If he could
have six burning tanks bl ocking the two-1ane road, they had a chance of
hol ding until help arrived.

"We've got to get across the St. Bernard Bridge and hold it fromthe
ot her end and keep Bottger's nmen fromblowing it," Ben said. "W've got
to keep that bridge intact."

But he had no way of knowi ng whether or not the tw sting bridge was
wired to bl ow



The rainy night suddenly booned as anti-tank rockets were fired and were
right on target. The darkness was briefly illum nated as tanks rolled

onto ATs and set themoff. Two nore expl osions were heard, and Ben was

up and running out of the tunnel toward the bridge, yelling for his

people to foll ow himJersey, Beth, Corrie, and Cooper keeping pace with him

"Goddamit, General!" Lt. Bonelli hollered. "WII you wait for the rest
of us? CGoddamit!"

Ben shouted, "Cone on, people. Come on. Let's take this bridge and do it
now " He di sappeared into the rain-swept darkness.

Rebel s surged forward out of the tunnel, followi ng Ben into the unknown.

Far ahead of him Ben could see dozens of headlights pocking the rain
and darkness, the drivers pushing their trucks as fast as they dared in
the rain; the trucks were carrying troops fromBottger's MEF
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"Who's got the M 60?" Ben yell ed.

"Right here, sir!"

"Set it up and take out that first truck. Aimjust above the headlights."

The M 60 roared and rattled, and the |l ead truck suddenly slewed to one
side as the 7.62 mmrounds shredded the wi ndshield and took out the
driver and anyone else in the cab. The truck tipped over and the sounds
of grinding netal against concrete was loud in the night; sparks flew
for a few seconds. When the sparking and grindi ng ceased, the bridge was
ef fectively bl ocked-at |east for a short time anyway. Ben was running
toward the lights, his Rebels right behind him

They ran past the first of the burning tanks and the sickeningly sweet
snel | of seared human flesh coming frominside the hollow steel hulls.
Not that far away, Ben could see other figures running toward them

"Here!" he panted to the M60 crew. "Take them down."

Cooper was carrying his SAWand he added his own .223 nelody to the 7.62
mm song of the M60. The first row of enemny soldiers crunpled and went
down. Anot her truck began wobbling fromside to side, banging agai nst

t he heavy, steel-reinforced concrete barriers on each side of the

bri dge, and then toppled over onto its side, sliding to a halt.

Ben led the first wave of the Rebels into battle, going mano a nmono with
the | ead troops of Bottger's MNEF.

Bottger's troops had met many an eneny before this stormy, rainy night,
but they had never faced the
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savage fury of the Rebels in hand-to-hand conbat. It was no contest and
it didn't take the MEF long to realize that.

When t he nagazi nes in Rebel weapons enptied, they either took the
weapons away fromthe MEF and used themor started swi nging their own



weapons |i ke heavy clubs, snmashing heads and splitting skulls. Sone
Rebel s pull ed out |ong-bl aded knives and went to work, cutting and
sl ashing. The bl ood nixed with the rain on the [ ong bridge.

"Verruckt leute!" nore than one MEF troop yelled. Crazy peopl e!

Twel ve hundred yelling, scream ng, shouting, and cursing Rebels now
crowded onto the bridge, literally forcing the MEF troops into retreat.
It was eyeball-to-eyeball fighting in the cold rain. The MEF had never
seen anything like it, and they soon di scovered they had no stonach for
it. The MEF turned and began running eastward, trying to get away from
t he shrieking mass of crazy people on the bridge.

The Rebel s gave chase and, for the first few m nutes of the cold wet
fight, offered no chance for surrender. Bottger would receive field
reports fromsone of the survivors stating that Rebels bodily picked up
MEF troops and hurled them over the side of the bridge. thers stated
that the Rebels behaved like lunatics and fought |ike savages.

And it was not just at this one point where the Rebels showed the MEF
what they were nmade of. Al along the hundreds-of-mles-long front, the
Rebel s and the resistance forces slamed into Bottger's troops and put
theminto a rout, fighting with a seemingly wild fury and a cold

dedi cati on the eneny had
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never before encountered and sinply could not w thstand.

At the pass, Rebel tanks arrived and shoved the rui ned eneny tanks and
trucks over the side and runbl ed across the bridge.

"Take a break," Ben finally ordered when his people were several miles
deep into Italy and on the outskirts of a small town. "Let's find out
where everybody else is north and south of us. Check the bridge for
expl osives. This day is ours."
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Chapt er El even

Just as dawn was splitting the skies, the rain ceased, the fog lifted,
and the sun began breaking through, lighting the bl oody norning. The
mayor of the small town of Courmay rode out to meet with Ben. He was so
happy to see the troops of the Wrld Stabilization Forces, tears were
runni ng down his face. Ben thought for a nonent the mayor was going to
kiss him

Bonel | i stepped up and transl ated for Ben. "The MEF stopped runni ng when
they reached Aosta, the capital of this valley. It's called Valle

d' Aosta. He says that Bottger's troops were badly naul ed."

"You guys kicked the shit out of them Joe," a boy of about ten said in
Engl i sh.

Doct or Chase wal ked over and | ooked at the boy.

"What the hell are you doing up here?" Ben denanded of the chief of
nmedi ci ne.



"Ch, shut up, Raines," the doctor said, inspecting the boy. "He's in
pretty good shape. 1'll start setting up for nass inocul ation of the
children."

"The mayor says his people have prepared a feast for us," Bonelli said.

"Can we trust hinP" Ben asked.
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"Ch, yeah, you betcha, General Raines,’
with us."”

the boy said. "Everything' s coo

Ben | aughed at the boy. "Wat's your nanme?"
"Mario."

"Al'l right, Mario. You go with Doctor Chase here and do what he tells
you to do, O K ?"

"O K, Ceneral. I"'mhip."

Mari o wal ked off with Chase. Bonelli listened to the mayor for a nonent,
then said, "The boy's family was killed by the MEF two years ago. They
were all resistance fighters. He has no one and lives hand to nouth. The
mayor said the boy is a savage. He's been known to slip into MEF canps
at night and cut throats while the soldiers slept.”

"Sounds |ike our kind of people,"”
take himw th us."

Ben said. "If he wants to go, we'l
The press, in the formof Cassie, Nils, and Frank, had pulled up and
were |istening, taking notes.

"I know just the famly back hone for him" Bonelli said.

"If he wants to go," Ben cautioned. "Tell the mayor we'll be in his
village | ater on today. Have scouts recon the town and make sure it

isn'"t atrap. Corrie, let's get set up and start receiving field reports.™

Bonel li said, "The mayor wants to know what happens to those people who
col | aborated with the eneny?"

"It's his town," Ben replied. "Do what he thinks has to be done.™
Bonel li translated, and the mayor's eyes turned hard. "It will be done,"

he said in French, for this was nostly a French-speaking part of the
country.

Ben did not need a translation for that.
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As Ben worked through the norning, he could clearly hear the sounds of
gunshots coming fromthe small village down the valley. Those who had
gotten in bed with the troops of the MEF-sonetines literally-were paying
a heavy price for it. Ben did not interfere with the executions. He was
here to stabilize the country and help set up a workabl e governnment. The
citizens knew how best to deal with traitors.



The Rebels of One Batt rested and dried out wet clothing under the
warnth of the sun. Supply trucks cane through, and everybody got two
pairs of fresh, clean, and dry socks. Take care of your feet, and your
feet will take care of you.

Ben studied the | atest conmuni qués: Denmark had acted, and their troops
had thrown up a barrier along their border with Bottger's New
Federation, cutting off any escape in that direction. But Norway and
Sweden had their hands full. Both countries had troops al ong the Finnish
border, for outlaws from Russian prisons had escaped just after the

out break of the Great War and now controlled nuch of that country,

threatening to spill over into Sweden and then into Norway. Their
nunbers had swelled as nore and nore outlaws poured into the country,
either killing or driving out nost of the decent fol ks and enslaving, or

attenpting to enslave, the rest. There were a numnber of Finnish
resi stance groups scattered around the country, but they were vastly
out nunbered by the outl aws.

"If we don't get any response out of Russia, | know where we'll probably
go next," Ben mnuttered.
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"I can hardly wait," Corrie said. "I have this picture of Cooper on

skis. What a sight."
"Ch, boy," Cooper said. "Geat big blonde Scandi navi an babes!"
Jersey groaned.

And Bet h, who al nost never entered into the banter, | ooked up from her
paperwork and said, "You nmean you' ve finally outgrown magic fingers, Coop."

Coop left the roomwi th as much dignity as he could nuster, doing his
best to ignore the | aughter.

Bruno Bottger was silent in thought. He had just received word that al
t he people he had sent into Russia to organize groups had been
found-hanging fromtree linbs just inside the Polish border wth

Bel arus. Notes found pinned to their coats left no roomfor doubt about
the feelings of the people there toward Bottger's policies and tactics.

He had no place left to run now that his northern borders had been
seal ed tight by those damabl e Danes. Ch, well, he thought with a sigh
who wants to go to that dismal country anyway?

And Bruno, vain though he was, knew at last for a fact that his MEF
woul d never defeat the Rebels. He smiled sadly. It wasn't the end of the
world. Just the end of him But his dream woul d never die. He reached
into a desk drawer and took out a Luger, the same pistol that his
grandfat her had carried while serving the greatest |eader the world had
ever known: Adolf Hitler. Bruno Bottger lifted the nmuzzle to his tenple.
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Ben | ooked at Corrie, speechless for a nmonent. "Wyuld you repeat that,
Corrie?!"

"I said Bruno Bottger is dead. He killed hinself at his castle in
Eastern Gernmany about an hour ago. Sonme of his generals want to discuss



surrender terns."

"One defeat and he kills hinmsel f?" Ben questioned. "No way. | don't
believe it. Sone of his general s?"

"Right. Alot of the MEF refuse to surrender.”

"It's atrick, Corrie. Bruno Bottger is not the suicide type. They m ght
have a body, but it isn't Bruno."

"I said that, Boss. Their reply was to come to the funeral if you
doubted it." She held up a hand. "Just a minute." She listened and then
said, "Troops of the MEF are surrendering by the hundreds up and down
the line. It's over, Boss. It's really over."

"Cet me whoever is in conmand of the MEF, Corrie.”

A monent |ater, she handed himthe nmike. "General Max Heinrich, Boss."
"Ceneral Heinrich, this is Ben Raines."

"Ah, General Raines! Yes, it is true. Bruno Bottger put a gun to his
head and killed hinself only hours ago. | have assuned command of the
arnmed forces and have ordered an i nmedi ate surrender of all our troops.
| beg you to treat the men in a humane manner."

"They will be treated well, General Heinrich."

"Thank you, sir. Now, as to the funeral, | can but assune that you woul d
want to personally view the body and that you think this is sonme sort of
trick. |
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assure you, it is no trick. However, nane the airport and I wll have
the body flown to that airport for view ng and/or autopsy, if you w sh."

"Ceneva. "

"Very well. When?"

Ben waited on the tarmac for the plane to land. | ke and Georgi had flown
in, as had Ceneral Matthies, commander of the German Resistance, a nman
who had known Bruno personally for years.

"An autopsy woul d prove nothing, Ben," Doctor Chase had said. "W don't
have prints of Bottger; we don't have dental records or nedical records.
W have nothing to conmpare DNA "

"I will know if the body in the casket is Bottger," Matthies said. "I've
known him for years. He has a birthmark on his right forearm just bel ow
the el bow, inside. No way they could fake that."

"Fam | y?" Ben asked.

"He was an only child," Matthies replied.

"This whole thing stinks," Billy Sm thson said.

"I agree," Ben responded. "But if the body in the casket is that of



Bruno Bottger and his nen continue to surrender, then it's over for the
nost part-except for a lot of nop up."

| ke shook his head. "Something is fishy about this. It just doesn't fee
right."

"I am of the sane opinion," CGeorgi said.

Ben said nothing. But like the others, he felt sonething was wong. The
men of the MEF, fromthe top general down to the | owest rated enlisted
man, were all fanatics. For themto just abruptly quit and | ay
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down their arms, even with Bottger gone, didn't make any sense.

"There's the plane." Ike broke into Ben's thoughts.

They wat ched the tw n-engine plane land and then taxi up and cut its
engi nes. The doors opened, and a man stepped down the | adder

"Ceneral Max Heinrich," Matthies said. "I've known himfor years."
Hei nrich marched up to the group of men and saluted smartly. CGenera
Matt hi es spat on the tarmac and refused to return the salute or to shake

the man's hand.

Heinrich smled. "W must bury old aninobsities, now, CGeneral Matthies.
The conflict is over."

Matt hi es grunted. "The body?"
"I will have it renoved to a hangar. Which one?"
Ben poi nted, and Heinrich barked an order.

I nside the hangar, Heinrich said, "W did nothing to the body except
wash it. The, ah, odor, mght be strong."

"He couldn't stink any worse in death than he did in life," Mtthies said.
"No respect for the dead, old friend?" Heinrich asked.

"Not for this son of a bitch. And I am not your friend."

Heinrich smiled and ordered the lid to be opened. The snell was bad, but
not intolerable. Ben | ooked hard at the body. What was |left of the face
certainly | ooked like Bruno Bottger. Matthies stepped forward and shoved
up the shirt sleeve, exposing a small birthmark on the man's arm He

st epped back.

126

"That is Bruno Bottger," Matthies said. "There is no doubt of it. The
vul ture is dead."

"Well, I'"lIl just be goddamed!" I|ke said.

"So will he." Matthies pointed to the body. "I hope."
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Chapter Twel ve

Ceneral Heinrich signed surrender papers for the men and wonmen under his
conmmand and then took the body of Bruno Bottger and returned to Germany
for the funeral

Ben tol d Vanderhoot of the Free Dutch, Rene Seaux of the FRF, Cenera
Roche of Bel gium GCeneral Plaisance of Luxenbourg and General de
Saussure of the Swiss Freedom Fighters they could return home and start
hel ping to set up governnents; their part in the fight was over

except to watch the Rebels' backs.

"According to CGeneral Heinrich, we're still facing between fifty

t housand and seventy-five thousand of Bottger's troops who refused to
surrender. They're scattered over the northern part of Italy, and al
over Pol and, Germany, Austria, Hungary, and Czechosl ovakia. This war is
a long way from bei ng over."

"How about Russi a?" West asked, sitting beside Ben's daughter, Tina.

"We can't establish firmcontact with anyone there," Ben said. "Al

we're getting is bits and pieces, and that is junbled and garbl ed. The
same with Slovenia, Croatia, Bosnia and Herzegovi na, Al bania, Mcedonia,
Yugosl avi a, Bul garia, Romania, Ml dova,
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t he Ukrai ne, Bel arus, Lithuania, Latvia, and Estonia. W don't know what
the hell is going on in those countries. But we will. Eventually."

"Then we're pushing on east?" Rebet asked.

"Al'l the way until we're told to stop."

"How are things back hone?" Jacki e Mal one, commander of 12 Batt asked.
"President Blanton is back at work for a few hours each day. He's going
to be all right. General Bodison is back as Chairnman of the Joint
Chiefs." H s eyes found Col onel Lee Flanders. "He's sendi ng another ful
battalion over to beef up your people, Lee, and he asked me to tell you
t hat you have been pronoted to general rank. Congratul ations. He's
sendi ng me your stars, and I'Il pin themon you as soon as | receive
them Then you get a salute and you owe ne a dollar."

Everyone in the room appl auded as an enbarrassed Lee Fl anders stood up

Ben picked up a pointer and nmoved to a large wall map behind him

"Ceneral Randazzo, your forces will take the northern half of Italy.
Ceneral Flanders' nen will be working with you. The rest of us will
stretch out fromHanmburg in the north down to the Italian border and
start working east. This is the way we'll do it ..."

The Rebels would stretch out fromthe border of Denmark all the way

t hrough Austria down to the Italian border. Ben's One Batt would be the
furthest north, then the battalions would be in nunerical order all the
way down to the Italian border, with
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Buddy's 8 Batt held in reserve for the dirty jobs and Billy's nen
positioned just north of the Italian border. Due to the reshuffling of
troops and the reorgani zation after the attenpted coup agai nst Ben and
Billy, Nick Stafford's battalion had been designated 18 Batt. He would
be just north of Billy's troops. General Matthies' nmen would be driving
t hrough the center of their honeland, and Col onel Wajda and his Polish
fighters would be just south of the Gernman Resi stance Forces.

Just before all the Batt conms returned to their units, Ben called one
| ast neeting of his own people. "Bruno may or may not be dead. If he is
alive, | don't know how he pulled it off. But something is definitely
wrong. Bruno had thousands of troops under his conmand, and hundreds
surrendered. The arithmetic just doesn't add up."

"But, dad," Tina said, "General Matthies positively I.D."d him"

"I know he did. But ny gut hunch is still that something is wong.

M ke's got his people working on it, but so far they've turned up
not hi ng. The troops of the Dutch, French, Belgians, Luxenbourgs, and
Swi ss report that all is quiet behind us. They're doing a census as |
speak and being very careful about it. W' re clear behind us. Bottger's
hard-line followers are cut off in three directions. They've got only
one way to go, and that way is east."” Ben smiled. "It just so happens
that's the way we're heading. So let's head east, people.”

When the batt comms had shaken hands with each other and fil ed out
heading for their sectors, M ke
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Ri chards wal ked in through the back door and up to Ben
"So what do you have for me, M ke?"

"As the saying goes, we're a day late and a dollar short, Ben. Bruno's
men had dozens of ships ready to sail out of WI hel nshaven, Brenerhaven,
Cuxhaven-all along the coast. They sailed about a week or ten days ago.
Desti nati on unknown. "

"Shit!"

"There's nore. For about two years now, Bruno has been shipping out nen
and equi pnment. Thousands of tons of equiprment. Tanks, how tzers, trucks,
field rations, small arms, anmunition. Everything he'd need to start a
war ... sonewhere."

"Wher e?"
"I can't get a fix on that. I've run up against a stone wall. People saw
t he ships being | oaded and sail, then return weeks later to repeat the

process. Over and over for the past two years. Then, about a week or ten
days ago, a nass day- and-ni ght | oadi ng and exodus."

"Somebody knows sonet hing, Mke."

"Ch, yes. And ny people will find them It's just a matter of tine,
that's all."

"What kind of resistance are we facing east, M ke?"



"Punks, warlords, the same kind of street crap we hit in France." He
held up a hand. "But with one difference: Bottger's nmen arned themto
the teeth.”

"Sure they did," Ben said drily. "To buy themtinme. To hold us up for as
| ong as possible. Those ships will not be returning to any German port."

"Nope. They sure won't. That's ny feeling, too. Bottger's nen have
sailed for a new hone."
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"M ke, get in touch with General Bodison. See if the satellites have
pi cked up anything on their passes over the North Sea ... or anywhere
else for that matter."

"WIl do." The chief of intelligence turned and was gone.

Ben might see the man in two or three hours; he m ght not see himfor
two or three weeks or longer. Wth M ke Richards, you just never knew.

Ben returned to his desk and spread out a map of the world. "Now where
in the hell did they go?" he nuttered. "And who the hell is running the
show now that Bruno is dead?" He shook his head. "God only knows," he
finally concluded and folded the map, returning it to its case.

Ben sat down and thought about it for a time. Bruno's factory in Pol and
was reported to have been shut down and bl own up. So that operation had
been noved to another |ocation. Had the scientists and their equi prment
sail ed on the ships? Probably. But where'?

Ben didn't have a cl ue.

Not vyet.

But sooner or later, those men and wonen of the MEF woul d show their hand.
Did that dammabl e serum or vaccine or whatever the hell it was that
Bruno's scientists were working on really exist? If so, how cl ose were

they to perfecting it?

Ben suddenly sat up in the chair. "OF course," he nmuttered. "What better
place to test it." Now he felt sure he knew where the MEF had gone.

He quickly re-opened his map case and took out
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a world map. He began tracing a route and adding up the mles. If they
had been gone for ten days ..

"They could have made it by now," he murmured. And those scientists
could well have been sent out weeks ago. "Corrie!" he called. "Find M ke
and get hi m back here, pronto."

"Ri ght, Boss."

M ke had not yet left the area and was tracked down. He sniled when he
saw t he maps on Ben's desk. "Think you're got it all figured out, huh?"



"You knew, M ke. You knew. "

M ke shook his head. "Wong. | didn't know | suspected. But | don't
have one shred of proof to back it up." He sat down and stared at Ben
across the desk. "Ben, don't you see what Bruno's done? Can't you see it?"

Ben stared at the man for a monent. "lI'mnot follow ng you, MKke. But
what | know, what | feel in my gut, is that the MEF is setting up in
Africal"

"Sure they are. That's the only | ogical place. But Bruno knows, or
rather, knew, that the majority of the world doesn't give a damm what
happens over there. And even if the people did care-which they don't,
and that's firm Ben, firmno nation has rebuilt itself enough to send
any significant nunber of troops to do any good. So that |eaves ..
whom Ben?"

"The United States and the SUSA, Us. The Rebels."

"That's right | don't think Bruno ever planned on staying here in
Europe. | think: one, he realized very quickly he couldn't defeat us;

or, two, he knew all along where he was going and was just throwi ng up a
hol di ng action here to allow his people tine
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to get the hell gone. Bruno knew the people of Europe would never stand
for a Htler clone. Not for long. And he was betting that when Anerica
did get involved in reestablishing a world order, they'd send people
here first. To Europe, then to South America. Australia. Africa would be
low on the priority list. China will take care of itself. So will

Sout heast Asia. And don't you think for one instant that Son Mon didn't
know that. He's a tricky bastard, that one. He's | ocked you into a dea
that you can't get out of."

Ben slowy nodded his head in the affirmative. "All right, Mke, I"'lI
buy that. But give nme all of it. Share your hypothesis."

"Bruno tested the waters, so to speak, nonths ago. Maybe years ago. W
know he's got people in America reporting to him O he had, that is. If
he's dead."

That got M ke a sharp look. "You don't think he's dead?" Ben seized on
that i mediately.

"No. Just like you, I do not think he's dead. | don't know how he pulled
it off, but I believe he did. Anyway, he's betting that when the tine
cones, you'll call for volunteers to go to Africa, know ng that your
African blacks don't really trust whites. Wth good reason. The best

bl ack troops you and Bodi son have will step forward, so will hundreds,
per haps t housands of educated and qualified blacks in Arerica. And once
they land in Africa, they will never be heard fromagain."

Ben fell silent. Mke got up and poured a cup of coffee, then sat back
down and waited. Ben signed. "The bastard outfoxed me, didn't he?"
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"He outfoxed the whole world, Ben. If what | just laid out has any truth



toit."

"By now, the radical white Africans will have been | ong organized wth
the MEF."
"That's right."

"And Bottger knows, or knew, or hoped that Billy Snmithson's nen woul d
take no part in any invasion of Africa.”

M ke shrugged. "I personally don't think Billy Smithson will take any
part in it. Ben, you were in Africa while working for the Conpany. You
know how big that country is. You could put the United States in the

southern half of it. It would take a mllion plus nmen to successfully

[ aunch an invasion against it. Were are they going to come fron? It
will take Europe a full decade to just start on the road to recovery.
It'Il take America at least that long. O longer. You and |, Ben, we'll

be in the grave before the world reaches a point of stabilization and
productivity anywhere close to where it was before the Great War."

"The bottomline, M ke?"

"You're not going to like it."

"Probably not."

"The only sensible thing to do with Africais to wite it off."
"Something tells me that is not your opinion alone."

"That's right, Ben. It isn't mne alone."

"Qur satellites have never stopped working, have they, M ke?"
"No, Ben. They haven't."

"This is nore than just guesswork on your part, isn't it, Mke?"
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M ke frowned. "Not really, Ben. I"'mnot as unfeeling as you think | am
The intelligence comunities-and |I'mtal king about those of the free
world, and we are pitifully small at this juncture-sinply and truthfully
does not know what is going on in Africa. W know that the Jews | aunched
mssile strikes at selected Arab targets when the G eat War erupted.
They sei zed valuable oil fields. W know they've enlarged their
territory quite a bit, but we believe that not all of it was done

wi t hout some Arab countries' approval and cooperation. Fromthe southern
border of Turkey all the way down to Yenen-hell, we don't know what's
going on in there. W do know that Iran is in total, utter chaos. The
Jews kicked the shit of Iraqg and Iran with mssiles and air strikes.
Casual ties on both sides had to have been terribly high. Russia is a

bl ank. W have no idea what's going on in that country. But you are
under United Nations orders to find out, aren't you?"

"Yes "
"Your agreenment was to stabilize Europe, right?"

"That's right."



"And was Africa even nentioned?"
"No. "

"Don't think for an instant Bottger didn't know that. And the islands,
fromthe Bahamas all the way down to Grenada, they weren't nentioned
either, were they?"

"Not to speak of, no.

"The powers that be, Ben, have decided to wite off those countries
whose citizens can't pull themselves up by their own bootstraps. W' ve
propped up too many countries too many tinmes, Ben. The world's
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i ndustrialized nations have gone in too nany times on too many so-called
humani tarian missions only to see those countries fall right back into
chaos and savagery and barbarism They' ve been witten off, Ben. | can't
prove that, but I'll bet you it's true."

"The drug that Bottger had his peopl e working on?"

"Hell, Ben, I'lIl bet you a year's pay there is no drug. There never was.
Ch, they were working on something. But not what we were led to believe.
VWhat ever they were working on, it didn't materialize. My guess would be
some sort of synthetic fuel. Wio the hell knows? Wo the hell cares? Not
the world, Ben. Not the world."

M ke pushed back his chair and wal ked out.

Ben remai ned behind his desk. His team had heard every word of the
exchange and renmained silent. Mke was right: Ben was | ocked into an
agreement with the U N He had affixed his signature to the docunent,
and so had Cecil Jefferys and Homer Bl anton and Son Myon. They had al
been neatly sandbagged. All but one, and he suspected that was Son Mon

Ben | ooked at the world's map and took his pen and drew a big X over the
continent of Africa.

There was not hing el se he could do.

He threw the pen on the desk

"Shit!" Ben said.
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Chapter Thirteen

Ben and his One Batt had driven up to WI hel nshaven, then over to
Brener haven, then up to Cuxhaven. In three days, they had not fired a

single round nor had they drawn any fire.

Jersey stifled a yawn. "Boring," she said. "Were are all these punks
and hotshot street gangs that were supposed to be around?"

"Brenen and Hanburg," Beth said. "Georgi's got Brenen; we've got
Hamburg. Popul ati on before the Great War, alnmpst two million. It's



Germany' s second largest city."

"The intell we have says that as soon as Bruno's nen pulled out, the
punks cane right back in," Ben said "And the creepies."

"I wonder what ever happened to Tony G een and Tuba Sal anmi and La Banba
and Ri chardo," Cooper nused.

"They have teamed up with sone character who calls hinself Boogi e Wogie
Bagwanmb, " Corrie said.

Ben was trying to roll a cigarette and spilled all the tobacco down his
shirt at that. "Boogi e Wogi e Bagwanb?"

"That's what | heard."
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"I thought Tuba and Tony and La Banba and all that bunch of crap were
dead," Jersey said

"So did I," Corrie said. "But they've surfaced now that Bruno is dead
and nost of his men gone. They're in Hanburg, linked up with sone gangs
there."”

"We'|| deal with them" Ben said, rolling another cigarette.

The troops of the MEF had been in such a big hurry to get the hell gone,
they had not destroyed any of the port facilities. As the Rebels passed
t hrough the towns, the people cheered them and waved both American and
German fl ags.

Just as Bottger had said, he had not abused any of the German peopl e,
and their econony was good, and growi ng. The peopl e | ooked healthy.

"But now we are happy," one mddle-aged man told Ben in a small town
bet ween Cuxhaven and Hanburg on route 73. "A hog is fat and healthy, but
|'ve never heard one |augh."

As the col um approached Hanburg, after turning onto E22, they began to
see signs that the punks were ranging out. Homes were deserted, and
fresh graves were in evidence. Stores had been recently |ooted, and even
graves had been dug up and the bodi es searched for val uabl es.

The bodies were lying on the ground, many of them stripped naked and in
t he nost grotesque of positions.

Ben halted the columm at each desecrated grave site, and Rebels reburied
t he bodi es.

"Hopefully, we're putting them back under the correct headstone," Ben said.
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A roadbl ock stopped the Rebels just outside the city limts of Hanburg.
Scouts had radi oed back that the men were friendly, citizens of the

city. When Ben pulled up and got out, several mnmen wearing white arnbands

st epped from behind the barricade and wal ked toward him

"Ceneral Raines?" one inquired.



"That's me." He noted that the nen were all carrying shotguns and knew
then why the punks had been able to take over much of the city. The
punks were arned and the citizens were not. Same old story: Disarmthe

| aw abi ding; and in any type of energency or civil disorder, the |aw ess
will take over.

"It is enbarrassing to have to ask for your help, General," the
spokesman said. "But ..." He shrugged his shoul ders.

"I know," Ben told him "I know only too well. You don't have to explain
the situation to ne. The sane thing happened in Anerica. W'll clean up
your city. Are the punks and street crap holding civilian hostages?"

"A few, yes, sir.

"We don't make deals with punks. Some of those hostages are going to get
hurt and sone are going to be killed."

"Yes."

"Under st and sonet hing el se. Wen we disarmthe street crap, we'll give
their guns to you people. Don't ever let yourselves be disarned again."

"It will not happen again, General."

Ben nodded his head but curbed his tongue. He knew only too well that
unless citizens were willing to stand their ground and perhaps kill any
aut hority
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figure who attenpted to disarmthem it would happen again. Unl ess they
were careful whomthey put into positions of power in governnment, it
woul d happen agai n.

"Ni ght Peopl e?" Ben asked.

The man | ooked enbarrassed and then said, "They are here. They are
everywhere. Bruno Bottger thought he killed or drove themall out. But
he did not."

"And in the short tine since the MEF pulled out, the N ght People have
aligned with the punks?"

"Yes, sir. Unfortunately, that is quite true."
"Here we go again," Jersey nuttered

Ben heard the under-the-breath comment and allowed a small snmile to
crease his lips. He could well understand the disgust in Jersey's words;
every Rebel thought the sane way: If you have | awl ess and Ni ght Peopl e,
why in the hell didn't you just dispose of then? Wiy in the hell does it
al ways have to fall on us to do the dirty work?

Ben | ooked around and spotted what appeared to be an abandoned hone.
"Il make nmy CP there. Check it out."

He swung his gaze back to the civilian. "As soon as |'mset up, we'll
tal k. Get your conmunity | eaders and nmeet nme over there in one hour. |



want a briefing."
"Yes, sir. As you w sh, General."

Ben wal ked away. Jersey, keeping pace with him said, "Qur One Batt is
going to clear out a city of this size, Boss? How?"

"Those truck-1 oads of weapons we took fromthe surrenderi ng MEF people,”
Cooper sai d.
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"That's good, Coop," Ben said. "Very good. That's right. W are going to
armthe citizens and they are going to bear nost, or at |east much, of
the brunt of the fighting. Their reaction to that should be interesting."

"What ?" a wonan bl urted when Ben told the gathering of civic | eaders
what their part was going to be.

It was a warm quite pleasant, sumrer's day and the neeting was being
held in the side yard.

"It's your city," Ben told her. "I"'mhere with one battalion of troops.
You can't expect us to neutralize a city of this size-unless you want us
to destroy it. We can do it that way, if that's what you want."

The sane scene was being played out down the battl efront.

Sone of the nen in the small crowd smiled; nost thought Ben Rai nes' plan
was only fair. A few were openly indignant.

"W are not warriors, sir," a man spoke up

"You will be in a few days," Ben told him "You people are going to know
what it's like to snell the stink of battle, snell your own fear-sweat,
and see friends torn to pieces by machine-gun fire. This is not our
country; these are not our honmes. It's your country and your hones.

Fight for them"” He let that sink in and then said, "Fromthis nonent

on, you are freedomfighters. So get ready for it. Get back to your
people and tell them what's happeni ng. Be back here with them tonorrow
nmorni ng at 0600 hours for the beginning of your very brief training
cycle. Right now, Sgt. MacNally-that's her over there-wl
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escort you to where you'll draw uniforms and boots. Fromthis point on
you do not wear civilian clothing."

"Why?" the sane wonman questi oned.

"Yes," the man besi de her echoed. "Wy?"
Ben smled. "So you won't accidentally get m staken for the eneny and
get a bullet up your ass. Understood?"

"You don't have to be crude," the man said.

Jersey | aughed and Ben cut his eyes to her. A slight nod of his head and
Jersey stepped forward and faced the nman.



"You want crude, you candy-assed di ckhead?" Jersey demanded. "I'Il give
you crude. I'll put a boot up your cherry ass and show you crude. Now
you bow your back and get your big feet novin' and get your civilian ass
over to those trucks and draw uniforms, you goddamm sissy-fingered,
rear - echel on not her fucker. Mve, goddamit, nove!"

"I'sn't she sweet?" Cooper whispered.

"Most of the civilians are eager to assist us," Raul Gonez, commander of
13 Batt, told Ben by radio that afternoon. "However, there are a few who
became quite upset by the orders. But we quickly showed themthe error
of that kind of thinking."

Ben did not ask exactly how Raul had acconplished that. He had a pretty
good idea. The nental picture of Little Jersey's trotting al ong behind
the two civilians that day, herding themtoward the trucks, snapping and
grow i ng and cussing as they
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ran, canme imrediately to mind. Jersey could be quite persuasive when she
put her mind to it.

"How much tine are we going to have to train these people?" M ke Post asked.
"Seventy-two hours max," Ben told themall. "Quite a | ot of them have
had some military training. They can help the others. Each unit wll
have Rebel |eaders, so it's not going to be as bad as it's going to
appear the first day out. Don't push themtoo hard. Just see that they
know how to use a weapon and can follow orders. W' re not expecting
perfection, just some help in dealing with the situation. Wen we enter
the contested areas, we put the civilians at a spot and tell themto
hold until they are ordered to nmove up. W take it house by house, bl ock
by bl ock. Just keep shoving the punks and creepies back."

Rol f Staab was the | eader of the civilian group attached to Ben's snall
unit. Rolf had sonme military experience and was a good, solid, steady,
m ddl e-aged man. He was al so quite taken by Jersey ... not in any sexua
way, for Rolf was happily married with several children and

grandchil dren-he was just sinply fascinated by her

"Now that," he told Ben, as Jersey wal ked by themthe next nmorning, "is

a woman!"
"Yes, she is," Ben said with a chuckle. "But really, no nore so than
Beth or Corrie or any other Rebel. But, male or fermale, we all have
years of bl oody conbat experience behind us and don't have nmuch patience
with those who won't fight for freedom The wonan who was appalled at ny
orders to fight, what political party did she belong to before the G eat
War ?"
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Rolf smled. "In Anmerica, | believe it was called the Liberal Denocratic
Party."

"That figures," Ben said drily. "The man with her?"

"Same party. |, and ny entire famly, on the other hand, belonged to the
party that conpared to your Republican Party."



"I knew there was sone reason | liked you," Ben said with a grin.

No one knew how many punks nade up the gangs who now virtually
controlled the sprawming city. Wen the gangs had descended upon the
city, really startling the citizens-for they had experienced a period of
rel ati ve peace under Bottger's rule-the nen and wonen had been
practically powerless to defend hearth and hone, for Bottger had, |ong
ago, seized all weapons except for a few shotguns and .22 cali ber
rifles. The punks were well-armed, thanks to the MEF

In the few days the civilians were receiving training, Ben had swung
lke's 2 Batt and Dan's 3 Batt around and stretched them out from Hamburg
to Lubeck, cutting off any escape except to the north. Troops from
Denmark had stretched out along the border, waiting for any fleeing
crimnals. Ben's plan was sinple, for the nore conplicated the plan, the
nore chances of screwing it up. Ben planned to drive the punks toward
the north, toward the border with Denmark, and box themin. Any who
surrendered woul d be dealt with by the Germans, in any way they saw fit.

On the evening after the third day of intensive
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training, Ben told the civilians, "W push off at dawn. Get a good
night's sleep and say your prayers, for sone of you won't be around this
time tonorrow "

"You're such a cheerful soul, Ceneral," Rolf said with a grin.

Ben grunted and returned to his CP
"I ke and Dan are in place," Corrie told him

Ben nodded and sat down, |ooking at a nmap. At dawn, the entire Rebel
force would strike at targets stretching for hundreds of mles. In
Germany, the cities that would be hit sinultaneously were Hanburg and
Lubeck in the north, then, working south, Bremen, Hannover, Kassel
Frankfort, Darnstadt, Mannheim Karl sruhe, Freiburg. Then they woul d
swing down into Switzerland and Italy. If the Rebels could pull it off,
they woul d have very nearly cut Germany in half. |

"Ready to see sone action, gang?" Ben asked, |ooking up fromthe map.

"Hell, we've been ready, Boss," Jersey said.

"W'll see it tomorrow," he assured them "The city is filled with punks
and creeps. The punks are arrogant and stupid, but the creeps know the
gane is over for them They will have been in radio contact with fell ow
creeps over in Lubeck and know we've boxed themin. It'Il be a fight to
the finish with them™

"I can hardly wait," Beth said, her tone dripping with sarcasm She
spoke for every Rebel, for they hated to tangle with the creepies. They
weren't afraid of the creeps; they |oathed the stinking cannibalistic
Ni ght Peopl e.

"I'f we had the tinme, 1'd throw a net around the city and let the
creepies turn on the punks and eat
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themfirst, then go in," Ben said, only half-joking. "But as usual, we
don't have the tine."

"But it was a very nice thought," Corrie said.

And she wasn't kidding a bit.

In the city, the Night People had prepared thenselves for their fina
battle, for they knew the Rebels did not take prisoners of their kind.
The punks, being what they were, were confident of victory when the
Rebel s came at them Mst of them that is. A few of the punks who had
faced the Rebels in France and managed to escape were glum They knew
there was no way in hell they were ever going to defeat the Rebels; but

t hey had no choice except to fight, for they were all wanted on a

mul titude of charges, including dozens of counts of nmurder. They faced a
death sentence any way they turned.

Sitting in a sacked-and-1ooted departnment store, a punk who called

hi nsel f, when translated into English, Cool Johnny, |ooked at his
Austrian girlfriend, a woman with the street name of Shady. "You believe
in God, Shady?"

She cut her eyes to him "I just right then realized sonethi ng about
you, Johnny."

"Yeah, what?"
"You're a stupid fuck!"
"Where do you get off callin' me stupid, you goddamm road whore?"

She did not take unbrage at his nane-calling. "Yeah. Sure. | believe in
CGod. Do you?"

"Sure, | do. You believe in Hell?"
"l guess."
"You think that's where we'll end up?"

She sighed. "To tell you the truth, Johnny, | never
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gave it much thought. But yeah, | think we'll both burn in hell." Shady
started crying, the tears running silently down her griny face.

"What the hell's wong with you?"

"I wish Ben Raines would give nme another chance to surrender," she
bl ubber ed.

"Why?" anot her punk sitting with his back to a counter asked. "Even if
you lived ten days after the trial, which is doubtful, you'd just fuck
up again. W all would. Nobody made us what we are. We chose it."

"Who made you a goddamm expert on anything, Hans?" Johnny asked.



"Nobody. But | know this much: W had a chance to |ive decent after the
Great War. W didn't. W had a chance to join Bruno Bottger's bunch and
didn't. Ben Raines has been asking us to surrender for three goddam
days now, and here we sit."

"I wish1'd listened to my nother," Shady said, the tears starting again.

Johnny | ooked at her as if she'd | ost her mnd. "Jesus, Shady, you
st abbed your nother nine tinmes!"

"Ten," Shady bl ubbered. "I wish | hadn't done that, either."
"There is no hope for any of us." The voice cane fromthe stairwell off
to one side, the snell follow ng the words.

Shady wrinkled her nose. "I wish I'd never gotten involved with you
stinkin' bastards either."

"But you did. You gave us live human flesh to eat and now you sit and
cry and babbl e about God and Jesus and Heaven and Hell. Vell, | wll
tell you sonething. Tonorrow you shall get your chance to neet the
devil. H s name is Ben Raines."
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Chapt er Fourteen

The Rebels and the civilians noved into the suburbs of Hanburg just at
dawn, wal ki ng behi nd t he spear headi ng tanks and APCs. They knew from
experience that many of the punks would be in the suburbs, the creepies
holed up in the city proper

The civilians soon discovered why the Rebels were so successful and why
they were so feared: The eneny was offered a chance to surrender-if
possi bl e, given a couple of days to consider it. But if they refused,

t he Rebels noved in, careful and ruthless, destroying everything and
everybody in their path.

The Rebels laid down an advanci ng covering fire that was a deaf ening,
killing roar; everything fromM16's to chain guns and sometines the big
guns on the MBTs. Resistance fromthe enemy was futile.

Rebel and friendly forces were treated at the MASH units first, then the
wounded eneny was tended to-if they had not died before the doctors got
to them If war ever had any niceties to it, Ben had renmoved them all

A punk femal e cane running out of a burning house, screamng in English
and firing an automati c weapon at the advanci ng Rebels. "You dirty
cock-suckers don't give nobody a chance."
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Beth lifted her CAR and stopped the running and silenced the screamn ng
and the cussing. She did so with absolutely no change of expression. She
popped a piece of guminto her nmouth and kept on wal ki ng.

Ben was once nore carrying his old Chicago Piano, the .45
caliber-spitter that had becone al nbst as nuch a | egend as the man
behind it. Ben saw novenent from a house they were passing and turned,
firing the Thonpson fromthe hip and fighting the rise of the powerful



ol d weapon. The .45 caliber slugs sang and whi ned, and two punks by the
wi ndow danced their way into darkness as the slugs inpacted with flesh
and bone.

Killing machi nes, Rolf Staab thought as he watched the Rebels do their
deadly work. As finely precisioned as a great watch. A violent ballet
with real blood and real pain and suffering. He wal ked on with the
Rebel s behind the tanks that were roaring out fire and snoke and death
with their main guns. On either side of him Rebels darted |left and
right, mopping up anything that m ght be left alive.

Rolf tried not to think about the fact that the Rebels sel domexited the
houses with any prisoners.

As if reading his thoughts, Ben said, during a lull in the battle, "They
had their chance, Rolf. They blewit"

Rol f took a drink of tepid water fromhis canteen. "No second chance,
hey, GCeneral ?"

"Most of those people have had dozens of chances, Rolf. And you know it.
They' ve been fuck-ups all their lives. They hold society's |laws and

| aw abi di ng people in contenpt. They feel they are above the law, so we
put them bel ow the ground.™"

150
"And do it quite well, |I mght add," Rolf said drily.
"W try," Ben said with small smile. "W do try."

By mid-afternoon the Rebels had secured dozens of bl ocks. Those gang
menbers and street punks who survived the ruthless and seem ngly
unst oppabl e advance were sent retreating into the city proper

"Incredible,” Rolf said as he watched Rebel burial crews come in just
nmonents after a bl ock was secured and gat her up and toss the bodies of

dead punks into the beds of trucks to be hauled off and buried in nass
graves whi ch were being scooped out by earth-noving equi pment even as

the battle raged. "And people tal k about Gernmanic efficiency,"” he nuttered.

"We do it for health purposes,” Cooper told the nman.

"l ndeed," Rolf said.

By late afternoon, when Ben called a halt to the advance, the Rebels
controlled all the suburbs and the Rebel l|ine was conplete between
Lubeck and Hamburg. The punks had nowhere to go except north toward the
border of Denmark. Georgi Striganov and his 5 Batt were ripping through
their objective and, as soon as that was acconplished, woul d nove toward
Hamburg to beef up Ben and his 1 Batt.

"Incredible,” Rolf Staab said for about the fifteenth tine that day.
"We've had lots of practice at this,” Jersey told him "Once the eneny
knows his adversary is not going to cut himone inch of slack, you' ve

got half the battle won. It works." She wal ked off to join her team

"I should say so," Rolf said.



Jersey paused and turned around. "But the hard
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part cones in the norning. Wen we neet the creeps. You'll see.”

Later that afternoon, Rolf found Ben sitting in a cottage eating field
rati ons and readi ng an ol d paperback book he had found. Cooper had found
a girlie mgazine and was pointing out various attributes of the |adies
to a disinterested Jersey, who was trying to take a nap

"You' re not showi ng ne anything new, Coop," she told him "Now shut up
and | eave ne al one. ™

Corrie was talking to someone from8 Batt, and Beth was witing in her
j our nal

The peaceful scene was warped to Rolfs nmind. The snell of gunsnoke and
death still hung heavy over the area, yet these people appeared as
unconcerned as if they were sitting in their own living roons rel axing
after a day of work at the office.

"Do you really think your General Striganov is going to clear all the
crimnals out of a city the size of Brenen in tw days?" Rolf asked.

"OfF course not. Just like we won't clear all the punks out of this
city," Ben said as he wiped his mouth with a piece of cloth that | ooked
suspiciously like part of an old BDU shirt. "But we'll cripple themso
badly their strength will be broken. After that, it's up to the |loca
people.” Ben | ooked at the man for a nonment. "Sorry about that friend of
yours. Wiat else can | say?"

Rol f shook his head. "That wasn't why | canme over. It's ... well, a lot
of people were shocked at the, ah, brutality of the Rebels."

Ben arched an eyebrow. "What brutality? My people don't torture or
brutalize."
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"No. | don't mean that. |I'msure that doesn't happen. But, General, the
wounded of the eneny were the last to get treated at your nobile hospitals.”

"So?" Ben's eyes flashed a cl ear warning signal-to anyone who knew
himthat Rolf was treading on very shaky ground.

Rol f must have caught sonething in Ben's tone, for he said nothing.

When Ben spoke, his voice was as cold as the grave. "If you think for
one instant | would allow a Rebel soldier to suffer one second | onger so
nmy doctors can work on some goddamm wort hl ess snakehead, you are badly

m st aken, mister."

"I can see why the United Nations picked you for this job, General. You

and your people are perfectly suited for it." He offered a slight bow as
only the Germans could do. "I bid you a very pleasant gute nacht, sir."

He left the room

"Same ol d song, different jukebox," Cooper said. He picked up his girlie
magazi ne and said, "Geat God, Jersey. Wuld you | ook at that!"



She | ooked, reluctantly, then fixed himw th a bal eful gaze. "Cooper, if
you show me another picture of a naked woman, | am going to dropkick
your nuts all the way back to Paris!"

Cooper wi sely closed the magazi ne.

The Rebels struck at the city proper at dawn. Ben had called in Buddy's
spec ops people, 8 Batt, and they began hamrering a path through the
waterfront district, slowy working their way in a circling novement on
the west side while Ben and his people
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worked their way on the east side of the city. Now, the advanci ng was
reduced to a crawl for the creeps knew they had no place to run and
nothing to do but die.

"Buddy's people found what was |eft of the hostages," Corrie said.
"Looks like the creeps had a snack before they pulled out."

One of the civilians nearby puked all over his boots at Corrie's comrent.

Ben | ooked at Rolf, his eyes hard. "Just renenber this, M. Staab, the
next tinme you start feeling all warm and gooey toward the punks: It was
t he punks who gave those civilians to the creeps.”

Tight-1i pped, Rolf nodded his head in understandi ng.

To Corrie, Ben said, "Mark the building so the dead can be properly
buried,” then wal ked away nmuttering, "what's left of them anyway."

Only a few blocks of the city were cleared that bloody day, with the
Rebel s clawing for every inch of it. CGeorgi reported that Brenmen was
seventy-five percent clean and the airport in firm Rebel hands;

rei nforcements and supplies were coning in there and he was sending two
full compani es, supported by tanks, to assist Ben

"Corrie, have the reinforcements stretch out on the road between Hamburg
and Lubeck. Tell Ike to start his pincer novenent up to Kiel. Have the
P-51's and gunships ready to start strafing when the punks start running
north."

She nodded. "All bridges now under Rebel control," she reported to Ben.

Ben cut his eyes to Rolf. "Pull your people back and
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take control of those bridges. Keep themopen. W'll take it fromthis
point on." He turned to Corrie. "Shut it down for the day. The people
need the rest. But we're in boogy country, so maintain a high alert."
Then he spoke firmy to Rolf: "Get the passwords and get themright. The
only people who will be nmoving around this night will be the enemy. If
anyone doesn't know the password, kill them 1s that clear?"

"Yes, General."

"I"ve arranged transportation for you and sone of your people to go view
what is left of those hostages my son found. | want you all, by God, to



know what type of crud we're fighting and to show them no nercy. No mercy!"
"Yes, Ceneral."

"And take those two bleeding hearts | nmet with you. Let's see what

expl anati ons the German Liberal Party can come up with to excuse the
behavi or of savages. It should be interesting." Ben smled. "As a matter

of fact, | think I'lIl go along. Coop! Let's roll. Wat was that wonmnan's
name, Rol f?"

"Bi anka Hodel . "

"Yes. By all neans, let's find Ms. Hodel."

"She proved to have no stonmach for conbat. | assigned her to an aid
station."

"That's very sweet and considerate of you. Get her. And that Rem ngton
Rai der who was with her."

Rol f sighed. "General ... there are good people in this world who sinply
do not and never will have your capacity for violence. But that does not-"
"Get them"

"As you wi sh, CGeneral Raines."
The snell fromthe waterfront warehouse spoke
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silent volumes of what |ay inside. Bianka Hodel and Jans Rapp wi nkl ed
their noses at the odor com ng fromthe open doors.

"You both said you had friends taken hostage by the punks,"” Ben told
them "Sone of them are probably in there. Go take a | ook and then tel
me about how we shoul d be nore conpassi onate and under st andi ng toward
crimnals. Mve."

"I really don't think this is necessary, Ceneral," Bianka said.

"Move your ass, lady," Jersey told her

"I feel a bit queasy," Jans said.

"You' re gonna feel queasier before it's over," Jersey told him "Move."
The pair noved toward the doors and di sappeared into the gl oom of the
cavernous warehouse. Jans |let out one choking cry and hit the floor in a
dead faint. Bianka came shrieking and wailing and flapping her arms
outside in a dead run, puking down the front of her shirt. She fell in
the mddl e of the road and pronptly passed out.

Buddy had driven up to stand by his father. Rolf blinked a couple of
times at the solid bulk of the young man. Buddy | ooked |ike he ate
howi t zers for breakfast. Ben stood calmy by and rolled a cigarette.

"Proving a point, father?" Buddy asked.

"You m ght say that, son



Jans staggered out of the warehouse, his eyes wild. He took several deep
breaths of the nore-or-less-fresh air and then wobbl ed over to Bi anka
and knelt beside her, bathing her face with water from his canteen

Ben | ooked at Rolf. "Your turn, M. Staab. Go take
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a real good | ook at what the Rebels have been seeing for years. And then
cone back and tell me about conpassi on and understanding."

Bi anka sat up, crying, and pounded her small fists on the roadway.

Rol f wal ked past themand into the warehouse. He returned a few nonents
| ater, his face pale, and approached Ben. "They ... the N ght People ..
they ... ate parts of the hostages."

"That's right, Rolf. They like to keep themalive while they're dining."
"You bastard!" Bianka screaned at Ben. "W didn't know. We didn't know "

"You're a liar, lady," Ben told her. "European liberals and bl eedi ng
hearts are no different fromyour Anmerican counterparts. You both

i nsul ate yourselves fromit and pretend it doesn't happen; and when
you're forced to confront it, you nmake excuses for it." He jerked the
worman to her feet and shoved her toward the warehouse. "And bring that
son of a bitch, too," he called over his shoul der

Jans was pulled to his feet and shoved toward the doors of the
war ehouse. He tried to run, but Buddy bl ocked him Jans took one | ook at
Buddy and changed his m nd.

"This is i nhuman!" Bi anka screaned.

"No, lady," Ben said, a firmgrip on the woman's arm "Wat was done to
t hose people in there was i nhuman. And those who did it deserve no
nmercy, no pity, no conpassion. Now get in there and start |.D.ing those
folks." He | ooked back at Lt. Bonelli. "Find every dam reporter you can
round up. Get them over here."
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"Yes, sir!" Bonelli said with a grin. "A whole shit-pot full of them
arrived about an hour ago."

"The nmore the merrier. Not that it will do any good," Ben nuttered.
"They'll just come up with some excuse-it wasn't the creepies who did
it, it was their knives. People don't kill people, guns do."

I nsi de the warehouse, a few yards fromthe pile of naked, half-eaten
remains, Beth said, "To quote Lewis Carroll, 'But answer cane there
none- And this was scarcely odd, because they'd eaten every one.' "
"You bitch!" Bianka shouted at her. "You heartless bitch!"

Bet h shrugged that off.

About a half hour later, the street in front of the death-house was
filled with choking, puking, gasping, and teary-eyed men and wonen from



the Fourth Estate. Ben wal ked anbong t hem

"It's going to be very interesting to read about this," he said. "Wat
excuses will you come up with for this type of behavior? Let's see. Oh,
yes! How about ' They were spanked as children'? That's al ways a good
one. O 'Their nomm es and daddi es snoked cigarettes and that retarded
their brain cells'? Ch! And let's not forget, 'They were poor.' 1|'ve

al ways |iked that one."

"Goddamit, Ceneral!" a reporter froma major network said.

"Yes, M.-ah, whatever your nanme is? Have you come up with a new excuse
for the behavior of savages? |I'd love to hear it. Share it with nme, please."

But the reporters were not going to play Ben's gane this tinme. They were
in the country only because there were now so many of themthat Ben
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couldn't keep track of themall, so he said to hell with it. But they
knew t hey had damm wel| better report the facts and report them
accurately w thout slur or innuendo, for Ben Raines had-fromtheir point
of viewa nasty little habit of know ng everything that was reported
back hone. They al so knew that Ben held nost of themin the highest, or
| owest, of contenpt. \What they didn't know was that Ben was fully

cogni zant of the fact that nost of themdid not deserve that contenpt.
But that was Ben's secret.

"A bunch of chickens,"” Ben said to the group, then turned and wal ked off.
"Asshol e,"” one reporter said, but not |oud enough for Ben to hear

There was a new reporter anong the bunch, one who had never encountered
Ben Rai nes before- Bobby Day. Bobby was young and he was brash and he
was arrogant and he was al so not that [ong out of what had passed for
institutions of higher learning during the years after the Great War
nost of those small colleges carefully tucked and hidden away and
staffed by people who felt that if you left the keys in your car and it
was stolen, that was your fault, not the fault of the thief, and heaven
forbid anyone shoul d have the right to shoot the thieving son of a
bitch. The reporter was also a liberal denocrat and with that title
cones the awesoneness of thinking-all the tine, wthout question-that he
knew what was best for everybody in the whole w de universe.

"When do you plan on going in and stabilizing Africa, General ?" Bobby
called out. "If killing everyone you encounter can be called stabilizing."

"Ch, shit!" Jersey nuttered
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Chapter Fifteen

Ben turned around to face his questioner. "Your nanme?"

"Bobby Day."

"You'll have to take that up with the Secretary General of the United

Nati ons. W work for them Wen they tell me to go in, I'll take ny
people in."



"You're not going to give ne a |lecture on ny questioning your tactics on
"stabilizing a country,' General ?"

Ben smled. "I don't give a damm what you think of ny tactics,
sonny- boy. Does that answer your |ast question?"

"I't's my understandi ng, CGeneral," Bobby called, "that the U N has no
plans to go into Africa. Care to conment on that?"

"I don't know what the U N.'s long-range plans are. Right now, I'm
concerned about Europe. 1'll worry about Africa when the tinme cones."

"Have you heard that several senators and representatives back home have
gone on hunger strikes protesting the U N 's lack of concern about Africa?"

"No, | have heard nothing about that. Wio are they?"
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"Rita Rivers, fornmer Vice President Harriet Hooter, |nmacul ate Crapuns,
and Wley Ferret are anong the group.”

"They could all stand to | ose a few pounds.™
A nunber of the reporters |laughed at that, surprising Ben.
"I can quote you on that?"

"Certainly." Ben | ooked up at the sky. He figured about one hour before
dusk. "Get settled in for the night, people," he said, only his own
Rebel s catching and smling at the double entendre. "This city is stil
crawming with creepies, and they m ght be hungry." As Ben wal ked away,
he whispered to Corrie, "Bunp our Intell people. Find out everything you
can about Bobby Day. And find out about that Africa runor."

Bobby had left the group of reporters and was attenpting to get to Ben
He found the way bl ocked by Lt. Bonelli's troops. Bobby gave up and
returned to the reporters, who were being herded onto trucks for the
ride back to safe quarters. Ben had finally relented and assi gned troops
to guarding the reporters ... at night; during the daylight hours they
were on their own.

"Smug arrogant bastard," Bobby said, clinmbing into the back of a deuce
and a half. "I'"mgoing to bring himdown off that high horse.”

"Before you do that," a reporter said, "give us the name and address of
your next of kin, will you?"

Bobby t hought that was really funny. Looking around him he wondered why
he was the only one | aughing.

161

Conditions back in Anerica were inproving dramatically for those who
were interested in working toward a conmon goal. President Blanton had
not done a one-eighty in his political |eanings, but what he had done
was return to the mddle of the road and becone a noderate. He had begun
to realize that with the exception of how justice should be neted out,
he and Ben Raines were really not that far apart. They both wanted nany



of the sane things; it was the direction and neans taken to achi eve t hem
that set them apart.

Bl ant on ordered a massive rebuilding policy for the nation and set up
programs simlar to the old WPA and CCC canps of the Depression era; and
for a career politician, Blanton had turned uncomonly bl unt.

"You want to eat, you go to work," he told the people via his weekly
radi o broadcast.

Mich to the chagrin of the liberal wing of his party, Blanton put the
mlitary in charge of overseeing the nassive construction projects ..

at least tenporarily. A few of the newy reorgani zed unions set up a
how at that, but the vast mgjority of union nenbers saw the need for it
and went back to work.

Since Ben and the Rebels had destroyed nost of the cities in North
America, Blanton ordered new cities to be built in close proximty to
the old. It was a massive undertaking, and one that woul d take decades
to conplete; but it was a start, and a damm good one.

Slowy, slowy, the states that were still in the Union began to shake
of f the ashes of defeat and despair and clinb first to their knees, then
to their feet.
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A census was underway, and it soon showed that mllions had died during
and after the Great War; the popul ations of entire towns had sinply
vani shed.

To sort out what bel onged to whom batteries of |awers energed fromthe
rubbl e, briefcases in their hands and munbo-junbo in their nouths. Banks
that had not been in operation in years began reopeni ng and demandi ng
paynment for debts a decade ol d.

"Ch, no," Blanton said when he heard that news. "No way. W're starting
over. Fresh. Anew. Debts owed before the Great War are wi ped out. Nul
and voi d."

"That's unconstitutional and against the law" hordes of bankers and
| awyers screamed at him

Bl anton smiled and took a line from Ben Raines. "Fuck you!" he told them
The nation was starting from scratch

The SUSA was, of course, left strictly alone. And true to his word,
President Blanton let Billy Smthson's Free State of M ssouri stand. He
knew it couldn't survive alone ... not for long. It was just a matter of
time before the people there would ask to join either the USA or the
SUSA, and Bl anton had a strong hunch which one it would be.

Harri et Hooter and her imtators stopped their hunger strikes, and their
new political party began to flounder as its nenbers elected to go back
to work. Actually, they didn't have nuch choice in the matter if they
wanted to eat. Blanton had stopped nearly all governnent giveaway
programs. Hooter and those who aligned with her left Charl eston, vow ng
t hey woul d be back.
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"They will be, too," Blanton said to his advisors. "They still have a
ot of followers out there.”

One of the fastest grow ng newspapers in the nation was the paper that
Bobby Day worked for, the Voice of Reason. The owner, Sinon Border, also
owned a nunmber of radio and TV stations. Sinon was an avowed and
unrepentant liberal-or so he said-who hated Ben Rai nes and everyt hi ng
Ben stood for.
"Si mon Border," Ben said, when his intelligence people gave himthe
report a few days after Ben's questioning by Bobby Day. "I1'll be dammed.
| thought he was dead."

"You know him Boss?" Jersey asked.

"Ch, yes. We're just about the same age. He was a witer before the
Great War-very successful. He sold nmillions of books and also had a
newspaper chain and a broadcasting enpire. And he nanaged to do all that
before he was forty years old. Sinmon al so always had politica
aspirations. Honer Blanton better be on guard, for Sinon Border is a
force to be reckoned with. And he's coming on strong."

"I's he a threat to us?" Cooper asked. "The SUSA, | nean."

Ben smled. "Nobody is a real threat to us, Coop. W are the strongest
nation with the nost stable econony in the world. But Sinon would very
much like to bring us down."

"Why?" Corrie asked, turning from her radio.

"Ch, a nunber of reasons, Corrie. Sinon was one of those journalists who
turned on me before the Great War, accusing ne of preaching sedition. He
just never could understand that | didn't want violent overthrow of the
government, | just wanted change.
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| wanted tax relief for the people and a return to a nore conmon-sense
approach to governnent and to | aw and order. Sinon was, and still is,
|"msure, a total gun-control advocate. Not just handguns-all guns. He
want ed Anerica disarmed, right down to BB guns. | called hima goddamm

nut one tine at a witers' conference and invited himto step outside

and settle our differences, nano a mano. He refused and has hated ne

ever since. He nade a thinly veiled public statement |[ater that he woul d
see to it that | was silenced and put in prison for sedition." Ben sniled.

"Simon was in tight with the adm nistration in Washington at that tine
and he did cause ne sonme grief, but nothing I couldn't handle. Unlike

t he Rebel form of government, which believes that each person controls
their own destiny, Sinon believes the central governnent should contro
each person's destiny."

"That's communi sm" Beth said.

"Sure it is. But Sinon and others of his ilk prefer to call it something
el se. They have a dozen different labels for it. But put themall in a
pot and they'll boil down to the same thing; they are socialist to the

core."



Ben tapped the folder on his desk. "According to this, Sinmon opened a
small college right after the G eat War, tucked away in the nountains of
Col orado. Hell, we know now there were dozens of communities and snall
institutions of |earning hidden fromus while we were fighting to clear
the States of the |Iawl ess. But we weren't |ooking for peacefu
settlenents; we were hunting gangs of killers and rapists and warl ords."
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"And this Bobby Day is a graduate of Sinon Border's college.’
guessed.

Jersey

"Yeah, he is. Brainwashed right down to his socks."
"What are you going to do about him Chief?" Corrie asked.

Ben shrugged his shoul ders. "Nothing. He has a right to his opinion
That's the great difference in us: | think he has a right to his

opi nion, but he doesn't believe | have a right to mne."

"Boss," Jersey said, a puzzled |ook on her face. "This Sinmon Border and
his people, his followers, if you will, they had to have fought off

outl aws and gangs and warl ords and street crap, just as we did. If they
don't believe in owni ng weapons, how did they do it?"

Ben | aughed. "Well, you see, Jersey, that's the rub. People |Iike Sinon
Border and a great nmany ot hers who preach about gun control and so forth
that doesn't apply to them They want the masses disarnmed." Ben
chuckl ed. "One of the nost vocal gun-control advocates shot and wounded

an unarned teenager who was in his back yard ... and he used an

unregi stered gun to do it. The old society was full of hypocrisy, gang.
Riddled with it. We haven't done away w th hypocrisy and injustice
conpletely in the SUSA ... but by God we've dam sure tried."

"I wonder why President Jefferys didn't pick up on this Sinon Border
character?" Cooper asked.

"Ch, I'msure his Intell people did. He just didn't want to worry ne
with it. Not nmuch gets past Cecil." Ben glanced at his watch. "We'l
give Cec a bunp in
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a couple of hours and I'Il sound himout about Sinon."

The Rebels were slowly pushing the gangs both north and east. They were
under no delusions that they had killed all the creepies, for sone of
their kind always managed to slip through. But Ben's Intell people
guesstimated they'd killed over ninety percent of Hamburg' s N ght
Peopl e. The bodi es had been burned and then the ashes buried. And as

al ways, the Rebels had captured several dozen creepie children. Ben had
turned themover to a German relief agency.

"You know what they are and what they are going to turn into," he'd told
the relief people.

"We know, General," the head of the Hanburg agency told him | ooking at
t he boy Ben had brought into the office under heavy guard. "But what can
we do except take then®?"



"Not hi ng," Ben admitted.

"W have several dozen back home," Doctor Chase said. "They'll be
institutionalized until the day they die ... or kill their guards and
escape. "

"Ch, please, kind sir," the ten-year-old creepie boy said. "I beg you to
take of f these handcuffs."”

The man smiled grimy at him "I fell for that several years ago, son. A
boy and a girl just about your age. | lost ny assistant and my head

nurse, and-" He held up his left hand. Three fingers were mssing, "-this."

The boy | aughed, but it was a |augh that sprang fromthe bowels of Hell
It chilled Ben, the head of the agency, Lamar Chase, and the three
Rebels with Ben. "Someday, |'ll tear your heart out and eat it while it
still beats," the boy said. "lIsn't that sonething
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to |l ook forward to? Have sweet dreans now, you old bastard!" He |aughed
and | aughed.

"CGCet himout of here," Ben told the Rebels. "And for Gods sake, be
careful with him"

When the innocent-faced spawn fromHell was gone, the head of the relief
agency opened his nmouth to speak. Doctor Lamar Chase lifted a hand to
cut himoff before he asked the question that Chase had heard a thousand
ti mes before and did not know the answer to.

"We don't know, Doctor. W have sonme of the best, if not the best,

nmedi cal minds in the world Iiving and working in the SUSA. They don't
know ei ther. The N ght People just ... are." He |ooked at Ben. "Is that
grammatically correct?"

"Hell, | don't know "
"Well, you're the witer."

"l had editors, Lamar."

"I bet they loved you," Lamar muttered.

Ben assigned lke's 2 Batt to chase the remaini ng punks up to the border
wi th Denmark, and Ben lined up his 1 Batt with the others and they
pushed eastward.

W smar, Schwerin, Magdeburg, Eisleben, Wimar, Saalfeld, Nurnberg,

I ngol st, and Augsburg in Germany were cleared of hoodl ums and gangs.

I nnsbruck, in Austria, fell to the Rebel advance, and a | arge portion of
North Italy was cleared of crimnal gangs. Nobody knew about the Mafia
since no one would talk about it, except to say it didn't exist

Ben carefully folded his map and | ooked at Ike,
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who had returned fromthe Denmark border the day before. "It's going to



take a lot of us to clear Berlin. As a matter of fact, it's going to
take all of us. Your battalion and mne will clear Rostock and

Stral sund, and then start working our way south. Dan, Wst, and Georg
wi Il advance to a line running north to south from Neurappin to
Brandenburg. You and | will be stretched out west to east from Neurappin
to Finow. We'Ill be stretched thin, but 1'mgoing to double our usua
conpl emrent of tanks. General Randazzo and Smithson's people will remain
in ltaly. Colonel Wajda and General Matthies will remain to the south of
us, with General Flanders' people along the borders of Austria and
Czechosl ovakia. All battalions south of us will, when their sectors are
clear, start advancing north to Berlin. Buddy's 8 Batt and Nick's 18
Batt will act as the stopper in the bottle to the east of the city. The
rest of us are going into Berlin." Ben | eaned back, rolling a snoke,
then tossing the nakings to lke. "If you can see a flawin it, Ilke, or
have a better plan, let ne know now. "

"Looks good to ne, Ben. Before the war, it was a city of nearly four
mllion. It shore ain't gonna be no piece of cake, brother," the
M ssi ssi ppi -born I ke draw ed.

Ben smled at Ike's grammar. | ke was a highly educated man, but as the
ex-SEAL liked to phrase it, "My neck do still get red ever' now and then."

"What about Norway, Sweden, and Finl and?"

"I"'mwaiting for word fromthe U N But | have a hunch they're going to
tell us to keep up the eastward push instead of turning north at this
poi nt."

"Ben-"
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"I know, lke. | know. W get past Pol and, Czechosl ovaki a, Hungary, we
could be in a world of hurt. Don't think I'mnot aware of that. From
Estonia all the way down to the Black Sea is unknown territory. And now
Cecil tells ne that Sinmon Border is raising an arny of sonme sort back
hone. He's calling it the Christian Front, and fanatics are running over
each other to join the ranks. It seens that after the Great War, Sinon
found the Lord, or so he says. Personally, | think he's running a scam
Anyone who opposes Sinmon's beliefs is the eneny. And guess who is the

G eat Satan?"

"Has to be you, Ben."

"You got it. Ben Raines. The Great Satan. Sinon Border is another Jim
Jones, lke. But a hell of a lot snmarter and totally sane. He's going to
make a run for the Presidency the next time around, and he nmight get it."

"You tal ked with Bl ant on?"

"Yeah. He's worried about Sinon. Wth damn good reason, | might add. The
man i s dangerous."

"The SUSA?"

"Ch, he won't attack us. Not at first. He'll take the USA and then make
hi s nmove agai nst the SUSA. "

"While we're ten thousand mles away."



"Yeah. Cecil says he's pushing hard for us to | eave Europe and to
qguot e/ unquote 'go help the starving mllions in Africa.' "

"You think he's tied in with Bruno Bottger's novenent ?"
"That thought has crossed ny mind."

"What does Cecil think about Africa?"

"Stay away fromthere."

170

"He spent a couple of years there, didn't he?"

"Yes. Along tine ago. Cecil says it's always five mnutes to high noon
in Africa."

"What the hell does he nean by that?"

"When | ask him he just snmiles. But | think he nmeans that somewhere in
Africa, one is always five mnutes away froma showdown with sonebody. |
guess. | don't really know. |'ve heard the saying before."

"Ben, | have people in ny batt who don't want to go to Africa, both
whites and bl acks. They just feel if we go, we'll get bogged down in a
hopel ess situation. It's the same up and down the line. They'll go if
you give the orders, but they won't like it."

"I know. | feel the same way about going into Bosnia and Herzegovina. |f
| can possibly skip those places, | will."

"That would suit ne just fine," lke said drily. "Talk about gettin'
bogged down. "

"Well, | told Son Moon that if the mpjority of citizens in a country
want their government stabilized, we'll go in. If they don't, we'll stay

out. He accepted the deal and I'mgoing to hold himto it."

| ke nodded and stood up. "I'll see you on the road to Berlin, Ben." He
smled. "I seemto recall fromhistory books that this sane scenari o was
pl ayed out back in '45."

"Hopefully, this will be the last tine."

"It will be for you and nme, ol' buddy," lke said sonmberly, then left the
room

"Yeah," Ben whi spered. "You're right about that."
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BOOK TWD

Tal k sense to a fool and he calls you foolish
Euri pi des
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Chapter One

Before the war, Rostock had been a city of about a quarter of a mllion
a port, industrial city, and hone of a fine university. Now, it appeared
very nearly a ghost town.

"What the hell ?" Ike asked, wal king up to Ben, who stood in the middle
of the hi ghway.

"The punks and creeps cleared out, lke. But what they |left behind is not
going to be pleasant view ng."

"You think they killed the people?"

"As many as they could, yeah. That's what fly-bys tell us. The creeps
took the rest of themas a food source.”

"And went to Berlin."

"Yeah. I"'mwaiting on a report from scouts now. "
"Fly-bys over Stralsund show it a dead city,"” Corrie called. "Absolutely
no signs of life. The streets are littered with bodies."

"So we bury bodies instead of fighting," Jersey said.

"That's about it, | guess," Ben said

"Scouts report a dead city, Boss,'
this heat."

Corrie said. "And real unpleasant in

Ben sighed. "Get into gas masks,'
any fun at all."

Ben ordered. "This is not going to be
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The streets and sidewal ks were covered with the bl oated and sti nki ng
bodi es of nmen, wonen, and children. Some had been shot in the front, but
many nore had been shot in the back as they were trying to get away from
the horror. Mothers had flung thenselves over children in an attenpt to
shield themfromthe bullets, and men had flung thenselves in front of
worren to protect them But nothing had worked. The Rebels could not find
a single living person anid the carnage.

"Let the reporters in," Ben said wearily as he stood anong the hundreds
of bodies in the street, his voice nmuffled behind the protective mask.

"CGet them buried quickly, Ben," Doctor Chase said. "There is no tine for
formalities or niceties. This is a real health hazard."

The bodies were buried in mass graves and the |ocations carefully

mar ked. The Rebel s noved on, |eaving the dead city behind them Since
Stral sund had suffered the sane fate as Rostock, Ben sent burial parties
on to that city and he and |l ke cut south toward Berlin. Ben took his
battalion and cut over toward Gustrow and hi ghway E55 while |Ike travel ed
on and cut south toward Neubrandenburg. Fromthere, he would take his 2
Batt over to Prenzlau, then down to Finow, where he would wait for Ben



to arrive at Neurappin.

As Ben and | ke travel ed south, they w tnessed the wanton and m ndl ess
destruction and killing by the gangs of punks as they travel ed toward
Berlin.

"They know they're rapidly reaching the end of the road," Ben said. "It
will soon be all over for them so they've gone on an orgy of killing.
It's mindless
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and obscene. They're telling us this will be a fight to the death. No
surrender. And | don't plan on offering them any."

"The press is going to love to hear that," Beth said. Then she snil ed,
knowi ng exactly what Ben's response was going to be.

He didn't di sappoi nt her

"The citizens thensel ves cl eaned out Frankfurt," Corrie told Ben, after
recei ving several reports fromscouts. "Wth the exception of a very few
smal | towns, and of course, Berlin, Germany is clear."

Frankfurt wasn't the only place where the citizens had taken all they
were going to take of punks and street trash and turned on them The
peopl e of Leipzig had done the sanme thing; and when they had fi nished
dealing with the crimnal element, they buried the bodies quite

uncer emoni ously and got on with the business of |iving.

"For sone strange reason," Corrie continued, "only a few of the punks
crossed the borders for safety in other countries. They've al
congregated in Berlin."

"One last battle,"” Ben said. "I will never understand the crimnal nind
They can't win and they know they can't. They've never defeated us in
all the years we've been fighting them Each tine we offer thema chance
to start all over, all sins forgiven, they turn it down cold. When will
all the battalions be in place?"

"Three nore days. Everybody is running on schedule. W will be
conpletely resupplied and ready to
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go, and the supply lines open and running, by that tine."
"How many punks in the city, Corrie?" Cooper asked.

"Thousands. Every punk and creepie we didn't kill in six countries have
gat hered there."

"So Berlin is gonna be a real piss-cutter and bitch-kitty?"

"How el oquently put," Jersey said, |ooking up fromcleaning her M16. "I
don't believe | have ever heard of an objective referred to with such

verbal brevity."

Cooper gave her the finger



Jersey gave himtwo in reply.

"Al'l right, children," Doctor Chase said, walking into the room "M nd
your manners, now." He wal ked to the coffeepot and poured a cup. "Bruno
Bottger was a nonster, Ben, no one would argue that, but he certainly
cared for the citizens of this country. My people are conpl ai ni ng about
the Iack of sonething to do. Once Berlin is cleared, this country wll
be off and running with a strong industrial base and a solid econony."

"Al'l that ends at the border," Ben replied.
"Then the runors are true?"

"Yes. Bottger gutted Pol and, Austria, Czechoslovakia, and Hungary. W're
finally getting some intell out of those areas. They're a ness. In the
few weeks since Bottger's MEF pulled out, hundreds of armed gangs have
either surfaced or cone in fromother countries ... probably a

conbi nati on of the two. There isn't anything that even resenbles a

st abl e governnment anywhere. Anarchy reigns. There haven't
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been proper nmedical facilities in those countries in years. Tell your
people to enjoy the rest while they can."

"What's the news from back home, Ben? The real news, not that crap in
t he papers.™

Ben | eaned back in his chair. "Sinon Border's political party is grow ng
and so is his mlitia, the Christian Front. Blanton is hol ding on, but
not gaining in popularity with the great unwashed. They seemto feel he
is treating themunfairly by making them work. And nany of them are
refusing to work. But the armed forces and the police are solidly on
Blanton's side and so is the SUSA. Cecil has sent troops to beef up
Blanton in certain areas. The sight of Rebels seens to have an al npst

i medi ate calm ng effect on the nal contents.™

"I wonder why," Chase said sarcastically. "Taking into consideration
t hat your people are such a gentle, caring, and conpassionate bunch.”

Ben i gnored that.

"The civil liberties bunch is challenging Blanton's policies of forcing
people to work and cutting off benefits if they refuse,"” Ben said.
"Harriet Hooter's flagging political party suddenly began picking up
steam and she i s now considered a dark horse in any el ection.

suggest ed Bl anton suspend any upcom ng el ections and the Constitution
until he get things going."

"H s reply?"

"He said he has suspended all the civil liberties he is going to. No
nore. Let the chips fall."

"Hi s ass," Chase said bluntly. "How will this ding-dong, Sinon Border
affect us, Ben?"
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"He won't bother us at all. Not if he has any sense. The SUSA has an



excell ent relationship with Mexico, Central Anerica, and those countries
in South Anerica that are up and running. Mich of Canada is aligned
solidly with us, and rmuch of Europe will swing our way in the com ng
nont hs. Sinon Border knows | won't hesitate to have himkilled if he
gets too big for his britches and starts making trouble for the SUSA. "

Doct or Chase | aughed. "Denocracy at work, Rebel-style.”

Ben chuckled. "It's called live and let live, Lamar. That's sonething
that Sinmon Border and Harriet Hooter and others of their ilk have never
understood and will never understand."

"Billy Smithson and his Free State of M ssouri?" Lamar asked, taking a seat.

"They'l|l be part of the SUSA in a matter of weeks. I'msure of it. Billy
knows they can't stand alone." Ben stood up and noved to the wall map
behind him He tapped it with a fist. "Berlin. Approximtely three
hundred and forty square mles of real estate that is filled with

t housands of well-arnmed thugs and creepies. Get your people geared up to
nove, Lamar. Berlin is going to be one tough nut to crack."

"A piss-cutter," Cooper said, w nking at Ben.
"Yeah, Coop," Jersey said, surprising him "A bitch-kitty. Is it
ki ck-ass time, Boss?"

"It's kick-ass time, Jersey," Ben said.

Wthin the city of Berlin, the punks and street crap partied and had a
high ol' tinme. The N ght People
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huddl ed in their lairs and made plans for the Rebels' final assault on
German soil. Unlike the fools above themon street |evel, the creeps
knew that, for nost of them it was all over. They were surrounded and
t he noose was tightening.

The creepies al so knew that, thanks to the m ndl ess barbarism of the
punks in dealing with civilians on the way to the city, Ben Raines would
not be offering his usual surrender ternms to the street trash. The
Rebel s woul d be coming in for the cold kill.

"Take the children, the fresh wonen, the virile nales, and | eave," the
judges said. "Use the tunnels. Go. There is little time left. There is
no point in stopping in Poland, for that country is next on that devil
Ben Raines' list. Qur friends in America say that there is a good chance
the Rebels will be ordered out of Europe before they reach the Ukraine.
So you have a chance if you keep noving east. Go now, quickly!"

It was near the end of the second day since the Rebels had first begun
circling the city, and the creeps knew their tine was nearly up. Their
patrols had seen the Rebels completely encircle the city. But there were
only two battalions of Rebels to the east of the city, so those escaping
in that direction mght have a chance.

The judges issued the orders: Take your positions and prepare to fight
to the death.

Buddy's 8 Batt and Nick Stafford' s 18 Batt were stretched out al ong



hi ghway E55, two battalions to cover alnost forty mles of highway. But
t hey were backed up by double their usual nunber of tanks and had the
assi stance of scouts who were on constant roving patrol up and down the
hi ghway.
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The eveni ng before the push-off, Ben gathered his Batt coms and told
them "We'll try to save as much of the city as possible. But | made no
guarantees for Berlin. It's nuch too large for that and we're up agai nst
at | east our nunber of punks and creeps. | want everybody in body
arnor-with no exceptions. Tanks will spearhead the drive. That's it. W

shove off at dawn tonorrow "

There were now several hundred reporters in the country, at |east that
many, and Ben had given up trying to control them Fifty or nore had
gathered at Ben's junp-off spot waiting for the push to begin. He

i gnored nost of them

Ben had not seen Cassie for several days, but that in itself was not
unusual for she had been doi ng human-interest stories and was spending a
lot of time talking with the German people. About an hour before the
push-off, she found him standing in the darkness besi de his Hunmer,
drinking coffee. Ben offered her his nmug and she sipped fromit.

"Thi ngs are beginning to heat up back home, Ben," she said finally,
breaki ng the sil ence.

" Si non Bor der ?"

"Anong ot hers."

"He's an asshole."

She smled in the darkness. "I assure you, he feels the sane about you."
"He's going to run for President, hey?"

She exhal ed in exasperation. Ben was al ways about two junps ahead of

her. Even as close as they were, Cassie had no idea just how massive the

Rebel s’ intelligence network was. Ben had operatives all over the world,
but especially in Anerica, for he knew that
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was where the greatest threat to the future of the SUSA lay. "Do you
have spies sitting on his inner council, Ben?"

"1 wsh."

"Well, you're right. He is going to run for President, but that's only a
part of it."

Ben waited. Around them the machinery of war was cranking up in the
warm humd air of pre-dawn.

"Harriet Hooter will be the dark horse in the upcon ng el ections, and no
one will get a clear ngjority."

"Harriet is a fool and so is Sinon Border. Neither one is a threat to



the SUSA. "

"Have you heard that Sinon's Christian Front is making talk about
i nvading Smithson's Free State of M ssouri ?"

"Yes. | spoke with Billy about that." What Cassie didn't know and Ben
was not yet ready to tell her was that Billy and his men were on their
way back to the States. They had been flying out daily froman old
mlitary base in Italy since before Ben had arrived at the dead city of
Rost ock, days earlier. The huge planes that carried them back to Anerica
br ought back suppli es,

"Anerica is going to be divided, Ben, torn apart in war."

"When Sinon invades the Free State of M ssouri, President Blanton will
have no choice but to send troops in to assist Billy Smthson. He gave
his word on that."

"The people of America will not support a racist state, Ben."

Ben smled. "The Free State of M ssouri no | onger
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exi sts, Cassie. Billy signed papers days ago. M ssouri is now part of
the SUSA."

n \Mat ?u

"I'f Sinmon Border wants trouble, just let himinvade a nmenber state of
the SUSA. 1'Il kill that son of a bitch before he has time to blink."

Cassie stared at Ben for a nonment. She experienced a chill at his words,
knowi ng that Ben did not nmake idle threats. "Are you giving nme this
story, Ben?"

"Yes. | was planning to wait a couple nore days. But you can broadcast
it nowif you' d like. It should be interesting to hear Simon's reaction.”

"Does Bl anton know about this?"
"Yes. It came as no surprise to him"
"Ben, are you planning on soneday ruling all of America?"

He | ooked at her as if she had taken | eave of her senses. "No. Hell, nol
I'"ve told you that before. Cassie, | don't personally rule anything.
It's a philosophy, a way of life. People of |ike nmind gathered together
| have no desire whatsoever to have to listen to a bunch of sobbing,
whi ni ng, hanky-stonping |iberals pissing and noani ng every tinme a punk

i s caught breaking the |aw and gets his or her ass shot off by a

| aw abi ding citizen. That's why | will support and hel p defend Honer

Bl anton and his party. | want himin power. He can put up with the
liberals. They are American citizens; they have as much right to their
views as | do to mine. | just don't want them around nme." He shook his

head. "Wy is the Rebel phil osophy so difficult for people to grasp?"
"Ben, people outside the SUSA understand the
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Rebel phil osophy. They just don't want to live under it"

"But they don't have to live under it. That's nmy point, Cassie. That's
what the Rebels fought and died for all those hard years-the right of a
people to work and play and |live under a government of their choosing,
not one that is forced on them You can't argue that the Rebel form of
governent doesn't work. You know it does-for those who choose to live
under it. People who don't want it can live under your so-called
denocratic formof government. Wich was fine until people started
tinkering with the Constitution and fucked it all up."

As al ways happened, Rebel s began gathering around Ben, wal king up to
stand silently in the waning nonments of pre-dawn, listening to Ben
Rai nes defend the phil osophy they would all willingly die for. And
several dozen reporters were anong the silent group

"Cassie, we don't try to run people's lives in the SUSA. W let the

i ndi vidual control his or her own destiny. The SUSA runs like a

wel | - engi neered and well -oil ed piece of nmachinery. It just chugs right
along without a hitch. Wy in the hell can't others just |eave us al one?
And why am | bunping nmy guns explaining this? You understand it
perfectly. Wiy can't your viewers and listeners and readers accept it?"

"Because, General Raines-" Bobby Day's voice cane out of the crowd.

"-those living outside the SUSA feel your form of government is barbaric."

Bobby Day suddenly found hinself very nuch
184

al one as other reporters quickly put sone distance between Bobby and
t hensel ves.
"Barbaric," Ben repeated softly. "Well, now That is npbst interesting.
The SUSA has the strongest econony in the world. W have zero

unenmpl oynent. We have practically no crine. W have the finest schools
and the finest nedical facilities in the world. No one is denied nedica
care. There hasn't been a racial incident within our borders in so | ong
| can't remenber the |ast one. W have no slunms. W pay the highest
wages and have the | owest incone tax, sales tax, and property tax in
North America. Mst people don't lock their doors or take the keys out
of their cars or trucks. The streets are safe to wal k anytime of the day
or night. W' ve set aside thousands and thousands of acres for wildlife
to live free and safe. Yet you say we have a barbaric form of

government. Now just how in the hell did you arrive at that conclusion?
And meke it brief, please, we have a war to fight."

Bobby Day | ooked around him at the faces of the Rebels, visible nowin
the first gray light of dawning: Black, white, oriental, Spanish, Native
Anerican, Catholic, Protestant, Jew, Hindu, Buddhist, Mslem atheist,
agnostic-all races, all creeds, all colors. Bobby Day had never been

i nside the borders of the SUSA. He knew only what he had been force-fed
fromthe nouths of college professors, many of whomlived in such an
insulated world they really didn't know horse shit fromhog jow s about
reality.

Bobby Day turned around without replying and wal ked off.
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The dawni ng was conplete, gray light turning to colors of all hues.

"Kick-ass tine, Boss," Jersey said. "Let's do it," Ben said.
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Chapter Two

The American military knew, of course, that Billy Smithson's people were
returning from Europe, and they inforned the President, who kept that

bit of news to hinself. Mdre and nore, Homer was taking cues from Ben
Rai nes and hol di ng back nore and nore fromthe press.

The planes carrying Billy's people were angling south and | andi ng at
airports in the SUSA, refueling, and then taking off and landing in

M ssouri after flying through SUSA territory. Sinon Border didn't have a
clue. But when he heard-reported over satellite by Cassie-that Smthson
had di ssolved his Free State of M ssouri, opened his borders as nuch as
the SUSA did (which wasn't all that wide), and joined the SUSA, Sinon
threw hinmself into a towering snit. After he cal med down, he ordered a
nati onwi de hook-up on his television stations and denounced the SUSA as
the twenty-first century's equival ent of Sodom and Gonorrah. "They even
have whor ehouses down there!" he thundered, waving a Bible.

They sure did. Ben had | egalized prostitution and regul ated and t axed
it. The "ladies of the evening" saw a doctor every week and practiced
safe sex with their custoners. Consequently, sexually transmitted
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di seases were practically nonexistent in the SUSA. Sone of the preachers
in the SUSA didn't really approve of such things, but they kept their
nmout hs shut about it and their opinions to thensel ves since the nen who
frequented the houses were not likely to show up in church anyway. Or so
t he preachers thought.

Those who listened regularly to Sinmon Border's daily harangues hung on
every word from his sancti noni ous nouth and agreed that, yes, indeed,
Ben Rai nes was the Great Satan and his nasty filthy whore-ridden enmpire
had to be destroyed before Ben Raines corrupted the entire world. Just
how t hat was going to be acconplished was sonmewhat of a nystery since
the residents of the SUSA were all arnmed to the teeth with the nost
nodern of weapons and everyone between the ages of sixteen and sixty was
inthe Army. The followers of Sinon Border also knew that troubl emakers
didn't last long in the SUSA and that violent crimnals had a life
expectancy of about a minute and a hal f-or Iess.

"God will show us the way!" Sinmon Border prom sed his listeners. "God
will answer my prayers, and | will personally lead the arnies of the
Christian Front into battle and defeat the Great Satan, Ben Raines."”

"That guy," Cecil Jefferys said after viewing a tape of Sinon Border's
broadcast, "is a nut!"

"You'll get no argunment fromme on that," a battalion comrander replied.
"But a nut that we're going to have to deal with sooner or later."

"True," Cecil said



"Have you heard from General Raines?"
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"The Rebels entered the outskirts of Berlin yesterday norning."

The punks and street gangs who had occupied Berlin slowy fell back
under the slow and relentless advance of the Rebels. This tinme, there
had been no offer of surrender and it didn't take the punks long to
realize that playtinme was over and they were facing the end.

Eur opean street gangs and their | eaders were much the sane as their
Ameri can counterparts: cruel and arrogant, believing they were
i nvinci bl e. The Rebel s qui ckly changed their m nds.

The creeps took no part in the first few days of fighting, staying in
the central part of the city and letting the street crap get bl oodied
and very dead.

Those citizens of Berlin who had nanaged to get out when the hordes of
punks descended upon the city had returned with the Rebel advance. Using
t he weapons taken fromthe dead street trash, Ben, after his own people
had carefully interviewed themon their political views, arned the
Berliners and formed theminto rear guards. Any Bottger supporters anong
the citizens were dealt with by the citizens of Berlin in final fashion
with the Rebels not interfering as quick justice was neted out.

West and his 4 Batt took the airport on the northwest side of the city,
and supplies began flying in and carrying the badly wounded out. The
airport on the southeast side of the city fell under the Rebel advance,
and the noose began tightening on the punks in the city.
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Punks, mal e and femal e, began staggering out of the snmoke and fire,
hands in the air, begging to be allowed to surrender. They were taken

i nto custody and handed over to the German authorities. After they were
IDd and their crimnal records checked, nost of themwere either shot
or hanged, the rest given |long prison sentences.

CGeneral Matthies and his: people were pulled up fromthe south, and Ben
handed over the renmainder of the retaking of Berlin to them pulling his
Rebel s out. Wth the exception of a few small pockets of crimna
defiance in the countryside, Germany was clear. It had taken the Rebels
and the resistance forces about nine nonths to retake nost or all of
seven European countries.

Now, seven nore countries were added to the growing list of countries
that rmade up the United Nations.

Ben stood his people down and waited for orders fromthe United Nations.

The orders weren't long in comng: Stabilize Pol and, Czechosl ovaki a,
Austria, and Hungary.

"We're gonna get caught in Eastern Europe right smack in the dead of
winter," lke groused. "And winters there will freeze the balls off a
brass nonkey. "

"Ch, it isn't that bad, my friend," Colonel Wajda teased. "Wait unti



you get to Russia."

Ben | ooked up froma map. "lke, you take your 2 Batt and battalions 10
through 18 and go into Austria and Slovenia and work east. |I'Il take ny
1 Batt, 3 through 9, and CGeneral Wajda's people and go into Pol and and
Czechosl ovaki a. Generals Flanders and Randazzo have their hands ful

trying to get some order into Italy. Lee Flanders says it's the biggest
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mess he's ever seen. Lee says there are about a hundred and fifteen
political parties surfacing and everybody is talking at once. Lanar,
make sure he gets plenty of aspirin. Lee says headaches are the nost
conmon ail nents anong his people.™

After the laughter had faded, Ben said, "lke, you' re going into unknown
territory in Slovenia and Croatia. W' ve made contact with sone

resi stance groups, and they've agreed to neet you at the border and

of fer you as much assi stance as possible; but if you feel yourself
getting bogged down and over your head, back out. The resistance |eaders
assure ne that you'll be welcomed in there, but that's iffy. Play it
safe and cautious. Now then, | want as nmuch intell as you can gather
about the countries between Hungary and G eece. Serbia, Al bania,

Macedoni a-if those countries still exist. But I'"'mafraid that intell is
going to be precious little. All we know right now is that those
countries are supposedly locked in civil war. And if that proves out, we
don't go in. Not without a hell of a lot nore people than we have now.
Cooper nmanaged to round up a lot of maps and we've made plenty of

copies. They're over on that table by the far wall.

"Col onel Wajda, you'll take Rebel battalions 4 through 7 and neutralize
your home country."

The Pol i sh Col onel nodded his head in approval.

"Battalions 3, 8, and 9 will go with me into Czechosl ovakia. Therm

Col onel Wajda has said the roads in Poland are in bad shape, so we can
figure the roads where the rest of us are going are just as bad or
worse. Logistically, this mght be a real nightmare."
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"Where will | be, Ben?" Thernopolis, the ex-hippie, asked.

Ben smiled. "You' ve been bitching for nonths about wanting front-Iine
duty, so all right, you've got it. |I'mplacing your wife, Rosebud, in
charge of the detail work and creating a new battalion, 19, with you in

charge. "

"Ben, if you leave Em| Hite with ny wife, she'll kill himwthin two
days. Bet on it."

"No, she won't, because Emi| and his band of warriors will be with you."
"Ch, shit!" Thernopolis said.
"You're the only one who can control him Therm What do you say?"

"Where wi |l Rosebud be?'



"Wth us. Each of the battle groups-excuse nme, stabilization groups-wll
have their own conmpany to handl e details."

"Fi ne. Sounds good. She's been saying-quite frequently of late-that I'm
getting underfoot, and | know that is my cue to nake an exit."

"Well, that's it, then. Start gearing up to spread out and start the push.”

The batt coms began troopi ng out, but Thernopolis caught Ben's eye.
"Who gets to tell Eml he's back on the front |ines?" he asked.

"I thought 1'd | eave that honor up to you," Ben said with a wi nk.
"Cee, thanks. You're just too nice to ne."
"Think nothing of it, Therm G ad to have you back with us on the line."

Thermturned to go, hesitated, then said, "Ben, you renenber the first
tinme we net?"
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Ben | aughed. "Sure. | have to say that we've both cone a | ong way since
then. ™

"I'n nore ways than one, for a fact. Ben, runor has it that Bruno Bottger
is still alive."”

"I think he is. | don't know how he pulled it off, but I believe he did."
"Any ideas where he m ght be?"
"Just one. Africa."”

"You know, Ben, |'ve always wanted to go to Africa. Rosebud, too.

Ben stared at the man for a monent-ponytail and all. "If you think I'm
going to send you to Africa, put it out of your mnd, ol' buddy."

Therm waved that off. "No, no, | didn't nmean that. What | neant was, it
will be interesting when we all go."

Again, Ben stared at him "You seemdamm certain we'll get there, Therm"
"Eventual ly, Ben. Yeah. | think we will." Therm smled and wal ked out of

the room

Ben | ooked over at Jersey, sitting with her M 16 across her knees. "Wen
the betting started, Boss," she said, "it was about fifty to one against
our going to Africa. Nowit's pretty nuch even noney."

"What is the consensus, Little Bit?"

She shrugged her shoulders. "The majority will go without bitching too
much. Sonme peopl e think we should stay out, but color doesn't have a
thing to do with it."

"Not since the attenpted coup, you nean."

"R ght. "



"If we go to Africa, Jersey, it will be only after we've
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conpl eted our objective here in Europe. And that's going to take a few
years, the way we're going."

"And by then, you know what we'll have to do?"

"Stabilize North Anerica all over again," Cooper said.
Ben | ooked at him Cooper had spoken with a grimlook on his face. "You
sound pretty sure of yourself, Coop."

"Yes, sir, | am A certain type of Anerican just can't |eave things

al one. The majority gets a good thing going, then sonebody el se cones

al ong and wants to screw it all up. Take the SUSA, for instance. W've
got the best governnment in the whole world, with nore than ninety-five
percent of the people who live there in agreenent with it. Yet we're the
nost hated in all of North America. Wiy? Because people |ike Sinon
Border and Harriet Hooter and those meal y-nout hed ass-w pes who foll ow
themjust can't stand it when they're not in total control of people's
lives. If they're opposed to soneone's snoking a cigarette, then the
whol e nati on shoul d be snokel ess because they think it should be ... and
to hell with the rest of the constituency. If they're opposed to the
ownership of pistols, then all the pistols in the nation should be

gat hered up; again, to hell with what other people think. In the SUSA
we' ve got a near-perfect balance, and they can't stand it. If President
Jefferys lets his guard down for one second, those bastards will be al
over him They're just waiting for the slightest crack in our security.
And it will happen. No nation can be totally, one hundred percent
vigilant all the tine. And then we'll have to do it all over again.”
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Ben | ooked at the faces of his team and saw only serious sober eyes

| ooki ng back at him "That's a ... depressing thought, Coop. What do you
t hi nk shoul d be done about it? Get rid of those who are opposed to our
form of governnent ?"

Cooper shook his head. "No. That's where we're different fromthose who
oppose us. We believe that nations-within-a-nation is the best way. They
don't. W& want themto have their government, but they won't want us to
have ours. That nakes us a cut above them"

"For a long time now, Chief," Corrie said, "we've been having study
groups. In every battalion. W thought you knew and woul dn't object."

"I don't object. I think it's a good thing."

"Well, we find boxes of old nmagazi nes and books and study them and then
di scuss what we've read. For instance, just before the Great War, the
termraci st was slung around pretty dam | oosely-"

"I"ll certainly agree with that. | was accused of being a racist."

"But you're not," Beth said. "None of us here are racist. You can't be a

Rebel and be a racist. It's inmpossible. Thing is, and this just came up
a few nights ago, there was this article about this man who bought sone



and up in the northwest part of Anerica and took his famly there. He
wanted to be | eft alone and raise his kids and teach them hinsel f, and
he and his wife were qualified to do that. He called hinself a
separatist, but many of the press called hima racist"

"And the federal governnent staked himout,"
eventually killed his wife

Ben noted, "set himup, and
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and one of his sons and put himin prison for a tine. | know the case."
"What was he doing wong to deserve that kind of treatment?" Corrie asked.

"Not hi ng. But the government was out of control by that tine, and
getting worse. Soon it was spinning conpletely out of control. The feds
were sticking their noses into everybody's business. Congress was
passing legislation that, in effect, stated we nmust all |ove everybody.
One racial group could cast aspersions agai nst another group, but the
group who coul d be prosecuted for casting aspersions could not, under
the I aw, cast racial aspersions against the first group.”

"W read about that, too. But none of us could figure it out," Jersey said.

"Well," Ben said with a |augh, "don't feel alone. None of us could either."

"Boss," Cooper asked, "what in the hell was sensitivity training?"

"Police officers, for instance, had to take classes in order to better
understand the crimnals they mght have to arrest.”

Jersey's dark eyes darkened even nore. "Wuld you repeat that, Boss?
mean, that sounds |like a bag of shit to ne."

"It was. And is. Which is why we don't have such nonsense in the SUS
Corrie had turned to her radio and was |istening. She spoke a few soft
words and then | ooked at Ben. "That was a report fromour scouts. The
t hugs and gang | eaders in Prague have warned that if the Rebels
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enter the city, they will die there." She shook her head. "Sone things
never change, do they?"

"Sure | ooks that way." He gl anced at Jersey.

She smled and said, "Should we take sensitivity training before we go
i nto Prague, Chief?"

"I don't think so, Jersey."
"Ki ck-ass tinme!"
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Chapter Three

"It says here," Beth said, reading froman old tourist guidebook, "that
Prague is a city of one-and-a-half-mllion people. It has warmrainy



sumers and long dry winters. And if you get in trouble, contact your
country's consul ate for assistance.”

"Why don't we leave Emi| Hite in Prague and he can be the ambassador
fromthe US?" Jersey suggested

"W want to help these people, Jersey," Ben said. "Not plunge theminto
dept hs of depression. Wiat's the |latest from Prague, Corrie?"

"There is a sizable nunber of punks waiting for us. Exact nunbers
unavai l abl e, but they appear to be well arnmed. Scouts report no sign of
creepies. The city has been trashed and | ooted. Residents have fled into
the countryside. W should be coming up on the first refugee canps in
about an hour. That'll be just across the border at Teplice. That town
is secure.”

"The roads have turned to shit," Cooper bitched.

"They're going to get worse," Corrie warned him

"Any word from | ke?" Ben asked.

"Not a peep."

The town of Teplice was overflow ng with refugees
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fromin and around Prague. At first they were stunned into silence to
see the Rebel arnmy rolling in. Conmunications had becone so bad, nost
had little or no know edge of what was going on fifty mles away. It had
become a matter of day-to-day survival

Ben was standi ng outside his Hummer when Doctor Chase wal ked up. "I
know, Lamar. | know. Don't start. We'll be here for a few days."

"These people haven't had proper nmedical attention in years. The
children need basic inoculations." He handed Corrie a list. "I need

t hose nedici nes. Yesterday. Arrange for a drop, please." He turned and
wal ked away.

"Well, he's happy now," Ben said. "His people are finally getting
something to do. Conme on. Let's see the town and talk to sonme people
from Prague. "

The peopl e were shabbily dressed and weary-eyed. They stared in
di sbelief at the healthy, well-fed Rebels. But there was no sense of
def eat about them they were sinply tired and hungry and confused.

The Rebel s had begun to realize that the nassive resistance they had
first faced in every town and village was over for a tinme. Since |anding
in France, some nonths back, the Rebels had killed, wounded, or-in a few
cases-taken prisoner thousands of crininals. They had no firm nunbers as
to how many punks and gangs they had driven eastward, but there is a
[imt to how many thugs one country can produce. Behind the Rebels, mass
graves lay in silent testinony to what happens to those who resist the
stabilizing of a country.

"I wonder how many of these people were in gangs
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just a few weeks ago, or even a few days ago?" Thernopolis asked,
felling in step with Ben.

"Quite a few, | would inagine. And there is a good possibility sonme of
themw |l return to alife of crine once we pull out. But if these
citizens adopt the form of government | hope they do, crimnals won't
stand nuch of a chance once we | eave."

"They' ve got to get their econony cranked up."

"That isn't our job. There are so-called political experts fromthe U N
comng in right behind us to help the people do that." He grimaced. "The
world is getting smaller again, Therm"

Ther nopol i s knew what he neant and nodded his head in agreenment. "I just
hope it's for the better."

"I't will be for atine. Then it will revert back to the same ol' have
and have-nots it was before the G eat War."

"That's a di smal thought, Ben

"Hurman nature, Therm You know that as well as | do. That's why you and
your group dropped out."

"Then the world | earned nothing fromall the wars and the foll ow ng
years of suffering and tragedy, did it, Ben?"

"Not much, Therm | amsorry to say. Not much."

The Rebel s pushed deeper into the Czech Republic. So far, not a shot had
been fired since they had crossed the border. They stopped at every
town, every village, spending anywhere froma few hours to a few days,
treating the people and giving kids chil dhood shots. The Rebel nedica
and political people were happy at work, healing and teaching; the Rebe
conbat
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teans were bored. They had been primed and cocked for action ... and
none had come for weeks. But all that was about to change.

"We're about five niles away from conbat," Ben told his team after

| ooki ng at and then folding and putting away his map. "Order the convoy
halted here, Corrie."”

Batts 3, 9, and Therm s short battalion had cut off fromthe convoy and
woul d attack the city on the Slany H ghway, first taking the airport,
while Ben's 1 Batt and Buddy's 8 Batt would hit the city from E55.

Scouts who had been roam ng around the outskirts of the city for days
joined up with the two col ums.

"It's going to be house to house and bl ock by block," they reported to Ben
"How are they outfitted?"

"Smal | arnms and machi ne guns. Some nortars and rocket |aunchers. Nothing



heavi er that we've seen." The young Rebel grinned. "And we've been in
cl ose enough to hear themfart."

"They're a pretty notley bunch, General," another scout said. "Not much
in the way of discipline. But they're hard-core crinmnals and they're
not going to give it up without a fight."

"Then that's what we'll give them" Ben said. "At dawn tonorrow. "

The Rebel s had becone the world's | eading experts in the taking and
clearing of cities, suburbs, airports, and just about anything el se one
m ght care to nane. As one reporter wote in his colum: Wtching the
Rebel Arny work is something like viewing a very
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brutal and violent ballet, and, as in ballet, you know who is going to win.

The Rebels, with tanks spearheading, struck the city just after dawn
and, by noon, had taken the airport and hanmered their way well into the
suburbs. Grateful citizens, quickly organized by Rebel political teans,
nmoved in right behind the conbat teans-oftentines working while the
fighting raged around them and i medi ately began cl eari ng away the
debris and putting sone order back into nei ghborhoods.

It really came as no surprise to anyone that at noon the second day of
fighting, groups of punks and thugs and street crap started appearing
with white flags, their hands in the air. The crimnals sinply were not
prepared for the Rebels' methods of clearing and cl eaning out cities.
They were used to dealing with police, who were under strict codes of
conduct on how to cope with the | awl ess. The Rebels went straight for
the jugular and didn't give a dam for the feelings of thugs and punks.

Ben, as usual, was |eading the assault very deep in a hot sector and
cane upon what appeared to be a badly frightened, shocked, and shaken
group of nmen and wonen. They were sitting in the mddle of an old
cobbl estone street, their hands in the air.

Ben and his team stopped at the corner and quickly scanned the area for
a possi bl e anbush. He didn't |ike what he saw or what he felt. The
street was narrow and lined with old vehicles on both sides.

"It's no trick!" a woman called out in heavily accented English. "W
give up! Don't shoot us. Please, God, don't kill us!"
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"Stand up and nove toward us," Ben called. "No tricks or you're dead."
The group struggled to their feet, which is no easy task with your hands
inthe air, and stood, their eyes shifting fromleft to right.

"Move toward us," Ben called. "Slow and easy." To his team he said,

"They're going to pull something. Watch it."
"There's sonething strapped onto that big guy's back," Beth observed.
"I saw an old novie during R&R, " Coop whi spered. "About the second world

war. One Japanese fellow who offered to surrender had a small nachine
gun strapped to his back. You know what happened next."



"You may be right," Jersey said. "Although it pains me to admit it.
"Now " the woman screanmed, falling forward to | and on the cobbl estones,
her group with her.

Cooper had pegged it: The nan had what appeared to be a German MG 3
strapped onto his back. Another of the group jerked it up just as nen
and worren began firing from behind the old cars and trucks parked al ong
the street.

Ben flattened out on the sidewal k and | et his old Thonpson sing its .45
cal i ber song, the fat slugs tearing into flesh and whining off the
cobbl est ones.

Coop was carrying his SAW and he quickly ducked into the building and
started firing out of a broken wi ndow, letting the .223 rounds fromthe
two hundred round box magazine fly. Jersey, Corrie, and Beth | evel ed
their M16's and added to the death songs in the old street.
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A Bradley Fighting Vehicle rolled up and cut |loose with its 25mm cannon,
qui ckly turning the narrow street into an avenue of death for the gang
nmenbers.

Aut omat i ¢ weapons' fire began com ng fromthe second-story w ndows on
both sides of the street. The M3 Bradl ey began swiveling its two-man
power turret and opening up with both cannon and machine gun fire while
Ben and his teamlet the lead fly fromground | evel. The Bradl ey turned,
and the Rebel s inside opened gun ports and added nore fire-power to the
narrow street fight.

The Rebels poured on the fire for a full sixty seconds until Ben
signaled Corrie to call for a cease fire. The six Rebels inside the
Bradl ey exited through the ranmp in the rear and took up positions on
both sides of the street. But no returning fire fromthe gang nenbers

greeted them ',

This brief firefight was over. O so Ben and the others thought.

"W may have a slight problem Boss," Corrie said after listening to her
headset for a nmonent. "We're cut off fromthe main group. This area was
controlled by a warlord naned Viktor Sinma. | think | pronounced that
right. He had the | argest gang and vowed to fight to the death. | just
got that word fromintell, who got it nmoments ago from captured punks."
She held up a hand and |istened for a couple of seconds. "That's
ten-four. We'll sit tight." To Ben she said, "W are npst definitely cut
of f. Sone of the street gangs formed up and found sonme reserve of
courage and counter attacked."

"Screwed their courage to the sticking place, hey?" Ben said with a snile
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"Screwed their what?" Cooper asked.

"That's Shakespeare, Coop," Beth said.

"How about ammp?" Ben call ed.



"Everybody's all right," Corrie said after checking with the others.
"About six hundred rounds of 25mm for the cannon left."

" Anybody hit?"
"Nobody got a scratch."”

Ben | ooked around himand spotted an old garage across and down the
street. "Back up to that building," he ordered. "Now Go. Go. Go!"

Everyone safe in the garage snmelling of old grease and gasoline, Coop
unfol ded a map and studied it for a noment. "\Were the hell are we?" he
asked. "All the street signs have been torn down and | can't get ny
bearings."

"That's why | ordered the Humer parked," Ben said. "In these old cities
you can get turned around very quickly." He indicated a |l ocation on the
map. "l think we're right there-give or take a block or two."

"Deserters fromBottger's MEF are fighting with this Sima guy," Corrie
called fromacross the room "Intell underestimted the strength and
firepower of the street gangs."

Ben prow ed both floors of the old building and found it well built and
in pretty good shape. There were two back doors that led into a very
narrow, by American standards, alley. Too narrow for the Bradl ey, he
guessed.

He notioned for two Rebels who had arrived in the Bradley. "Check out
that building there," he said, pointing across the alley, "and keep
going to the end
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of the bl ock. When you reach the end of the block, report by radio."
They nodded and were gone.

Ben returned to the front of the building and | ooked up the street. The
bodi es of the men and wonen were still sprawl ed in pools of blood on the
cobbl est ones. The Bradl ey had been pulled back into the depths of the
ol d garage and was parked in the gloom inpossible to see fromthe
street. Above them the sky was dark and | eaden, the clouds threatening
a downpour.

Corrie held up a hand for a few seconds, then said, "That's a roger." To
Ben she added, "The end of this block opens into a wide park. If we
tried to go that way, we'd be exposed to eneny fire."

"Al'l right," Ben responded, "get those two back here." \Wen she had
recal l ed the nen, Ben asked, "How hard cut off are we, Corrie?"

"It isn't good, Boss. The street gangs have rallied and are hol ding.
It's going to take a couple of hours, at least, to punch through to us.
But they're not real sure of our |ocation."

Ben nodded his understanding. He pointed to two Rebels. "Get that
machi ne gun the punks were about to use on us and that can of ammo.
That' Il give us extra firepower, and we're going to need it. W' re going



to be here for a while."

When the nen had returned, carrying the M3 and a bi-podded RPK and
several boxes of amm they'd found, Ben assigned positions. "Miintain
noi se discipline," he directed. "Leave the garage doors open just as we
found them Get back into the shadows and stay put and | think ..."
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The sounds of nortar rounds exploding cut himoff in md-sentence. "I
can't tell if those are ours or theirs. | suspect theirs. This is going
to be a tougher piece of cake than we were led to believe." As he stood,
he sniffed the air. "W shaved this norning and used after-shave?"

"Me, sir," a young Rebel said
"Goddami t." Cooper swore at the m stake.

"Snmear grease on your face and kill that odor, boy," Ben told him "As a
matter of fact, all of us will snear grease on our faces to help concea
t he pal eness. If you can't find enough grease, use your camo paint. Do it."

The Rebel on the second floor radioed to Corrie, "W' ve got conpany.
Heads up."

"Conpany comi ng, Boss," she told Ben.

"Fade back and hol d your positions. Do not fire unless we're spotted.
Stand easy."

The sky darkened further, then opened up and began to rain over the
city, turning midday into near-dusk. The Rebels trapped inside the old
garage waited, weapons at the ready. They breathed through their nouths
to cut down on even that slight noise. They heard the sounds of running
boots, then silence as the nen fl attened agai nst the outside of the
buil ding. Muffled voices over the sounds of rain drifted to them The
Rebel s saw the fast-noving shapes of men and wonmen dart across the open
doors of the garage and slip on past, working their way up the street.

So far, so good, Ben thought.

Then Lady Luck lifted her slightly soiled skirts and crapped all over
the Rebels as they heard the sounds of the two back doors openi ng and
the sounds of
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voi ces speaking in a | anguage none of them under stood.

Ben shifted his eyes and | ooked at Jersey, who stood close to him She
arched an eyebr ow

The nmen drew cl oser. They were dressed in a nishmash of clothing that
clearly 1D d them as street punks. The weapons they carried were al
different, and they handl ed them carel essly. They stopped in a group
talked briefly in | ow tones, then spread out across the rear of the
bui | di ng, unzipped their pants, and took a piss on the floor

Jersey rolled her eyes in disgust, and Ben struggled to keep a straight
face.



The punks spotted the Bradley and lifted their weapons.

"Shit!" Ben nuttered, then stepped out of the shadows and bl ew the nen
into eternal darkness.

"Tal k about gettin' caught with your dick hangin' out," Cooper quipped.

"Wonder ful , Cooper," Jersey said. "You certainly have a way with words."

Then there was no nore tine for talk as the nen and wonen in the
rain-slicked street doubled back. The fight was on, but not for |ong.

Sima's people ran right into a classic Rebel anmbush, and those that
renni ned alive were forced to retreat across the street.

"W can't hold here," Ben said. He notioned his forces toward the back
door. "Qut into the alley," he said. "Mve it."

"The Bradl ey-"
"Leave it." He took a grenade fromhis battle harness and said, "Move,
goddami t! Qut the back."
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Ben was the last to | eave the building. He popped the pin and tossed the
grenade into the belly of the Bradley and then stepped over the bodies
of the gang nenbers and out into the rain, following his teamup the
alley at a dead run.

The grenade did exactly what Ben had hoped it would. It set off the 25mm
rounds in the vehicle; and when they started bl owi ng, they set off al

the spare 7.62 amo for the vehicle's machine gun. After the grenade's
muf f1 ed expl osion, it sounded |ike a major battle was taking place.

"The open park is just over there," one of the Rebels who had checked
out the block panted, pointing, when Ben had caught up.

"Then we'll go the other way," Ben said.
"That's bogy country, sir!"

"That's right, son. It sure is. And the |last place Sim's people would
think to ook for us. Let's get going, people. W don't have much tine
to find a hidey-hole."

They jogged two bl ocks up the narrow alley and then cut to their right
and ran for two nore bl ocks. They were becomni ng hopel essly | ost as they
ran fromalley to street.

"\What happened to all the goddamm street signs?" Jersey cussed as they
ran. "lI'mlost as a goose."

"Join the club,” Beth told her. "The map is useless. | have no idea
where we are.”

When they finally paused to catch their breath, they flopped down on the
dirty, rat-chewed, paper-littered floor, and Cooper said, "Wat's that |
smel | ?"



"The river," Ben told him "It's got to be. W can't be nore than a few
bl ocks fromit. Damm, we're
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deeper into bogy country than |I'd thought. But there is no way we nade
the city proper."” Ben opened a map and studied it in the dimlight

com ng through a dirty window "I think we're right here." He shook his
head. "No. We might have turned onto this street initially and gone too
far. Those short bl ocks were our undoing. | have good news and bad news,

peopl e. Qur guys don't have the vaguest idea where we are."

"I'f our people don't know where we are, what's the bad news?" Jersey asked.
"Neither do I," Ben adnmitted.
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Chapt er Four

"l suppose we could ask the first person who wanders by,
a snmle.

Coop said with

"Great idea, Coop," Jersey said. "W'll elect you to do that."
"Ho ho," Coop said.

"Bunp somebody, Corrie," Ben said. "And tell themwe're all right. Just
lost." He shook his head. "I hope | ke never |learns of this."

"He will," Jersey said as Corrie reported in.

She finished her brief report and | ooked at Ben. "Needless to say, a | ot
of people are highly irritated at us."

"Especially at nme."
"Ri ght."

"They' Il get over it.

"Buddy suggests that we stay on the air | ong enough for himto get a fix
on our position."

"Negative."
"That's what | told him He's very unhappy about our getting cut off."

Before Ben could reply, a Rebel by a window called in a hoarse whisper.
"We've got company. Coming up fromthe south. At least | think it's south.”

"How many?"
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"Hard to tell in this rain. Maybe ten to fifteen. Nope. Here cones sone
nore around the corner.”

"We're all right fromthe front," Ben whispered. "But anyone approaching



fromthe rear will see the boot tracks."

W thout being told, Cooper took his SAWand |left to cover the back room
Anyone opening the door would step into a death trap

Several of the gang nenbers paused at the front of the building to peer
through the dirty wi ndows. No one attenpted to enter through the rear
and they wal ked past, on through the driving rain.

"W're so far in front of our lines, we can't even hear the gunfire,"
Bet h conmment ed.

"The rain is helping to muffle the noise," Ben said. "But | thought I
heard shots just a few seconds ago. | don't understand how we got so far
ahead. "

The Rebels fell silent, enveloped in the sounds of the hard-driving rain
and a couple of drip-drops splattering on the floor froma leak in the
roof. Ben | ooked at his watch. Four o'clock. They needed to get back to
their lines, but Ben had no idea where their lines were.

If they weren't back anong friendlies by dark, they would have to sit it
out, for noving around at night was a sure way to get dead in a hurry.
On the other side of the coin, they wouldn't go hungry or thirsty, for
they each carried enmergency rations and two canteens of water

Ben gl anced at Jersey just as she chanced a peek out the dirty w ndow
She | ooked right into the eyes of an outlaw. Ben shot himin the center
of his face
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just as the man was lifting his AK to cream Jersey. The .45 slugs took
half the man's head off.

"Where the hell did he cone fron?" Beth asked as bull ets began whining
of f the outside stone on the front of the building and smashi ng t hrough
wi ndows.

"Doesn't make any difference," Jersey said. "They're here."
Fromthe rear of the building, Cooper's SAWbarked and men screaned in pain

"Three to the rear to help Cooper," Ben called, and Rebels fromthe
Bradl ey crawl ed out of the room staying lowto the floor.

Wthin seconds, all the front wi ndows were gone, smashed by unfriendly fire.
"Bl oop those across the street!" Ben call ed.

They | oaded 40-mm grenades into the bl oop tubes of the M16's and fired.
The expl osives did their work; the fire fromacross the street suddenly
st opped and was repl aced by npbaning and crying fromthe badly wounded.

A woman zi gzagged up the street, carrying what | ooked |like a

sat chel -charge. Ben cut the legs fromunder her with a burst fromhis
Thonpson, and she went screanm ng and sprawl i ng and cursing facedown on
the rain-slick cobbl estones, sliding a few yards before comng to a halt
on the sidewalk in front of a building where unfriendly fire was com ng
hot and heavy. The charge she was carrying blew, and the wonan



di sappeared in a sickening splash and slop of color. The charge mnust
have been nmassive, for it took out the entire front of the building and
silenced the gunfire.

"The back is clear," Cooper called.
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"Let's get out of here!" Ben said, lunging to his boots and headi ng for
the rear door.

Ben took the lead and I ed his people up the alley for half a block. He
turned | eft and ducked into the back of a building, |eading themthrough
a dark naze of litter and then out the front. He turned right and ran up
the street to the corner, his eyes searching for some remmant of a
street sign.

Not hi ng

"Shit!" Ben cussed and ran across the street, the heavy rain partly
obscuring the Rebels as they sought safety and a way out of bogy country.

Suddenl y, the short bl ocks and narrow twi sting streets ended, spilling
into a wi de boul evard. A block away, a half-a-dozen main battle tanks
flying the flag of the SUSA runbled in their direction. A dozen or nore
Humers and Bradl ey's were right behind them Ben recognized Buddy's

per sonal Hummer.

"It's been an interesting afternoon,” Ben said, |eaning back against the
bui | di ng under what remmi ned of an awning and rolling a cigarette. "Now
| guess ny son will chew ne out."

"Goddamit, father!" Buddy hollered a few seconds later. "Were in the
hel | have you been?"

"Everything is back to nornal," Ben mnuttered.

The Rebel s seized the bridges the next day and crossed the river

VIt ava-al so known as the Ml dau. Ben (as he had accurately foreseen)
found hinmsel f surrounded by Rebels and unable to | eave his new CP, an
ol d castle, w thout bodyguards watching his every nove.
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"Don't you trust me, son?" Ben asked.

"You have to be joking!" Buddy replied.

Doct or Chase chuckl ed at the tanks surrounding the pal ace and the guards
inthe halls and in front of Ben's office. "Buddy sure clipped your

wi ngs, didn't he?"

"Very funny, Lamar. |'m amused. What do you want ?"

Taking his time, Lamar poured coffee and sat down. "Look, Ben, you're
not yet ready for a cane or wheelchair, but you have no business getting
into conbat situations. You are the commandi ng general of the Iargest

standing arny on the face of the earth-as far as we know 1It's about
damm tine you acted accordingly."



"Ch, | wll, Lamar. | will."

"Until the next time you find a wi ndow of opportunity to sneak off and
get into trouble.™

"That's probably true, but |'ve got enough paperwork to keep ne occupied
for about a week, at least So stop worrying."

"What's the word from M ke?"

"I haven't seen himin weeks. No telling where he is. But | did speak
wi th Hormer Blanton a few hours ago and he's back to work full time and
doing well. Sinmon Border is still waging a war of words over his radio
and TV stations. And Harriet Hooter and her followers are marching and
wavi ng placards. Honer finally wi sed up and nati onwi de el ecti ons have
been postponed indefinitely in the USA. "

"And the SUSA?"

"Runni ng as snoboth as can be."
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Lamar nodded. "I am surprised that we nanaged to save as nuch of Prague
as we did."

"I think in the final analysis we'll save about ninety-five percent of
the city. But the nmuseuns and art galleries have | ong been | oot ed.
Sonebody is sitting on mllions and mllions of dollars worth of

val uabl e paintings and artifacts.”

"They' ||l surface, eventually."

"Yeah, on the black market."

Corrie entered the huge room "It's just about over, Boss," she said.
"The punks are giving it up in droves."

"Vi ktor Sima?"

"Looks |i ke he took what was |eft of his bunch and headed east."

"Well, we'll meet himagain. Does anybody know what happened to those

i di ot gang | eaders? Boogi e Whogi e Sl am Bam or whatever that fool called
hi nmsel f ?"

Corrie | aughed. "Boogi e Wogi e Bagwanb?"

"That's him"

She shook her head. "Those peopl e dropped out of sight. Intell thinks
they' Il eventually surface back in the States."

"They better keep their asses out of the SUSA. "

"I don't think they'll get within five hundred mles of our territory,"
Jersey said fromher spot across the room "They're stupid, not crazy."

Ben stood up. "Cone on. Let's take a look at the city."



"You just don't want to deal with all that paperwork," Lamar said.

"You damm sure got that right," Ben replied.
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Seventy-five percent of the city had been cleared, and those gang
menbers who still fought were now surrounded. Encircled by a host of
Rebel s, Ben began a tour of Prague.

After about fifteen mnutes, Ben said to his bodyguard, "You know,
Sergeant, | could just order you to |l eave ne the hell alone, you know that ?"

The sergeant did not reply.
Ben stared at him "Wwo the hell are you? | don't know you."

The man smiled. "Sgt. Matt Andrews, sir. From 2 Batt. | take my orders
from General McGowan. He said to blanket you; we're going to blanket you."

"l ke," Ben said, then grew thoughtful. "That tubby, Air Force fly-boy. I
m ght have known it." Ben | ooked around him There was a nmain battle
tank in front of the short convoy and another MBT in the rear. In

bet ween, two Bradl ey Fighting Vehicles and one APC with twin .50-caliber
machi ne guns filled with Rebels.

"Al'l right," Ben said cheerfully. "Come on. Let's get this circus on the
road."

In the Humrer, Jersey gave him a questioning |ook. "You' re happy about
all this protection, Boss?"

"In a way, Little Bit. You see, those guys are not Rebels and | ke didn't
send them | just called Ike a tubby, Air Force fly-boy and that
so-cal |l ed sergeant didn't bat an eye. Everybody in the Rebel Arny knows
ke was a Navy SEAL. If they'd just done a little bit nore research they
m ght have pulled this thing off."

"The punks we've been fighting aren't that smart, Chief," Cooper said.
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"No. These inpostors were either sent in here by sonmeone el se or have
been cl ose by waiting for us to show up. And I'lIl bet on the latter."

"Bottger's MEF peopl e?" Beth asked.
"Probably. Just another reason for me to think he's not dead."

"Ah, Boss," Cooper said, "we're getting further away fromthe good guys
and closer to the still-hot zone. Wat do you want nme to do?"

"The next tine we cone up on an alley, cut down it and floorboard this
Humer. Those APC s might be able to follow us, but the tanks won't.
They're twel ve-feet wide."

"Then what do we do?" Cooper asked, glancing in the side mrror

Ben smiled. "You been to church lately, Coop?"



"No. Why?"
"Because once we cut into the alley-we pray for divine intervention."
"Ch, Lord!" Coop said.

"That's a pretty good start, Coop," Jersey said. "But always renenber,
don't pray for yourself, pray for ne!"

Cooper nuttered sonething under his breath.

"Are you praying al ready, Coop?" Jersey asked.

"No. | was suggesting sone places for you to go."

"You asked for that one, Jersey," Ben said.

"Every now and then he will get one on ne," she admtted.
"Turn right up here, Coop," Ben said. "Now. Pour it on."

Cooper whipped into the alley and fl oor-boarded the pedal. Ben noted
that the narrow street was
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pl enty wi de enough for the Hummer and probably for the APC s as well.

"You want nme to |lay some grenades down?" Jersey yelled, crawing into
t he back-space and | oadi ng up her bl oop tube.

"Not yet. Let's see what they do."

That didn't take |ong.

The M2 turned into the alley and cut loose with its 25-nm chain gun just
as Coop roared out of the thoroughfare and onto a narrow, cobbl estone
street. The 25-mmrounds tore off bricks and hanmered the buil di ngs but
m racul ously m ssed the Hummer.

"Down this way, Coop!" Ben said.

Just as Cooper turned, the |lead MBT rounded the corner and cut |oose
with a machine gun, the .50-caliber rounds hitting the left rear tire of
t he Hummer.

"We've had it, Boss!" Cooper yelled, fighting the wheel

"Grab what you can and follow ne!" Ben said. "Let's go!"

Ben and his teamexited the Hunmer and ran up the street, straight into
t he uncl eared hot zone. The MBT turned into the alley, and the big .50
hamrered again, one of the rounds ricocheting off the bricks and
punching right through Corrie's radio, the inmpact al nost knocking her
of f her feet. Beth steadi ed her and hel ped her struggle out of the
smashed radi o, and then they were off and runni ng agai n.

"You all right?" Jersey yelled over her shoul der

"I"'mOK ," Corrie said. "I hope sonebody grabbed a wal kie-tal kie."
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"I"ve got nmine," Ben said. A second |ater he kicked open a door and
yelled, "In here. Qickly."

Hi s teaminside and unhurt, Ben secured the door with a broken chair.
H s woul d-be assassins were at the far end of the alley and woul d not
know for sure which door they had entered; they would have to try themall

"Qut the front, gang," Ben said. "Mwve it."

They ran through the ground floor of the building. A quick eye-sweep of
the street, left and right, and they were across it unseen-they
hoped-and i nto anot her buil di ng.

Ben pulled his wal kie-talkie fromhis harness and keyed it. Nothing. He
tried again. Nothing. He opened the battery conpartment and checked.
Everything seened to be all right.

"Batteries are gone,"
one?"

Corrie said. She | ooked around. "Anybody el se got

No one di d.

"Maybe Jersey remenbers how to use tal ki ng snoke,’
a snmle.

Cooper suggested with

"I wish," Jersey said, "but ny tribe was corrupted by the white man's
t el ephone. "

"What now, Boss?" Beth asked Ben

"W stay alive," he said sinply.
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Chapter Five

"They can't take the tine to go block by block, searching every floor of
every building," Ben said. "They don't even have a general idea where we
are. So if they find us, it'll be pure luck on their part. W stay put
and hope for the best."

"And pray," Coop added.

"That, too," Ben agreed.

"Here, Jersey," Cooper said with a grin, noving close to her. "Let ne
put my arnms around you and we'll pray together."

"Whi ch arm do you want broken, Coop?" Jersey asked him

Cooper tried his best to look hurt. He really didn't pull it off.
"Jersey, that is no way to talk to a man who has just found sal vation."

"You want to try for a hospital bed?"

"Tank," Beth called. "Coming up on our left."



Ben | ooked. The tank was buttoned up tight. Ben and the others carried
bandol eers of 40-mm grenades for their bloop tubes, but while the

M 433-round could penetrate up to two inches of arnor, it would not
penetrate the new arnor of the Rebel tanks.
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The tank slowy runbl ed past.

"I sure would like to have an Arnbrust,” Coop mnuttered.

"I"'d like to have a glass of cold nilk and a piece of apple pie," Ben
whi spered just as his eyes caught troop novenment slowy working up the
street. "Back," he whispered. "Qut the back door. They're checking every
bui I di ng. "

At HQ Rosebud was frantically trying to reach the Eagle. She hit the
pani ¢ button, and Thermopolis was the first to respond.

"The Eagl e has dropped out of sight. No response fromhimor his guards."
"Who were those guys?" Buddy radioed fromjust about a mle away.

"l ke sent them"

"Bunp I ke and confirmthat. | have a funny feeling about all this."

Less than a minute later, Therm and Buddy got the news. "lke sent no one."
"Shit!" Therm said.

"Whi ch way did they go?" Buddy radi oed.

"East."

"Straight into a free-fire zone," Lt. Bonelli said. "Jesus, | never
suspect ed anyt hi ng bogus about those people. Hell, neither did the
general. They just fit right in."

"From now on we confirmall new troops,"” Rosebud radioed. "Wth no
exceptions."

"Yes, dear," Thernopolis said.
"Someday | rnust get nmarried," Buddy said. "It surely must be a unique
arrangenent . "

Therm | ooked at hi m and sai d not hi ng.
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The first few doors they tried were | ocked, and Ben didn't want to kick
his way in for that would be a dead gi veaway. They nobved on cautiously
until they found a building that was unl ocked and qui ckly ducked i nside,
careful not to disturb the litter. Ben closed the door

They didn't dare set up to make a stand, not agai nst tanks; they
woul dn't have a chance against the big guns. To stand and fight would
get themkill ed.



"If the bastards would just unbutton,” Coop said, "we could drop a
grenade down the hatch."

"I'f your aunt had balls, she'd be your uncle," Jersey popped right back

"Screw you, Jersey!"
"I have a headache, Coop. Sorry."

"The back door |eads into another alley," Beth said. "And we've got
peopl e coming up the alley- this way."

"From whi ch end?" Ben asked.
Bet h poi nt ed.

Ben handed Corrie his Thonpson and clip pouch and picked up her M 16 and
t ook her spare magazi nes. He hung a bandol eer of 40-nm grenades around
his neck. "This is pissing ne off. I"'mtired of it. You get ready to
make a break for it."

"Whi ch way?" Corrie asked.
"Right out the way we cane,"” Ben replied. "And don't wait for nme. As
soon as | open up, you go. And that is an order. You all understand?
"Il be all right. Just get back to our lines."
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They all nodded. "This is personal now, " Ben said. "Get ready."

He wal ked to the back door and opened it a crack. Half-a-dozen nmen from
the "sergeant"” 's team were about fifty feet away, wal king abreast up
the street. Ben stepped out and said, "You bastards |ooking for nme?"
Then he pulled the trigger and held it back, spraying the thoroughfare
fromleft to right until the magazi ne was enpty, and then he fired a
grenade for good neasure

Ben took off running up the alley until he came to an open doorway and
stepped inside. He fitted a full nag into the belly of the M 16, then
slid the tube forward, |oading the launcher with a HEAT round

(hi gh-expl osive antitank). Ben ran up the stairs to the roof and waited.

Cooper had given himan i dea when he wished for the tank's hatch to be
open. He was taking a chance, but Ben liked to take chances and he |iked
to operate as a lone wolf. He just didn't get nuch opportunity any nore.

He'd had the tinme of his life a few years back after he'd escaped froma
ki dnappi ng al ong the Arkansas-M ssouri border and spent a few weeks
operating as a | one wolf agai nst a bunch of outl aws.

He smiled in remenbrance of those few weeks of intense guerilla warfare.
Then his attentions were pulled back to the present as the sound of a
tank came to him The tank commander was doi ng exactly what Ben had
hoped he woul d do. The alley was wi de enough for himto nake it, but he

had popped his hatch for a better | ook
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"Come on, you bastards," Ben nmuttered. "Cone to daddy, now. | have a
nice little surprise for you."

Ben slipped his fingers around the 30-round nag, using it as a
hand-grip, and laid his finger along the side of the trigger guard of
the M203.

"Come on, cone on," Ben whispered. "I want you closer."

The round he was using, M433, was both an anti-arnmor and fragnentation
grenade; shrapnel fromthe fragnentation liner would turn the inside of
that tank into a slaughter house ... if he could get it down the hatch

Ben had run past the dead men in the alley, know ng that when, or if, a
tank showed up, it would not run over the bodies. The tank stopped a few
feet fromthe spraw ed bodi es and the comuander | ooked around carefully

but not carefully enough. The driver popped his head out of the
hatch and Ben fired the grenade, then sprayed the commander and hit the
deck as the tank expl oded. Fire shot out of the open hatches and turned
the interior into an inferno.

Ben was up and running, staying low, until he cane to a rusted fire
escape on the far side of the building. Before he went down, he | oaded
up the bloop tube with a buckshot round and smled as he did.

Just as his boots touched the stones of the alley, three MEF nmen cane
chargi ng out of the building. Ben enptied his bloop tube and the three
men went down, mangled fromthe buckshot. One was kicking and screani ng
both hands to his ruined face. "Your nmama shoul d have told you there
woul d be days like this,” Ben nuttered, |oading up again.
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Ben ducked across the alley and into an old store. He didn't realize it,
but he was still smling.

The stench of burning flesh fromthe tank was strong in the |ate sumer
air. It was nothing new or different; Ben had snelled it before. He sat
on the floor of the shop and ate a vitam n-packed chocol ate bar from his
energency ration pack and sipped water from his canteen

Those stal ki ng hi mwoul d be very cautious now. But they would al so have
to get the job done quickly, for they would know they were running out
of time.

"Conme on," Ben nuttered. "Let's do it, boys."

He waited a couple nore mnutes and then noved slowy toward the front
of the building. He stopped when he saw shadows on the sunlit sidewal k.
He heard a nurnur of voices speaking in a | anguage he did not
understand. Ben noved to his left, stepping deeper into the gl oom and
giving hinmself a better angle of the area just outside the smashed show
wi ndow.

He took a fire-frag grenade from his harness and slipped the pin, edging
closer to the open front just as the nen on the sidewal k started to
nove. Ben rel eased the spoon and under-arnmed the fire-frag, hitting the
floor just a second before it expl oded about waist-high among the nen.
The mi ni -bonb spread three people over the street and sidewal k i n bl oody
bl obs of neat.



Ben had already | ocated the steps |eading upward and took themtwo at a
time, slipping onto the roof of the two-story building just as an APC
rolled up and the nen started out. Ben bl ooped them and
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burned a full magazine after the 40-nmm grenade had done its work.
The street and sidewal k bel ow hi mwas getting awfully messy.

Ben started buildi ng-junping. Wien he had reached the far end of the
bl ock, he | ooked down. No fire escape.

"Well, crap!" he nuttered. He tried a roof door. Locked. He tried

anot her one, and it swung open. He peered into the darkness and coul d
see that sone of the steps |eading dowmward were m ssing. "Wonderful."
He decided to try the stairs anyway.

Ben al nost broke his neck twice on the rotting steps as they gave way
under his weight. He nanaged to nake it to ground |level in one piece and
nmoved toward the front of the building. It had, at one time, been a
clothing store; mannequins were all over the place. One wore nothing but
a wide-brimred | ady's hat. Ben patted the stationary nodel on her cold
unresponsi ve butt and noved toward what remai ned of the smashed

wi ndowfront, briefly studying the street.

The APC was still burning, but the snoke and the dead had drawn no one
to the scene.

Ben sat down on a high stool and waited in the deep gl oomof the store.
Suddenly he heard a shout in accented English. "The dirty bastards have
br oken t hrough! Rebels are all over the goddamm place. Fall back, fal

back!"

"Fall back where?" another voice responded. "W're conpletely
surrounded, you idiot!"

A third voice added, "I hate Ben Raines and his Rebels."
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The group nmoved to the sidewalk in front of the store. Ben lifted his
M 16 and |istened as the punks spewed their verbal garbage.

"I"'d like to take this M16 and stick it up Ben Raines ass and pull the
trigger," one said.

"I wouldn't like that." Ben spoke fromthe darkness of the store.

The group of career crimnals whirled around, and Ben eased the trigger
back and held it until the thirty-round nag was enpty. Mst of the
Rebel s had reworked their M16's, elimnating the three-round-burst
pattern and maki ng the weapons fully automatic. Five punks did a macabre
dance for a nonment and then lay in sprawl ed death in front of the store.

"Pricks," Ben nuttered, slipping a full mag into the M16. |

Ben heard the main guns of several MBT's boom and decided to stay put



until his people smashed through to his position. He w sely concl uded
that now would not be a good tine to step out onto the street.

A few m nutes passed before Ben heard familiar voices speaking in English.
"I'n here, boys and girls!" Ben called. "Don't get itchy trigger-fingers."
"Ceneral ?" an anxi ous voice called.

"In the flesh. Coming out." Ben stepped out onto the bloody sidewal k and
| ooked into the concerned faces of a squad of Rebels.

"You boys and girls mssed all the fun," Ben said with a grin.
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"Fun!" Buddy and Tina both yelled at their father

Ben had taken a bath to wash away the snell of death and sweat and was
sitting behind his desk in the old pal ace.

Doctor Chase stornmed into the office. "Goddamit, Ben!" Lamar roared.

Batt comms fromall over the place had been on the bl ower, raising hel
about how Ben had been duped into a near-fatal tour of the city.

Ben drank a cup of coffee and ate a thick sandwi ch, renaining silent,
letting everyone el se vent their spleens.

Emi| Hite came rushing in, sputtering and stuttering, all in a flap. Hs
boots slipped on the narble floor, and he went spinning and sliding
across the room

"Ch, no," Ben said, grabbing his sandwi ch and keeping it out of harm s way.

Emi| came to an abrupt halt on top of Ben's desk, his nose about two
inches fromBen's face. "Are you all right, my CGeneral ?" Em | said.

"I was until this nonent, Emil. Now will you kindly get your ass off ny
desk and your fingers out of ny coffee cup?"

Buddy lifted the little man of f the desk and set himupright. Then he

t hought better of it, picked himup, and placed himin a chair, away

from Ben.

"Thank you," Em | said.

"Think nothing of it," Buddy replied.

! Em| thought.

I di ot! Buddy thought, although in a way he did like the little con artist.
Corrie brought Ben's old Thonmpson back to him

229

and retrieved her M16. "That is one hell of a weapon, Boss," she said

"You're right. |I heard you had to use it."



She smled. "As | said, that's a hell of a weapon.”

"Al'l right," Ben said. "All of you. Get the hell out. | have a |l ot of
work to do. Mwve! Go. CGo. CGo!"

Doct or Lamar Chase remai ned seated, watching Ben with traces of
anusenment in his eyes. \Wen everyone had left, except for Ben's persona
team who were always near, Lanmar said, "You just can't give it up, can
you, Ben?"

Ben met his old friend' s eyes and shook his head. "No, to be honest, |
can't."

"You're a step slower than you were ten years ago, Ben."

"I know that better than you, Lamar."

"You set the age rules for a cut-off for combat, Ben

Ben smled. "That's the nice thing about being the boss, Lamar. Nobody
can fire ne."
"The field is going to kill you, Ben," Lamar said seriously. "I know
just had this conversation with you a short time ago, but it's worth
repeating."”

"Lamar," Ben said, |leaning forward and putting his el bows on the desk,
"I'"ve been in and out of conbat since | was just a kid. |'ve spent the
last ten years in conmbat. I'Il quit when sonebody zips up the body bag
containing what's left of ne. Now, I'll do the paperwork and all the
rest of this happy bullshit that |lands on ny desk. But if | get a chance
tomx it up, I'lIl take it, and nobody is going to stop ne."

Lamar smiled and stood up. "Oh, | know it, Ben. But | have to keep

bitching at you about it fromtine
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totime. If | didn't, you' d think I was sick." He wal ked to the door and
turned around. "lI'mnot sick, Ben. But | amright. And you'd better give
that some thought." He grinned and tossed Ben a deliberately sl oppy
salute and left the room

Ben poured a fresh cup of coffee and returned to his desk, a real desk
this time. He stared down at the papers for a tinme, but his mnd was not
on them Lamar was right, of course. Ben couldn't deny it. He realized
he was m ddl e-aged, but he al so knew he was still a strong and virile
man. There was gray in his hair, yes. And he was a step sl ower than nen
younger than hinsel f. Maybe two steps, he acknow edged. But there was
somet hing that Lamar did not realize: Wien the tine cane that Ben felt
he was endangering others by his being in the field, he'd quit. Right
then, with no hesitation and danm few regrets.

He al so knew that that tinme was still a few years away. And he woul d
know when it had arrived. He would not kid hinself.

He | ooked over at Corrie. "Corrie, has anyone figured out how t hose
bogus Rebel s got so cl ose?"



"Pure luck and a lot of brass on their ass, Boss. They just wal ked ri ght
in and no one questioned them Rosebud says that from now on, everybody
will have verifiable orders and they will, by God, be checked."

"Al'l right. Beth, nake that a standing order." Ben sighed and | eaned
back in his chair. The Rebels had al ways operated | oosely; now it was
time-way past time, really-for that to change. They had becone too | arge
a force.

Ben could vividly-and | ongi ngly-recall the days
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when he knew everybody in the Rebel Arny and could call them by nane.
But, he sighed, many, if not nost, of those nmen and wonen were
gone-either retired fromconbat or dead.

Corrie broke into his thoughts. "Replacenments are coming in at the
airport, Boss."

Ben rose. "Let's go greet them personally."

"We're going to have lots of conpany," Jersey said, standing up. "Buddy
and Tina threw a security blanket around you. And it's a tight one.
Bonel li is under orders not to let you out of his sight for a second."

"My kids the only ones who gave those orders, Corrie?"
"No. President Jefferys did."

"Who bunped hi n®?"

Corrie shrugged her shoul ders.

"Shit!" Ben said, and sat back down. Sonebody was always trying to rain
on hi s parade.
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Chapter Six

Two days after Ben's little adventure, as Lamar called it, Prague was
declared clean, with many of the former residents returning, and the
Rebel s prepared to nove on eastward. Ben planned on heading toward Brno,
in Moravia, as it was called before the Great War. Not rmuch was com ng
out of that part of the old Czech Republic and Ben did not know what
sort of reception the Rebels were going to receive.

And he still had heard nothing from M ke Richards. It had been weeks
since he'd seen the man. He had no firmidea where he was, but Ben was
maki ng silent bets with hinself as to Mke's location. And if he were
t here, when he returned, he would bitch nonstop about it.

Ben split up his forces, sending Buddy and Dan toward Hradec Kral ove,
while Tina and Therm s batts went with him

To the north, Col onel Wajda had pushed into Central Pol and, neeting
little resistance. The Polish people had taken quite enough from punks
and street gangs and roam ng bands of crimnals and had begun to dea
with themquite effectively before General Wajda and his forces arrived



To the south, Ike and his forces weren't neeting
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wi th much resistance, but he reported that nmany of the people were
sull en and not at all cooperative.

"They want our nedicines and arns, but then want us to | eave" |ke reported.

"Then do just that," Ben said shortly. "I'Il be goddammed if 1'll put up
with i uncooperative people we're only trying to help. Piss on it. Back
of f and head for the Austrian border and sit tight until | work

somet hi ng out."
"That's ten-four, Ben. Mire than happy to do it."

"I ke? What about this 'ethnic cleansing' that was going on before the
G eat \War?"

"I think that's why they want us out, Ben. | believe the cleansing
process has been successful and the victors don't want us to find the
mass graves. The few people who will talk to us say it was really bad

down in Bosnia and Herzegovina."

"What about all those resistance groups who agreed to work with us?"
"I guess they changed their mnds."

"I"ll see what Son Mbon has to say about it and get back to you."
"Shark out." ;
"It's going to get rougher and rougher fromhere on," Ben nuttered.
"\What happens when we hit Russia?" Coop asked.

Ben shook his head. "God only knows, Coop."

The peopl e of Mravia wel comed the Rebels warmy, with open and

seem ngly genuine hospitality. The Rebels quickly discovered that the
crime wave that had erupted all over the world had not occurred in this
part of the Czech Republic. At Jihlava, they found the town virtually
unt ouched. Ben set up a CP
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and Lamar and his nedical people met with the town's doctors and went to
wor k.

Wth nothing to do, Ben and nany of the Rebels went exploring Jihlava,
once an inportant silver-mning town. Sonething was naggi ng at Ben, but
he couldn't put a finger on it, so he put it out of his mnd

"How cone the punks and street shit didn't hit this regi on?" Jersey asked.
"I was told they tried nore than once," Ben said. "But the people rose

up and put them down. Very hard and brutally. The word spread quickly,
and gangs stayed the hell out of this area.™



They were standing in front of the Kostel Svateho Jakuba-St. Janes
Church-on the east side of the main square of the town.

"Says here," Beth said, reading froman old tourist guidebook, "there
used to be a wall around the town, with five gates. | wonder what
happened to it?"

"Time," Ben said softly. "It eventually erases al nost everything." He
| ooked around him and the nagging inside his brain began again.

"Even the pyram ds?" Coop asked.

"G ven enough time and enough wi nd and sand, yeah, even the pyranids, Coop."

"Are we going to see the pyranmids this time around?"

Ben sighed. "We probably will, Beth. | don't inagine we'll see hone for
several years. Only the badly wounded will get to return hone."

"And our dead that we can find," Jersey added softly.
"Yeah. And the dead."
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They roamed t hroughout Moravia, and not one shot was fired at or by the
Rebel s. What few airports could be found were in depl orabl e shape, and
supplies had to be dropped in. The further east the Rebels went, the
wor se the roads becanme and useabl e airports were nonexistent.

Ben halted the eastward push of all his colums except for those with
Col onel Waj da and began preparations for his 1 Batt to nove down to neet
with ke in Vienna, or as it is spelled on European maps, Wen.

Early fall had settled over the |and, and the nornings were crisp. \Wat
concerned Ben now Was bei ng caught in unknown and, while not necessarily
hostile, often just downright unfriendly territory in the dead of winter

There was another reason that Ben called for a neeting with Ike and his
other Batt comrs: M ke Richards had returned, and all he would say over
the air was that the news he had was not good.

Vi enna, or Wen, was another city that had fared well since the Geat
War, remmining virtually untouched by gangs of crimnals.

"It's weird, Ben," lke told himon the ride to quarters. "Some cities
were torn to pieces and controlled by punks and street shit, while
others ... it's like the war never happened."

Parts of the city were deserted, however, as many residents had fled in
pani c when the G eat War struck, years back, and never returned. Ben
| owered the wi ndow and sniffed the early fall air.

"Creeps," he said.
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"We know they're here,’
bastards. "

I ke confirmed. "But we just can't find the



"You may have been talking with themevery day," Ben said softly. "And
so have |," he added sourly, as what had been naggi ng him for days
finally fell into place.

"What do you nean, Ben."

"That's why the city has remai ned so seem ngly untouched."

"You nean ...
"Yeah. | nean." Ben scribbled on a notepad. "Pull over here," he told
the driver. Ben got out and wal ked back to his team s vehicle. "Corrie,
hard scramble this transmi ssion.” He handed her the note. She read it
and her eyes wi dened.

"Holy shit!" Corrie said.

"Yeah. At least that." He wal ked back to I ke's vehicle and spoke to the
driver. "Get out and raise the hood; pretend there is sonething the
matter with the engine." Then he turned to General MGowan. "lke, get on
the blower and tell your people to fall back toward the airport. Do it

sl ow and easy, now. Let's don't spook the creeps until we've got sone
nore people on the ground. ™

"Are you sure about this, Ben?" |ke asked.
"No. |'ve just got a hunch about it, that's all."

"That's good enough for me." |ke shuddered. "I suddenly have this
sinking feeling that we're being watched, ol' buddy."

"W are.”

"What happened to the regular folks of this city?" a Rebel escort
standi ng outside the rear of the vehicle asked.
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"The creeps ate them over the years," Ben said. He | ooked out the

wi ndow. "If we can get your full battalion, with arnor, back to the
airport, we stand a chance, Ike." Ben shook his head. "Son of a bitch
but 1I've been had and had proper."”

"What do you nean?"

"Al'l the nice, friendly people we've been neeting in certain sections of
Mor avi a. "

"What about then?"

"They're all creeps. Every goddamm one of them W pushed a |lot of them
east, where they joined up with others of their kind who' ve been in
pl ace for years."

"Ch, shit!" Ike nuttered.
"Let's nake a big production of stepping out of the vehicle, |ooking

under the hood, and then kicking a tire or two before we turn around and
head back toward the airport at a very leisurely pace."



"And once we're there?"

"We're going to have to hold for hours. Maybe all night. Qur battalions
are spread out all over Eastern Europe. Cone on, let's put on a show for
the creeps.”

The men stood around the vehicle and cussed and waved their arns and

ki cked tires and | ooked under the hood and then got back in the vehicle
and turned around, heading slowy back to the airport, about 20

kil ometers southeast of the city, at Schwechat.

Afewniles up the road, lke's radio operator said, "Two and Ten batts
clear of the city and rolling toward the airport."

"All right!" Ike said.

"And 12 batt is in place ringing the airport,"” Ike said. "W did that

yesterday."
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"Good," Ben said. "W've got a chance." Ben lifted a wal ki e-tal ki e.
"Corrie, where are the nearest P-51's?"

"Prague. "
"Easy trip for them Get themup."

"The creeps just overwhel ned headquarters conpany," the radi o operator
said. "Last transm ssion said good luck to us."

"Son of a bitch!" |ke said.

Ben's thoughts turned dark and ugly. They could not turn around; to do
so woul d be a suicide-run

"Chief?" the word sprang out of Ben's wal ki e-talkie.
"o "

"Al'l battalions advised and on full alert. Colonel Wajda is cutting
south now and noving as fast as he can toward the Czech Republic.

Met eorol ogy says it'll be pouring down rain here in a few hours. Big
front headi ng our way."

"Wonderful ," | ke nuttered.

"Roadbl ock up ahead, sir,
people manning it."

| ke's radi o operator said. "About fifty

"Advise the lead tank to blowit,"
t hr ough. "

Il ke said tersely. "Clear us a way

"Yes, sir.
The boomi ng of an MBT's main gun canme seconds |ater, then again and again.

"Roadbl ock neutralized, sir.

"Thank you," Ilke replied.



The short convoy rolled past what was |eft of the burning and snoking
roadbl ock. Bodi es and body parts littered both sides of the highway.
They didn't get a second | ook fromthe passing Rebels.
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The airport soon canme into view.

"We used to drive creepies out of airports,” lke said. "Now here we are

taking refuge in one." He shook his head.

I ke's XO net themoutside a terminal. "We had a little trouble a few

m nutes ago," he said matter-of-factly. "W handled it. W're doing a
search of the term nal buildings right nowto see if any creepie tunnels
are under us, and | suspect they have several of them™

"No doubt," Ben said, clinmbing out of the vehicle. "You can bet on that.
More than several, | would think." Ben didn't have to tell the man what
to do with the tunnels once they were found. That was fully understood
S.OP. with the Rebels.

"Here we go," Corrie said. "Hundreds of creeps |leaving the city. Fanning
over the countryside in a rough half-circle. They're com ng this way."

"The first wave of planes should be here in about forty-five mnutes,"
Ben said, glancing at his watch. "Or less. They'll be pouring on the
juice to get to us. | figure approximately two hundred and fifty
air-mles fromPrague to here. Tell the pilots to do their stuff and
give us sone relief. Right now, let's get set up. It won't be |ong

before it'll be showtinme. W want to be sure to get a good seat." He
| ooked around and pointed at a young Rebel. "You."
"Sirt"

"Go to ny Humrer and get me ny old M 14 and that clip pouch."

"Yes, sir!"

"You and your goddammed old relics," |ke said.
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Ben smiled and held out his Thonmpson to anot her Rebel
But the young woman woul d not touch it.

Ben didn't push the issue. He knew that many of the younger Rebels, and
nore than a few of the ol der Rebels, viewed Ben and the old Thonpson
with nore than a touch of nysticism He knew there were clans of people
who lived in the forests of North America who carved statues of him and
viewed himas a god. He had, many times over the years, tried to dispe
t hose nyths. He had never been entirely successful

"Take the weapon and stow it in a safe place, Christy!" |ke barked out
the order.

"It's all right, Ike," Ben said. "l understand." Ben cut his eyes at
Cassie Phillips, Nils Wlson, and Frank Service, standing several yards

away. The three of them wore puzzled | ooks.



Cooper took the Thompson and wal ked of f with it.

Ben patted Christy on the shoulder. "It's all right," he assured her.

"CGet back to your unit now "

"Yes, sir. Thank you, Ceneral." She turned and left quickly at a trot.

"What the hell was all that about?" N ls asked, his words reaching Ben

"Some things don't need to be tal ked about,"” Jersey said, shifting her
boots to face the man. "Not now, not ever. Not at all."

Nils arched an eyebrow and wi sely did not pursue the subject.
Jersey had that effect on people.

"The creeps are pouring out of the city, Boss,"
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Corrie said. "Not hundreds of them Thousands of them"

"It's going to get real interesting around here in a few mnutes," Ben
said, taking his M 14 and thanki ng Cooper for fetching it. He | ooked at
Jersey and sm | ed.

"Ki ck-ass tine!" she said.
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Chapt er Seven

Ben sensed soneone standing at his el bow. He turned to face M ke
Ri chards. "How was Africa, M ke?" Ben asked.

M ke shook his head. "Were do you keep your crystal ball, Ben?" He
waved that off. "Never mnd. Africa was just as it was the last tinme |
was there. It stinks. And I'Il tell you sonething el se that stinks even
worse: Bruno Bottger is still alive.”

"I figured he was, Mke. How d he pull the switch?"

"I"ve got to keep this short. We do have somet hing of a major engagemnent
to fight in a few minutes. Bruno had a twin brother. An identical twn.
Ri ght down to the birthmark. Both he and Bruno were born at hone, so
there were no hospital records. The twin brother was an idiot.

Hopel essly so. The parents confined himto a home when he was about two
years old and then, later, spread the story that he had died. They even
had a cl osed-casket funeral for the kid, so all the neighbors naturally
assuned the retard had croaked." M ke could turn such a delicate phrase
when he put his mnd to it. "Anyway, when Bruno wanted us to think he
had conmmitted suicide, he
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went to the nut farmwhere his brother was being held, sprung him and
killed him"

"Such a loving brother," Ben said.



"Ch, yeah. Just delightful. So doting and all that. But that's it in a
nutshel |, Ben."

"And Bruno is setting up shop in Africa?"
"You got it. He's transpl anted thousands and t housands of whites over
there in the past five years. Fromall over the world, Ben, including

Anerica."

Ben nodded slowy. "How many bl ack Africans have they killed, M ke?"

"Twenty-five mllion to fifty mllion, give or take a mllion either
way." He said it wthout changi ng expression. "And sent another ten or
fifteen million fleeing for their lives. Bruno and his people contro

the entire southern part of Africa. And | mean control it. They went in
as friends, with food, nedicines, the whole ball of wax. Then they
subtly turned one tribe agai nst another. The whites sat back and wat ched

the blacks kill each other. By the tinme the blacks got sone order
restored and began tal king sense to one another, it was too late. Bruno
killed any white who opposed his nmethods. A few got out. | talked with

sone of them"™

"What countries do Bottger's people control, M ke?"

"Nami bi a, Zanbi a, Zi nbabwe, Myzanbi que, Botswana, and South Africa."
Ben was skeptical. "That's a hell of a lot of territory."

"Yes. But you've got to understand that by the time Bottger's people
arrived-four or five years ago, maybe nore-nmillions and nillions of

bl ack Africans
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had already died. Africa literally exploded along with the G eat War
Ad tribal hatreds surfaced; racial hatreds sprang to the fore. Bl acks

began killing whites, and whites began killing blacks. Crops were
i gnored and food ran out-then there were food riots, until disease

struck. Wthout proper medicines, mllions died; whole tribes were wi ped
out. | doubt that anyone will ever really know how many native Africans
died in the years just after the G eat War ... white and black."

"Nucl ear capabilities?"

M ke shook his head. "No. Moments after the G eat War began, a group of
South African scientists destroyed their nuclear arsenal. They died in
the process, but they did it."

Jersey wal ked up carrying Ben's body arnor. "We're going to have conpany
in a few mnutes, Boss."

Ben struggled into his protective gear. "We'll talk nore when this
l[ittle venture is over, MKke."

"Ch, yeah," M ke agreed. 'deed we shall."

"Qur P-51Es are five mnutes away and screanming in, Chief," Corrie said
when Ben wal ked out of the ternminal to take his position. "The
battalions we left in Mravia are under attack. You hit it right on the



head. Those were creepies that greeted us there."

"They came close to fooling us. Too close. They must have been keeping
their food sources in basenments and tunnels.”

Coop shuddered at the inage and Jersey didn't kid himabout that; she
felt the sanme way

Bet h poi nted and handed Ben bi nocul ars. "Look."
Rebel eyes shifted, lifted binoculars, and took in
245

t he al nost-unbel i evabl e scene. Thousands of people, nen and wonen and
children, all armed, were nmassing around the airport. The creepies were
still over a nmile away, but the scene was chilling.

"Tank commanders want to know if they can open fire," Corrie noted.
"No," Ben said. "I want the creeps massed the way they are when the

pl anes come in for their first strafing and bombing runs."” He gl anced at
his watch. "They should be here in about two minutes."

"I"'min contact with the squadron | eaders,"
seconds fromtarget."

Corrie infornmed him "Ninety

"Some of themw |l be dropping napalm" Ben said. "Get ready for fried
Creepie."

Cooper pointed at faint specks in the sky. "There they are.™

The souped-up and nodified P-51Es began peeling off and scream ng in.
Suddenly, the land in front and on both sides of the airport bl ossoned
in fire as the napal mwas dropped. The flanes |icked across the ground
at anmazing speed, noving as if it had a mind of its own, incinerating
hundreds of creepies within seconds. Those standing on the fringes of
the fire zone ran screanmng, balls of fire sticking to their clothing
and flesh Iike giant, glow ng | eeches.

The second wave of planes opened up with cannon and nmachi ne-gun fire,
knocki ng the creepi es spinning and sendi ng bl oody chunks and torn-off
arnms and | egs of the cannibalistic clan flying in all directions.

The creeps charged the airport, scream ng and cursing and howing as
they ran. It was a fearful sound.

246

"Commence firing," Ben said, and Corrie calmy relayed the orders.

The main guns of the MBTs and heavy machi ne guns opened up, followed by
the thunk of nortars. The tanks were firing anti-personnel rounds called
FRAGs. Each round contained either fragnments of steel or small grenades
t hat expl oded on contact. The | and around the airport was rapidly
turning into a killing field.

Shoul der-fired ground-to-air nissiles were usel ess against the
| owflying, high-speed planes; some of the P-51s were no nore than a
hundred feet off the deck



Creepi es died by the hundreds that afternoon. They craw ed over their
conr ades' bodies and continued their mad charge agai nst the defenders of
the airport. The stench of charred bodi es was thick and oppressive in
the noistening air; the approaching stormwas not far away.

"That's it, Big Chick," the flight |eaders radioed to ground. "W'|
head back, reload, and return. Can you mark targets at night?"

"That's affirmative," Corrie said. "Many thanks."
"Think nothing of it, Big Chick. Is the Eagle all right?"
"Fi ne and dandy."

"See you in about an hour."

"I wouldn't count on night attacks fromthe air," Ben said after Corrie
had rel ayed the nessages. "It's going to be storm ng in about two hours.
That will make it inpossible.”

"Supply planes want to come in for a drop,"” Corrie told him
"Negative. W know the creeps have Stingers. The
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pl anes woul d have to drop at three-and-a-half mles up. Supplies would
be all over the goddanmm place with nmost of them going to the creeps.
W'l |l have to be resupplied by the ground. How far away are Buddy and Dan?"

"They left two hours ago," Corrie replied. "They shoul d be breaking
t hr ough by 0800. "

"Then we've got to hold out for sixteen hours. Probably |onger than that
if the weather turns rotten.”

Corrie nodded, listening to both Ben and to the reports conming in. "The
creeps are falling back to regroup.”

"They'll wait until night to attack. They've tested us and they fl unked
the exam They won't try a daylight charge again. They have no way of
knowi ng whet her or not we have nore; planes circling just out of sight.
W'll use the time to fortify our positions. Let's get busy."

The Rebel s began tearing down and ripping up and hauling off anything
they could use as a barri cade.

"We've found the tunnels,” Corrie said, "and they are being booby trapped.”
"It's a safe bet we haven't found themall. Get the engi neer platoon

busy wel ding all basenent doors to their steel frames. Wl d all nanhol e
covers tight. Any basenment door that can't be wel ded shut, booby trap it."

Ben prow ed the terminals, talking with Rebels as he wal ked. He wasn't
particularly worried; their position was good, and they had plenty of
food and water and anmp. They were five-battalions strong
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with plenty of heavy arnor. But he knew the creeps had nmortars and they
woul d begi n using themvery soon. How nany? he wonder ed.

"Cet spotters up onto the roof and into the tower," Ben said. "Mke sure
t hey have ni ght-vision equi pnent. The creeps are going to be dropping

nmortars on us P.D.Q, and | want their positions spotted ... if at al
possi ble."

"Beginning to rain," Corrie said.

"At least it will stifle some of the stink fromthose dead bodies. It's

going to be dark soon. Heads up."

Buddy and Dan just nade it out of their area before the creeps attacked.
The ot her battalions, including Colonel Wajda's were | ocked in conbat
with the Night People. The attacks stopped their advance toward Ben's
position, and stopped it cold.

Al'l over Eastern Europe, creepies by the thousands were rising up,
throwi ng off their disguises, and attacki ng Rebel col ums.

But the creepies had chosen a bad tinme to attack, for-with the exception
of Ben's 1 Batt-all the other battalions were traveling heavily
supplied. Even w thout any additional supplies, the Rebels at the
airport could hold out for days.

"Creeps setting up nortar positions in the low hills west of the

airport,"” Corrie reported to Ben. "Spotters have several |ocations
pi npoi nted. "
"Order artillery to start giving thema mx of willie peter and

anti - personnel rounds," Ben said.

The 105s and 155s started boom ng and the I ow hills began lighting up as
t he white phosphorus expl oded,
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burning into flesh and bone. The anti personnel rounds, each projectile
carrying anywhere fromsixty to ninety grenades, inpacted and sent
deadl y shards of steel flying everywhere

The creepies retaliated, and their nortar crews started dropping in
rounds. Wiile the first few rounds fell far short, the Rebels dug in at
the airport knew that would not be the case for |ong.

"Tell our nortar crews to comence firing," Ben said.
Rebel 81-mm nortars thunked out high-explosive rounds, |aying down a
devastating field of fire while a light rain continued to fall

"Pl anes coni ng back for one nore pass before the stormhits,” Corrie said.

"Drop in snoke to mark the targets,” Ben told her. "Tell the pilots I
want a wall of fire in those hills."

"That's a roger," squadron | eaders acknow edged. "Y' all just sit back
and enjoy the show "

"Cheerful bastard, isn't he?" Cooper nuttered.



And as has been observed since the first airplane fl ew wobbly support
for ground troops nearly a century back, a Rebel said, "He's got a right
to be cheerful. He's up there, and we're down here!"

Ben smiled. How many tinmes had he heard those same remarks over the |ong
and bl oody years?

The P-51Es canme in low with everything they had roaring and boom ng. By
the tine they had pulled up and banked, the area behind them was a
searing inferno. Every fighter at Ben's command was in on this raid, and
t he napal mthey dropped turned the land into a burning, snoking hell for
t he creeps.
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Wave after wave came in, dropping every conceivabl e weapon at their
di sposal .

Finally, the squadron | eader radioed, "That's it, Eagle."
Ben said, "Thanks. W'll see you when the storm breaks."
"Roger. "

The pl anes di sappeared into the darkening clouds, and the area around
the airport grew quiet.

"I believe that run sort-of discouraged the creepies," Cooper said.

"Yes," Ben agreed. "All their nortars weren't put out of action, but
enough of them were knocked out to reduce their effectiveness."

Cooper | ooked confused. "Didn't | just say that?" he whispered to Jersey.
"I'n a manner of speaking, Coop. Loosely speaking."

"Ooh "

| ke joined Ben outside under the term nal overhang. "W're all set," he
said. "I don't think the creeps can overrun us, but it's going to be an

i nteresting night."

Ben pointed to the | ow and darkening clouds. "W're about to have one
hell of a storm™

"Yeah," his longtinme friend replied. "Up there and on the ground."
"Corrie," Ben said, |ooking around for her. "Have all nortar crews keep
I B rounds close at hand.” Illuni nation bonbs could be fired to a height
of approxi mately 600 yards at ranges of over 3300 yards. They could
light up an area of over 1200 yards for 60 seconds.
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The concrete under their boots trenmbled as the nuffled sounds of heavy
expl osi ons reached t hem

"Some of the creepies trying their tunnels,” lke said as the runbling
stopped and snoke and dust began | eaki ng out of exhaust vents set just



off the road. "It's gonna be nmessy as hell beneath us in a few mnutes.”

"Yeah, but some of themare sure to break through,” Ben said. "Alert the
guards at all basenent entrances. And, let's all try to get sone rest
whil e we can. Post enough EF' s (eyes forward) to mmintain vigilance out
here, and the rest knock off for a tine. Get something to eat and
drink." Ben's eyes lingered on the outside vents for a nonment. "Keep an
eye on those vents. Even though they're all wel ded closed, the creeps
could easily chunk grenades out of them W don't have this fight won by
a long shot."

"Every battalion except Batts 3 and 8 are engaged in heavy firefights
with the creeps,” Corrie said, seconds after receiving another report.
"Batts 3 and 8 nmking good time, and their ETA is several hours sooner
than first anticipated."

"Any word from Ti na?"

"9 Batt holding their own. No K.1.A 's and only a few hits. None serious
so far."

Thunder rumbled in the distance. "The creeps are going to get wet this
ni ght," Coop said.

"Good," Ben nuttered. "I never encountered one yet who didn't need a bath."
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Chapt er Ei ght

The skies sprinkled showers until an hour after full dark, and then the
stormroared in with a fury of lightning and thunder and drenching rain,
rain that reduced visibility to no nore than a few yards. Wth the

dar kness and the storm every Rebel was up and at his or her post, for
everyone knew the creeps would be com ng at themunder the cover of the
storm

"Tell all tank commanders to | oad up with FRAG rounds and tell our
nortar crews to get ready to light up the sky at nmy orders," Ben told
Corrie.

"You see sonething | don't?" Jersey asked.

"Just a hunch, Little Bit. | just had a chill craw up and down ny spine."

"Jersey has that every time |I look at her," Cooper said with a wide grin.

"Accompani ed by nausea," she popped right back at him

"Spotters see sonething noving out there," Corrie said.

"How cl ose?"

"Fifteen hundred neters in the front. Nothing happening on either side
of us. They're creeping slowmy. No play on words intended."
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"Let them get closer." Ben checked his watch and waited for three
m nutes. "Bunp the spotters, Corrie."



"Still com ng, Boss. About el even hundred neters out."
"Count to thirty and light up the sky."

Thirty seconds later, the IB rounds were dropped down the tubes and the
ni ght becane day and the creepies were caught flat-footed out in the open

"Open fire," Ben said.

The Rebels around the airport threw everything they had at the night

craw ers, and the rain-soaked ground becane slicker still with creepie

bl ood. But still the creeps came on, clinbing over the bodies of their dead.
Sone were cl ose enough to the terminal buildings for rifle fire to reach
them and Ben started chopping at themwith his old M 14. Using the NATO
7.62 round, Ben reached out and touched a dozen creeps before the night
craw ers broke off the attack and dropped to the ground, scurrying

behi nd what ever cover they could find in the stormy night.

The firing gradually ceased as no nore targets presented thensel ves.

Corrie was busy checking each platoon by radio. Anticipating Ben's
guestion, she said, "No dead, no wounded."

"How many | B rounds do we have |eft?"

She had checked that, too, and her reply was brief. "Not enough." Ben

| ooked at her and she added, "Firing two rounds every ten mnutes, we'll
be out of IB s at 0300."
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"Use one round every ten mnutes, staggering the illuninated area.”

Sni per fire began com ng at the Rebels from N ght Peopl e hidden anong
their own dead. The entire airport conplex was dark, so the snipers
could not really see any targets; they were sinply harassing the Rebels.

"When is this rain supposed to stop?" Ben asked.

Over the years, Corrie and Beth had | earned that Ben asked the nopst
i npossi bl e of questions, and they were able to anticipate many of them

"Sometine tonorrow," Beth replied, having checked w th neteorol ogy back
in Paris. "During the early afternoon.”

Ben nodded in the gloomof the termnal. "Even if we stagger the pattern
of illum nation, it won't take long for the creeps to figure out we're
low on IB' s." He |looked at his watch. "They'll be coming at us again

about ten o'clock."

The savage air-attacks fromthe nodified P51Es had taken out many of the
creep's nortars, but they still had a few left. Rounds began dropping
in, and this tine they were on target. They were answered by the Rebel's
81l-mm nortars and by main guns fromthe tanks parked around the term na
and on the tarmac. It was an astonishingly unequal artillery duel and,
before long, the nortars of the creeps fell silent.

No Rebel there had any doubts about their ability to hold and to beat



back any creepie attack-this was just a nuisance, that was all. The
Rebels didn't Iike being on the defensive; it was a situation they were
unaccustonmed to facing. And it was highly irritating to them

255

The battlefield fell silent under the onslaught of the storm Lightning
hel ped illum nate the grounds, but the creeps were not noving. Ten

o' clock cane and went with no creepie attack. Eleven o' clock craw ed by,
and then it was after mdnight.

| ke made his way through the darkened buildings to Ben's side. "Wat the
hel |, Ben?"

"I don't know, lke. If | had to take a guess, |'d say they were gone."
I ke stared at himfor a noment. "CGone ... where? Back to the city?"

"No. Just gone. Fanned out into the countryside to hide until we've
left." He smiled in the darkness, his teeth flashing white against his
tanned face. "But then again, maybe that's what they want us to think."

"Yeah. That crossed ny mnd, too.

"Thermon the horn, Boss," Corrie said.

"Go, Therm"

"The creepies here have vani shed, Ben. W had one hell of a firefight
for hours, then nothing for the past four hours. I'mgetting the sane
reports fromother batts."

"It's all quiet here, too, Therm So let's sit tight until dawn."

The pre-dawn hours crept by slowy. No unfriendly fire cane at the
Rebel s. During that tinme, Ben nade contact with every batt comm Each
one of themreported the same thing: quiet, except for the fury of the
as-yet unabating stormthat was | ashing the countryside.

"One hell of a stormfront,” Ben said to no one in particular. "It's al
over Europe. Damm thing must stretch for three hundred mles.”
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Gray dawn broke through the rain and cl ouds, and the scene in front of
the Rebel s was unbelievabl e: hundreds and hundreds of bodies littered
the I and, beginning to stiffen now after hours of cold death. They |ay
in tw sted and grotesque shapes.

"Buddy and Dan are a fewmles out," Corrie told him "They' ve net no
resi stance for hours. Fighters are about fifteen mnutes away. Squadron
| eaders say it's nice and sunshiny where they are.”

"Yeah," Ben said. "Thirty-five thousand feet up. Tell themto come in
and nake a few passes and see what they can spot, if anything. Advise
them of the location of the Rebel colums and tell Buddy and Dan to cone
onin."

The P51Es made recon pass after pass over the city and the suburbs and
the area around the airport. "There is nothing down there, Eagle.



Not hing living, that is,” the pilots reported. "Absolutely no signs of
life. The creeps have either gone underground beneath the city or have
pul l ed out."

"Al'l right," Ben radioed. "Hang around for a few minutes until we can
i nspect the runways."

"That's a roger."

In an attenpt to fool the Rebels into thinking the city was popul ated by
normal human bei ngs, the creeps had kept the airport term nals and the
hangers clean and the runways clear. Wthin ten mnutes, the fighters
began | andi ng and taxiing up.

Ben shook hands with a squadron | eader. "Your son and his convoy are
about two nmiles out, General," the flyer said. "You needn't have
worried; we knew who they were. What's the story here, the creeps just
quit?"
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"Looks that way. We'll check the city, but I think we'll find them gone.
They' ve scattered in order to survive."

The flyer shook his head. "I don't get it, Ceneral. Wat was all this
about ? These ... crazy suicide charges by the creeps, all over Europe?"
"One wild, last-ditch attenpt to kill us, | guess. It was a

wel | -t hought -out plan. And all | had to go on was a | ast-ninute hunch.”

"Thank God for hunches,” the pilot said.

"Ch, they've pulled this several times before, but never on so grand a

scale. And they're likely to pull it again. Creepies are not very original."

The pilot grinned and gave Ben a salute-of sorts-and left to check his
pl ane.

"Cet the battalion together, Corrie. We're going into the city at noon."

Ben stowed his M 14 and retrieved his old Thonpson and clip pouch. Then
he waited for Buddy and Dan's convoy.

They were a tired-1ooking bunch, having been on the road for many hours,
pushing their vehicles as fast as they dared through terrible weather

"Tell your people to get a few hours sleep,” Ben said after shaking
hands with Buddy and Dan. "We're going into the city this afternoon.”

Dan and Buddy both smiled. They knew that Ben had been up all night,
with the exception of perhaps a few catnaps. Ben didn't push his people
any harder than he pushed hinsel f.

Back in the ternminal building, Ben found Ike. "I saw some earth-nmovi ng
equi prent on the drive into the city. Wen the troops have had a few
hours rest,
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send the engineers in, with heavy guard, to see if that equi prment runs.



If so, get it out here and start burying those creeps before they
present a real health problem"”

"Ri ght, Ben."

"And be careful. The retreating creeps do booby-trap their dead." Ben
st epped back and | ooked at |ke. "And get sonme rest, lke. You're beat."

Before I ke could retort, probably to rem nd himthat he was younger than
Ben-al t hough not by much-Ben had wal ked of f. lke sputtered for a few
seconds, then hollered at Ben's back, "You get sone rest!"”

Ben kept walking ... with a smle on his |ips.

Ben stood on the outskirts of the city, scanning the area in front of
hi m t hr ough bi nocul ars. The city appeared to be deserted. And indeed,
Ben felt reasonably sure that it was. But he'd been fighting creepies
for a long time, and knew that, while they were not terribly original
when it came to tactics, they were fearless in conbat. Ben | owered the
bi nocul ars and hopped down off the hood of the HunVee.

"l ke, what was the last reported position of your headquarters conmpany?"
| ke spread a map out on the hood and pointed. "Right there, Ben."

"We find themfirst,” Ben said, a grimnote to his words. "O what's
left of them"

The Rebels started a sl ow advance into the suburbs of the city toward
the I ast known position of |ke's headquarters conpany. They net no
resi stance.
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It was an eerie advance, for they encountered not one, single, living
thing. Not a cat, dog, squirrel, or bird. The silence spooked them all

"This place is giving me the heebie-jeebies," Cooper said.

"We agree on sonething else," Jersey replied. "That's twice in a week,
Cooper. Either you're inproving or I'mslipping.”

"Surely the fornmer," Cooper said.

"Scouts have found where our people made their |last stand,"” Corrie
infornmed themin a soft voice. She | ooked at a map. "Turn right at the
next intersection. It's about hal fway down the bl ock."

"Tell lke to take the |lead. They were his people."

| ke's Hummrer pulled around Ben and turned just ahead of them Cooper
parked behind I ke's Humrer, and Ben and his team got out and waited by
the curb. Rebel trucks and Hummers were parked around the three-story
bui I di ng. They had all been burned.

| ke cane out of the building, his face ashen and his big hands cl enched
into fists of rage. Ben strode past himand entered the building. The
scene that greeted himwas worse than he had i magi ned. A dozen or nore
Rebel s had been taken alive and tortured to death ... tortured in the
nost hi deous of ways.



"Body-bag themall,"” Ben said in a gentle tone. "Get themto the airport
for transport back hone."

Ben returned to the clean, fresh air and breathed deeply, then joined Ike.

"l have a lot of letters to wite," |ke murnured.

"It's never easy," Ben acknow edged.
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"No. It isnt."

"You want to stay here and ride back to the airport with your people, |ke?"

| ke shook his head. "No. No, let's get busy clearing this city, Ben
That's what we canme to do."

"Are you sure?"

"Yeah. | just want to find sonme creepies alive so | can have the
sati sfaction of shooting them™

"Believe me, lke, | do know the feeling."
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Chapter N ne

It was a dead city-literally.

Drawn by the snell, the Rebels found dozens of underground passages
where the creepies had kept their human food sources alive and
fattening. It was the nost disgusting, horrifying, and ni nd-numbi ng

two- week period any of the Rebels could ever renenber enduring. The
sight and snell of rotting human flesh is not something easily pushed
aside. Before pulling out, the creepies had killed those captives they
could not take with them machi ne gunning themand |eft the bodies to rot
and be fed upon by the city's thousands and thousands of rats.

The Rebel s approached and entered the underground caches cautiously for

nore often than not, the piles of human bodi es woul d be conpletely

covered with huge rats in a nonstrous, wiggling, brown-and-gray nmound

of snake-like tails, flea-infested fur, large yellow teeth, and savage eyes.

Once Doctor Chase had flown in, he took one | ook at the moving nounds of
rats and ordered the Rebels out of the tunnels and sewers and basenents.
"You know what has to be done, Ben," Lamar said. "This is a nonunental
heal th hazard. As distasteful as it is, you have no choice."
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"Yeah," Ben said with about as nuch enthusiasmas a man facing a visit
to his proctologist. But he did not hesitate. "Flame throwers," he
ordered. "Burn the bodies down to char and the rats with them | don't
see any other way." God have mercy on their souls and ours, he added
silently. | just don't know what else to do.



Fried rats and charred bodi es and bones were buried together in mass
graves. There was no way the Rebels could separate themor 1D the
victinms of the Night People's atrocities. It was just another crappy job
that had fallen to the American Rebels who made up the World
Stabi | i zati on Forces.

A few days after the battle at the airport, people trickled back into

Vi enna, silent watchers as the Rebels cleared the city-and the Rebels
could not understand why they did not offer to help. They were exani ned
by Rebel doctors and nany were found to be in mld shock. For years they
had been living in small groups in the woods, w thout adequate arns,
fearful each day of their lives of being captured and eaten alive by the
creeps.

Aust ri an medi cal peopl e began surfacing shortly after their dazed
countrynmen arrived, and they pitched in to help the Rebel doctors.

"When did the Ni ght People begin their canpaign of terror?" Ben asked a
group of Austrian citizens who seened to be nore or less in control of
their facilities.

"Right after the Geat War. Those of us who saw what was going on tried
to tell those in other countries. But they wouldn't believe us. They
t hought we
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were all insane-a condition that soon gripped nany of our people shortly
afterward,"” he added grimy

"What |ies east of us?" Ben asked a forner Austrian governnent official

The man shook his head. "Wth the exception of Hungary and the west part
of Romani a, the unknown is all | can tell you, General. Hungary is
filled with roam ng gangs of thugs and hoodl unms and canni bals. Ronani a
is ..." He shrugged his shoulders. "Romania. Wat can | tell you? A land
of beauty and nystery and superstition. We have been living hand to
mout h for years, lucky to have some scrap of news of what is happening
in the next valley. Now, with your help, perhaps we can pick up the

pi eces of our lives and start anew "

Ben stared at the official and the nen and wonmen with him He stared at
themfor so long, they grew edgy under his hard gaze.

"What is wong, General?" the official asked.
"I have a lot of questions and damm few answers," Ben replied. "That's
what is wong. Wiat happened to the Austrian Arny?"

"I would imagi ne the sane thing that happened to nost arnies of the
world. We felt the world was ending. W were told that the world had
expl oded in nuclear warfare. W were told that America had been
destroyed. W were told-"

"Who told you?" Ben interrupted.
The man agai n shrugged his shoulders. "Wy ... voices on short-wave

radi os. Know edgeabl e officials. Many in the armed forces rushed back to
their homes to see about their |oved ones. Others just ... disappeared.”
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"So the creeps took over without a fight?" Ben questioned. "Weren't any
of you arnmed? Why didn't you stand and fight? Why didn't you kill the
bast ar ds?"

"Wth what, General? Small-caliber rifles and shotguns filled with bird
shot ? Agai nst machi ne guns and nortars and organi zed forces?"

Sane old story, Ben thought, studying the nmen and wonen seated around
him Big governnent prom sed they'd take care of their people and then
di sarmed the | aw abi ding, tax-paying citizens. Big government lied here
just as they had lied in Anerica and Engl and and everywhere el se.

Ben didn't dislike politicians: He hated them

"We'|l help you set up a police force and armthe citizens with the
weapons we took fromthe creeps and punks on our push through Europe,"”
Ben told the delegation. "The rest is up to you."

Fall was beginning to brown the | eaves and turn the winds cold as the
Rebel s wapped up their work in Vienna and prepared to nove east. Ben
had straightened out his lines, north to south. They now ran from Sopot
in the north of Pol and, down to Nagykani zsa in the southwest part of
Hungary.

Batt comms flew into Vienna for one nore neeting before winter shut down
t he Rebel s' eastward push

Vienna | ay peacefully under the thin rays of late-fall sunshine as the
batt coms gathered in a nmeeting hall. The snmell of death that had
lingered over the city for so | ong was gone as the peopl e begin anew.

"W're going to nmove eastward about a hundred
265

and fifty mles before we shut everything down for the winter," Ben told
the gathering. "That's going to put us on a line running north to south
fromthe southern tip of Lithuania down to Warsaw, Krakow, through the
eastern tip of Czechosl ovakia, over to Budapest, down to Szeged in the
south of Hungary. Wen those lines are established, shut it down for the
wi nter, but make damm sure you're near a useable airport that will
handl e our supply planes. If not, we'll have to resort to airdrops.”

"What do you hear from Col onel Flanders in Italy?" Pat O Shea from 10
batt asked.

"Well, Flanders and Randazzo have nmanaged to bring the fighting to a
halt," Ben replied. "Actual combat, that is. Right nowthey're trying to
help the Italians formup some sort of workable governnment. Flanders
says he'd rather be in open conbat-he understands that."

After the laughter had died down, Ben added, "General Randazzo
threatened to shoot a hal f-dozen or nore Italian politicians unless they
reached an agreenent and did it damm quick. As soon as the words |eft
his mouth, the entire parlianment wal ked out en masse, with many of them
maki ng obscene gestures in General Randazzo's direction. Flanders is
using his people to keep order and letting Randazzo handle the politica

end of the operation. Personally, | think they're all having a good tine."



"\What about creepies, Dad?" Tina asked.

"An Italian creepie?" Ben responded. "Not likely. Italy is the only
country thus far that has reported absolutely no sign of N ght People."

"They'd have to have a side order of fettuccine
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with a little glass of grappa,"” Lt. Bonelli said with dark hunor, and
again the neeting hall reverberated with |aughter

"Italy is Italy," Ben said after order was restored. "And | don't plan
on trying to change it. That would be an inpossible task."

"What are we facing on this eastward push?" Buck Tayl or, commander of 15
Batt, asked.

"Hundreds of gangs of thugs and hardened crimnals and street crap and
war | ords roam ng the countryside. And let us not forget about the
creepies; don't discount their popping up when you | east expect them W
certainly haven't seen the last of the Night People. | just don't know
how much hard and sustained conmbat we'll neet on this push. Intell says
the gangs we'll engage are poorly arned and poorly organi zed. \What we'll
be doing nostly, | think, is bringing nmedicines and food and hope to the
| aw- abi di ng peopl e of these countries. But be ready for anything. The
UN's political teams will be going in with us to do their thing." He
paused, then added, "And | know you will all be glad to hear this: The
reporters have finally caught up with us, so we'll have themto contend
with."

H s final announcenent was greeted with catcalls and boos and hi ssi ng,
and Ben let it run its course.

"Any nore questions?" he asked.
There wer e none.
"Let's do it," Ben said.

When the room had cl eared, Ben joined Mke Richards, who had stood on
t he sidelines throughout the briefing.
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"Billy Smithson's nen-the turncoats who staged the coup,” M ke began

"What about then?"

"It's as we suspected. They left Germany with Bottger and his men.
They're in Africa.”

"Setting up their own little Reich." Ben pressed his |ips together in a
hard, firmline.

"That's about it."

"So, you finally got people in." It was not phrased as a question



"Reluctantly, Ben. Very reluctantly."

Ben did not have to ask how far in they were. He had worked for the
Conpany, and he knew they were in deep ... or they had damm wel| better be.

" And?- "

"Bottger is waiting for you to show up, Ben. Just patiently waiting for
you. "

"He's that certain?"

"Well, not really. But it's going to take two or three years to wap up
things in Europe. By that tinme, perhaps the good citizens of Anerica and
the other predom nately white countries in the world will have recovered
sufficiently to start worrying about Africa and we'll be ordered in to
stabilize that continent. Wen that happens, Bruno and his arnmy will be
ready. "

"And when, or if, that time comes, you think | should do what, M ke?"

"Refuse to go. Once Europe is stabilized, let's go back hone and live
out the remainder of our years in peace in the SUSA. "

"M ke, sonebody, someday, will have to deal wth
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Bruno Bottger. The longer the world waits, the stronger he gets."

M ke shook his head and then said, "Why am | not surprised at your
response?"

"Cheer up, Mke. Africa, if it comes, is a couple of years away.
Probably | onger than that. And who knows, maybe by that time Bruno will
sel f-destruct."”

M ke stared at himfor a nmonent. "Don't bet on it, ol' buddy. Don't bet
onit." Mke turned and wal ked away. At the door, he paused and | ooked
back. "The Rebels will follow you there if you lead, Ben. They'll do it
wi t hout question. But there will be a ot of Rebel lives lost on the
dark continent, Ben. And it isn't worth one Rebel life. It just isn't
worth it." Then he hurried away w thout another word.

Ben remained in the big hall, conscious of the eyes of his teamon him
He net them one by one.

"Ch, what the hell, Boss." Jersey broke the silence. "I always wanted to
nmeet Tarzan."

The [ ong Rebel line, over four hundred niles |ong, straightened out
north to south and noved on slowy toward the east. Over the | ong and
bl oody nmonths since the Rebels had | anded on the beaches of France,
their reputation had grown, just as it had grown back in the States.
Very few of the snmaller gangs really wanted to mx it up with the
Rebels.... The price they would have to pay-in lives and bl ood-was j ust
too damm high. But they really had no place to go to escape the

ever - advanci ng Rebel arny, except east toward Russia, and they did not
wi sh to head in that direction for Russia was an unknown.
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Very little in the way of news had come from Russia since the Great War
and the news that had filtered out was anythi ng but good.

Ben's command, his own 1 Batt and Dan's 3 Batt, were just inside the
Hungari an border when the first of the gangs began surrendering. Like
nearly every gang the Rebel s had ever encountered, both in Europe and
Stateside, they were a sorry-Ilooking bunch of crap when conpared to the
wel | -fed, well-trained, well-equipped, and highly notivated and

di sci pli ned Rebel sol diers.

Thi s gang nunbered fifty nen and wonmen ranging in age fromfifteen to
twenty-five. And to a person, they were scared and nmade no attenpt to
hi de that fear.

They especially showed that fear when the whispering started anong them
that they had been captured by Ben Raines hinself-the Devil, as Ben was
called by crimnals in this part of Eastern Europe.

Ben slowy walked in front of the line of prisoners, a representative of
t he Hungari an resistance with him

"This particul ar band of hoodluns is one of the m|der gangs," the
interpreter told him "They steal, but we've never heard of any of them
killing or raping."

"Well," Ben said, winking at the resistance fighter. He had been told
that nost of the |ine-up understood and spoke some English. "Maybe we
won't have to shoot all of them"™

At that, one gang nmenber promptly fainted dead away and anot her
evacuated his bowel s.
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"Rai nes," Doctor Chase said, disgust in his tone, "your sense of hunor
i s grotesque.”

"Ch, hell, get themout of here and clean themup," Ben rejoined. "After
that, turn themover to the interrogation teans and see what we can get
put of them"

"Are you really going to shoot us, General?" a young girl of perhaps
fifteen or sixteen asked.

Ben stared down at her. A pretty girl with blond hair and pal e bl ue eyes
and a very scruffy young lady, too, badly in need of a |ong, hot,

soapy bat h.

"We've really harnmed no one," the girl said. "W steal in order to live

And we are in a war with the cannibals. Al of us have been a prisoner

of the creepers at one time or another. We all escaped fromthe

cannibals in the city."

That got everyone's attention
"The Ni ght Peopl e?"

"Yes, Ceneral. Those that creep about at night."



"What city?" Ben asked her

"Budapest, GCeneral."

"CGet them cl eaned up and then bring this girl to my CP," Ben ordered. He
| ooked at the resistance fighter. "And get ne a fermale translator to
stay with us while | talk with her."

The gang nenbers were separated by sex and herded off. Ben turned to Dan
Gray. "If she really did escape fromthe creeps, she's got a head filled

wi th val uabl e information."

"If she isn't a creep herself," Dan said.

"Yes." Ben sighed. "There is that to consider, isn't there?"
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Chapter Ten

"Did she seemrepul sed at the thought of taking a bath?" Ben asked Jersey.

"No. Not at all. W practically had to drag her out of the shower. She
washed her hair three tines. Now she's on her second plate of food at
the nmess tent. If she's a creepie, |I'mJoan of Arc."

"Who is with her?"

"Cooper. He says he's in love with her," Beth said.

"Cooper is in heat,'
girl's name?"

Ben said. "Cooper is always in heat. Wat's the
"Anna," Jersey replied. "I can't pronounce her |ast nanme. \Wat the hel
| anguage do these peopl e speak?"

"Magyar. I'mtold it's difficult.”

"They told you right."

Anna was brought in, along with a female interpreter-which proved to be
unnecessary since the girl spoke excellent English

She stared at Ben through eyes that were much ol der than her years. "You
want to know about the creeps, right, sir?"

"As nmuch as you can tell ne."
"And what do | get if | do tell you?"
Ben started to tell the girl she wouldn't get spanked,
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t hen deci ded she was a bit too old for that threat to work. "Wat do you
want, girl?"

"Anna."



"Al'l right, Anna. Wat do you want ?"
"To be safe. | want to be a Rebel."

Ben smled. "Anna, being with the Rebel Arny is not the safest place to
be. W fight wars."

"What do you think |I've been doing since | was old enough to renenber? Sir."

Ben figured the girl had, at best, just started school when the G eat
War had toppled every governnent in the world. "How did you survive
Anna?" Ben asked softly. "You couldn't have been nore than five-or

si x-years-ol d."

The girl's face screwed up in a stormof emptions. "I fought dogs for
rotten neat in the streets. | ate grubs | found under logs. | made ne a
slingshot and | earned how to knock squirrels out of trees and hit
rabbits on the run. | teanmed up with other kids ny age, and we had us a
gang. One of themwas the son of sonmeone who worked at the U S. Enbassy
i n Budapest. W learned English fromhim He died two years ago." She
grimaced. "Well, in away. The creeps ate hi mwhen we were captured over
in Gyor. That's a town just down the road. We held the gang together for
along tine. Years. The creeps used to live in the old U S. Enbassy in
Budapest. They may still be there. That's the last place they held ne."

"How di d you escape?"

"I killed one of themwith a knife, put on her robe, and just wal ked out
unnoticed. | nmade up ny nind right then that they would never take ne
again. | heard they were offering rewards for me. They'|ll torture
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me to death if they get the chance." Sudden tears sprang into her eyes.

"You've got to let nme be a Rebel. The creeps will catch me if you don't
and ... |'ve seen what they do to people."

Ben handed her a cl ean handkerchi ef and a cup of coffee and brought
sugar and artificial creaner to her, setting it on the table. "You drink
that and conpose yourself. I'Il be back in a mnute."

He went into another room where an operator was running a state of the
art P.S.E. machine. Psychol ogi cal Stress Eval uator. Anna was being given
a lie-detector test wi thout her know edge-which is the best way to give
one; the subject is much nore relaxed that way.

"She's telling the truth, General," the operator said. "Truthful all the
way across." He glanced up at Ben. "Wiy so nuch interest in this kid,
General ?"

"I don't know, Mark. Sonething about the girl got to me, | guess. Stay
withit."

"You got it, sir.

Ben tal ked with Anna for over an hour, then let her relax for a few
m nutes while, once again, he checked with the P.S. E expert.

"I haven't caught a lie yet, General. She's shooting straight."



Ben nodded his agreement. "All right, Mark, that's it. Pack it in. Thanks.
Jersey, Beth, Corrie, and Cooper had watched Ben chat with the girl, so
it cane as no surprise when Ben said, "Beth, take Anna down to the
guarternmaster vehicles and get her fitted out with BDUs, will you?"
"Sure, Boss."
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"Then take her over to Chase's MASH tent. I'll neet you over there."
The girl's eyes brightened. "Does this nean |I'm a Rebel, now?"

"It's a start in that direction,” Ben told her. "Now go along with Beth."

Ben wal ked over to the MASH tent and up to La-mar, who was sitting at a
portabl e desk. Chase | ooked at him "Are you sick?"

"No." Ben squatted on the ground. "Beth is bringing a girl over here
sometine within the hour. Check her out and shoot her up, will you?"

"Sure. Somrething special about this woman, hey?"

"She's not a wonan, Lamar. | figure the kid is about fifteen, tops."
Lamar smiled. "Well, I'lIl be dammed. Did the old parental urge strike
you, Ben?"

"You mght say that. She's a good kid who needs a break, that's all."

"Over the years, we've net thousands of good ki ds who needed a break
Ben. What's so special about this one?"

"How the hell do |I know?" Ben retorted sharply, then stood up and wal ked
away.

Lamar chuckl ed and returned to his paperwork. Ben had a soft spot for
ki ds and animals, and everybody in the Rebel Arny knew about it.

Ben pulled a nug of coffee and wandered over to a stand of trees and sat
on the ground near Jersey, Corrie, and Cooper. About fifty meters away,
part of Lt. Bonelli's conmand threw up a | oose circle around Ben

Ben rolled a cigarette and drank his coffee and waited for Anna and
Beth. Ben figured Anna to be
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about five feet, three inches, for she was about two inches taller than
Jersey and Ben towered over her

"You like this kid, huh, Boss?" Jersey broke into his thoughts.
"Yeah, | do, Jersey."
"We had a neeting while you were in the other roomtalking to Mark. M,

Cooper, Beth, and Corrie. W decided Anna was a keeper and not to throw
her back."



Their way of telling Ben that they approved of Anna and that whatever
Ben decided to do, they were solidly behind him

"I"'mreal glad to hear that, Jersey."

"I"ll keep a good eye on her, Boss," Cooper said.

"I"'msure you will," Ben said drily. "And knowi ng she's
fifteen-years-old, | would advise you to keep statutory rape in mnd
whil e you' re keeping a good eye on her."

Cooper pulled a worn paperback book out of his jacket and busied hinself
reading a Fred Bean western

"Has anybody seen Cassie |lately?" Ben asked, field stripping his
cigarette butt. Cassie was a career reporter and Ben was a career
warrior. Their affair had burned brightly for a time, and then the |ight
had begun to flicker until it had finally gone out as the two realized
that, while they genuinely |liked each other, as a pair, they were not
neant to be.

"She hooked up with Ike's 2 Batt," Jersey said. "Frank Service is with
Col onel Wajda's bunch. And Nils Wlson is down in Italy with Genera
Fl anders. W still have Bobby Day."

"How wonderful for us," Ben said.
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"You realize, of course,"” Corrie said, "that Bobby Day will try to make
somet hing dirty out of your taking Anna in."

"When he does I'Il kill him" Ben said quietly. He saw Beth and Anna
approaching and left to greet themat the MASH tent.

"How do | |ook?" Anna asked excitedly, doing a rather clunmsy pirouette
in her stiff conmbat boots.

"You l ook just fine," Ben told her
"I"'mreally a Rebel, aren't [|?"

"You're getting there," Ben said as Lamar and a fenal e doctor wal ked
over to them "Lamar, this is Anna."

"Prettiest soldier | ever did see," Chase said. "Anna, this is Dr. Judy
McMasters. She's going to check you out and then we'll bring you
up-to-date on sone shots. You go with her, now "

Anna | ooked at Ben with anxi ous eyes.

"I'"ll be right here," Ben assured her. "You go with Dr. MMasters."

When Anna was out of earshot, Lamar said, "What the hell are you going
to do with her, Ben? Keep her with you? What kind of hone is that?"

"A hell of alot better than what she's had for ten or so years, Lamar.
The subject is closed. Have a nice day. Go back to sticking people with
square needl es.”



Lamar stared at Ben. "You know what, Raines? You're turning into a
goddamm grouch. "

"Maybe |'ve been around you, too long," Ben returned.
Chase threw his hands into the air and stal ked off, rmuttering under his
br eat h.
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"What are you going to do with her, Boss?" Corrie asked.
"Well ... that's a danm good question."

There were no shots fired as the scouts entered the suburbs of Gyor,

whi ch back before the Great War had been a thriving city of nearly a
hundred and fifty thousand. Scouts radi oed back that there were perhaps
five thousand people left in the city and they were in sad shape. Anna
| aughed strangely at that.

Ben's Humrer had bl own an engi ne just inside the Hungarian border and,

at Ben's request, Dan had set about procuring a van for him Dan's
scroungers had found the big van hidden in a barn and had pulled it out
and gone over it. It was plush, seated six confortably in captain's
chairs, and had enough roomfor all their gear ... once the snall
refrigerator and stove were removed. Papers in the glove box showed that
it had belonged to a governnent official before the Great War. Wen they
got to Gyor, the Rebels would cut a hole in the top for a machi ne gun
mount and bul | et - proof the van

To absolutely no one's surprise, Anna rode with Ben and his teamin the van.

What did cone as a surprise was Anna's proficiency with a nunber of
weapons, including the M 16 and the AK-47.

"I"malso real good at nmking and tossing Ml otov cocktails,” she told
them "l1've fried about a hundred and fifty creepers with them over the
years. At |east that many."

"W use grenades, Anna," Ben said.
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"I prefer gas bonbs," she said stubbornly. "I like to hear those sorry
bastards and bitches scream"

Bet h arched an eyebrow but said not hing.
"You really hate them don't you?" Cooper asked.

"They ate nmy mother and father," Anna said softly. "Yes, | hate them™

Nobody had anything to reply to that.

"Gyor is an old town," Anna went on. "It's the capital of Gyor-Sporon
nmegye. That means county. Like nost of the old towns in ny country, the
streets are narrow and wi nding. And there are still creepers there, too.

So watch it. They're underground. "

"Scouts reported nothing," Jersey said.



"As | told you a few m|es back, your Scouts are wong," Anna said
flatly. "I know. Don't trust the people you neet, either. The creepers
have themterrified. Besides that, they' re cowards." She cut |oose with
a long string of words that Ben and the others could not understand, but
knew perfectly well what she neant. She was giving both the creepers and
the locals a sound cussing.

"\What ever you said," Beth told her, "if it was about the creepies,
agree with you."

"I't was about the people left there, too. They're stooges for the
creepers. All the good people either fought the creepers and died or
left tolive in the hills and fight a guerrilla war against them™

"Al'l of them Anna?" Ben asked.

"Why el se would a good person stay?"

"Scouts now reporting the snmell is getting tough to take," Corrie said.

"Tell themto back out and wait for us at the edge
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of the city,"” Ben told her. "Here we go again," he nuttered.
Anna heard him "Wat do you nmean, Ceneral Ben?"

Ben had insisted the girl call himBen, but she couldn't bring herself
to be that informal-at |east not yet.

"We bring the gangs under control, and the creeps pop up. W bring the
creeps under control, and the gangs pop up. It just never seens to end.”
"No nore gangs, General Ben," Anna said solemly. "At least not in this
part of what used to be ny country. The gangs are all in Budapest and
east and south of there. Everything else is all creeper controlled."

"What a cheerful thought," Jersey said. "You just nade our day, Anna."

The girl's snmile was thin and her pale blue eyes glittered with a bright
har dness. When she spoke, her voice was flat and cold. "I'm ooking
forward to it."

The others in the gang had verified Anna's story. The girl had been on
her own since she was five-years-old, and she was one tough girl.

"You're not going into conbat, Anna," Jersey said. "You ve had no training.'

"I"'ma Rebel now This uniformsays | am You can't keep nme out of
conbat. Besides, |'ve been fighting the creepers since | was five.
started fighting themwi th rocks. You think this is something newto ne?
Bah! "

"She meant..." Cooper opened his nouth.

"I know what she neant." Anna shut himup. "You think you can't depend
on me. You're wong. My life
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is fighting creepers. | hate them Once, when | was captured, there was
this big creeper who took off his robe and stood naked in front of ne.
He was filthy and stank |like sheep shit. | was, oh, ten-years-old,

think. He told me if | would becone his personal slave and suck him off
he would let ne live. | said, On, sure, | would. He got hinmself hard and
stuck it in ny face. He didn't know | had a knife. | cut his dick off
and ran. The next tine | was captured, about six nmonths later, in a
little town called Aet, there was this creeper woman who wanted to | ove
me ... in a perverted way. | beat her head in with a club. You want to
hear nore?"

"I think we get the picture, Anna," Beth said.

"Then don't tell me | can't fight. I will fight."

Ben cut his eyes to Jersey.

"Yeah," Jersey said. "Kick-ass tinme!"
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Chapt er El even

Anna preferred the chopped-off version of the M 16, the ML6ALl; and when
Ben said he wouldn't get her one, she got one of her own. As soon as the
convoy reached the edge of Gyor and pulled over for the night, it took
Anna about fifteen minutes to either steal one or charm sone Rebe
arnorer out of it. Ben's teamwas anused; Ben was not. At |east not that

he woul d show.

"I will fight," Anna told Ben. "You cannot stop ne fromfighting the
creepers.”

"Al'l right, all right." Ben gave in. "Then fight, goddamit."

"Thank you," Anna replied with nore than a trace of hunor in her eyes.
"You want creeper prisoners to question?"

"The scouts haven't been able to find any."
"They don't know where to look. | will show them"
Bef ore Ben could protest, Anna was off and running. "Well, hell!" he said.

"We've never been able to get much information out of the creepies,"
Cooper sai d.

"Maybe we should turn Anna | oose on one," Jersey
282

suggested with a nean smle. "I think she mght be nore persuasive than
we' ve been."

Ben shook his head. "I wouldn't want to be anywhere cl ose shoul d that
happen. Anna harbors a real hatred toward the creeps. Wth good reason,"
he added.



Anna and the scouts were back in |less than an hour, wth half-a-dozen
creepies. "The kid took us through an old tunnel, General," the team

| eader said. "I have to admt, it spooked ne at first. | tell you what,
Ceneral . Anna can nove |ike a ghost and cut a throat with the best of
us. She can be on ny team anytinme she wants to."

Ben nodded and | ooked at Anna. "You think you're pretty smart, don't
you, young | ady?"

"Yeah. | do, General Ben. Now give ne nmy reward."
" Rewar d?"

Anna put a finger on one cheek and grinned inmpishly. "Alittle kiss,
right here, General Ben."

Enbarrassed, Ben shuffled his boots and cleared his throat. "Ch, all
right!" he harrunphed. He bent down awkwardly and gave the kid a peck on
the cheek am d cheering and appl auding fromthe Rebels gathered around.

The creeps stood by and glared their hatred at the Rebels, especially at
Anna.

"I don't think they like you very nuch, Anna," Ben said when the
shouting and | aughi ng had di ed down.

"Ch, they hate ne, CGeneral Ben," the girl corrected. "lI've killed a | ot
of creepers over the years." She spat in the direction of the captives,
and the
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creeps finally broke their silence and cursed the girl. She | aughed at them
"Take themto the interrogation teans," Ben told the scouts. "G ve them
t he works; see what we can get out of them™

Anna pul | ed a doubl e- edged dagger from her jacket. "I can get
i nformation fromthem"

The creeps hissed at the sight of the knife. It was obvious to al
present that they not only hated Anna, but were nore than a little
afraid of the girl.

"Put it away, Anna," Ben told her. "W have drugs that work nuch better.’
Anna reluctantly sheathed the razor-sharp bl ade, and the creepies were

| ed away. They seened glad to go. Anna shouted at themin her native
tongue. One of the creeps turned and shook his head and replied in the
same | anguage.

"What did you ask him Anna?"

"Where the nmen are who killed ny friend Robert. The son of the enpl oyee
of your enbassy."

"And his reply?"

"The sane as always. | will never find them But | will. And when | do,
they will die very slowy and painfully. Just |ike Bobby. They raped him



over and over. | had to listen to his scream ng and watch while they
used him | will find them Someday. Sooner or later." She cut her pale
eyes to Ben. "My ancestors cane to Hungary from Ronania. They were
gypsies fromthe Transylvani a Muntains. W Rumani ans can be ..

i nventive when it comes to pain." She smiled ... sort of. "Just study
the life of Vlad the
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Impal er. I am hungry now. | will eat if you don't mind."

"Go on," Ben said softly.

Ben wat ched her walk to the mess tent. Dan had strolled up. "You have
yourself quite a handful there," he said.

"Yes, | sure do."

"But to her credit, Ben, everybody likes her. After only a few days,
she's won the hearts of us all. She's a bonny |lass, she is."

Behi nd Dan's words he heard the unspoken questions. But Ben, what in the
hell are you going to do with her? Adopt her? Send her back to the States?

Ben didn't know. "We'IlIl find a place for her, Dan," he said | anely.
"She needs proper schooling, Ben."

"Beth has already started with that. The older kids in the gang taught
her to read and wite. And she is amazingly well read. Wen she isn't

concentrating on killing creeps, she's got her nose stuck in a book."

Readi ng was sonething that was heavily stressed in all Rebel schools,
and nost Rebels carried books in their gear

"How about the other kids Anna's age that were in that gang?"
"We found famlies to take in some of the younger children. The ol der
ones are helping to rebuild and restore order. None of themwent to

jail. That particular gang was |ucky."

Dan studied the general's face. "Ben, old friend-" Dan put a hand on

Ben's shoulder. "-1 have to say this, and you're not going to like it."
"Co ahead."
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"Anna is a human killing-machine. You know it; | knowit. She's quite

| ovely and very personable. But she was nade honel ess at a tender age.
She grew up like a wild animal. She admitted she fought packs of dogs
for scraps of neat. How she got as far as she did is nothing short of a
mracle. She's only a cut above a feral child."

"l know all that, Dan."
"Do you even know her |ast nane?"

"She says it's Hunyadi, which may or may not be true. That is a fanobus
nane in Hungarian history. There was a Hunyadi king in the 14th century,



but the truth is, Dan, | don't think she knows for sure. She nmay have
just taken the nanme out of history. But one thing is firm Anna Hunyad
is one orphan kid who is going to have a chance."

"End of discussion?"

"End of discussion."”

Dan cl asped Ben's shoul der briefly, then left him al one.

Ben wal ked to the nmess tent, pulled a cup of coffee, and sat down beside
Anna, who had a huge plate of food in front of her. The girl was sitting
of f by herself, as if she had anticipated Ben's arrival

"While you eat, we're going to tal k about your future, Anna."

"I fight," she said.

"I"'msure that's true. But when you're not fighting, you' re going to get
some schooling."

"COkey-dokey. That's cool, CGeneral Ben."
Ben sighed. Dealing with teenage kids was not his strongest suit.
She | ooked at himw th a mischievous twinkle in
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her eyes. "You going to tell ne about the birds and the bees, General Ben?"

"I ... don't think so, Anna."
"That's good. | already know all about fucking and stuff like that."

Ben's sigh was definitely heavier and |onger than the first exhal ation.
He | ooked down at his cup and wi shed he had sone bourbon to add to it.

"Anna, proper young | adies do not use words |like the ones you just used."
"Are you going to teach me to be a proper young | ady, General Ben?"

"I amgoing to try, yes."

"That's awesone, nan."

Ben rubbed his tenples with his fingertips. "I think I'mgoing to need
some help in this," he nuttered. H s eyes reached Thernopolis, who had
just entered the tent. Therm spotted Ben sitting with Anna and noticed
that Ben had a strange smile on his lips. Thermrecognized that smle

and beat a hasty retreat out of the mess tent.

"I raised ny kids!" Therm call ed over his shoul der, hastening to 3
Batt's nmess area. "You're on your own."

"Chi cken!" Ben cal | ed.

"You'd better believe it," Thermreturned and kept on wal ki ng.

"Thermis funny," Anna said.



"Yeah, he's a real riot," Ben nuttered. "Have you net Rosebud?"

"Ch, yes. She's nice. Em| Hte?" She waggl ed one hand from side to side.
"W agree on that. 1'll see you around."
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"That's cool ."

Ben wal ked over to Corrie, Beth, and Jersey. Cooper was with the
mechani cs, working on the van. Ben paused at their table. "You three
teach her to be a proper young |l ady," he said, and beat a fast retreat.

One of the women sniled and the other two frowned as they exchanged

gl ances. Jersey held out one hand and Beth and Corrie each dug in their
BDU s and dropped a five spot into the out-stretched palm "Told you,"
Jersey said.

Gyor lay quiet under the fall sun as the Rebels began tightening the
noose around the town. The small city | ooked peaceful enough; but the
captured creepies had, before they died, confirned there were severa
t housand of their kind in the city.

The | ocal s had begun com ng out at first light, their hands held in the
air. To a person, their eyes narrowed and their faces paled at the sight
of Anna, standing beside Ben, a faint smle on her |ips.

"Bel i eve nothing that she-devil says!"™ a man cried out, pointing at
Anna. "She lies. W were forced to serve the N ght People."

Anna spat on the ground in contenpt and fired off a verbal round in
Hungari an; | oathing dripped fromher words and the man trenbl ed.

The Hungari an Freedom Fi ghters gave Anna a wi de berth whenever possible.
The | eader of one HFF group had told Ben that Anna lived to kil

creepers ... and for several years had done a bang-up job of it.

Anna pointed to a man. "That one gave his own
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daughter to the creepers. They used her horribly until she went insane,
and then they ate her. And that is the truth.”

The man | eaped at Anna, screaming curses at her, a knife flashing in one
hand. Anna rai sed her CAR and stitched him The collaborator died in a
heap on the cracked concrete of the old hi ghway.

"Pig!" Anna spat the words at his bl oody body.

The group of |ocals began tal king at once, pleading for their lives. Ben
ordered themtaken away for interrogation

"Why waste the time?" Anna questioned as the nen and wonen were | ed
away. "Put themall up against that stone wall over there-" She pointed.
"-and shoot them"

"W had to conply!" a man screaned at her. "W had to!"



"No, you didn't," Anna said. "I didn't. | fought. So did Jaroslav and
Her bert, Stephen and Sigi smund, Bobby and Elizabeth, Jagiello and
Tadeusz ... and dozens of others who fought and died. W were stil
fighting when the Rebel s came, and some of us surrendered and joi ned
them so we could continue to fight." She spat in the man's face, and the
spittle ran down his cheek. "Sonme of you pointed your finger at Bobby
and Jan. And sone of you were witness to Jan's torture. | know that for
the truth. And I will find out which ones were there. And when | do,

will kill you! I swear it."

"You damm dirty gypsy!" a woman screaned at Anna. "You thieving whore-slut!"
"Cet themout of here," Ben ordered. "W was Jan, Anna?"
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Anna had tears in her eyes. "A friend of nmine. W' d been together since

| was about eight-years-old. Bobby and Jan and | were all that was |eft

of our original gang of fighters. Sone of those people turned us in to

the creepers.”

"They'll be dealt with. | pronmise you that. Corrie, get the tanks
nmoving. Let's take this city."

The suburbs appeared deserted, but the eerie silence fooled no one. The
creeps they' d captured had told themthat nuch of the city was
honeyconbed with tunnels and the Rebels coul d expect a savage fight in Gyor.

Ben laid it out bluntly to Anna. "You do exactly what you are told to
do, Anna. If | say stay put, you stay put. If | say nove, you
nmove-w t hout hesitation or questions. Do you understand?”

"l understand."”

"W work as a team The only person who lone-wolfs it is me. And that
isn'"t often.” Not nearly as often as | would |like, Ben added silently.
"Do you understand that ?"

"l understand."”

Anna had been dressed out in body arnor, right up to the newest

hel met - made of | ami nated kevlar, even stronger than the ones used by the

U S. Arny before the Great War.

"This throat-collar is unconfortable,” Anna bitched, tugging at the collar

"You'll get used to it," Ben told her. "Now |l eave it al one.™
"Tanks in position,"” Corrie said.

"Let's go."

290

"What are we doi ng?" Anna asked, noving awkwardly in the unaccustoned
body arnor.

"We go in behind the tanks. It's conforting to have nearly sixty-five
tons of steel in front of you."



"I would think it would be nore conforting to be inside one," she countered.
Ben muttered under his breath. Smart ass!

Anna | ooked at him and grinned. "Wiy is the conmandi ng general of such a
great army going into conmbat |ike a common sol dier, CGeneral Ben?"

"Because | like it."
"I can dig it!"

They continued on for two bl ocks and saw not hing. "Were the hell are
t hey?" Ben nuttered.

"They're here," Anna said. "Believe that if you believe nothing at all."
At the end of the third bl ock, silent warning bells began ringing in
Ben's head. "Hold it! Corrie, have everyone halt where they are and set

up battle lines."

"What's wrong?" Anna asked.

Ben squatted down and | ooked around him "Every other tank swivel their
turret," he said softly. "The creeps are going to be popping up al

around us any second now. "

"How do you know t hat?" Anna whi spered.

"Because they've tried everything else, that's why." Ben | ooked around
himat the silent houses on both sides of the street. "I wi sh | had not
brought you al ong, Anna."

"You coul dn't have stopped me from coning, General Ben," she rem nded him
Ben grunted. "Yeah. | know that, too."

"Li sten up, everybody. Wat the hell is that sound?"
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Jersey asked, squatting beside Ben on the old street. "It's gone. No!l
There it is. Hear it?"

Ben listened. "Sounds like ... yelling. Sort of. But where in the hel
is it comng fronP"

"I't's nuffled," Beth said.

"The sound is coming fromunder us!" Lt. Bonelli called. "They're under
us. They'll be coming up out of the tunnels."

The roaring increased in vol une.

"They must have spent years honeyconbing this city with tunnels,” Ben
said. "But to pop up out of nmanhol es would be suicide. Not enough of
diemcoul d get through to be effective. So they have to have tunnels

| eading to the homes and busi nesses. "

"Dan reporting creepies pouring out of houses and busi nesses,” Corrie



cal | ed.
"Here we go," Ben said.

Then the Rebels were surrounded by hundreds of robed figures running at
them at nearly point-Dblank range.

"Fire!" Ben yelled
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Chapter Twel ve

Those first creepies who charged Ben and his teamdied in a storm of
bullets, their closeness actually building a protective wall of bodies
around the Rebels. The creeps were forced to slow their assault in order
to clinb over their dead kind.

The main guns of the tanks began how ing; at this range, the inpacting
artillery rounds literally blew houses apart, the stones and bricks

rai ni ng down on the charging N ght People. Fifty-caliber rounds at a
range of a hundred feet or |ess were awesone, tearing human bodi es apart
and literally stopping the charging creeps in md-stride and flinging
their torn bodi es backward in a bl oody nacabre dance.

But on the dark side of the coin, Ben and the Rebels were trapped within
the circle of torn and bl oody and stinking dead, unable to break free.

A huge creepie | eaped over the ever-growing pile of bodies and hurled

hi nsel f straight at Ben, scream ng curses as he sailed through the air,
his bare hands outstretched in anticipation of closing around Ben's
throat and choking the hated life fromhim Ben lifted the nmuzzle of his
Thonpson and bl ew the man's hooded face into a thousand pieces of bl ood,
bone, and tissue. Ben sidestepped, and the nearly
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headl ess body fl opped, lifeless, on the stones of the street.

One creep | eaped onto the tank where Ben and his team crouched and tried
to west the fifty-caliber gun froma Rebel. Corrie shot the sub-human
being in the head.

"Start tossing gas!" Ben yelled. "Tear gas and pepper. Everyone into nasks."

"Button up," Corrie radioed to the tanks crews. "W're using gas."

The tank crews quickly screwed it down tight and switched to their
chemical protection systenms as the Rebels started throwi ng tear gas and
pepper gas grenades over the wall of dead and badly wounded creepi es,
with the occasional Fire-Frag tossed in just for Kkicks.

Ben's mask was equi pped with m ke and receiver so he could both hear and
conmuni cate with Corrie, squad and pl atoon | eaders, and conpany
conmanders. "We're getting out of here,” he radi oed. "Tanks, clear us a
hol e through the bodies."

The sixty-three- and fifty-seven-ton MBT's rolled right over the nounds
of dead and dying creeps, the treads squashing the bodi es and maki ng a
great big sloppy nmess in the road.



The Rebels ran through the gore and out of the swirling clouds of tear
and pepper gas. The tanks swiveled their turrets and fired
grenade-filled rounds into the nass of choki ng and near-blinded
creepi es, many of whom had hit the street and grounds on their hands and
knees and were scurrying |like big bugs back to what was |left of the
bui | di ngs they had exited only nonents before.
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A block and a half away, Ben halted the retreat and threw up defensive
lines. Anna had not gotten her mask seated properly and was nearly

bl i nded, as well as coughi ng and choking. At Ben's wave, a nedic took
her off to treat her eyes.

Li ke Ben, Dan had been caught off guard by the creepie's attack and was
furious.

"Cal m down, Dan," Ben said after the Englishman had exhausted his
repertoire of cuss words. "W made a mi stake by underestimating the

creeps. We've done it before and we probably wi |l again. Considering
that this could have been a real disaster, our casualties are very |ow
W'l just flush themout with chemicals."

"Bobby Day is going to love that," Jersey said after Ben had told her
what they planned to do.

"Who i s Bobby Day?" Anna said. Her eyes were bl oodshot and red-ri med
fromthe gas and her voice husky from coughi ng.

"He's a reporter who hates me. And he is also a person | don't want you
talking to," Ben told her

"Why not ?"

"Because he' |l tw st everything you say before he reports it. He'll try
to get you to say things that can be used to hurt ne."

Anna nodded slowy. "So your enem es are not just the people we nmeet on
the battlefield, hey, CGeneral Ben?"

"You're catching on, Anna. Very quickly. | just don't want the |essons
to be |l earned the hard way."

Anna's eyes turned cold behind the redness caused by the gas. "If he is
a threat to you, why not get rid of this Bobby Day person?"

"Because it isn't done that way if one is to have
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any kind of a denocracy, Anna. The first anmendment of our Constitution
protects the freedom of speech.”

Anna t hought about that for a nonment. "Even if it's used wongly?"
"Even then, Anna."

n W]y?"



"Because what is wong to you mght be right to sonebody el se.™
"Right is right and wong is wong," the girl replied stubbornly.
"Everybody knows the difference between right and wong."

"It's all a matter of interpretation, Anna," Ben explained. "Now, go sit
over there with the nedics until your eyes are totally clear. And that's
an order, young |ady."

She grinned. "O K., CGeneral Ben. Whatever you say."

She headed off toward the nmedic's tent. "Tell the nmedics to watch her,”
Ben told Corrie. "She gave in entirely too easily."

"I got the transports,” Corrie said. "They'll be bringing in canisters
of chemicals. First planes should be touching down |late this afternoon.”

"We should be ready to start pouring in the gas by m dnorning tonorrow.
It's skin-irritation gas. Not fatal."

"Good, maybe that will appease Bobby Day."
"I wouldn't count on it."

Ben smiled. "Ch, I'"'mnot. Not at all. W just won't say anything about
it until we start punping the gas in."
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Bobby Day wat ched the next norning as the huge punps that were flown in
were set up at various points in the city. "You are obviously going to
use gas to drive these poor unfortunate wetches out of their tunnels,
Ceneral ," he finally said to Ben. "Wat type of gas?"

"Laughi ng gas, Bobby," Ben told him "Wen they cone out, they'll be
happy, jolly good fellows all."

"I's that supposed to be funny, GCeneral ?"

"I wouldn't even attenpt to joke with you, Bobby. You have no sense of
hunor - none at all."

Bobby i gnored the barb. "And when they come out, you'll take them
prisoner, right, General ?"

"Not |ikely, Bobby. Not likely. We'll try to round up the kids and turn
them over to |l ocal people. But we'll shoot the adult creepies as they
cone out."

"That is nonstrous!"”

"That is reality, sonny-boy. No one, anywhere, at any tinme, has ever

been able to rehabilitate a creepie- nman, worman, or child. And some of
the nost skilled doctors in the world have tried for years. It just

can't be done. But if you would Iike to adopt a real live creepie for
your very own, to love and cherish forever and ever-which woul d be about
fifteen mnutes, if that |ong-you certainly have ny perm ssion to do so."

"I don't need your permission to do a damn thing!" Bobby popped ri ght
back. "And your hunor is really sick, General. Really, really sick."



"I"'mreally, really sorry about that, Bobby. You certainly know how to
hurt a guy. Ch, well. Nowif you'll excuse ne, | have sone creepies to
attend to." He
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turned to Corrie. "Everyone in protective gear. Wen that is done, start
punping the gas in."

"I don't have any protective gear!" Bobby holl ered.

"Then you're going to have a real problemin about a nminute or so,
Bobby. It won't be fatal, but you'll damm sure w sh you were dead."

"What kind of gas are you punping in there, General ?" Bobby holl ered.
"It's a mixture of tear gas and blister gas, Bobby." Ben was getting
into his protective gear. You see all those Rebels who are backi ng away
and getting the hell gone fromthis area? You' d better join them and do
it dam quick."

Bobby wanted to stay, but his better judgnent took over and he
retreated, managing to junp into the bed of a truck that was pulling
out. He gave Ben the finger, but Ben ignored the gesture.

Al the suits were equi pped with hel met radios. "Were is Anna?" Ben asked.
"She's safe. | just checked,"” Corrie told him

"Check again. That kid's got nore noves than a nongoose."

Corrie's laugh was muffl ed as she doubl e-checked.

"Al'l people in protective gear?"

"Everyone is set," Corrie replied.

"Snipers in place?"
"Ready for the shoot."

"This isn't going to be pl easant,’
Start the punps.”

Ben said. "So let's get it over wth.

That was the signal for a | ong and bl oody afternoon
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The Rebel s knew they didn't get all the creeps, but they were convinced
t hey had broken the backs of the creepie population in the small city of
Gyor. Those citizens who returned to pick up the pieces would have to
deal with what was left ... when and if the surviving creeps finally
sur f aced.

Bobby Day certainly could hear the shooting that went on for hours that
aft ernoon; but he was not wi tness to what the shooting was about and
knew that if he were not careful with what he wote and reported, Ben
woul d boot himout of the country and probably clear off the continent.



Bobby reported that the city of Gyor was cleared in a brutal and
rut hl ess way by the Rebels.

"I certainly can't disagree with that," Ben said, and shrugged it off.
The Rebel s pulled out and headed south toward the town of Papa, about
twenty-five nmiles away. But their reputation had preceded them and they
found the town deserted: no citizens, no creepies, and no punks. It was
a dead town.

From Papa, the Rebels went to Sarvar and found virtually the same thing.
At the city of Szonbathely, popul ati on about a hundred thousand before
the G eat War, the Rebels found many of the citizens of the small city

r et ur ni ng.

Wnter was not far off, and Ben decided to shut the operation down and
wi nter in Szonbathely. The airport, which had been renodel ed just before
the Great War, was adequate, and the Rebels set about cleaning it up and
getting the runways ready to receive aircraft.
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"Shut it all down for the winter," Ben ordered his battalions.

"What are we going to do during the cold nonths?" Anna questi oned Ben
"You're going to school, ny dear," Ben told her

"Shit!" Anna nuttered.
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Chapter Thirteen

One of the first things Ben did was open up the schools and get sone
sort of city governnent going. As soon as the people who had been hiding
out in the country saw what was happeni ng, they began returning to help out.
Hungary was supposed to have relatively mld winters, but somebody
forgot to remind Mother Nature of that. Late fall blew in sone perfectly
awf ul weat her.

"This is m|1d?" Doctor Chase bitched. "Hell, it isn't even winter yet!"

"I can arrange for you to go back to the States," Ben suggested.

"To hell with you, Raines. And put out that damm cigarette. Those things
are going to kill you yet."

Ben bl ew a snmoke ring at Lamar and grinned.

Lamar gave Ben the bird and left the room

There were many former school teachers anong the Rebel ranks, and since
Anna absolutely positively refused to attend the newy opened public

schools, Ben arranged for tutors to neet with her several hours a day.

"Anna doesn't fit in with those kids," Jersey told Ben. "And she knows
that. She may be a kid by age



301

standards, but she's a grown woman by all other precepts. And she has a
m nd of her own, Boss."

"You're telling ne?"

Whi |l e many of the Rebels enjoyed the stand-down and often wore civilian
clothing while relaxing, Anna refused to wear anything other than Rebe
BDU s.

"The Rebel Army is her hone, Chief," Beth told Ben. "It's her one grip
on somet hi ng permanent. And that is sonething she has never experienced
in nmenory. "

"Besides," Corrie added, "npst of the wonen in the ranks tailor their
BDUs to fit alittle better."

"Real | y?" Ben said drily. "I hadn't noticed."
That got hima | augh, for Ben was noted for his eye for the | adies.

Along the front, batt coms reported no hostile action. Behind them the
citizens of the countries the Rebels had hel ped stabilize were slowy
rebuil di ng and putting a senbl ance of order back into their lives.

In front of them to the east, |lay the unknown, much of it now buried
under a thin blanket of white, for winter had appeared early and it had
arrived hard.

Back in the States, there were now four major political parties: the
Denocrats, the Republicans, Sinon Border's Christian Front, and Harri et
Hooter's New Left (she had finally been convinced that ASSHOLE was
really not much of a name for a political party).

O the four major parties, Harriet Hooter's New Left had becone a force
to be reckoned with, for the whiners, the conpl ainers, those who wanted
sonet hi ng
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for nothing, the I'll-sue you-if-you-even-Iook-at-nme bunch, those who
wanted the central governnment to take care of themfromcradle to grave
t hose who wanted to neddl e in everybody el se's business, the hard
gun-control crowd, the absolutely positively w thout a doubt politically
correct bunch, and every known pervert in the nation had rushed to join
Harri et Hooter and her New Left.

When President Honer Blanton did call for general elections, it was
going to be a circus ... but a circus whose final acts could have
di sastrous results for what was left of the United States of Anerica.

Si ron Border had about twenty-five percent of the voters; Harriet Hooter
had about twenty-five percent of the voters, and the Republican and
Denmocrat party each had about twenty-five percent of the voters. It was
going to be an interesting el ection

"Why don't you retire fromnational politics and come down to the SUSA
and |ive?" Ben suggested to Homer via radio one early winter's day.
"Cecil will find you a job if you want one."



"When | call for elections, Ben," Honer replied, "this country is going
to go to hell in a handbasket, and you knowit. |Is that what you want?"

"I must adnmit | find the prospect both amusing and tragic," Ben said.
"But if you'll recall, it's something that | predicted would happen."

Hormer ignored the last bit. "You have a strange sense of hunor, Ben. The
once-m ghtiest nation on the face of the earth is threatening to
unravel , and you find it amusing."

"The SUSA will not be affected by it, Homer. Not
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one bit. Cecil tells nme that several of our states need qualified
admi ni strators. He suggested you."

"When the people vote nme out of office, Ben, I'll consider your suggestion."

"Homer, Harriet Hooter has gathered every kook, nut, radical, weirdo,
and pervert in the country to her New Left Party. You lost a lot of your
supporters to Sinmon Border and his Bible-thunping, self-righteous,
hypocritical fruitcakes. The Denocratic and Republican Parties are
fragnmented. The only thing holding the USA together now is the nation's
police, the mlitary, and a few reasonabl e-thinking men and wonmen. It's
com ng unglued, and I'd hate to see you get hurt when it all cones
tumbl i ng down. "

"There was a tine when you woul dn't have cared, Ben."

"You're wong, Homer. Back when the nation was whol e-nore or |ess-I

never wanted violent overthrow of America or any physical harmto cone
to you. Those around you convinced you that | did, but they were totally
of f base and knew it. You were fed false information right fromthe
git-go. | just wanted you out of office ... peacefully and
constitutionally."

"I like your honesty and bluntness, Ben. | find it refreshing." He
paused. "lI'mgoing to try to ride out the stormover here. If |I'm not
reelected, | just mght take up residence in the SUSA and | ook for a job

down there."

"Al'l right, Homer. 1'Il make sure there is a job waiting for you. Talk
to you later."

Ben | eaned back in his chair. It wasn't even winter yet, and already he
was bored with the inactivity. He smled as he toyed with the idea of
taki ng a patrol
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out into the countryside. Then he renmenbered there were three battalions
of Rebels wintering in and around the city-with checkpoints

ever ywher e-and he knew he woul dn't have a snowball's chance in Hell of
pul l'ing that off.

At the first hint of spring, he was going to hit Budapest, a city filled
wi th punks and creeps and hardened crinminals fromall over Europe. \Wll,
he coul d busy hinmsel f mapping out that canpaign. That woul d occupy a few



weeks of his tine.

He | ooked up as Anna wal ked past the outer door of his office. Over the
weeks, Ben had grown increasingly fond of the girl. He had entertained
t hought s of adopting her but was hesitant to approach her with the idea.
Wiat if she told himto stuff it?

Wl |, there was one way of finding out.

Now was one of those rare nmoments when Ben was al one. Jersey was
out si de, checking on the guards. Beth had gone for supplies. Cooper was
at a MASH tent getting treated for a bad head cold. And Corrie was en
route to the radio shack to check out new equi prment.

"Anna?" Ben call ed.

She stuck her head into the room "Yes, CGeneral Ben?"

"Come in and sit down, honey. | have sonething to ask you."



