FO LED AGAI N

Ben's ruthl essness shocked Jethro Miusseldine. Up until the assault on
Littl e Rock, he had not known just how well-equi pped the Rebels were.
Now he knew. He had lost nearly a third of his army in Little Rock
Sonet hing had to be done to stop the ranpagi ng of Ben Rai nes. The nan
was so ... godl ess.

At Russelville, Arkansas, Misseldine made up his mnd. He ordered his
colums halted. "W shall fight the many-headed beast here," he
announced. "We'|l force the Geat Satan to neet us nmano a nano!"

Then he had to explain to his true believers exactly what that neant,
for many of his followers weren't too swift when it came to gray matter

"This will be the end of Ben Raines," Missel dine shouted to his
wi | d-eyed followers. "This will be Ben Raines's last stand in Amrerica .

Uh- huh. Yeah. Right.

When Ben heard that, he was rem nded of that old joke about Custer's
| ast thoughts: Holy cow, where'd all these Indians come from ?
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5 Prol ogue

During the final days of the second mllennium the end cane. It had
been predicted; sone even planned for it. Mst didn't. Those who did
pl an were called survivalists-sone were called mlitia-and they were
much nmal i gned by the press and by the government. The left-1Ieaning
liberal press belittled themand the very governnent to whomthey were
payi ng taxes portrayed themas evil, racist, and dangerous. A few were
just that, but not nmobst. The nmpjority of those who practiced survivalism
and who joined nmilitias were decent nen and wormen who had sinply grown
di sgusted with big governnment. They were wol ves, making plans to
survive, while others around them were dewy-eyed | anbs unknowi ngly
waiting for the slaughter, despite the fact that they had been warned
time and again that the lid was about to blow off. The | anbs stood with
their hands out, waiting for the governnent to run their lives, tel
them what to do and when to do it, and give them
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somet hing for nothing-paid for with tax-payers' noney, of course.

Many survivalist groups were harassed by federal agents and vindictively
puni shed. People were killed by federal agents; others watched as their
possessi ons were seized or destroyed by agents of the federa

government. But the novenment could not be broken. It grew as the end
approached, as did the hatred and fear nmany in the government and the
press felt for the men and wonen who nade up the various groups around
the nati on.
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Wien the end canme-and it was the end of civilization and order and
reason worl d-wi de-training and discipline saved many of the
survivalists, or Constitutionalists, as many preferred to be call ed.

One of the quiet survivalists was a man call ed Ben Rai nes.

Ben bel onged to no organi zed group, although federal agents had for
years tried to prove he did. Like nost Constitutionalists, he owned no
illegal weapons, paid his taxes, obeyed the law, and |lived a quiet and
peaceful life. Because of his so-called radical views, he did receive
t he occasional visit fromthe feds, but |ike many other Anericans who
I onged for a return to the true neaning of the constitution and a
conmmonsense form of governnent, Ben learned to |live with the creeping
soci alismand the uninvited intrusions into his privacy. However, he
didn't have to like it and was quite vocal in his opposition of it.

That got Ben's nane on the list compiled by federal enforcenment
agenci es; the list containing the names of
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Ameri cans who had broken no | aws but needed watchi ng anyway. *
Real red, white, and blue denocracy at work.

But in the end, the prying and the snooping didn't do the feds a bit of
good . .. the whole goddamm world fell apart.

And it was the Constitutionalists and the Survivalists who convinced Ben
Rai nes that he should be the one to | ead the nation out of the ashes of
destructi on and chaos.

Ben reluctantly agreed, with conditions attached: the new government

woul d bear little resenblance to the old government, for the old
government had stopped working. It worked for many years, until Congress
started screwing around with the Constituti on and passing so many | aws

t he average tax-paying citizens didn't have a clue as to what was goi ng on

It would not be that way in the new government.

The new governnent, at first, would be called the Tri-States.

Unli ke the old governnent, the Tri-States would not attenpt to be al
things to all people all the time. That was and is inpossible in a true
denocracy. Consitution-alists and Survivalists know that, to a very

| arge degree, we all control our own destinies-or should. The government
need not get involved, and in the Tri-States, the governnent woul d not
get invol ved.

Ben Raines laid the groundwork for the new, conmpn-sense government.
When a society is based on common sense, there really isn't nuch need
for | awers.

*Author's note: that |ist does indeed exist.
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In North America, when the end canme, the ratio was sonmething like one



| awyer for every three hundred and ni nety peopl e-the highest in the
worl d! The Tri-States had | awers, of course, but the beauty of the
Tri-States is that there aren't that many | aws.

A commopn sense society nmeans that if sonmeone breaks into ny house and
catch themat it, | amgoing to shoot themon the spot. And after |
shoot them | won't be arrested, won't be tried, won't go to jail, and
can't be sued by the thief s family or by the thief, should he or she
survi ve.

A common sense society nmeans that if you buy an over-the-counter drug
and eat the whol e damm package and fall over dead, the nmanufacturer and
the druggist can't be held liable for your stupidity.

A commpn sense society nmeans that if someone gets drunk and has a weck
and kills hinself and a whol e bunch of other people, the famlies of the
survivors can't sue the beer conpany or the person who sold the

i rresponsi bl e ni nconpoop the beer. (It's called controlling one's own
destiny.)

It takes a special type of person to live in a society based on common
sense. It takes a person who has respect for the rights of others. For
all the rights of others, regardl ess of race or religion or creed.

Ben Raines figured, and calculated correctly, that only two or three out
of every ten Americans who survived the Geat War coul d prosper and
enjoy life in a free society. It was a radical change fromthe old form
of governnent, where the governnent was constantly interfering in
everybody's business, with new rul es and regul ati ons and conpli cated
paper wor k.

In the Tri-States, crine was virtually non-existent. The
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mai n reason being, it just wasn't tolerated. In the Tri-States, not only
was carryi ng weapons all owed, each citizen was required to have weapons,
for everyone of age was a part of the Rebel Arny. Once the governnent
outside the Tri-States crawmled to its knees and again started screw ng
around in the lives of its citizens, the press called the Tri-States a
gun- powder society. As in so many cases, the press was only half right.
The peopl e who chose to live in the Tri-States did so willingly and
happi | y. They were people who did not have to | ock the doors to their
hones at night or take the keys out of their car or live in fear of
bei ng mugged or assaulted. Any street in any town in the Tri-States was
safe to wal k upon any time of the day or night. There were no sluns, no
gangs, no drive-by shootings. There was full enploynment. In the
Tri-States, everybody who was able worked. Or got out. There were no
free rides. The old and the young and the infirmwere cared for with the
ut nost conpassi on. Val ues and respect and norals were taught in school
In the Tri-States, norality was once nore in vogue. Teenage pregnancies
were rare and it wasn't due to school s handi ng out condons to young
peopl e. That cane about by |ike-ninded parents and educators teachi ng
children val ues and sel f-respect, beginning at a very early age. Reading
was enphasized in the Tri-States.

Cvil liberties types were appalled at what was going on in the
Tri-States. It was such a quiet and happy place. Somethi ng must be w ong
with a society where everybody is contented. Life isn't supposed to be
that way. You're supposed to have di scontent and di ssent and troubl es



and woes and personal anal ysts and psychiatrists and head nani pul ators
and so forth. Something nust be
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drastically wong with a society that wasn't wallowing in a plethora of
m sery.

Why are these people snmiling?
Because they're happy, stupid!

But the governnment of the former United States of Anerica just couldn't
tolerate the contentnment that was found in the Tri-States, and
eventual |y noved agai nst the society, finally over-running the residents
of the Tri-States with sheer force of numbers. The mmin objective was to
ki1l Ben Raines.

But Ben Raines was as hard to kill as the Tri-States phil osophy.

After the fall of the Tri-States, Ben rebuilt his army of Rebels and
nmoved agai nst the governnent of the (once) United States; a government
that had begun to turn on its citizens again, becom ng everything that
the old Tri-States was not; becom ng exactly what it was before the
Great War that nearly destroyed the world.

Ben and his Rebels began claimng territory out of the ashes of defeat
and despair and destruction. First it was a small area called Base Canp
One. Then it grew, until finally thirteen states adopted the phil osophy
of the old Tri-States.

The central government of what used to be known as the United States of
America finally capitulated and held out the hand of peace to Ben and
hi s Rebel s.

Ben accepted the hand of friendship and cooperation and the two nations
within a nation began working together ... as nuch as l|iberal and

conservative can ever work together

But for years before the G eat War, many people in Amrerica had been
conditioned to expect the govern-
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ment to do nearly everything for them including thinking.

Al this freedom scared them

What the hell do you nean, we control our own destinies'? Wat the hel
do you nean, tellin' me | have to work at a job | don't like? Wiat is
this common sense crap? | got a right, man. Wat do you mean, turn down
my radio? I'lIl play ny radio as loud as | want to. Screw you.

On the other side of the coin, there were those blue-Iipped,

narr ow m nded types who sinply could not tolerate any type of open
society. If they didn't like it, you couldn't have it. Didn't matter if



they lived in New York and you lived in Montana, they knew best. Period.
You may not read this book because we consider it nasty. You may not
have an abortion because we don't think it's right. You nay not own a
gun because we are opposed to that. Like-m nded people may not band
toget her and formtheir own government because we won't let you.
(However, we are perfectly within our rights to force our views on you.)
On and on and on

G nmre some noney! G nme a free ride! G nme food! Take care of nme from
the wonb to the tonb or we'll riot and burn and destroy.

Eventual |y, that's what happened.

And |ike Hunpty Dunpty, it could not be put back together again.

14 Book One

If it be the pleasure of Heaven that my country shall require the poor
offering of ny life, the victimshall be ready, at the appointed hour of
sacrifice, come when that hour may. But while | do live, let me have a
country, and that a free country.

-John Adans
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Ben was gl ad when he could no | onger see the snoke fromthe fires of

di scontent. The big transport plane had entered Rebel -controlled
territory. For hundreds of mles, the scene had been even worse than

Ceci| had descri bed.

"W shoul d never have left the country,” Ben nuttered. "I went against
nmy own phil osophy. "

But he knew that even had he stayed, he could not have changed the
course of events.

Ben dozed of f and was awakened by the pilot's voice. "W'Ill be I anding
in about twenty minutes, General. The airport is secure.”

"Landi ng i nto what?" Ben whi spered.

Chaos. Rebellion. Upheaval. M ndl ess acts of violence and destruction
Cvil war. Mbs of people running anok, after having reverted back to
barbari sm Burning and looting and killing and raping. Wite against black
16
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Bl ack agai nst white. White against white. Black against black. Sensel ess
brutality involving all races.

"Everything we fought for, destroyed," Ben whispered. "The nation in ruins."
Agai n.

Back to the ashes.



Ben | ooked at his reflection in the window. H's hair was streaked with
gray. He was m ddl e-aged and, for a man his age, in superb physica
condi tion-but now, for the nonent, he felt ol d.

As the plane slowy descended, Ben allowed hinmself to wallow, briefly,

in self-pity, sonething he al nost never did. H's personal team Jersey,
Corrie, Beth, Cooper, and the teenage girl he had adopted while in
Europe, Anna, sat away from him They knew that when Ben was in a |ousy
nood- as he was now and had been ever since receiving the conmuni que from
Cecil-it was best to | eave him al one.

Ben's plane was the first one down, a dozen other huge transports coning
in right behind his. Ben stood up and stretched the kinks out of his
muscl es and joints and depl aned. He spotted Cecil Jefferys standing on
the edge of the tarmac and wal ked over to him The nmen stood in silence
for a noment, content to | ook at each other, as good and old friends
will do. Ben had to struggle to hide his shock at Cecil's appearance.
The black man's hair was now conpletely white, his face deeply |ined.

Cecil put out his big hands and gripped Ben's shoul ders in an unusua
di splay of affection. "God, but it's good to see you, Ben."

"Sane here, Cec."
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"I"ve got a fresh pot of coffee, some food. W'll talk while we eat.
Cone on."

In a private roomoff the main termnal building in what had once been a
maj or Anmerican airport, the nmen sat and tal ked and ate.

"\What happened, Cec?"

"The whol e dammed countryjustfell apart, Ben. Wth practically no warning."

"Presi dent Bl anton?"

Cec shook his head. "We don't know where he is. We don't know if he's
alive or dead or hurt or what. We do know that nobst of his staff, his
inner circle, are dead. W think he and his wife mght have nmade it out.
But we don't know for sure."

"The new capital ?"

"I'n a shanbl es. Taken over by mal contents. It's bad, Ben. Real bad.

W' ve | ost about two thirds of the SUSA, including the old Base Canp
One. But we deactivated the mssiles there before we pulled out. They
can't be launched. | doubt if these idiots can even find the silos, nuch
less get into them In all our years of war, Ben, | have neverseen
anything to equal this. The slackers, the nalcontents, the

gi ve- me- sonet hi ng- f or-not hi ng bunch, and all the rest nmust have been

pl anning this for nonths-maybe years. And they've got sone real brains
behi nd this nmovenent."

"Sure they have," Ben said sarcastically. "Al those ultra-liberals we
read the riot act to several years back. | should have seen this coning."



Cecil stared at himfor a nonent. "Ben, do you really believe . . . ?"
"l damm sure do."

"But Bl anton was one of them"
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"Was is the key word, Cec. He changed. He and | becane friends. Friends
as much as we ever could be. Certain nenbers of his old party just
couldn't take that." Ben shook his head. "I should have seen this comng."

"Ch, hell, Ben! Nobody could have seen this coming. W' ve got the best
intelligence network in the world, and we didn't see it coming. If what
you're saying is true, then the old ultra-liberal wing of Blanton's
party just sacrificed God only knows how many thousands of people."

"They don't care about that. To them the end justifies the neans. They
want back in power. They don't give a dam how that cones to be."

"That's nonstrous!"”

"Yes, it certainly is. | preached for years that liberals were a greater
threat to individual freedomthan conmunism Now tell ne what happened."

Ceci|l drained his coffee mug and sighed. "People began peacefully

gat hering al ong our borders. One day there were five thousand, the next
day a hundred thousand, the next day half a mllion. Then they started
pouring across and rioting and | ooting. They came across our borders in
human waves, thousands and thousands of nmen and wonen and chil dren.
Hel |, Ben, we couldn't open fire on unarnmed civilians and little kids.
We used rubber bullets and gas but they kept coning; our people were
overwhel med by the solid crush of humanity. W were spread thin as it
was and the rioters broke through in dozens of places and began
circling, trying to trap our people. But now they had weapons-"

"Carefully planned out, wasn't it?"

"It damm sure was. Conmuni cations becane inpossi -
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ble. Qur people had to keep falling back, fighting a rear-guard action
over hundreds of miles of border. Al this happened in a day, Ben-one
day. Blanton's nmilitary was trying to contain the rioters in their
territory, but they were spread nuch thinner than we and were quickly
overwhel med. Once the rioters becane arned, we started using deadly
force. Qur field reports show that we killed probably twenty-five

t housand rioters and wounded that many nore before we were finally able
to stand and hold."

Ben si ghed and nodded his understanding. "lI'mleaving a token force in
Europe. Bringing the rest of themhonme. But it's going to be weeks
before we have all of our equiprment back Stateside. W're just going to
have to do the best we can until then." Ben smiled. "Hell, Cec, we've
fought worse odds."



Cecil leaned back in his chair and rubbed his face. "Jesus, ol' buddy,

I"'mtired.” Then he snmiled and it was the old Cecil once nore. "l've
been out of the field for a long tine. | don't see how you do it."
Ben returned the smle. "For the npbst part, |'ve never left the field.

That's how !l do it."

Cecil cut his eyes to Jersey, Ben's bodyguard, standing silently by the
door. The dimnutive Jersey, all five feet of her, was as lethal as a
spitting cobra. Trained in martial arts, she could kill with her hands,
as well as being expert with gun, knife, or garrote. Everyone knew she
was in love with Ben, but it was a |love that was not to be, and Jersey
knew and accepted that.

"I hate to hit you with this, Ben ... | knowit's early. But what's the
agenda?"

Ben | ooked down at the map before him the territory the Rebels had | ost
was highlighted, and it was huge.
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"We start reclaimng our territory. Slow and easy. But this tinme we're
going to be fighting a political war as well as a fire-fight. | hate to
use the term but we're going to have to win the hearts and m nds-"

Cecil groaned and Ben | aughed. "Sounds famliar, doesn't it?"

Cecil said, "I don't believe these people we'll be fighting, nany of
them even want a government, Ben."

"Maybe so. But this nation can't exist wi thout some form of governnent.
W certainly can't have anarchy. And the liberals don't want that either
inthe long run. But for now they're using anarchy for their own

gain. W have a governnment, Cec. As long as there are people working
toget her to make sonething better, to pull something useful out of the
ashes, we have a governnent. But when we start our push, we're going to
take it easy. W're going to talk to the people and listen to what they
have to say. That's something that hasn't really happened since town

nmeeti ngs went out of style. Maybe we'll never be able to put this
country back together again. Maybe we'll die as old men trying to do it
Maybe we'll die tonmorrow trying to do it. But we've got to try. It can't

be busi ness as usual. W did something wong, Cec. Blanton did sonething
wrong. But our basic Tri-States phil osophy works; we proved that. At
least it works for us. But how about the millions of people who say they
can't live under that type of open government? \Wat about then®? Is it
that they can't live under our rules, or that they won't |ive under
then? W won't be able to solve the problemuntil we understand it."

Cecil stared at himfor a nonent, then chuckled. The | aughter took years
fromthe man. "Wat is this, a new Ben Rai nes?"
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"In a way, perhaps it is. Mght be better, mght be worse. We'll just



have to see." He | ooked over at Jersey. "Wat do you have to say about
it, Little Bit?"

"Well, the way | see it, we're going to kick themin the ass and then
extend a hand to help themup."

Ben | aughed. "That about suns it up. Now let's go see if it works."
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The transports never stopped except for mai ntenance. As the days drifted
slowy into weeks, the Rebel battalions were gathering strength, back on
American soil. Still Ben made no noves agai nst those mal contents who now
control | ed-or thought they did-nuch of what used to be called the

Sout hern United States of Anerica. The SUSA. He would not nove until he
was up to full strength.

Ben had left three battalions in Europe for a time, to assist and advi se
t he growi ng European forces: Batts 21, 16, and 17. He pull ed everyone

el se back to the States.

Shi ps began docki ng at safe ports, unloading thousands of tons of

equi prent, including tanks and Hummers and helicopter gun ships and the
souped-up P-51s that made up much of Ben's air force.

Ben was al nost ready to nove.

I ke McGowan's 2 Batt was the |ast one to | eave Europe.
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When the ex-SEAL's ship docked, a plane was ready to take himto Ben's
HQ now | ocated in what used to be known as Al abana.

After shaking hands, the two men poured nugs of coffee and got down to
business. "lIs it as bad as the reports |'ve been getting, Ben?"

"Wrse, lke. We've got a lot of territory toreclaim And it's going to
be a nasty business. W're up agai nst hundreds of thousands of

mal contents-for want of a better word-and we've got fifteen battalions
to do it with. We've got the Gulf to our south, the Atlantic to the

east, and facing the enenmy west and north. |'ve nmade contact with sone
of their |eaders, but they refuse to negotiate any terns. No conpromn se.
For one of the fewtimes in my life, I"'mwlling to conprom se and bend

some, to prevent bl ood-shed, and the eneny won't hear of it."
"So we start kicking ass and taking nanes, right?"

Ben sighed. lke could see that he was clearly troubled. "It's not that
sinmple any nore. | wish it was. But | can't go in and start killing

ki ds. The mal contents know that. | wish | could think of a better word
than that, for malcontent just doesn't fit many of these people. | am
firmy convinced that nany are really good, decent people . . . solidly
opposed to the Tri-States phil osophy."

"But they are also people who won't practice live and let live, Ben,"
| ke said softly.



"You're sure right about that. The same types of people who, a decade
ago, supported gun control, nore governnent interference in private
lives, higher taxes for sone totally worthless social programs, etc., etc.

"So what's the plan, Ben?"
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Ben met lke's eyes. "That's the problem | don't have one."

Ben was stym ed and he would be the first to admt it. He worked up and
then rejected a dozen plans over the weeks while he waited for all his

peopl e and equi pnent to be nade ready.

But when everything was ready, his people sitting on "Go," Ben still did
not have a pl an.

M ke Richards, the Rebels' Chief of Intelligence, had hit the road
nmonents after his plane touched down right behind Ben's, and he and hal f
a dozen of his spooks had vani shed into the countryside.

Just as Ben was planning to tear his unpteenth plan to shreds, M ke
casually strolled into the CP, pulled a nmug of coffee, and sat down.

"So nice to see you," Ben said drily.
"Thanks," Mke said with a small smle. "CGood to be back."
| ke wal ked in, shook hands with Mke, and then took a chair.

M ke took a sip of coffee, set the nug down, and said, "Billy Smthson
is dead. What was the free state of Mssouri is nowin the hands of rabble."

"Dam!" Ben said. "That explains why we haven't been able to contact him"

"Both President Blanton and his wi fe were wounded. They're going to be
all right, but it will be sone time. They're in Canada ... or what used
to be Canada. Parts of that country blew up, too."

"Does Homer need any hel p?" | ke asked.

M ke shook his head. "No. They're safe and well -
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protected. But the Joint Chiefs are dead. Al of them National Security
Council -such as it was-dead. Myst senators and representatives were
caught in session in the capital. They' re dead. W have no governnent.
None. "

"What started it, Mke?" Ben asked.

"It was a well-planned coup, engineered by the old left wing of the
President's party. Many of whom were voted out of office a decade back

but still stayed active in the shadows. Their plan was to control
to one degree or the other, everything east of the M ssissippi River,
and Sinmon Border and his forces nmost certainly control quite a bit of
territory west of the river."



Mke left it at that, drained his coffee cup, and stood up, pulling
hi nsel f anot her nug. He sat back down and exhal ed wearily.

"You | ook hungry, M ke."
"l could eat."
Ben sent out for sandw ches.

M ke wol fed down two sandwi ches, sipped his coffee, and | eaned back in
his chair. "Well, Harriet Hooter and her bunch hel ped plan the coup, but
it backfired on them The rabble turned on them They couldn't contro

t he nobs when they went on a ranpage, as nobs always do. Sone of the
left-wing were killed in the first few hours of rioting. W don't know
if Harriet and her imediate cronies are anong the dead or not. The
capital was sacked, |ooted, and burned by those m ndl ess goddamm nobs of
heat hens. And they were of all colors. No placing the blame on any one
group. Now the novenent, if that's what you want to call it, has
splintered into several dozen smaller groups, each group controlling a
certain section of territory. And
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each group vowing to fight right alongside the other if need be."

M ke paused for another sip of coffee and Ben asked, "I was al ways under
the inpression that Sinon Border was a big fan of Harriet Hooter and
those that follow her; couldn't she have taken refuge wth hin®"

M ke sat his nmug down on the desk. "It's a possibility, providing she
and the others could get to him But they were all in Charleston when
the riots began, and Border is headquartered in Col orado. Harriet

t hought she was going to just walk right into the New Wite House and
take over. She didn't take into account a nmob's nmentality. And there's
somet hi ng el se-nmy peopl e have uncovered a coup within a coup. Border was
pl ayi ng both ends against the mddle. For a couple of years now, he's
had people roaming all over the nation, quietly talking with citizens.
And when we pulled out for Europe, Sinon's people really went to work.
When they were through, they had convinced nost of the nore or |ess
reasonabl e-t hi nki ng men and women to come over to his side. They left
Harriet and her group of fruitcakes the rabble, the punks, the gangs,
and the hardcore crimnal elenent."”

Ben held up a hand. "Let nme see if | can finish it for you. Drink your
coffee and relax. Sinon knows it's going to take us sonme time to dea
with the groups on the east side of the river. Wile we're doing that,
he's going to be hard at work building up his arny and defenses, right?"
"You got it."

"And Si non Border's people hel ped armand supply the rabble, right?"
"Gve the man a ci-gar."

"That no-good, hypocritical son of a bitch!"
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M ke snmiled. "Right again, boss."

Ben drummed his fingers on the desktop. "Scouts reports that since the

t akeover, those on the east side of the M ssissippi River, nost of them
have turned once clean, quiet little towns into nothing nore than filthy
squatters' canps."

"Ri ght again, for the nost part. There are a few who have nuaintai ned the
towns and villages, but damm few. Modst don't know how to keep the
sewerage and water plants working, and don't know jack-crap about power
plants. It's pretty dismal. W're just about back to ground zero, Ben."

"W won't be for long," Ben said, a grimmess behind his words and a hard
glint in his eyes.

As he had done so many tinmes in the past, Ben began wal ki ng the | ong
lines of Rebels, his teama couple of steps behind him Anna wal ked
Ben's Husky, Snoot, on a leash. Stretching out for hundreds of yards
were fifteen battalions of Rebels and Therm s short 19 Batt.

Therm s wife, Rosebud, had clouded up like a thunderstorm when Ben
finally relented and gave Therma front-1line conmand. Ben had quickly
backed down fromthat and Therm wth a sigh, finally accepted the fact
that he was going to be CO of a short battalion that handled all the

t edi ous paperwork and | ogistics and the thousand and one other details
t hat keep the machi nery of war running snoothly.

Ben knew he had grossly underesti mated both Sinon Border and Harri et
Hoot er and her pack of screwballs. He silently vowed never to do that again.

Ben, as always, wore no insignia. He didn't have to.
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Everybody knew who Ben Rai nes was. And he and his teamwere the only
Rebel s that wore the old French-style |lizard BDUs.

There was little banter between Ben and the nen and wormen who made up
the Rebel Arny-not this time. This time the Rebels had their backs
against a wall and they all knew it There was no doubt in anyone's m nd
that the Rebels woul d be anything except victorious in the upconing
fight-no one had ever defeated the Rebels -but, to a person, they knew
this fight was going to be the worst they had ever fought-in nore ways
t han one.

This was going to be a full-blown civil war.

But it was still not clear in Ben's mnd why Sinmon Border did what he
did. There were other ways he could have carved out his own little
enpire. Ben would not have made any effort to stop him and Blanton's
arnmed forces had been so under-strength he woul d have been unable to
prevent it.

As Ben wal ked die long lines of Rebels and equi pnent, acknow edgi ng a
salute here, a wave there, and a nod here, he concluded that Sinon nust



want to be king of Anerica.

A roar of inconing planes brought Ben's attention back to the present.
The recon planes were returning from another photo op. The pictures
woul d be ready for viewing in mnutes.

Ben turned to Corrie, a step behind him "Have the battalions nove to
their staging area. Al batt corns at nmy HQ"

Ben woul d be taking his 1 Batt and two other battalions and noving
direcdy west, to reclaimthe territory originally known as Base Canp
One, then he would cut north and start the nove up to the M ssouri border
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The other battalions, in groups of three, would head straight north,
stayi ng east of the Mssissippi R ver, eventually clearing out the
squatters all the way up to the old SUSA s northern boundaries, fromthe
M ssi ssippi River running west to east.

Everything that was necessary had been packed up and noved out, ready
for the road. In a bare office, Ben faced his conmanders. "W ve
bonbarded the squatters with |eaflets for three days now. They certainly
know we' re comi ng. Scouts report that they finally got it through the
squatters' heads that we nean it, and have begun noving many of the

non- conmbat ant wonen and ki ds out." Ben sighed audibly. "But many have
stayed behind ..."

A loud groan went up fromthe batt corns.

"I know, | know," Ben said. "That neans no shelling, no softening up
with nortars and artillery. W do it eyeball to eyeball, down and dirty.
| know you all well, and | know | speak for everyone here when | say

that none of us wants to hurt a child." He shook his head. "But this is
war and that is certainly going to happen. Probably before we get past

our first skirmsh. There is nothing I can say here that will prevent

it, or ease the personal pain when it happens. Ah ..." He sighed. "Wrds
fail me here. What can | say to you? That we're fighting for our |and?
Yes, we are. But probably many of the people we'll be up against lived

here before we cane along. And don't think I haven't thought about that.
Wth the exception of the gangs of punks and the crimnal element we'll
be facing, there are no clearly defined good guys and bad guys; no bl ack
hats or white hats. W're all wearing gray, so to speak. |'ve spoken to
Rebel s who have told me they have brothers and sisters
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and aunts and uncl es and cousins out there facing us. This is not going
to be a pleasant canpaign-for any of us. At least not until we cross
that M ssissippi River and face Sinmon Border and his forces. Then we can
start kicking ass the Rebel way. Any questions?"

There were none.

"Al'l right, people. Let's do it."

Since the Rebels were deep inside their own territory, they hit no
trouble spots die first day out. It was noon of die second day before



the Scouts, ranging niles ahead of the main colum, radioed back to get
ready for some trouble.

Corrie grimaced at the speaker and lifted the mc. "What sort of
troubl e, Far Eyes?"

"The kind we don't handle very well,"
trying to sort all this out."

the scout said. "Hang on. |'m

"What the hell is she tal king about?" Ben asked. In die Rebel Army, any
worman who coul d make it through die rugged training of special
operations groups such as die Scouts becanme a part of that unit. But
there was no sl ack cut because of gender, and no bullshit was tolerated
fromthe nen once diat fenale proved her netde. The Rebels had proven
years back that wonmen were just as effective as men in conbat.

Ben and teamwere riding in a large, conpletely nodified van that seated
six confortably. The van had been bullet-proofed. A truck carrying their
equi prent and supplies travel ed behind diem but each team nenber did
carry an energency kit containing a diree-day supply of food.

"I can't think of anything we don't do well," Ben
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bi tched. He reached up and unhooked a mic.' 'Far Eyes, this is Eagle.
What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Protestors, sir. People have formed a human chai n across the highway.
The road is conpletely blocked with nen, woren, and children."

"Shit!" Ben said. He keyed the mic. "All right, Far Eyes. Back off unti
we get there.”

"Ten-four, sir. Wth pleasure.™

Ben occupi ed the captain's chair beside Cooper, the driver. Jersey and
Corrie had the two captain's chairs behind them and Beth and Anna were
in the rear. The big custombuilt van was crowded with gear, but not
unconfortably so.

"How far away are we fromthe Scouts' |ocation, Corrie?"

"About twenty mles, boss."

Ben nodded, a sudden snile creasing his |lips. Cooper glanced at him
"You think of something funny, boss?"

"Maybe. Just maybe, I've come up with a way to tenporarily deal wth
sone of these . . . situations. Wthout a |ot of bloodshed. That is, no
bl oodshed if these squatters have any sense at all. W'Ill see.™

"Boss," Corrie said, "all Scouts in all sectors are reporting protestors

form ng human chains across roads and bridges."

"Tell all forward units to hold what they' ve got until | meet with the
peopl e up ahead. Tell themthey will have instructions within the hour."
He | ooked back at his team "Cross your fingers and wi sh ne |uck, gang."



The bl onde- haired, pal e-eyed Anna said, "Why not just shoot them
General Ben?"

"Let's give thema chance first, Anna," Ben told his newy adopted
daughter. The team had qui ckly di scovered that Anna, despite being only
fifteen or sixteen
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(she wasn't sure which), was a fierce fighter who gave absolutely no
quarter to an enemy.

"Bah!" Anna replied. "If these people are not our friends, then they
nmust surely be our enemes. | do not see any mddle ground.”

"Hush," Ben told her.

Anna was quite lovely, and very mature for her age. She also had a
figure that had caused nore than one Rebel to walk into trees and pol es
whi | e wat ching her. But Anna had a streak of savagery in her that Ben
had not been able to rid her of.

Anna had been orphaned when she was a very small child, and had been on
her own until captured by the Rebels in Hungary; in her early years she
had to fight dogs for scraps of food. Dan Gray had remarked to Ben that
whi l e Anna was | ovely and charnming and highly intelligent, she was, at
times, only a cut above a feral child.

Ben had not taken offense at the statenent, for he knew what Dan said
was true

Anna loved to get in close with an eneny and use a knife-and she was
very, very good with a blade. Anna was also fiercely loyal to Ben and
t he Rebel s.

"Scouts have pulled back about a mile fromthe protestors,” Corrie said.

"They're just up ahead."

When they reached the Scouts, Cooper parked in the mddle of the road
and Ben and team got out. "Are these people armed?" Ben asked.

"No, sir. Not a weapon anywhere. And it isn't an anbush. W checked the
area. It's clean.”

"Let's go see these people,"” Ben said, clinbing back into the van. "Lead
t he way, boys and girls."

"What do you have in m nd?" Jersey asked.
Ben smiled. "You'll see.”
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"It's the devil hinmself!" a worman cried out as Ben stepped fromthe van
and wal ked toward the group

"Idiots!" Jersey muttered.



Anna sai d somet hi ng under her breath, in her native tongue. No one in
the team knew what it was she said, but all knew it was highly
unconplinmentary, directed at the gathering of malcontents in the road.

Ben faced the group, all chained together |ike galley slaves. "Are you
peopl e crazy, or do you have a death wi sh?" he asked the front row of
men and wonen, who had chai ned t hensel ves toget her across the two-I|ane
hi ghway i n Al abana.

"Kill us if you must," a man told Ben. "But you will never stop our
novenent . "

"And what novenent is that?"

"The novenent to reclaimAnerica for all."

"Take ot her people's property and squat there, you mean?"
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"You took the property of others with your vile Tri-States phil osophy,
did you not ?"

"As a matter of fact, we didn't. Those who chose not to |ive under our
| aws were conpensated for their property, and paid well for it, | mght
add. "

Ben felt just a bit foolish, standing in the middle of the road, talking
wi th peopl e who were chai ned toget her. Wien none of the squatters
responded to his defense of the old Tri-States, he turned to severa
Rebel s standing with heavy bolt cutters and noti oned them forward.

"Ch, my CGod!" a woman shrieked. "They're going to kill us all." Kids
started crying.

"Nobody is going to hurt you, lady," Ben assured the woman. "W're just
clearing the road so we can nove on."

"You go on and do that," a man shouted. "But we're staying right here.
W have homes and we've broken the land, getting ready to plant."

"OK," Ben said. "Stay."

Both Rebel and civilian were astonished at that. They stood and stared
at Ben. The Rebels working the bolt cutters paused, then continued
cutting the light chain.

"Do you mean that, General ?" a worman asked.

"Sure. Believe it or not, I will try to avoid bl oodshed. | don't care if
you stay and work the |and and grow a garden. W encourage all our
residents to grow gardens. You didn't try to ambush us. You all appear
to practice personal hygiene. The children with you are cared for and
well-fed. So stay if you like. But you will be living under Rebel |aw,
and that mght take some getting used to."

When none of the civilians said anything, Ben sniled at the group, now



free of their chains. "You think it's
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some sort of trick, don't you? Well, it isn't. But if you had fired on
us, the ending to this little drama woul d have been nmuch different. Al

right, how many in this group? Wwo is the | eader? You have to have one.

Come on."

A man pushed through the crowmd and stepped forward. "I ... ah, | guess
am GCeneral ."

"Tell me, why did you choose this particular place to stop?"

"Because the village didn't appear to have been occupied in years. W're
not thieves or outlaws, Ceneral. W wanted to nmake sure we weren't

t aki ng soneone el se's property.”

"What is, or was, your profession?"

"I was a schoolteacher, as was ny wife. That's her right over there." He
pointed to a very attractive | ady.

"Fine. That's good. W need teachers. Corrie, have one of our PT's cone
in here ASAP."

"Right."
"What's a PT?" the man asked.

"Political team" Ben informed him "They' Il update you all on Rebel [|aw
and what we do in our public schools.”

"I hope you teach," the man's wife said, walking over to stand beside
her husband.

"Ch, we do that, ma'am Rest assured of that. In the SUSA, the students
don't run the schools, the teachers do-"

The husband and wi fe both sm | ed.

"-and on occasion, the teachers do plant the board of education firmy
agai nst the butts of deserving students.”

The sm | es broadened.
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"Sports are secondary in the SUSA. W have sports, of course, but
education cones first."

The husband and wi fe sighed in anticipated contentnent.
"The PTs will brief you all. OK?"

"It sounds |ike heaven to ne," the wonman sai d.



"It isn't, ma'am | assure you of that. Al we've done is brought

everything back to a conmon sense form of government. And it will take
some getting used to, believe ne. So ... get squared away and start
teaching your kids. It'll be planting time shortly. Do you have seeds

and equi pnent ?"

"W have seeds. No nodern equi pnrent."

"We'| | see that you're properly equipped to farm"

A man stepped out of the crowd. "May | say sonething, General ?"

"Sure. Free speech is freer here than in any other place on the face of
the earth.”

The man smiled. "You and your Rebels are not at all |ike what we were
told you would be. W were told by nmenbers of Representative Hooter's
organi zation, and al so by nenbers of Sinon Border's group, that you were
right-w ng savages. That you all lived by the gun and that if we cane in
here and tried to stay, we would all be slaughtered. The wonen raped and
the men tortured.”

Several of the Scouts burst out |aughing at that, and soon all the
Rebel s standi ng cl ose enough to hear were chuckling.

"Well, | hope you've seen that isn't true," Ben countered. He caught the
eye of a little girl clinging to her mother's hand and Ben sniled at
her. She smiled shyly.
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He dug in his pocket, found a package of gum and offered her a stick

"She doesn't know what that is, General," the nmother said. "It's been
years since any of us have seen a real package of gum"

The sadness of that statenent hit Ben hard. In the SUSA, |ife had pretty
much returned to normal. But outside the SUSA, it was grim Ben slowy
nodded his head and gave the gumto the nother. "Corrie, we'll break for
lunch. Let's help these people get settled in. Get the medics up here.”

The teachers' nanes were Frank and Lois. Frank told Ben there were about
a hundred adults and about half that many kids in the group

"About a dozen or so nmenbers of your group don't much like me, do they?"
Ben asked.

"They hate you," Lois said.

"I amgetting weary of the dirty |looks. Let's confront them and hear
their beefs."

Facing a small knot of men and wonen, Ben asked, "Wat's the matter with
you people? I'mtrying to help you and you're acting as though |I'm sone
sort of nmonster."

"We don't like the Tri-States phil osophy," one of the men finally said,



after looking at the others in his group. "We think it's barbaric. The
very idea of shooting soneone just because he's trying to steal your
car, or your lawnnmower . . . that's hideous! Wiy not try |love and
conpassi on and reason? Instead of guns, why not build gymasiunms, wth
proper basketball courts. Now, that's the way to control crine."
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Ben knew that to attenpt to argue with that type of |ogic would be

hopel ess. Living under the Tri-States form of government, this snall
group of people would be either dead or nmoved away within a few nonths .

probably the forner.

"It works for us,"” Ben told the group. "And if you stay here, that's the

law you will live under. You m ght get away with ignoring it for a tine,
but within a few nonths, we'll have reclainmed our territory. Then you'l
have no choice in the matter. | can tell you right now, the best thing
for you people to do is leave. | won't force you out-1 won't have to do
that. You'll screwup. It's just a matter of tinme. But let me make

somet hing very clear to you all: when you fuck up big-time in this
society, you're apt to get seriously hurt or seriously dead. 1'd give
that some thought. If you decide to pull out- and | hope you do-we'll
take you to our borders and give you food packets that will last for a

week or so. The rules and laws of the SUSA are few, but they are set in
granite. Your civil rights end at sonebody's el se property line or
business. I'Il wager you were all left-wing |iberal denocrats back
before the G eat War. And | never net a left-wing liberal denocrat that
coul d understand common sense if it was stuck up their ass with a

Rot o- Rooter. |If you value your lives, | would strongly suggest you

| eave. And do so now. "

"You will provide us with food and transportation?"

How typical, Ben thought. "I will do so gladly,"” he replied.
"Then we'll [|eave."

" Good. "

After the group had marched off, Lois said, "CGeneral, there nmust have
been half a mllion people who
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streamed across the borders of the SUSA. How are you going to reclaim
your territory against that many people?"

"Wth conversation and reason and conprom se whenever possible, as | did
with you people. Wth force, when that fails. But make no m stake about
it: we will reclaimour territory."

Lois | ooked at the Rebels standing close by, nmen and wonen in the
absol ute peak of physical condition, eyes and skin glow ng with health.
She sighed. "lIs your philosophy worth all the killing, General ?"

"It is to us," Ben replied.



For the first few days and perhaps fifty nmles in all directions of the
Rebel push, the Rebels used conversation, conprom se, and di pl omacy with
t he people. Not many shots were fired, but those shots that were fired
convi nced many of the squatters that if they didn't want to conformto

t he Rebel phil osophy, and desired to stay healthy, they had best head on
back to whence they came-and do it post haste. Those that didn't, and

of fered resistance, were buried.

"We're still deep in the south part of our own territory," Ben told his
batt corns by radio |late one afternoon. "For the nmpbst part, we're
neeti ng people who want to work with us and stay and nake a future for

t hensel ves and fanilies. The crimnal elenent and the punk gangs and

ot her assorted rabble are still north and west of us, and in a few areas
al ong the east coast. My Scouts have not yet reported any signs of the
sl aughter of our people, but we all know we'll find them sooner or
later. Not sonething I'ml ooking forward to seeing."
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Ben signed off and | eaned back in the kitchen chair one of his people
had found for him

Where in the hell were the gangs of punks and thugs? he wonder ed.
Thousands and thousands of people had poured across the borders. That
was solid fact-confirned

Where the hell did they go?
H di ng sonewhere.

But where?

Wi ti ng.

For what ?

There were lots of places for themto hide. But what would they be
wai ting for?

That was sonething that was baffling even to Ben's Chief of
Intelligence, Mke Richards.

"Survivors fromthe rabble attack comng in," Corrie broke into his
t houghts. "Scouts intercepted about a dozen famlies. ETA thirty

m nutes. Most of themare disabled or retired Rebels, boss. And sone of
themare in pretty bad shape.”

"Have themtaken directly to the MASH tent," Ben said, after fighting
back the white-hot anger that filled him He picked up his Thonpson and
wal ked out side, Jersey and Anna right with him

"Bastards want to make war agai nst di sabl ed vets and non-conbat ant wonen
and small kids," Ben muttered through nearly clenched teeth. "I'Il give
themwar |ike nothing they've ever dreamed in their wldest nightnares."

Ben paced up and down until the survivors arrived, working off much of
hi s rage.



H s rage returned when the survivors were trucked into the canp.
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The first man out of the deuce-and-a-half was a nman who had been with
Ben since the dreamof the old Tri-States was first discussed. He'd
fought with the Rebels for years, until being severely wounded and
forced into retirement a few years back. He'd been homesteadi ng up near
t he Tennessee border when the rabbl e canme pouring across. Ben's rage
canme rushi ng back

"Cene!" Ben said, shaking the man's one good hand. The other hand had
been bl own of f several years back. Ben | ooked at the nman. "Wat can | say?"

"Good to see you, General. W never expected anything like this. They
canme pouring across the borders like ants toward honey. They killed ny
youngest boy. Shot himdown as he ran to the house to warn us we were

being attacked. | had to leave himin the backyard. There was no tine to
get the body." There were tears in the nan's eyes. He w ped them away
with the back of his hand. "I don't know what happened to ny ol dest

daughter, Marie, and her husband. They were fighting a rear-guard action
so Rose and ne could get away with the grandkids. | think they bought
it, Ceneral.’'

Ben nodded his head, not trusting his voice to speak.

"Goddam | ousy trash and street crap,"” Gene continued. Then he sniled
very grimy. "I circled around and caught nme one of them" He lifted his
left arm showi ng Ben the doubl e prosthesis hook where his hand used to
be. "l used this on the son of a bitch. Didn't take himlong to spil

his guts-literally."

"Are you coming with us, Grandpa?" a young girl with a bl oody bandage
around her head call ed.

"I"ll be along, sweetie," Gene told the child, smling at her. "You go
with the soldiers.” He turned back to Ben. "She thinks her nmother wll
be returning. | don't.
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Anyway, GCeneral, there were four gangs that hit ny place, anong many

ot her homes. Those other survivors told nme what happened to them and
their |oved ones. Raped, tortured, nmutilated. No racial crap here,
Ceneral . They were a m xed bag. The | eaders are Ray Brown, Carrie

Wal ker, Tommy Monroe, Dave Hol ton. They were heading for our old Base
Canp One. Going to hold it for sonmebody. The guy | caught said he didn't
know who. And if he did know, it died with him"

"Al'l right, Gene. Thanks. You go on over to the MASH tent. Get checked out."

"There's nore, General. 1'd like to tell you all of it." "Sure, Gene
Sure. You want some coffee?" The old Rebel shook his head. "No, thank
you, sir. | can wait. It's gonna be a real bitch, sir. Alot of the

peopl e who cane across the border are pretty decent people. Many of them



hel ped us along the way, until the Rebel patrols found us. The people
shared what food they had with us, conforted the young. They were told,
by soneone-that's a little vague-that the Rebels wouldn't open fire on
them Well, at first our people didn't. But then they had to. Many of
those in the front wanted to turn back, but the punks and thugs and

crimnals were all in the rear, and when sonme of the decent types wanted
to retreat, their own people, supposedly their own people, fired on
them forcing themon. The Rebels didn't kill and wound as many as first

t hought. Many of the nmen and wonmen were shot in the back by the punks
and thugs. The people were lied to, General. Many were told that you and
Presi dent Bl anton had reached an agreenent to open up the borders of the
SUSA, and that they'd be wel comed. They really
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got suckered." Gene's eyes found Anna and snmiled. "Wio's this, General ?"

"That's a little waif | picked up over in Europe, Anna. | couldn't get
rid of her, so | said "what the hell,' and adopted her."

"CGot a nean look in those pretty eyes, Ceneral ."
"She's been on her own since age five, fighting to survive."

"That'll put sone neanness in a person, for sure. I'll get on over to
t he nmedi cs. Doctor Chase with you?"

"No. That old grouch is about thirty or so mles behind this colum."

CGene | ooked around him "New faces. A lot of the old bunch is gone
General . "

"Yes." Ben's reply was softly offered. "Yes, they are. Buried all over
the world."

"Is it ever going to stop, General ?"

"Truthfully, | doubt it. At least not in our lifetime. Too many people
hate us."

CGene nodded his head in understandi ng and agreenent. "W've got room for
mllions and mllions of people here in the SUSA. But instead we've got
t housands and thousands. W know our system works. How cone so nany
others can't see it?"

"Don't get nme started on that, Cene."

CGene smiled. "Yeah, | seemto recall you could get real worked up on
that subject Well, there's about twenty-five or so trucks 'bout an hour
behind this one, General. Filled with old soldiers Iike ne and what's
left of their fanmilies. W' ve all agreed to go back into uniformfor

this fight. W' re about company-sized, | reckon. Soon as we get patched
up and plugged up, we'll wander on over to the quartermaster and draw
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some gear. You mght say the Over-The-Hill-Gang is ridin' again."
"dad to have you with us, Sergeant. W'Il damm sure find a place for you."

"I figured you wouldn't kick up much of a fuss. This is gonna be a fight
to the finish. And it damm sure isn't gonna be over in any hurry." He
threw Ben a salute and |inped off.

"One of the toughest and meanest guerrilla units back in nmy country was
made up of older nmen," Anna said, watching Gene |inmp away. "They
couldn't run as fast as we could, or march for as |long, but the punks
and thugs and creepers soon | earned they could fight Iike hell."

"\What happened to then?" Jersey asked.

"Last | heard they were still up in the mountains, fighting." She | ooked
at Ben. "Where are you going to assign those old nmen, General Ben?"

"\Wherever they wi sh, Anna."
' "Pilots report our old Base Canp One area is crawling with crud,"
Corrie called to Ben. "Heatseekers show several thousand people.™

"Qur underground facilities?"
"They appear to be safe and secure to this point."

Certain areas in and around the old Base Canp One were honey-conbed with
under ground chanbers, the tunnels and bunkers filled with thousands of
tons of supplies and equi prent. Other areas contained carefully
constructed and conceal ed underground storage tanks, where hundreds of

t housands of gallons of fuel were stored (the Rebels had thousands of
tons of equi pment secretly cached all over the lower forty-eight).

"They have SAMs, they have SAMs," Corrie said, as
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soon as the pilots' words crackled through her headphones.

"Any planes hit?" Ben asked.

"Negative. No hits."

The souped-up version of the old P-51, now called the P-51E, which made
up a large part of Ben's air force, usually came in right on the deck
rendering SAMs all but usel ess against them The pilots came in so |ow,
by the time the SAM was readi ed and fired, the planes were gone and out
of range, flying at about 550 nph, tops. The pilots seened to thrive on
t he danger of it, which did not come as any surprise to Ben. He thought
all conbat pilots to be half nuts anyway.

It woul d have anmazed Ben to | earn that nost conbat pilots thought

t hensel ves to be a hell of a lot safer where they were than where Ben
was, and they thought Ben was hal f bonkers for taking the chances he

t ook on the ground.

"Corrie, have we received any further word on President Blanton's



condi ti on?"

"Negative, boss."

"Hs staff?"

"Only that first confirmation that nost of themwere killed during the
first hours of looting. It was runored that a few got away. But that's

still just a runor."

Ben knew that M ke Richards had gotten a few people into the Charl eston
area. They had reported back that the city was a shanbles. The |ooters

and other equally vile and worthl ess street sline had gone crazy when

all order had broken down.

"We' || call that a dead city," Ben had said, after hearing the disnal

news about the sacking of the nation's capital. "Wen we rebuild the
capital, it won't be there.
46

W I Iliam W Johnst one

If | have anything to say about the rebuilding, and | strongly suspect |
will, we'll build the new capital in the center of the nation-where it
ought to be. And it won't be the crine or welfare capital of the dam
world either. Not like it was before the Great War."

"Way weren't the |looters shot on sight?" Anna had asked.

"I'f I had been in command, they woul d have been shot-on sight," Ben had
r esponded.

But for now, Ben | ooked toward the west. He couldn't go slam bangi ng
straight through to the old Base Canp One. Everything between here and
there had to be cleaned out first. He wanted no major resistance forces
at his back.

Ben turned to Corrie. "Get Jackie and Danjou up here ASAP. W' ve got
some planning to do."
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"You stay north of us on 80 and drive straight across the state,” Ben
said to the conmander of 12 Batt, Jacki e Ml one.

She nodded her head.

"Danjou, we'll give you tine to get in place down south. You get on

hi ghway 98 and drive straight across. My 1 Batt will hook up with you
here." He jabbed a finger at the map. "And we'll push across together."
The French-Canadi an nodded hi s head.

"We' || be neeting the hardcore of resistance, so get ne sone prisoners.

| want to find out everything | can about who is behind all this ness.”

"Ceneral ," Jackie said, "you know what |ke and Georgi and Buddy and Tina
and Dan are going to do when they hear of this," she rem nded him



Ben smled. "Let themscreamall they like. Wn't be a thing they can do
about it. Except conplain."

Buddy and Tina were Ben's kids. Buddy comuanded
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8 Batt, the special operations group, and Tina comanded 9 Batt. |ke had
been wi th Ben since the beginning. Ben and the ex-Navy SEAL were just
about the sane age-lke was second in conmand of the Rebel Arny,
conmanding 2 Batt. Dan Gray was British, a former officer in the Special
Air Service. Dan conmanded 3 Batt. Georgi Striganov, CO of 5 Batt, a
Russi an, and Ben were once bitter enemies, until Ben and the Rebels

ki cked his butt and CGeorgi decided the best thing to do, if he wanted to
stay alive, was to join with the Rebels. Wst, a forner mercenary, was
engaged to Tina; they would marry soneday. West conmanded 4 Batt. Pat

O Shea, a wild Irishman, commanded 10 Batt. Rebet was CO of 6 Batt. Raul
Gonez headed 13 Batt. Buck Tayl or was commandi ng of ficer of 15 Batt.
Geenwalt was the CO of 11 Batt, and Jim Peters the commander of 14 Batt.

Batts 16, 17, and 21, commanded by Post, Harrison, and Stafford, had
been | eft behind in Europe. But Ben was seriously thinking of pulling
t hem back Stateside. He was waiting for a report fromM ke Ri chards
bef ore he made that decision

Rebel battalions were nuch | arger than conventional nmilitary battalions,
and tfiey were self-sustaining, carrying with themartillery, arnor, and
fully equi pped MASH units. \When a Rebel battalion pulled out on the

hi ghway, their vehicles stretched for mles. It was an awesone sight to
wi tness, fromthe HunmVees to the massive sixty-ton main battle tanks.

Ben | ooked at Danjou and Jackie. "I don't want the other battalions to
know what we're doing until we're in place. | don't want to have to
listen to a lot of bitching
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about it. OK let's roll. Danjou, give us a bunmp when you're in place.
Let's do it, people.”

Scouts reported trouble as soon as they crossed the state line. The
sniper fire was heavy and it forced the columm to a halt.

"MBTs buttoned up and roll," Ben ordered. "Take them out."

The sixty-three-ton ML/ MLA1 MBTs surged forward. Wth a top speed of 45
mph, it did not take themlong to get into position. The Rebel arnorers
had reworked the guns on the tanks and the MBTs bristled with firepower.
The MBTs could run on diesel, gasoline, or aviation fuel. The arnor was
state-of-die-art, far superior to the ceram c and reaction-type arnor
used on the ol der nodels.

"Those houses to your left," a Scout told a tank commander. "Ten o'clock."
The MBTs swiveled their turrets, |lowered their cannons, and the 120mm
mai n guns began to roar, hurling out HE rounds. The houses began

expl oding as if made of natches.



"Al'l Scouts on our three fronts reporting heavy sniper fire," Corrie
told Ben. "Tanks are rolling."

"Any anti-tank mssiles fired?"
"Negative."

Ben smiled, but it was devoid of hunor. "Sinon Border's people have al

of them He never had any real plans to defend the territory east of the
M ssissippi. He's sacrificing these people, giving his own followers
time to beef up and dig in. Sinon and Hooter fed these rabble a line of
bul I shit and they swallowed it. Everything
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| initially prophesied is comng to be. Years ago | predicted that the
country would first break up into small nations within a nation. That
happened. After those small nations fell, the country would split up
into several |arge nations. That is happeni ng now. "

"That's why so nany people are frightened of you, boss," Beth said.
"You' ve been dead accurate on the future of not just North America, but
the world. The runor nowis you have a third eye."

Ben smled. "All-seeing and all -knowi ng, huh? Me and Johnny Carson."
Cooper | ooked over at him "Who is Johnny Carson?"

Si nron Border | ooked at the road-weary and nuch bedraggl ed group before
him Harriet Hooter, Rita Rivers, and several odiers of Hooter's New
Left party had nmade it across the river to safety. The rest were either
dead or m ssing and presumed dead.

"I never thought the masses would turn on us," Harriet said, her voice
nunb with lingering disbelief and shock and weariness. "W were trying
to help them Qur plan was to take fromthe have's and give to the have
not's. | just never dreaned anything like this would happen.™

"OfF course, you didn't, my dear," Sinon said. Like all practicing
hypocrites, the lies flowed out of his mouth as easily as the truth.
"But we have a place for you all here. The arnmies of the Denocratic
Front control nearly all of the western half of North America.
Eventually, we plan to nove agai nst Ben Rai nes and once nore reunite
this nation, and bring it back to its forner greatness. Wth your help,
of course," he added with a snmile
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"You can count on us," Rita River said. "My new main squeeze, |ssac
Africa, has witten a rap song about the great Satan, Ben Raines. Wuld
you like to hear it?"

"Ah . . . no, not at this tine," Sinon said quickly. He hated rap nusic
and everything connected with it- including blacks-but he kept that
conceal ed. "Some other tinme, perhaps. |Issac Africa? Ah, yes. Isn't he
the militant who now thinks he controls what was once the state of



M ssouri ?"

"He doesn't think he controls it," Rita said proudly. "He does contro
it. Issac and his ANA-that's the Arnmy of the New Africa-will show Ben
Rai nes who is really the neanest cat on the bl ock."

"Army of the New Africa," Sinmon muttered. "And this, ah, |Issac person is
t he commandi ng general of the ANA?"

"Not really, but sort of. He's actually the Prem er of New Africa
Mobut omanba is the head of the arny."

"Mobut omanba? He's from Africa?" Sinmon questioned.

"Naw," Rita said. "He's from South Carolina. But he's descended from
ki ngs. His grandnother told himthat."

"How i nteresting. Wll, | wi sh themthe best of luck in fighting Ben
Rai nes." They are certainly going to need all the luck they can get,
Si non silently added.

Al t hough Si nobn Bor der despi sed Ben Rai nes and everything he stood for
he woul d never nmake the nistake of underestimating the man, or his Rebels.

Sinmon Border's face | ooked remarkably like a cot-tonnouth snake, and he
was just about as dangerous. Sinmon played all angles: to sonme he was the
great eman-
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cipator, to others he sat on the right side of God. Ot hers saw him as
the sal vation of Anerica. Before the Great War, Sinon had been an
advocate of wealth redistribution, wonb-to-tonb health insurance for
everybody (no matter that it would bankrupt the country), m dnight
basketball, a Bible in every home, death to any who practiced abortion
That was one side of the man. The other side was nmuch darker. O course
Sinon was a racist, a hypocrite, a womani zer, a fraud, a snake- oi

sal esman di sgui sed as a preacher, and a charlatan. He could be al
things to all people at a second's noti ce.

But Sinon really did think of hinself as the savior of freedomfreedom
as he narrow y denned the word, that is.

Si nron shook his head. Mbutomanba? It was so sad. Anot her
sel f-procl ai mred descendant of kings who was going to get rudely
det hroned when he butted heads w th Ben Rai nes.

Simon cl eared his head of those thoughts. He couldn't worry hinself with
t he woes of others. Besides, this Mbutomanba sounded |i ke sone sort of
nut. ..

He was sure right about that.

However, there was nore than one type of nut. And whenever |aw and order
breaks down, the nuts surface

Just south of where Issac Africa and his band of fruitcakes were hol di ng
sway, there was another band of banana-cream pies who had risen up



proclaimng all of Arkansas as theirs

Ben | ooked up fromhis map and bl i nked.
all of Arkansas?"

"Who did you say was claimng
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"The Reverend Jethro Ji m Bob Musseldine,"” Corrie said, struggling to
keep from | aughi ng.

"You have to be kidding!"

"No, sir," Corrie said, regaining her composure. "And he's reported to
have a follow ng of about ten thousand."

"Ten thousand!"' Ben bl urted.

"Yes, sir. And fromthe reports the Scouts are sendi ng back, they are
wel | -armed and spoiling for a fight."

Ben sighed. "What's his beef?"

Rebel artillery and Rebel snipers, using .50 caliber sniper rifles which
had an accurate killing range of over a mle, had knocked all the fight
out of the forward units of the rabble arny and had advanced about ten
mles inside what was once known as the state of M ssissippi before

pi cking a spot to bivouac for the night.

Corrie smiled. "He and his followers don't |ike your philosophy on
hunting . . . anong other things."

Ben had to think about that for a noment. He knew that over the years he
had angered some people with his so-called stance on hunting. But Ben
wasn't anti-hunting at all-he was anti-poaching. Ben did believe that
there should be areas set aside for aninmals to live as Cod intended them
to live, without fear of humankind, letting Mother Nature control the

ani mal popul ation through natural predators. But in the SUSA there were
many, many areas w de open for hunting, mllions of acres.

Ben decided it had to be the "other things." "Wat other things, Corrie?"

Corrie's snmile widened. "Ch, he's anti-abortion, wants prayer in public
schools . . . you want ne to go on?"
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Ben exhal ed and shook his head. "The entire country has fallen apart.
There isn't a stable government in all the fifty states, nmuch |l ess on
the federal level, chaos and violence is the order of the day, and this
idiot wants to start a war with me because | believe that abortion
shoul d be a personal choice and left up to the wonman."

"He is al so opposed to any type of |egalized ganbling and you're on
record as saying that also is a personal choice."

"Wonder ful ," Ben sai d.



"The squirrels are com ng out of the trees again, boss," Cooper said.

"They damm sure are, Coop."

The team wandered of f for chow and Anna came to sit beside Ben. The girl
had tailored her BDUs to fit snugly and had her bl onde hair cut short.
The spring night was pleasant and the bugs were few enough to be
tolerated without insect repellant, but in a few weeks the nosquitos
woul d be fierce. Anna propped her short-barreled 5.56 CAR agai nst a
porch railing and sat down.

"What are you thinking about, General Ben?" she asked as she petted Snoot.
"What a mess this country is in, Anna. And if it can ever be fixed."
"Li ke Hunpty Dunpty?"

"Yes. Just |ike Hunpty Dunpty."

"W had people |like those we're now chasing in the old country, too,
Ceneral Ben. They weren't nuch good for anything. \Winers and sl ackers
and conpl ai ners and peopl e who want sonething for nothing. | never had
any use for them™

Ben wasn't at all sure he wanted to know what Anna did with those types
of people. The girl had a savage

55
55

streak in her, coupled with a solid streak of pragmati sm She was al so
very intelligent and surprisingly well-read, considering that she'd been
on her own since about age five.

Anna cut her eyes to Ben and sniled, as if reading his mnd, which, Ben
thought with a small smile, she mght well be able to do, since she
sprang fromthe |loins of gypsies. "No, General Ben, | didn't shoot them
willy-nilly. But they did learn very quickly to stay far away from ne
and the people | ran with. W planted little hidden gardens to grow
veget abl es. Way couldn't they do the same? But no, they wanted us to do
all the work and then they would try to steal fromus or want us to give
themthe food we worked for. We shot them when we caught them stealing
fromus. But General Ben, food is life. Didn't we have the right to do
that? I think so."”

Ben wondered if Anna was trying to tell himsonething or just naking
conversation. If it was the forner, he wasn't going to take the bait.

"I have read in books and magazi nes about this insurance people could
buy for their honmes and vehicles. The person pays so nuch noney a nonth
or a year so that if his possessions are stolen, the insurance people
pay himto replace the goods. And then the anount of nobney he pays each
month or year for the insurance goes up according to the value of goods

stolen . . . which doesn't seemquite fair to ne. But if the thief was
caught, not nuch was ever done to himbecause the prisons were full, and
if the authorities wanted to put one prisoner in jail, one had to be

rel eased. Wuldn't the authorities have been hel ped if |aw abiding
peopl e were able to protect what was theirs w thout fear of being



arrested or sued by | awyers?"
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Ben had to agree. "Yes, we who adopt the Tri-States phil osophy think so.’

"So do |I. But back when the world was whole, it didn't work that way
very often, did it?"

Ben shook his head. "No. Not very often.”

"Well, we shared what we grew with the old people, and why not? They
were the ones who had worked all their lives, supporting the nation wth
their bl ood and rmuscle and sweat. The old have a right to live out their
years in dignity and confort. But the gangs of thugs and punks preyed on
the old. W shot those types of people whenever we could find them |
used to dress up like an old woman, carrying a sack of potatoes or fruit
or bread, and go linping and tottering down a street where ny people
waited in anbush. Pretty damm qui ck the punks and thugs | earned to never
cone into the area we controlled. However, we did let thementer to
renove the bodies."” She stood up, grasping her CAR with one hand and
Snmoot's | eash with the other. "Come on, Snoot. Let's take a wal k. See
you. Ceneral Ben."

Ben wat ched her go, then becanme conscious of eyes on himand turned his
head. Doctor Lamar Chase, the Rebels' Chief of Medicine, was standing
cl ose by. "How | ong have you been standing there, Lamar?"

"Ever since Anna sat down. | damm sure wouldn't want that child for an
enemny, Ben." He sat down in the canp chair Anna had just vacated.

"She's tough."
"Tough! She's ruthless."
Ben smil ed.

"Ben? What are you going to do with these thousands and thousands of
peopl e who have invaded t he SUSA? When we catch up with them that is."
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Lamar had just caught up the main columm. He'd been | ate joining because
of a norass of paperwork.

"I"'mgoing to use reason with those who will listen."

"And those who won't?"

"You know the answer to that, Lamar."

The doctor watched Ben roll a cigarette and grimaced in disgust, but for
once he didn't say anything about Ben's snoking habits. "Have you given

any thought to reuniting the entire nation, Ben?"

"Yes, | have. Quite a lot of thought. But unless you want a return to



the old formof governnent, which sure as hell didn't work, | don't see
how we can do it."

"But what we set up didn't work either, Ben. Not for the whole."
"You know damm well it wasn't meant to, Lamar. You just want to argue."

Lamar was getting too old for the field, but he wouldn't admt it and
woul d not voluntarily give it up, although nowadays he did little
operating and had a staff and a driver to ook after him But he stil
ran the department with a iron fist. "lI'msure you' ve heard the theory
that the nen who drafted and signed the Declaration of |Independence were
di vinely inspired?"

"Of course.”

"Do you believe it?"

Ben shook his head. "I don't know, Lamar. Could be. Maybe so. Wy?"
"Ch ... | was just wondering how they might have handled this nmess."

"They woul dn't have let the nation get into the ness in the first

pl ace," Ben said sourly, ignoring Lamar's snile, but know ng the doctor
had aced himinto this debate. "W wouldn't be in this nmess if those
asshol es
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i n government back during the | ast decade, and four decades before then
had adhered to the Constitution and applied a little common sense in the
first damm pl ace."

As it always happened when Ben started getting wound up, Rebels began
gat hering around. Chase had forgotten about that. He | ooked all around
hi m and grunmbl ed, "I amnot going to sit through another of your

har angues, Raines. | would rather watch paint dry.'' Then he noticed he
was conpletely blocked in. "Shit!" the doctor said, and | eaned back in
the chair.

"OK, Lamar," Ben said, waving a hand at the Rebels gathered around. "You
explain to themwhy Anerica fell apart, why it went bankrupt, why
federal |aw enforcement agenci es became stooges for the government, in
many cases no better than the old Nazi Gestapo. Tell us why the
government allowed the IRS to becone the nost powerful agency in
Washi ngt on, answerable to no one? You want me to reunite the entire

nati on? OK. Tell them how we can do that and still preserve our way of
life. Cone on, wi se-ass, enlighten us." Ben folded his arnms across his
chest and snmiled at Lamar.

"I swear you set this up, Raines."
"Me? You opened this conversation, not ne."

Lamar | ooked all around him "Go on back to your duties!" he shouted.
"Go on, now, or I'lIl have you all lined up for a short-arminspection."

Since about a fourth of the Rebels were wonen, they got a good | augh out



of that. "You think that would really bother us?" one yell ed.
"Ch, good Christ!" Lamar muttered.

Then the hunor got a little raw as some of the wonen
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began suggesting where to line the nen up for the inspection

"Make way, dammit!" Corrie shouted, shoving and pushing her way through
the throngs of Rebels. "lke on the horn, boss. And he is very unhappy."

Ben stood up. "I really hate to |l eave you like this, Lamar. 1'd like to
stay and hear your lecture. But ..." He shrugged. "Duty calls."

"Now wait a mnute, Raines! You can't |eave ne trapped in here!"
"Cl ose ranks behind ne!" Ben shout ed.

As the Rebel s closed ranks, trapping Lamar, the doctor yelled, "Raines,
you i nsufferable jackass!"

Ben wal ked away, chuckl i ng.
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"Goddamit, Ben!" lke yelled over the mles. "Wat in the hell do you
thi nk you're doing, splitting your command? | thought we agreed that-"

Ben tuned himout until |ke paused for breath.
"Cal m down, lke. I'mnot exactly alone, you know. |'ve got a battalion
of troops, plus arnor and artillery, plus Lt. Bonelli's people. Now stop

yel I ing. Have you been neeting any resistance?"

"Very little, Ben. But we have found nunerous places where our pernanent
residents were executed. Wiole famlies w ped out."

"We've found the same thing. What do you hear fromthe others?"

"Same thing. The troops are pretty dammed steanmed about it and spoiling
for a fight. But so far all we've run into is some scattered sniper fire.'

"Cat and mouse, |ke."

"Yeah, that's the way | figure they're playing it. But what's their ganme?"
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"I don't know." Ben paused, thinking fast. "lke, stand by for a burst
transm ssion. "

"Ten-four, Ben."

"Corrie, order Scouts to start back-tracking us. | think the bastards



are trying to put us in a bottle."
"Comi ng up from behind us, boss?"
"Coming fromall directions may be nore like it."

Ben taped a short nessage and it was conpressed and sent out in burst to
all batt corns.

Al'l over the SUSA, Rebel units began shifting troops.

Lamar stepped into Ben's CP. "l1've got to get back to ny hospita
convoy, Ben. [-"

"No time, Lamar," Ben interrupted. "I'mgetting that old cold and
famliar feeling. | think we're about to get hit. And hit hard. Get to
cover and stay put.”

Lamar visibly paled. "Ben, ny people only have a couple of platoons
traveling with them And-" He bit that off.

"And what, Lamar?"
"Cecil is with the convoy."
"What ! "

"He flew in a couple of days ago. Said he was tired of waiting around
back at the assenbly area. Said he wanted to be near the action.”

"Jesus, Lanar-"

"Damm t, Ben," the doctor flared back. "The man is the el ected President
of the SUSA. He's ny boss. Technically, he's your boss. | couldn't tel
hi m no. "

Ben turned to Corrie. She was already on the horn to the hospital
convoy. "The convoy is under attack, boss! Rabble and punks comi ng at
themfromall directions."”

"I should have stayed with them" Lamar nuttered.
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"Why?" Ben asked. "So you could get killed with then? Don't be an
idiot." He | ooked around him "Anna?"

"Ri ght here, General Ben."

"Take Doctor Chase and Smpbot and get to cover. Stay with them™

"Yes, sir.

"Batten down the hatches, people,’
lively around here."

Ben ordered. "It's about to get

But before Anna, Chase and Smpot could get to cover, gunfire tore into
the ol d house, knocking out what remained of the wi ndowpanes and gougi ng



great holes in the walls. Ben and the others hit the floor

Cooper dragged his SAWover to the wi ndow and Ben shoved a can of 5.56
amo his way; the can contai ned 200 rounds.

"Light up the sky," Ben shouted over the rattle of gunfire. "Let's see
what we're up against."

Sonmewhere al ong the outer perinmeters of the Rebel canp, a Big Thunper
opened up, spitting out 40nm grenades. A .50-caliber machi ne gun was
added to the roar and crash

"Al'l battalions under attack." Corrie's voice cane over the rattle of
conbat .

"Figured this one out a little too late," Ben nmuttered, crawming to a
wi ndow just as the night was lit with IF nortar rounds.

"Shoot anything not in BDU s," Ben shouted. He spotted half a dozen nen
running his way, clad in various articles of dress and carrying a
variety of weapons. On his knees, he held the trigger back on his old
.45 cal i ber Chicago Piano and blew a full magazine in their direction
fighting to hold the powerful old SMG | evel
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The Iine of nmen went down |like bowing pins as the fat slugs tore into
flesh and shattered bone. "Keep those flares going!'' Ben shouted,
ejecting the enpty mag and slipping home a fresh one. "Keep the night
bright."

Anna had stowed Lamar and Snpot in the wi ndow ess center bathroom of the
hone and now j oi ned the fight.

"CGCoddamm t, Raines!" Lamar shouted over the sounds of battle. "I'ma
doctor, not a dog-sitter!™

"Where' d you put then?" Ben yell ed.

"I'n the bathtub," the teenager returned the yell, grinning at her
adopt ed fat her.

Two nen suddenly appeared in the darkened hall of the home and Beth
shifted the nuzzle of her M 16 and bl ew t hem backwards. They | anded in a
lifeless sprawl of notionless arns and | egs.

A man dove through a broken wi ndow, |anding right on top of Jersey and
knocki ng the weapon from her hands. Cussing a blue streak, the

di m nutive Jersey brought both hands hard over the man's ears. He
screamed at the sudden pain in his head. Jerseyjanmmed fingers into his
eyes and then into his throat. She used her knife to finish it, driving
the bl ade deep into the man's belly and twisting it up. Blood sprayed
from his nout h.

"' Yuck!'' Jersey said, w ping off her blade and crawling over to her
weapon.

Anna turned and gave several nen a full nagazine fromher CAR just as



Ben was tossing grenades into the night, the flash and boom of the
Fire-Frags foll owed by shrieks of pain as shrapnel ripped into flesh.

Cooper was |aying down a steady streamof fire with his SAW stacking
t he bodi es up outside the hone.
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"The rabble is falling back on all sides," Corrie said. "W' ve beaten
off the first wave."

"CGet the hospital convoy on the blower,"” Ben told her
"Trying, boss. But they're not responding."
"Keep trying."

Lamar appeared in the darkened archway, holding Shoot's |eash. Anna
wal ked over and took the |eash

The room becane quiet, everyone waiting for a response fromthe radio
van with the hospital convoy.

Not hi ng
Only static.

"Eagle to Mercy One, Eagle to Mercy One." Corrie repeated the call.
"Come in, Mercy One."

Corrie cut her eyes to Ben. She shook her head.

Lamar opened his nmouth and Ben held up a big hand. "There is nothing we
can do until dawn, Lamar. We'd be easy targets on the road tonight. If
t hey' ve been w ped, they' ve been wi ped. But |I'm sure sone got away.
They're just out of contact, that's all."

"Cecil-"

"I try not to think about that. But don't sell Cec short. He's a tough
old bird. You're forgetting he's Special Forces trained. | pity the
rabbl e who corners himthis night."

"Where is that goddamm ni gger president?" The hard voi ce sprang out of
t he darkness. "W killed everybody but him™

Cecil was belly-down in a weed and brush-filled ditch that ran al ongside
an ol d soybean field, about a hundred feet away from what was |eft of
t he burni ng, snoking
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rubbl e of the hospital convoy. He had a full canteen, his sidearm and
M 16, and his knife for close work. Cecil had been out of the field for

a long tinme, but brutal training dies hard. He was unhurt except for a
cut on his upper left arm Cecil waited and |istened.



"Maybe we got bad infornmation.'
he wasn't with this convoy."

The voi ces began drifting to him "Mybe

"Coul d be. Search the bodies again just to be sure.™

Cecil watched as beans from flashlights began darting about |ike nmad
fireflies. If I just had one full squad with nme, Cecil thought ruefully,

/ could wi pe out the whol e damm worthl ess bunch of these bastards.

M ght as well wi sh for the noon, he thought, ceasing his w shful thinking.
Al t hough he was wel | -hidden in a drainage ditch, with tall weeds al
around, Cecil ducked as a harsh beam of |ight was cast out into the

field to his right.

"That white-haired son-of-a-bitch ain't here. I'd know hi m anywheres."

Oh, really? Cecil thought. Now how might that be?

"I swore on ny nother's eyes, |I'd find that nigger bastard and kil

him" the same man said. "The day he run nme out of Louisiana. H m and

t hat goddammed uppity Ben Raines. | swore |'d see them both dead soneday.'
Interesting, Cecil thought. | wonder why we ran himout?

"Just 'cause | wouldn't stop whuppin' ny young'uns, they conme 'round
givin' ne orders that | had to go. They took my young' uns. Ain't seen
‘um since. Prob'ly wouldn't even know nme now if n | did run into 'um

"Hell, Jeeter. They prob'ly Rebels by now. Fightin' agin us, you know?"
Ah, yes, Cecil thought. Jeeter. Fromdown in that part
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of the parish that Ben used to call the land that time forgot. White
trash of the worst sort. Tell it all, you miserable piece of shit. Tel
your friend how you sexual |y abused your daughters, starting when they
were about ten years old, you m serabl e bastard.

"Man's got a rat to whup his kids," another voice added.

"Shore do," Jeeter said. "Well, hell, come on. Let's go. That nigger
wasn't with this bunch. W'l| rat-eo ahead and fi nd out how Denver done
w th Rai nes' bunch."”

"Shit!" a man said, his voice filled with contenpt. "They done prob'ly
kilt "emall. These Rebels ain't shown nme nothin' when it conmes to
fightin.' They ain't nothin' but a bunch of candy-asses, you ax ne."

Ceci|l fought back an al nbst overwhelmng urge to rise up and enpty a
full mag at the voices. He cal ned down and willed hinself to lay stil
in the ditch and watch as the men faded into the night.

Cecil waited for fifteen mnutes, then slowy made his way toward the
wr ecked, | ooted and still snoking ruins of the convoy. He found a
wal ki e-tal ki e and checked it-it still worked. The Rebels' repeater



systemwas still functioning, so he could talk to damm near anywhere in
the SUSA. Trying his best to ignore the bl oody and mangl ed and soneti nes
charred bodies, he filled a pack with food and anmo and slipped away
into the darkness. In the tinber, he switched over to the energency
frequency and keyed the tal k button

"Eagl e, Eagle. Cone in, Eagle."

Mles away, Corrie was on it inmediately. "This is the Eagle's Nest,"
she radi oed, frantically notioning for Cooper to find Ben. "Cone in."
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"Eagle's Nest, this is-" Cecil grinned "-Ad"' Black Joe. You copy this,
Eagl e' s Nest ?"

"d' Black Joe?" Ben said, running into the room He |aughed. "Well, he
hasn't |ost his sense of hunmor. Gve ne that mc, please, Corrie. Joe,
this is Eagle. Report."

"Entire convoy wi ped out. They took no prisoners. Supplies |ooted and
vehi cl es, nost of them burned. The truck took some sort of hit in the
rear, rocket | think, and tipped over-threw me out and into a ditch.
got overl ooked by the rabble. It's our old friend Jeeter fromthe | and
that time forgot who seens to be heading up this pack of crap."

"I remenber him Are you hurt?"

"Negative. Just nmy pride. I'mgoing to rest for atine and eat a bite
and then catch some Z's. Don't try to extricate nme this night. Too
dangerous. |'Il see you in the nmorning."

Ben knew better than to ask for a position. "All right, Joe. That's
ten-four. Hang tough."

"You got it. Joe out."

"That's a relief," Jersey said.

"Yes," Chase agreed. "But five percent of our field doctors and nedi ca
staff are dead, and a lot of valuable supplies with them Al the whole

bl ood we collected for this push, refrigeration units and all the OR

tents and instrunments.” He met Ben's eyes and shook his head. "I have a
real lousy feeling about all this, Ben. | have this feeling that

conditions are going to get a |lot worse before they begin to turn our way."

"I have a feeling that you just may be right, Lamar."
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Al battalions took hits the night the rabble and punks attacked. After
the fire-fight, there were Rebel dead to be buried, and Rebel wounded to

be patched up

Batt 1 suffered five dead and twenty wounded, two of the wounded not
expected to live.



At first light, 'A' Black Joe' nmade contact with Ben and Ben turned his
1 Batt around and headed back to the ambush site, Scouts ranging out in
front of the I ong col um.

They hit no resistance along the way. The rabble had no stomach for a
daylight fight, and that disappointed the nen and wonen of 1 Batt, for
after the sneak attack of the past night, they were nore than ready for
a fight.

As the first Scouts approached, Cecil rose up out of the field and

wal ked to the shoul der of the road. The Scouts did a visual on the man
wal ki ng out of the field, determined it was the President of the SUSA,
and imredi ately fell into defensive positions around him

"Rel ax, boys and girls," Cecil's cal mvoice touched them "No bogies
around here. They're long gone. |'ve been scanning die area since before
dawn. "

The Scouts treated Cecil with the sane respect they showed Ben Rai nes.
Everyone knew the two nen were as close as brotfiers and had been for
years. Everyone knew that Cecil had been with Ben since the begi nning of
the old Tri-States dream right after the G eat War. A nedic with the
Scouts sat Cecil down and began checki ng hi mout.

"Orders, M. President. Doctor Chase told me to do this."
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"l understand, son," Cecil said. "You have any pills in that kit for old
age?"

"Wsh | did, sir."

By the time the cut that Cecil had suffered was cl eaned out and
bandaged, the main colum had arrived, the massive MBTs | eadi ng the way.
Ben and Cecil shook hands, then stood and sniled at one another for a
nonent .

"It was close, Ben. Cose." Cecil's eyes found Sergeant Mjor Gene
Cousins, now fully decked out in Rebel BDUs. He waved himover. "Wat is
this, Gene? Are you back in action?"

"Yes, sir.
"You feel up to snuff?"

"Al'l the way, sir.

"How many old soldiers that can still cut the rmustard you figure you
coul d round up?"

Ben narrowed his eyes.

"Hell, sir ... maybe five or six hundred if |I could put the call out,"
Gene answer ed.

"Put it out. Right now And as of now, you are ny battalion sergeant najor."



CGene grinned. "Yes, sir!"

Ben shook his head and stepped into it. "Cec, what the hell do you think
you' re doi ng?"

Cecil cut his eyes. "Getting back into it, Ben. It's personal now "

Chase had wal ked up. "Are you out of your nind, you old goat? You're in
no shape for the field."

"The hell I"'mnot. As long as | take ny pills, I"'min as good a shape as
Ben . . . alnpst,"” he added with a grin. "And who are you to be calling
me an old goat, you old goat!"
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"Your designation would be 22 Batt, sir," Beth said, stepping between
the President of the SUSA and the Rebel Chief of Medicine, jotting that
down in a small notebook

"Thank you, Beth. 22 Batt it is."

Chase threw up his hands in disgust, snorted, and wal ked away, back to
t he ruined convoy, to see if he could sal vage anyt hi ng.

"You're sure about this, Cec?" Ben asked.

"Positive."

Ben nodded.' 'All right. Corrie? Pull some arnor and artillery up here.
Assign a MASH unit and get sone Scouts in here. He'll need a politica

team and an interrogation team Notify M ke Richards so he can assign a
coupl e of his spooks to 22 Batt."

"Yes, sir."

Ben turned back to Cecil. "I have a great XOin mnd for you. And he's
past due for a pronotion. | can junp hima couple of grades."

n O,]?Il

"Yes, Lt. Bonelli."

Cecil chuckled. "And that woul d get himout of your hair, right, Ben?"
"Why . . . Cecil! That never crossed ny nind."

"What a terrible liar you are, Ben. You get worse as you get older. Al
right. I'lIl take him Mx his people in with mne." He | ooked at Corrie.
"Corrie, find me some good conmuni cati ons personnel ."

"Right, sir. | know just the people."

Ben said, "Now, Cec, you take it easy until you get accustoned to the
field. You' ve been out of it for a long tine."

"I know. Hell, nobst of ny people will be around ny
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age ... or older. Just be sure we are well supplied with Geritol ."
"I think you I ook very distinguished, sir," Anna said.

Ceci | grinned.

"Yes, your white hair really sets off that black beret," she added.
Cecil's grin faded.

"CGotcha!" Ben said, and | aughed at the crestfallen expression on his
friend s face.
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Ben halted all forward novement of the battalions until Cecil's 22 Batt
was set up and fully equi pped and staffed. To say the | east, 22 Batt was
unusual . The youngest Rebel was nineteen, the ol dest was seventy.

"Incredible,” Doctor Chase said, after reading the |last of the fitness
reports on the personnel of 22 Batt and closing the folder. "I can
truthfully say | have never seen anything with which to conpare it. |
shoul d assign two MASH units to this battalion. W have an anputee who
is battalion sergeant major. W have a one-eyed old fart who is at | east
seventy years old. One of the officers is the grandfather of one of ny
doctors. Half of 22 Batt is on sonme sort of nedication for various

ail ments, and some of them have recurring bouts of gout, for Christ's
sake. And these people are going into combat ?"

"Pulling out in the norning,” Ben told him "They' ||l be about forty
mles north of Jackie's 12 Batt, com ng
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in just above the northernnost boundaries of the old Base Canp One. And
don't sell them short, Lanar."

"Ch, | know they can fight. Hell, I know all of them For years. |'ve
treated nost of themat one tine or the other. It's just a hell of a way
to run a war, Raines."”

"It's personal now, Lamar. These men are out |ooking for blood. Sone of
themlost their entire famlies." He smled. "Besides, it's as you
said-Cecil is the elected President of the SUSA. | can't tell him what
to do."

"Right, Raines," Chase said sarcastically, cutting his eyes heavenward.
"Sure."

"Your people all set, Lamar?"

The doctor nodded his head. He started to speak when a runner wal ked
into the room



" Ceneral ?"
"What is it?"
"Sinmon Border is on the horn. He wants to talk to you.'

Ben rose fromthe chair. "Wll, now How interesting. Want to cone
al ong, Lamar?"

"I"'mnot in the least interested in anything that nut has to say. But
you wat ch yourself, Ben. He's slick. He's conned nillions of people over
the years."

"Only those who wanted to be conned, Lanmar," Ben countered.

Ben stepped inside the comruni cations' truck and took the mc. "This is
Ben Rai nes."
"Ceneral Raines." The snake-oil smooth voice of Sinon Border cane over
hundreds of miles. "W finally get a chance to chat."

"What's on your nind, Sinon?"
"Preventing a war."

"You started this conflict, not I."
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"Nobody started it, Ben. The peopl e becanme desperate, that's all
Desperate people are capable of anything. They were hungry, they wanted
jobs. You refused to open your borders. That's all it was."

"Cut the shit, Sinon. W have intelligence working just as you do. W' ve
taken prisoners. W have the whole sorry story. So don't try one of your
famous con jobs on ne."

There was a | ong nonent of silence, with only the faint hiss of static
fromthe speaker. "Well, General Raines," Sinon finally spoke. "Let ne
be the first to informyou of sonething you probably don't know Honer
Bl anton has officially resigned the presidency-"

"That is news," Ben said to those in the truck and those waiting and
listening outside. "If it's true."

"The government of the United States is no nore. The United States of
America is officially kaput. The nation is up for grabs, so to speak
Now t hen, you and | can either fight each other for the next decade, or
| onger, or we can attenpt to work sonething out. Wat do you say?"
“I"'mlistening."

"Good. Very good. That is a start."

"Don't believe anything that Republican son-of-a-bitch has to say!'' The
braying voice of Rita Rivers came over the niles, |oud and clear



"Ch, my God!" Ben said. "She's still alive."
"The man is a fascist!" Harriet Hooter squall ed.
Simon was deliberately |eaving the mic open so Ben could hear it all.

"Harriet Hooter," Jersey said. "I don't think you could kill that woman
with an axe."
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"As you can see, Ben"-Sinmon's voice was calm "you do have enem es."

"Sinmon, |'ve had enem es since the concept of the Tri-States phil osophy
was first discussed. Years before the Great War. What else is new?"

"Don't nake any deals with that honky, racist Republican
son-of -a-bitch!" Rita hollered

"He's a tyrant!" Harriet shrieked. "He's a nodern-day M ad the Inpaler.’

"I'f you want to have any kind of conversation with me, Sinon," Ben said,
"get those two idiots out of your comunications room™

A long noment passed. Ben thought the transm ssion had been broken.
Finally, Sinon cane back on

"Sorry about that, Ben. | had to have the two |ladies forcibly renmoved ..
Ben smiled. He had a nmental picture of that.
"Ben, do you think our two nations could co-exist?"

"What's happened to you, Sinmon? The last word | got is that you had
sworn to destroy both ne and the Tri-States concept of government."

"Those were hastily spoken words, Ben. | sincerely regret them But yes,
that was ny plan. | will freely admt that was ny plan up until a few
weeks ago. But why should we both depl ete our nmanpower and resources
fighting each other in a bloody war that m ght not ever end? Wiy not try
to co-exist?"

"What the hell is he up to?" Ben said. "He's done a conpl ete one-eighty
on nme." He keyed the mic. "Sinmon, |I'mgame for anything that woul d save
i nnocent lives. And | stress innocent |ives."

"That's good, Ben. Fine. Wth those words, we have both taken the first
step toward agreenent."”
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"What boundary lines are we tal king about here?"

"You keep your SUSA, Ben. | will not interfere with your retaking of
that territory. Here are the coordi nates ny people have worked out



Wth the exception of Texas, Simon cut the nation directly in two parts.
He woul d take the sixteen western states. The mi dwest, the north, and

t he northeast would be decided upon at a | ater date.

"Yeah, you bet," Ben muttered. "Wat the hell are you up to now, Sinmon?"
He keyed the mic. "All right, Sinon. W're in agreenent so far. W'l
talk nore later."

"Very good, Ben. As of this noment, all hostilities between us are over,
agr eed?"

"Only if you give nme your word you will cease inmrediately all support of
t he rabbl e who invaded our territory."

"You have ny word on that, Ben. We'll talk again soon." Sinon broke the

transm ssi on.

"Cet all batt corns in here, Corrie. W'll delay the push-off unti
we' ve di scussed this new tw st."

"You really trust Sinon Border to keep his word, Ben?" Cecil asked.

"I don't know, Cec. But if | have to fight, I'll take words over weapons
any time. Let's see what the others have to say about it."

| ke opened the debate. "We know Sinon Border had Billy Smithson killed,"
the ex-SEAL said. "His people killed off the Joint Chiefs. H s people
killed all the menbers of the National Security Council. His people
tried to kill the President and the First Lady. W know
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Si ron Border mastermnm nded and organi zed the assault against the SUSA.
Now al | of a sudden he runs up the white flag of truce and wants to nake
a deal . \Wy?"

"Perhaps the man finally recognized the futility of fighting us," Ben's
son Buddy said. "W both have well -equi pped and seasoned arm es. Wy
continue the bl oodshed when half a loaf is better than no |oaf at all?"

"That's a good point, son," Ben said. "But consider this: Sinon has
never settled for anything | ess than one hundred percent. He despi ses
our concept of governnent. He swore publicly to see me destroyed and
then grind the Tri-States phil osophy of governnment under the heel of his
boot. Maybe he's changed. Maybe he's sincere. Maybe he really believes
our two systenms of government can exist side by side. Well ... |
personal Iy think the man has something up his sleeve. But | also think
we should give his plan a try. It's going to take us nmonths to cl ear out
the rabbl e and get our SUSA up and running again. If we can have Sinon
Border off our backs during that tine, so nmuch for the better. Cecil,
the people elected you to run the government of the SUSA. Wat do you

t hi nk?"

Cecil was thoughtful for a monent. "I think we should give it a very
cautious try."

"Then that's it. Let's start clearing our territory."



Ben put out the word on short-wave radio and by dropping leaflets: W
are reclaimng our territory. Surrender and you may | eave peaceful ly.
Resi st and you will be killed.

Two days later, the Rebels slamed west and north Iike a mghty arned
fist. When they hit roadbl ocks,
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the main battle tanks bl ew them apart, along with any defenders that
were foolish enough to be standi ng behind them The Rebel s began
retaking towns and villages in brutal hand-to-hand conbat. By the end of
the third day out, the Rebels had advanced nore than fifty mles in al
directions. They had killed and wounded hundreds and taken hundreds nore
prisoner. By the end of the first week, the Tri-States army had to stop
t heir advance because so nmany Rebels were needed to guard prisoners, it
was cutting into the effectiveness of the advance.

Ben was touring one prisoner camp with |Ike, discussing what the hell to
do with them

"We demand to be taken care of, General Raines!" one prisoner shouted
from behind the | oose-strung wire. "W have rights, you know. "

"Sometines | hate that word alnost as nmuch as | did politica
correctness," Ben said.

"What the hell are we going to do with all these people, Ben?" I|ke
guestioned. "We're all going to be on short rations if this keeps up. W
just don't have the food to keep on feeding them much | onger."

"W have rights! W have rights!" the prisoners began shouti ng.

Ben stood for a noment, |ooking at the chanting nmen and wonen. "Turn
them | oose. "
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"Turn themloose with a warning that if they try to steal food or wage
war agai nst us, we'll shoot themon sight. Male or fermale. Mikes no
difference."”

"I don't know, Ben," Ike said doubtfully.

Ben lifted his Thonpson and blew a full magazi ne of .45 rounds into the
air. The sound was enornous in
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the warm spring afternoon. The chanting stopped and the prisoners fel
into a sullen silence.

"Bul | horn," Ben said. A guard produced one and Ben lifted the bull horn
to his lips and said, "Now that | have your attention, | have an
announcement to make. | am ordering your inmediate rel ease-"



Ben waited until the cheering had di ed down.

"You will all be given five days' field rations and pointed north. Go
that way and keep going until you are out of our territory. Don't even
thi nk of staying and squatting in the SUSA. You are not wanted here. Not
if you insist on our feeding and housing you w thout you giving us
something in return.”

"What are you going to do if we stay, CGeneral?" a woman shouted. "Kill us?"

Ben didn't hesitate. "Yes," he said bluntly. "Unless you agree to obey
the aws we have in force in the SUSA. Those of you who wish to stay and
wor k and obey the law are wel come. We'll help you get started. You'll be
wel cone here. But that isn't going to happen; not with a | arge

percent age of you. You peopl e waged war agai nst us. You wanted what we
worked to build; but you wanted it given to you. You are not the type of
people we want in the SUSA and we will not tolerate your presence. |
don't know how I can be any blunter than that."

"Then . . . who is left to see to our rights and our needs?" a man call ed.
"CGoddammi t!" Ben lost his tenper.
"Here it comes," Jersey nuttered.

Ben lifted the bullhorn. "You take care of yourselves!" he roared. "You
band together and formlittle conmunities. You work together to grow
gardens and rai se chickens and cattle and sheep and hogs. Get sonethi ng
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t hrough your thick skulls, people: the government of the United States
of Anerica no longer exists. It's gone. Finished. Done. Kaput. Through
Ended. The day of the free ride is over. In all likelihood, it wll

never return, not as you all have known it. It certainly will never
happen in the SUSA. Now, for the first time in your lives, you contro
your own destinies. How you live is entirely up to you. If you want to
wor k and get along with your nei ghbors-whatever color they m ght be- and
obey the law and |live under the few rules we have on the books in the
SUSA, that's fine. Then by all neans, stay, you'll be wel comed and gi ven
some help in getting started with your new way of life. Open those
gates," Ben told a guard

The barbed wire gates were opened and Ben pointed north, lifting the
bul I horn. "For the rest of you bastards and bitches, that way-" he
pointed "-is north. Get your field rations over there." He pointed to a
line of trucks. "Then get on that road and keep on wal king until you are
out of our territory. You'll know when you reach the boundary-it's stil
littered with Rebel dead that you worthless trash had a hand in killing
during your mndless rush for a free ride and a handout." Ben slung the
bul I horn and slipped a fresh nagazine into the Thonpson, jacking a round
into the slot. He lifted the bullhorn. "Now get the hell out of ny
sight. And you goddamm wel| better stay out of ny sight. Mve!"

O the several hundred prisoners in this canmp, nost quietly shuffled
over to the supply trucks and drew rations. They got on the hi ghway and
started wal ki ng north. Mst did not | ook back. Ben's words had chilled
themto the bone. About forty nen and wonen stayed.



Ben wal ked over to the small group, his teamright
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with him He carefully eyeballed each nan and worman. "So you think you

want to try life in a Rebel-controlled zone, huh? OK That's fine." He

| ooked at Beth. "Have a runner get a political officer over here. These
people have a lot to learn in a very short tine."

"Ri ght, boss."

"\What about the ones you just put on the road, Ben?" |ke questioned.
"You want them foll owed?"

Ben shook his head as he handed the bullhorn to Cooper. "No. If they
fuck up, we'll know about it."

"And if they do?"

Ben met his old friend' s eyes. H s expression was bl eak and very easy to
read. Those forty odd nmen and wonen who had el ected to stay could read
it, too. The silent message touched themall with a icy hand.

"Right," lke said.

Two nen and two women exchanged gl ances, shook their heads, stepped out
of the group, and wal ked over to the supply trucks. They drew rations
and started wal king slowy north.

"Thirty-eight out of four hundred stayed," Corrie said. "That's just
about right."

Statisticians had worked out that only about three out of every ten
peopl e could, or would, live under the |laws that governed the SUSA

Ben turned back to the group who had elected to stay. "The SUSA can be a
very easy, peaceful, and |aid-back place to live, folks. O you can nake
it very a difficult and unpl easant place to live. That is solely up to

you. The political officer will carefully explain the rules to you. You
listen well and take his or her words to heart. Understandi ng and
adhering to themis a matter of survival here. Now, people, you'll be

starting fresh
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here. Just like the old French Foreign Legion, your past is forgiven and

forgotten. | don't care what nanme you give for your pernanent papers.
But that will be the name you will live under and die with. Good luck to
you all."

Ben turned to Corrie. "Bunp all prison canps. Cut the rabble | oose and
head them north. You know what to say."

"Ri ght, boss."



ke smled. "Some of those people are going to circle back and squat, Ben

Ben nodded his head. "Wen they do, | hope they pick a very confortable
pl ace to squat. They're going to be buried there."
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Hundreds of fanilies who had settled in die SUSA had been killed by the
ranpagi ng rabble. As die Rebels pushed further in all directions, they
began finding nmore and nore evidence of the mndl ess and whol esal e

sl aughter of citizens. The rabble they now encountered were the
hard-core. The Rebels found entire fanm lies, fromthe oldest to the

youngest, killed execution-style, their famly pets |ying dead beside them

As diey rolled past the ruins that was once Meridian, M ssissippi, Ben's
nmood becane foul. As they approached the rubble that had been Jackson
Ben's orders canme as no surprise to any Rebel

"No nore surrender tal k. These are savages we're dealing with. Ht them
first, hit themhard, and finish it."

As the Rebel s approached the eastern edge of die old Base Canp One, the
remai ni ng bands of rabble finally
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realized the futility of any further resistance and began fleeing for
their lives.

Ben and his 1 Batt rolled and runbled onto the soil of the old Base Canp
One. Ben ordered the I ong colum halted and got out of the van to stand
for a noment, |ooking out over fields that should have been | ong pl anted
with corn and beans and cotton and mlo. Weds waved in the soft gentle
breeze.

"This will tell you something about the caliber of people who invaded
our land," he said, speaking to no one in particular. "No thought for
the future. They just ate up everything we had stored and then wondered
why there wasn't any nore. These are the types of people the old libera
wi ng of the Denocratic Party used to piss and npan about. They spent
several trillion dollars of taxpayer noney feeding and cl ot hing and
housi ng these worthl ess sacks of shit. That noney woul d have been put to
better use by stuffing it down a rat hole."

Anna had left the road to kneel down and dig up handfuls of the rich
earth. "lIt's so rich," she said, rejoining the group. "It would grow
anyt hing. Why didn't the rabble plant food?"

"Because they're assholes,"” Ben said bluntly. "They want sonebody el se
to do it for them work the [ and, harvest the crops, and then give them
the final product-cleaned and cooked and prepared, of course." He
sighed. "Let's push on. See how nmuch danage was done."

It was awf ul
The | eader of the four gangs that had occupi ed the town, Ray Brown, had

lived in Ben's house. He had also killed Ben's dogs and thrown their
bodies in a ditch
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that ran behind the house. Scouts had found what was |eft of the dogs
and buried them before Ben arrived.

Ben's team watched himvery carefully as he received the news about his
pets. Hs facial expression did not change. But his eyes turned as cold
as the sea.

"It will not be pleasant for M. Brown when we finally neet,"” was al

Ben had to say about the matter.
"I hope Ray Brown has a high pain tol erance,”
it's going to take hima long tine to die."

Cooper whi spered. "' Cause

"For a fact," Jersey agreed.

Ben | ooked at the graves of his beloved dogs for a noment, then turned away.
H s team gave hima very wi de berth. They had wi tnessed Ben once before

as he beat a man to death with his fists ... to a person, they knew what

Ray Brown had waiting for him

Most of the men and wonen who had | eft President Blanton earlier to take
positions in the adnministration of the SUSA were dead. Rebels found

their bodies in a shallow mass grave. The renmains of the men and wonen

were carefully renmoved, ID ed, and reburied w th honors.

Survivors of the attack began trickling in and the massive cl ean-up began

Conservative estimates were that the residents of the SUSA had suffered
about sixty percent casualties.

"CGet the crops in the ground," Cecil ordered. "Wat we can plant this
late, that is."

"Does this mean, | hope," Ben asked, "that you are disbanding your 22
Batt and stepping back into an adm nistrative role?"

"No, it does not," Cecil quickly responded.

"I was afraid you'd say that."
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"You know damm well we've still got a massive job ahead of us, Ben

W' ve got to hunt down and destroy at |east hundreds and nore than
likely thousands of gang nmenmbers. An entire nation is in shanbles, and

you know perfectly well that someday it's going to be up to us to try to
put it back together again." He held up a hand, stopping Ben before Ben

woul d deny he had any such plans. "Save it, Ben. | know you too well.
Besides all that, we still have Sinon Border and his army to deal wth.
And we'll have to fight them someday; you know that as well as | do. W

really have no reserves left to fall back on. You're going to need every
Rebel you can put in uniform™



Ben was forced to concede the point.

"Have you had any word about our people out west?" Ben asked Corrie. "W
shoul d have pockets of resistance out there."

"We' ve been unable to reach any of them" Corrie told him "M ke
Ri chards thinks Sinon's arny hunted them down and w ped them out."

"Did | hear ny nane nentioned?" M ke asked, strolling into Ben's office.
M ke had been out of touch for several weeks, as was his custom

He poured a mug of coffee fromthe ever-present pot and sat down. "Those
aligned with us out west haven't been entirely w ped out," he said. "But
not many are left. Sinon cozied up to themat first. Then when they |et
their guard down, he noved in hard and brutal. Now Sinmon has started his
gun-grab anong the citizens. He's | eaving sone carefully sel ected
citizens hunting rifles and shotguns, and that's it. No handguns, no
sem automatic rifles. But | can't figure out exactly where he stands
politically."
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"Nei ther can anybody el se," Ben said. "For years | thought of himas a
liberal's dream But lately |I've had to revise ny thinking sonewhat.
have a suspicion that Sinon wants to be king of Anmerica.'’

"Well, if we nove fast enough, before Sinon finds and destroys al
pockets of resistance, we will at |east have some support froma
percent age of the people once we kick it off."

"I'f we kick if off," Ben said, and that got him sone startled | ooks.

Ben shrugged his shoul ders. "There is always the possibility that Sinon

will keep his word, although |I don't hold out nuch hope for that. 1'd
like to speak with Honer Bl anton and get his input on this matter." Ben
clarified that. "Homer is a career politician, I'ma soldier. Now that

the man has his head screwed on straight, and has stopped listening to

people with their heads in the clouds, he makes sonme sense. Personally,

I'd like to see himreturn to the States, specifically here in the SUSA
and go to work for us."

"For Christ's sake, Ben!"™ Mke blurted. "Doing what?"

"As a diplomat, Mke. W' re going to need sone of those. Half the world
is getting to its feet, while America has been knocked down fl at-agai n.
W're going to need people with Blanton's experience. W're going to try

to reach himtonight."

"You mean that, Ben?" Blanton asked. "I wouldn't have brought it up had
| not neant it, Homer. W need you down here."
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By the sound of his voice, Blanton had recovered fromhis near fata
wounds received during the coup



"I can send an escort for you. You just say the word."

Bl ant on chuckl ed. "W've cone a |ong way, haven't we, Ben?"

"Yes, we have. But we still have miles to go. How about it?"

"You' ve got a deal."

" Good! "

They worked out the details and then Ben sniled and | eaned back in his
chair. "The wound has been closed," he nuttered. "Now the healing has
begun. "

Homer's wife still didn't like Ben very nuch, but at |east raw hate was
no | onger shining through her eyes. She had spent several days touring
t he SUSA and had found, much to her surprise, it was nothing |ike what

her goofy left-wi ng aides had, a couple of years back, convinced her it was.

"How about becom ng our Secretary of State?" Cecil asked Homer. "But |
have to warn you, we're starting fromscratch."

Hormer | ooked sad for a noment. "All my old friends who joined you?"

Ben sat silent as Cecil said, "Mt of themare dead. W found many of
themburied in a nass grave. They' d been executed."

"Their famlies?" the former First Lady asked.

"Killed with them™

"My God!" she said. "Wat nmanner of people are we dealing with here?"
Ben wanted very nmuch to tell her: the sanme kinds of
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peopl e you pi ssed and noaned about for years. But he held his tongue for
Hormer's sake, and Homer knew it, quickly ducking his head to hide his snile

After they had left the building, Ben and Chase stood in the hallway and
tal ked for a nmonent

Chase studied Ben's face for a few seconds and said, "I don't |ike that
smle, Raines. It's one of your sneaky ones. Wat's going on in that
devi ous m nd of yours?"

Ben spread his hands. "Wy, nothing, Lamar,"
"Nothing at all."

he said innocently.

"You also tell lies, Raines. But perhaps |'mbetter off not know ng." He
checked his watch. "I"'mlate. | have to | eave for a few days. Make sone
i nspections of outlying aid stations. Stay out of trouble, Raines."

"See you, Lamar."

Qut side the building, standing with his team Ben said, "Have our 1 Batt



ready to pull out. Do it quietly and stay off the air with it. | want
supplies for a sustained canpaign. A full MASH unit with us. Everything
on the QT, people."

"Cecil is going to hit the ceiling,"” Ben warned him

"That's the beauty of it. Cecil is stuck here with Homer, show ng him
around and getting himsettled in. H s 22 Batt and Jacki e and Danjou are
here with their battalions protecting the area. Everyone el se is gone.
Now is the perfect time for us to slip off north and mx it up alittle
in Arkansas."

Corrie smled. "You have a very sneaky m nd, boss."

Ben | aughed. "Sure, | do. Everybody knows that."

Anna | ooked at him "This Ray Brown in Arkansas, General Ben?"

"So | hear, Anna."

"Thought so," she replied.
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Cecil gl ared daggers at Ben, but there was nothing he could do about
Ben's pulling out. As the elected president of the SUSA, it was his job
to run the country, see to the many and nmuch needed appoi nt ments,
entertain dignitaries, and so forth. Ben was commander of the arned
forces and coul d | eave whenever he wanted to | eave.

And he wanted to | eave

"You don't play fair, Ben," Cecil bitched.

"Ri ght."

"This is sneaky."

"Ain't it the truth."

"Crap!" Cecil said in disgust. "How about thisjethro Ji mBob Missel di ne
and his arny of ten thousand up in Arkansas?"

"What about hi n®"

"You're only taking one battalion, Ben."

"First of all, it hasn't been verified that Missel di ne has anywhere near
ten thousand nmen. So far, all we've been able to deternmine is that he's
some sort of a nut and has about twenty-five hundred people in his arny.
Besi des, air support is only forty-five m nutes away, tops."

"You know |I' mgoing to catch hell from Buddy and Tina about this."

"Ch, for alittle while, maybe. They'll get over it."

Cecil stared at himfor a nonent. He shook his head, shrugged his
shoul ders, and sighed. "I give up, Ben. You're inpossible. Have been



ever since | met you. | should have guessed what you were doi ng years
back, watching you put together the nucleus of 1 Batt. You
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filled the ranks with nen and wormen who thrive on danger. You don't have
a single person in that battalion-including the danm doctors-who is
happy outside of combat. | don't know why | continue wasting ny tine."

"I don't either,"
about it?"

Ben said with a | augh. "Why don't you quit warting ne

Cecil grimaced. "I might as well. You're going to be out in the field
until the day you die."

"l hope so."

"You will stay in touch?" Cecil asked, his tone decidedly sarcastic.
"Wy, of course.”

"Thank you for that."

Ben smiled and patted his arm "Have fun now, ol' buddy."

Cecil watched himwal k off, thinking: Wiy in the hell did | ever let
that man talk me into politics?

In the gray light of dawn, Ben wal ked the ranks of his persona
battalion. Cecil was correct-the men and wonen of 1 Batt | oved wal ki ng
the razor's edge. Another point that Cecil had nail ed down was that Ben
was very careful about replacenents. He chose them personally, after a
careful review of records and talking to other Rebels. Some of the nen
and worren in 1 Batt were ex-Scouts and special operations people; nen
and worren who had grown just a bit too old for the often tinmes wild and
wooly antics of those teans, but were perfect for 1 Batt.

Ben al so all owed his people sone latitude in dress. Dan Gray, the fornmer
British SAS officer, who was a
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stickler for discipline and uniform codes, often cast a very jaundiced
eye at how some of the nen and wonmen of 1 Batt dressed. Sone of them

| ooked as though they had just stepped right out of Shoopy's World \ar
fantasies, with droopi ng handl ebar noustaches, pony-tails, beards, and
occasionally the awful est conbi nati ons of uniforms one could imagine.
But no one could cast aspersions at how they fought. The nen and wonen
of 1 Batt, fromcooks to Scouts to tank comranders to medics, were the
best of the best. And they were, to a person, one hundred and ten
percent loyal to Ben Raines and the Tri-States phil osophy.

Ben gl anced at Corrie. "All right, Corrie. Let's do it."

"Kick ass tine!" Jersey shouted, and hundreds of voices joined in.
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"He's done what?" lke roared over the miles, his words rattling the speaker
Cecil repeated his statenent.

Dan junped in. "Counting all the rabble that wi thdrew to Arkansas, Ben
m ght well be up agai nst thousands of hostiles.'

"At least," Ceorgi Striganov stepped in.
"So what do we do?" Raul CGomez asked.

"Not hi ng," Tina broke in. "Because Dad is doing what he wants to do. You
all know he's always been a lone wolf. He'll never change. You al so know
that if he gets in too deep, he'll call for back-up. Besides, |lest we

all forget, he is the boss."

"He's al so hard-headed as a goat," |ke said.

"You're a fine one to talk, you illiterate M ssissippi redneck

ex- porpoi se,"” Dan Gray needled his friend, know ng | ke would cone back
at him

"SEAL!" lke shouted at the man, correcting himfor
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about the ten thousandth time. "That's SEAL, you goddam goofy |iney."
Then he told the Englishman to go pour a cup of tea and stick it where
the sun don't shine.

Several hundred mles to the west, Corrie had the conversati ons on
speaker in the van and everyone was | aughi ng.

The | aughter died away when Corrie, nonitoring their battle frequency on
her headset, said, "Trouble just up ahead, boss."

The col um was about forty miles inside the Arkansas border, pushing up
fromthe south.

"What do we have?" Ben asked.

"Several hundred rabbl e occupying the town. Far Eyes has had t hem under
observation for about an hour. Light weapons and a few nachi ne guns. No
nortars or anti-tank weapons have been spotted. It appears the rabble
killed the residents. There is evidence of a nass grave just outside the
town. "

"MBTs up and circle the town. Mrtar crews up and get into position."

Corrie relayed the orders and the big sixty-three-ton nonsters surged
forward, other vehicles pulling off to the shoulder to I et the tanks
runbl e past.

The small town, probably popul ated by no nore than a thousand peopl e
before the Great War, had been reduced to about two-hundred-and-fifty
new peopl e since the SUSA became reality. They had worked hard, planted



their crops and gardens, naintaining neat |lawns and freshly painted and
wel | -kept homes, and were starting a new life.

Now t hey were dead at the hands of rabble.

Cooper had driven up close to the town and Ben stood by the side of the
van, giving the area a once-over
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t hrough binocul ars. The streets were littered with trash. Wndows had
been smashed from new y opened stores and shops. Ben was sure the few
pl aces of business had been | ooted. They al ways were.

Ben said, "Corrie, I"'mcertain this bunch of trash doesn't have the
sense to operate a mlitary radio. What CB channel are they on?"

"N neteen," she answered pronptly.
"That figures," Ben nuttered. "All right, Corrie. Tell those idiots in
the town to give it up.'

"I already have. They said for you to kiss their ass.”

Ben sighed. "The originality of that reply boggles the mnd." He
gri maced. "Take the damm town."

It wasn't rmuch of a fight. After less than ten mnutes of the strafing
of heavy machi ne-gun fire fromthe Rebels, and few nortar rounds which
landed in the streets, the rabble hoisted a white flag and began
streamng out, their hands in the air.

But this tine, Ben had a new twist to the taking of prisoners. Each
person was phot ographed and fingerprinted and bl ood was drawn for DNA

matching . . . should that person ever be foolish enough to return to
t he SUSA.
"We didn't hurt or kill nobody," a man said during questioning. Hs eyes

were shifty and scared. 'The town was enpty when we got here."
"He's lying," a PSE operator told Ben.

"Sure, he is. But we can't prove it. No witnesses. All we can do is head
themnnorth."

"They all claimto have no know edge of anyone named Ray Brown," Ben was
told. "But one of themwas wearing this ID bracelet. It belonged to
Maj or Rogers, General. His wife's name is engraved on the back. He
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never took it off. Hs wife gave it to himjust before she was killed.
That was back when he was a |ieutenant. Wien we were fighting in the

nort hwest."

When Jerre had been killed, Ben thought. Then shook off that sad nenory.*



"Rogers was one of the bodies found in that mass grave back at Base Canp
One, right?"

"Yes, sir.

"Bring this man to ne.'

"Ri ght away, sir.

Ben had set up a CP in an old house on the outskirts of town. The
prisoner was led in and sat down in an old straight-backed chair.
"l ain't done nothin,""
treat me this a-way."

the man protested. "Yall ain't got no call to

Ben held up the gold ID bracelet and let it speak silent volunes as it
slowy twisted in his fingers.

Sweat broke out on the nman's forehead.

"Where did you get this bracel et?"

"I ... ah ... swapped a feller for it.
"You're a liar."

The prisoner |ooked around him Anna was squatting down, her back to a
wal I, sharpening her already razor-sharp knife. She | ooked up at him
Sonething in those very cold, pale young/old eyes was strangely
frightening. Beth was staring at him Cooper was standi ng behind the
prisoner. Jersey was standi ng besi de Ben, her dark eyes unreadabl e.
Corrie was at the radio.

"What do | get for the truth?" the man whi spered.

"Your life," Ben told him

The man nodded his head. "That's fair, | reckon

0 SURVI VAL I N THE ASHES- Pi nnacl e Books.

97

97

Ray Brown's got at |east three other gangs with him Al tole .. . mybe
three to four thousand people when they all group up. They's Carrie

Wal ker and her bunch. Tommy Monroe and his gang. And Dave Holton. | was
with Tormy Monroe for a time. Joined up with himin Al abama. That's
where I'mfromoriginal. Tonmy's a bad one, General. Probably badder
than Ray, you get right down to it. And he knows military tactics, too.
WAs a sergeant in the arny for a time, he was."

"What ki nds of weapons do the gangs have?"

"Al'l kinds, General. Machi ne guns, surface-to-air mssiles, nortars,
rocket |aunchers. They ain't got no big guns or tanks, though. W tried

to get themtanks started y'all had in the depot back south of here, but
nobody could get "emto crank."



Ben smled. It would take any nenber of a tank crew about one minute to
get themrunning again: a little matter of a missing part which rendered
t he tanks inoperable.

"Go on," Ben said.

"We was promised all sorts of stuff if we'd join up. Land to work, a
nice home, a car or truck. A better life."

Ben stared at the man in disbelief. Sane old song, different jukebox.
The song was titled Sonething for Nodiing. Ben sighed. "There are

t housands of cars and trucks sitting idle all over the country. Stick a
battery in one, fill it up with gasoline, and drive it off."

The man shrugged. "Why go to all that bother if someone el se is gonna do
it for you?"

Anna shook her head at that.
' " Anyways, when | seen what Ray Brown done to your dogs, | 'bout puked.
I've always like dogs; don't like to see no harmcone to 'em | knew
right then and there I'd better haul ny ass outta there. And | done '
t 0o.

er,
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But on the way out, | cone up on Tomry Monroe. He had hi m sone
prisoners. H mand his people had raped the wonmen-sonme of 'emno nore
than children-and they used 'em bad, too. Tonmy, he just lined up the
fol ks and shot 'em dead. He tossed nme that there gold bracelet he took
off a man's wist. That's how | cone by it. And that's the truth."

Ben | ooked over at Corrie and she nodded her head. She was wearing a
headset and was nonitoring what the PSE operator in the next room was
sayi ng. The prisoner was telling the truth.

"How d you get up here?" Ben asked.

"Started out wal kin.' These old boys cone along in cars and trucks and
give me a ride. Then y'all showed up."

"And you plan to do what ?"
"Drift, | reckon."

"You have no plans, no thoughts of the future?"

The man shrugged his shoulders. "I quit high school in the ninth grade.
Finally got me a job drivin' a pul p-wood truck. But | couldn't stay out
of trouble. I like to drink. I was in jail when the Geat War bl ew
everything to hell and gone. Then it was just hand to nmouth for a long
time. I'Il just bum around, | reckon."

"Do it outside of Rebel-controlled territory,” Ben told him

"You can count on that." Some fire returned to the man's eyes. He gl ared
at Ben for a nmonent. "Who the hell do you think you are, CGeneral ? You



ain't got noright totell me | got to work."

"And you have no right to expect us to feed you and house you and cl ot he
you and see to your medi cal needs while you lay up on your ass and do
not hi ng, " Ben count er ed.
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"That's the way it used to be."

"No nore."

"I can see that plain."

"Al'l right. You can go," Ben told him "Hit the trail. North. And keep
going until you're out of our territory. Then you can keep goi ng north,
or turn east or west; makes no difference to ne. Just get gone."
"You're a cold, nean son-of-a-bitch, Ben Raines."

"lI've been called worse."

"I 'spect you have." The man stood up and stared at Ben for a few
seconds. "You'll never make your rules work nationwi de, Ben Raines. The
Ameri can people won't stand for it."

"I have no plans for the entire nation."

"Lemme ax you this, General: so you get all set up here again. Al your
rul es and such. What are you gonna do when hundreds of thousands, maybe
mllions of folks, cone floodin' 'crost your borders again? Shoot 'emall?"
"It mght cone to that. But | hope not."

"Then y'all better get ready to fight for the rest of your lives. They's
mllions of folks around that ain't got no jobs and ain't got no hope of
ever gettin' none. And they ain't gonna |live under your |aws, Ceneral."
"Then they've got a real problem™

"I ain't never, ever, seen no one |like you, Ceneral."

"Thank you."

The man blinked. Shook his head. "Can | go now?"

"Pl ease do."

Ben sat quietly for a tine after the man had left, the only voice in the
roomthat of Corrie, touching base with the other battalions in the field.

She finally told the team working the main conmuni -
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cation truck to take it. She took off her headset and | eaned back



"They're all reporting the sane thing, boss. Werever they go, hundreds

of people just mlling around. Not doing anything, just |ooking for
sonmething to eat. Wl king around in rags, picking through the rubble,

living in filth. W' re going to have sone real health problens before |ong."

Probably billions of chickens wandering around, |aying eggs
everywhere," Ben said, just barely hanging on to his tenper. "Untold
t housands of cattle and hogs and sheep. Can't these goddamm peopl e do
anyt hi ngi ov thensel ves? W started from scratch, why can't they?"

Corrie waited until Ben had ceased his angry muttering. She sniled and
said, "However, there is one small bit of news you'd better know now. "

Ben cut his eyes. "I don't know whether | want to hear it. But go ahead."

"Remenber you said that leaving that little con artist Enmil Hite in
Eur ope was the one bright spot in our returning to the States?"

Ben sighed. "All right, Corrie. What has that little bastard done now?"

"Nick Stafford just radioed Cecil at Base Canp One. Seens that Em| Hite
has just proclained hinmself to be the SUSA's anbassador to Hungary."

Ben put his forehead down on the cool surface of the old table he was
using for a desk. He didn't know whether to laugh or cry. "Ask Cecil to
pl ease recall our, ah ... new anbassador and bring himhone."

"Where do you want hi m assi gned?”

"How about the noon?"

"Not feasible at this tine."

"How about assigning himto Thernopolis?"
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"Rosebud said she'd shoot him"

"Em | or ThernP"

"Both of them"

Ben raised his head and smled. "Then assign himto Cecil's 22 Batt."
"Cecil is your best friend!"

"That's what friends are for."

Corrie was busy for a few nonents, the speaker turned off so Ben could

not hear the transm ssions. "Cecil says he'll be happy to recall Em|I.
But he is strictly your baby."

' ' How about assigning both Enm| and Cooper to a two-nan observation
post in the Rockies?" Jersey suggested.

"Now, now, ny little cactus flower," Cooper said.



Jersey tossed himthe bird. "Screw you, Cooper!"

"You have just put into words nmy one burning desire, you lovely little
Apache princess."” Cooper was nmoving toward the door before the words
left his nmouth, Jersey right behind him Fortunately for Cooper, he
could always outrun Jersey. But this day, when he had outdistanced the
shorter-1egged Jersey, he made the mistake of hiding in an old two-old
out house. The out house had just recently been abandoned as a secondary
relief station and the pit was still rather fragrant.

Jersey began rocking the old privy, with Cooper screamng like a
banshee, and finally turned it over. Cooper fell a fewfeet. Into the pit.

It was quite an operation getting Cooper out, involving the use of a
Hummer with a wi nch and the Rebels all wearing gas masks.

Jersey made herself scarce. She knew Cooper was going to get her for this.
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"You |ike snakes in your sleeping bag, Jersey?" Ben asked with a snile

"I really didn't nean for himto fall into the shit pit," Jersey said.
"How about a dead skunk in your sleeping bag?" Corrie asked her

"It was an accident, | tell you!"

"He'l | probably put dead mice in your canteens," Anna suggested.

"Look, you guys," Jersey noaned. "Cooper has an inventive enough m nd
He doesn't need any help from you. Just keep your suggestions to
your sel ves, huh?"

But Cooper was all forgiving and sweet (after he took several showers),
and that made Jersey even nore nervous.

"He's plotting to get you," Ben said with a snile

"Yeah, when you | east expect it," Beth said

"This is going to be sonething to see,"” Corrie remarked.

"I can hardly wait," Anna said.

"WIl you for Christ's sake do sonething, Cooper!" Jersey yelled at him

But Cooper would only smle and say, "All is forgiven, ny little desert
bl ossom "

"In a pig's ass, it is,"” Jersey snarled at him

"This is a lot nore fun that actually doi ng sonet hing,
one evening after chow.

Cooper told Ben

"Are you going to pull sonething on her?"

Cooper shook his head. "No. But Jersey thinks | am That's why it's so



much fun."

As the columm slowy advanced north, in a zig-zag route, taking various
hi ghways, they began to see signs of a massive and hurried exodus by the
punks and rab-
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ble. But still no signs of Jethro Jim Bob Missel dine or his arny.

"Do they even exist?" Ben asked one | ate afternoon, as the Rebels were
maki ng canmp for the evening.

"If they do, they're staying off the radio," Corrie said. "I have a
hunch they're using CBs in a very limted way. W' ve intercepted nothing."

Ben sipped his coffee and then said, "I swear |'ve felt eyes on ne."

"Me, too," Jersey agreed

"Ch, hell, Jersey," Ben told her. "That's Cooper, lusting after your body."
Cooper waggl ed his eyebrows and grinned, noddi ng his head in agreenent.
Jersey gave hima dirty | ook

Corrie held up a hand for silence. She listened, and then said, "Scouts
have nade contact with Missel dine's people. W are being warned to turn
back now or die."

"Wonderful ," Cooper said.

Bet h yawned at the warning.

Anna spat on the ground in contenpt.

Ben drank his coffee and said not hing.

"Boss," Corrie said. "I have contact with Miussel di ne.'

Ben took the mc. "Missel di ne?"
"What do you want, Raines?"

"W need to tal k, Musseldine. Before we start butting heads in a
needl ess war."

"I have only this to say to you, Raines: |eave our territory at once or
die."

"You're an idiot, Miusseldine." Ben tossed the mc back to Corrie and

went off to find the ness tent.
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Rebel tanks bl ew the roadbl ock and guards apart at first light, sending
various body parts flying all over the place.



Mussel dine's nmen returned fire, nostly in the formof small arns. The
bull ets clanged off the tanks and went whining away into the warm and
hum d summer air.

"FO s have their positions spotted,"” Corrie said, standing beside Ben
"Mrtars," Ben said.

Mortar crews began | aying down a devastating wal k-in of 81 and 60nm
rounds. Mussel dine's forward positions soon fell silent. The Rebels
advanced to find shattered bodi es and smashed weapons.

"Stupid,"” Ben said, |ooking down at one foxhole, and at what was |eft of
several men after a 60mmround had | anded directly in their mdst. "So
far as we know, these people aren't thieves or nmurderers or crimnals
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of any type. Wiy won't they at least sit down with me and talk this
t hi ng out ?"

No one said anything because they all knew that Ben was not expecting
any reply.

"Corrie, see if you can make contact with this Missel -dine. Arrange a
nmeeting. This bl oodshed is not necessary. ''

The colum was about thirty-five mles south of the ruins of Little
Rock, on hi ghway 167.

"Boss, Miusseldine wants to know if you are ready to surrender." Corrie
asked, struggling to hide her smile

Ben | ooked at her, then took off his hel net and scratched his head.

"Bring ne one those prisoners. |'ve got to find out something nore about
this squirrel."

"Right, boss. Ah . . . diere is sonething you should know ..."
Ben arched an eyebr ow

"Every man we captured was carrying a Bible."

"Ch, me," Ben said. "I really hope we aren't dealing with a bunch of
religious nuts."

"I wouldn't want to bet against it," Beth said

"We'll soon know. "

The prisoner's eyes shone with the light of a fanatic. "W are the Arny
of the Salvation, the Sword, and the Hand of the Lord!" the man shouted
at Ben. "And you, sir, are an abom nation."

"I's that a fact?"

"Yes! You are the Great Satan! And Brot her Miussel -di ne has decreed that
you must be destroyed."



"Sorry if | don't wish you luck." Ben was beginning to put it al
toget her. "And what church did he pastor before the G eat \War?"
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"The Church of the Sal vation, the Sword, and the Hand of the Lord, of
course."

"Naturally. How silly of me to ask."
"God is on our sidel™

How many men had nout hed that sane phrase over the | ong and bl oody
centuries? How many had died with those words on their |ips? How many
really believed it?

"Thi s bl oodshed is not necessary,” Ben told the man. "I believe we can
talk this matter through and reach sonme sort of setdement.”

"Never!" the man shouted, startling everybody standing cl ose-by. "The
Rebel s are the scourge of the earth and rmust be destroyed!"

"This guy's not totin' a full |oad, boss,"
bricks shy."

Cooper said. "He's about two

"Degenerate!" the man shouted at Cooper, the veins in his neck standing
out. He was red-faced and sweating. "Filthy foll ower of the Geat Satan!"

"Where in the hell do all these dodos cone fronP?" Jersey asked
"Whore!" the prisoner shouted at her. "Dirty harlot of the devil!"

"CGet this crackpot out of here," Ben ordered, before Jersey could
butt-stroke himwith her rifle. The man was | ed away, shouting Biblica
phrases, more or |ess.

"Boss, Mussel di ne says he has nothing to say to you," Corrie said. "He

says we all have the mark of the beast on us."

"Revel ation. "Ben sighed. "I'msorry to say that we're dealing with
religious fanatics-true believers. There probably won't be any
conprom se fromthese people. They are one hundred percent right, and
ever ybody
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el se i s one hundred percent wong. There is no mddle ground with them"
Ben expelled air, his face grim

"For the sake of peace, |'d back out and give themthe state," Ben said.
"But that wouldn't satisfy themfor |ong-nothing ever does. They want it
all.”

"That's just half the story, boss," Corrie said. "Communications has
just begun to pick up transm ssions out of M ssouri between |Issac Africa



and sorme general who calls hinself Mbutomanba. "
Ben blinked. "Wat the hell was that |ast nane?"

Corrie smled. "Mbutomanba. According to our intel, this Issac Africa

has four divisions of troops. Their divisions are about three tines the
size of our battalions. First division is conmanded by General

Mobut omanba. The ot her conmanders are Col onel Cugumnba, Col onel Kenyat a,
and Col onel Zandar."

"You have got to be kidding!"
Everyone started | aughing at the expression on Ben's face.

Ben | ooked at one of his sergeants. "Do you know anythi ng about this
| ssac Africa, Lew s?"

"No, sir. That's a new one on ne. But | do know this damm Zandar nut.

He's a bad one. He was in prison when the Great War hit the gl obe. He
was oh, nmaybe nineteen or twenty at the time. A black nmilitant who

bel onged to a terrorist group that had declared war on all whites. He
killed a white police officer who had pulled himover for speeding. He
had just started his prison termwhen the balloon went up."

"You knew hi m personally, Lew s?"

"I went to high school with the son-of-a-bitch in Ceveland. Until he
dropped out in his junior year. He canme froma real good famly. Upper,
upper niddle class.
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That's the shane of it all. Hell, he wasn't oppressed. He had noney,
cl ot hes, car, good |ooks. Sharp as a tack. He was accepted by everybody.
Vell-liked for atine. | don't know what turned himaround. He showed up

at school one day wearing robes and beads and those silly goddamm hats.
He started preaching hate. And it went downhill fromthat point. |
stayed the hell away fromhim™

"Thank you, Lewis."

The sergeant nodded. "I came over to tell you we came out clean in this
litde fight. No dead or wounded. But those prisoners we took are nuts,
Ceneral . What do you want to do with thenf? They're driving my people crazy."

Ben chuckl ed at the expression on Lewis' face. "I'Il have a chopper cone
in and take them back to Base Canp One for nore interrogation. W're
going to hold here until we can find out exacdy what die hell we're up
against with this Missel dine character."

"Right, sir."
"Death to the Philistines!" the faint shout came fromthe prisoner conmpound.

"This war just keeps getting weirder and weirder," Ben nuttered.

Back at Base Canp One, the newly appointed Secretary of State of the
Southern United States of America settled right in and went to work.



Since there wasn't as yet a lot to do on the international scene, Honer
started helping Cecil widi the adm nistrative duties of running the SUSA

Bl anton's wife, older now and a hell of |ot nore tactful
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(and wi ser in the ways of the world) than when she'd first net Ben

Rai nes, began making plans to start teaching at a | ocal college as soon
as it reopened. The first thing she noticed (with a slight smle) was
that the textbooks were not in the least politically correct-they were
accurate. The textbooks detail ed events as they happened, not as sone
had wi shed they had occurred, and portrayed people in their order of

i mportance, favoring no ethnic or political group

Ms. Blanton's eyes had wi dened considerably since the Great War bl ew
the entire world apart a decade back, and w dened even nore since the
assassi nation attenpt. She understood (finally) what Ben and the others
had done. For as he had told her, or tried to tell her sone nonths back
"Look | ady, six thousand years ago, the Jews had a working governnent, a
witten | anguage, schools, etc. At the same tine, ny European ancestors
were sitting around in caves, grunting at one another and painting

t hensel ves blue. W all had to start somewhere. Every race of beings had

their order of advancenent. |'mnot going to whitewash history- no
raci al slur intended-just to satisfy some ethnic group. In the SUSA
we'll teach what actually happened, not what some group w shed had
happened. "

At the time, she thought Ben to be racist.
She saw now that her thinking could not have been further fromthe truth.

"We've got three battalions of Rebels left in Eastern Europe," Ceci
told Blanton. "Wat is your thinking on |eaving themthere?"

A der now, and nuch nore the statesman, Honer sat back and gave that
some thought. "Let's leave themthere for the time being as advisors and
admi ni strators
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only," he finally said. "I don't want themin any conbat role. And

sure as hell don't want us to get bogged down over there. W' ve got too
many problenms here in North Anerica to resolve before we can take on the
worl d."

Cecil smiled. "You and Ben really aren't that far apart in thinking."

Bl anton returned the snile. "Not anynore, at least. But he had to kick
me in the ass to nake ne realize that."

Cecil laughed. And yet another friendship was born out of m sunderstandi ng.

Far to the north of Ben's position, Issac Africa read the dispatch with
great interest and grow ng anger. Sinon Border was up to somet hi ng-but
what ? According to the dispatch, Rita Rivers couldn't figure it out
either. But that canme as no surprise to Issac. Rita was ugly as a nud
fence, but a great fuck. However, she didn't have the common sense All ah



gave a goose

And neither did Harriet Hooter

Bot h of them together couldn't change a |ight bulb.

| ssac crunbled the note and tossed it. Rita and Harriet had no nore
stroke. Politically, they were finished. Therefore, Issac had no nore
use for Rita. Sinon Border would make a place for both of themin his
organi zation, but it would be positions of no inportance.

I ssac's main concern now was that goddamm Ben Rai nes. |ssac knew t hat
once Ben got pissed off, he would squash that |oony-tunes honky redneck
Mussel di ne |i ke a bug.

Then | ssac woul d be next.
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| ssac was under no illusions about that, either

No arny anywhere in the world had ever defeated the Rebels, including
the U S. Arned Forces. Issac had a lot of troops; the Rebels had nore
and they were nmuch better equi pped. The Rebel s had rocket -assi sted
artillery that could lay back twenty nmiles and hit the targets with
scary accuracy.

So what was the best course of action?

| ssac knew, but it galled himto even think about it.

Conpr oni se

But woul d Rai nes even tal k about a conprom se?

One way to find out.

He headed for his communications building. If he could just buy a little
time, perhaps he could build up his arny so strong that even Raines

m ght have second thoughts about attacking him

It was worth a try.

What had once been the thriving city of Little Rock was a shanbl es,

al nost exactly as the Rebels had left it after bringing it down in their
relentl ess quest to rid the earth of gangs and thugs and punks and the
hat ed Ni ght Peopl e.

There was one difference now the rabble were squatting am d the ruins.
"Why?" Anna asked, upon sighting the men and wonen and kids. "Wth all
the Iand and homes theirs for the taking, with cows and chi ckens and
pi gs and goats and sheep by the hundreds of thousands, why are they

pi cki ng through the trash, always on the verge of starvation?"

Ben didn't reply. His eyes were sweeping the area
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ahead. Sonething was all out of whack here but he couldn't inmmediately
bring it into focus.

"Hold it up right here, Coop," Ben said.
Cooper stopped the van. "What's w ong, boss?"

"I don't know. Corrie, order tanks buttoned up and forward. Everybody
get ready for a fight. I think we've been suckered."

"How?" Cooper asked.

"Just a hunch, Coop. Just a hunch. See how the wormen are staying between
us and kids at all times? See how both the nmen and wonen are all dressed
in long coats? Hell, it nust be ninety degrees out there. They're hiding
weapons. Back us up behind the tanks."

But Ben's warning canme too |ate. The so-called "rabble" suddenly dropped
behi nd carefully worked out and previously chosen defensive positions
and opened fire on the Rebels.

A battle tank was coming up fast, trying to get between the van and the
attackers, but it was just a few seconds too late. A nortar round

expl oded in front of the van, rocking the heavy vehicle and pocking the
bul | et - proof wi ndshi el d. Light machi ne-gun fire hamrered agai nst the
grill and the radi ator began pouring out clouds of steam

"Qut the back!" Ben yelled. "G ab what you can and get the hell out of
this tin coffin before it blows."

Ben and his team quickly exited out the rear of the van with just
seconds to spare. A rocket slammed into the side of the van and the
vehicl e exploded in flanmes. The force of the expl osion knocked Ben and
teamto the street, nonentarily stunned, but otherw se unhurt. They
scranbled to their boots and raced for cover

"Tal k about wal king into an anbush with our eyes
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wi de open," Ben panted, as he crouched down behind what was left of a
brick store-front wall.

"Nobody picked up on it, Boss," Jersey said. "These people are better
t han we thought."

Ben brushed the dust off his Thonpson and nodded his head.' ' Yeah. But
we do have a slight problem gang.'

H s team | ooked at himover the rattle of weapons.
"We're cut off," Ben said.
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Mussel dine's people tried a frontal against Ben and team It was
sui ci de. The guns of the MBTs opened up and chopped themto the pavenent
of the littered street.

"Cooper, you and Anna take the rear," Ben ordered.

Cooper grabbed his SAWand a can of ammo and he and Anna got into position

Ben was thankful now that he had sent Snoot back to Base Canp One,
getting the Husky out of harm s way.

A long burst of heavy machi ne-gun fire kept the heads of Ben and team
down for half a minute.

"They'll be working closer under that cover," Ben shouted over the roar
of combat. "Coming out of the alleys fromside and rear. Get ready for it."
Several of Missel dine's people rushed the side, making it over the piles

of brick and junk that were once the buil ding.
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Anna caught one in md-junp and gave hima burst fromher CAR the .223
rounds stitching himfromgroin to neck. He fell in alifeless lunp at
her boots.

Cooper nade a one-handed catch of a thrown grenade and tossed the

pi neappl e back with about one second | eft on the fuse. "Down!" he
yel l ed, just as the grenade bl ew. The pi neappl e expl oded about two feet
of f the ground and the shrapnel fromit peppered several of Misseldine's
fighters.

"Are they brave or just stupid?" Jersey called over the painfu
shrieking of the horribly wounded.

"They're religious fanatics,"
dangerous. "

Ben replied. "And that makes them doubly

Then there was no tinme for talk as Missel dine's people charged Ben's
posi tion.

But two nore main battle tanks had joined the fracas, and they opened up
with .50 caliber machi ne guns and M 60 machi ne guns, |aying down a
devastating half circle of fire around Ben's position. Misseldine's
peopl e went down |i ke broken bow ing pins, flopping and ki cki ng and
screaming their lives away on the littered and now bl ood- soaked street
and all eys.

"W have a narrow wi ndow to our left," Corrie called. "But it'll be
closing in a matter of seconds."

"Let's take it!" Ben shouted. "Go, people, go! Follow nme!" Ben was over
the wall and running before anyone could stop him

The few seconds of the safety net closed as Mussel di ne's people shifted
around.

Ben cane face to face with a burly and bearded man, a wild light shining



in his eyes. Ben stuck the nmuzzle of the old Thonpson in the man's face
and pulled the trigger. The man's head expl oded in a shower of bl ood
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and brains and bone, all of it splattering the brick wall behind him

Ben and team ducked into a building as the wi ndow of opportunity was
conpl etely seal ed off.

A woman came runni ng and shrieking toward Jersey, shouting somnething
about saving babies fromthe devil's knife of abortion and calling
Jersey a whore of evil.

"Ch, fuck you!" Jersey said, then shut her up permanently with half a
mag of .223 rounds.

"What kind of nuts are we fighting?" Jersey panted. "Abortions?"

Ben shoved a fresh nag into the belly of the Thonpson. "A wi ng of the
old religious right-the extrem st branch of it. The nuts are really
com ng out of the woodwork now. "

"Al'l the years we've been fighting the punks and warl ords and street
crap and Ni ght People, they've been in deep cover, training," Cooper
remar ked, keeping an eye on the street fromhis position behind a

bl own- out w ndow.

"You got it, Coop," Ben agreed.

"And | thought we had some real piss-heads in nmy country,” Anna said.

Ben smled at the now griny-faced teenager. Even the dirt and gunsnoke
and dust of battle could not hide the young woman's astoni shing beauty.

Ben | ooked up as a roaring came to his ears.

"They're all over us!" Beth shouted, rising to neet the charging crush
of Mussel dine's fanatics as they canme streanming in through a hole in the
concrete bl ock wall

Then it was hand-to-hand in a bl oody no-quarter fight to the finish.
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Thousands of miles away, at his mansion in Africa, Bruno Bottger sniled
and | eaned back in his chair. The recently arrived and decoded reports
fromhis spies in North Anerica were pleasing to his eyes. Ben Raines
and his Rebels were fighting for their very existence in the States.
Bruno's peopl e had done their jobs well, infiltrating Sinmon Border's
organi zation, infiltrating Jethro Miussel dine's armnmy, and working hard to
bring down Honer Bl anton's adm nistration

Everyt hi ng was goi ng exactly as planned and right on schedul e.

The native nen and wonen and children in the territory that Bruno's arny



now controlled in Africa had been either killed or cowed to the point
where they were no | onger any threat.

Al'l those found with AIDS had been exterm nated shortly after Bruno had
arrived. Everyone was tested (those that refused the tests or tried to

run were shot), and anyone who tested positive for H 'V had been gassed

or shot and their bodies burned. Entire tribes had been wi ped fromthe

face of the earth.

The Nazi flag now fl ew over thousands and thousands of acres of Africa.
ol d m nes and di anond nmi nes were now solidly under Nazi control. Sone
of the richest farmand in the world was now produci ng crops for the nen
and wonen and children of the New Reich

Bruno Bottger closed his eyes and his snile w dened in satisfaction
Ah! he thought. Life is good.
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None of the hundreds of roam ng gangs of rabble, none of the

sel f-procl ai red warl ords, nor the arnmies of Issac Africa or Jethro
Mussel dine worried Sinon Border. The rabble and the warlords had no rea
organi zation and Africa and Missel dine were both idiots. Ben Raines
woul d deal with all of themin his usual manner

It was Ben Raines that worried Sinon.
Si nron Border trusted Ben even | ess than Ben trusted Sinpn.

Si mon had no intention of allow ng Ben and his Southern United States of
America to flourish. And Sinon knew that Ben was probably well aware of
t hat .

It was just a matter of time before their arm es would cl ash.

Ben enptied a nmagazine of .45s into the knot of screaming fanatics and
then sl ammed the butt of the Thonpson against a head and heard the skul
bone pop under the inpact. Jersey had enptied her M16 and was now usi ng
an entrenching tool from her pack; the blood was flying with each savage
slash fromthe sharpened bl ade. Anna was using a nachete and had al ready
sent several heads slopping to the dirty floor, unblinking and frozen
eyes wi de open in death shock. Corrie was sw nging her CAR |like a club,
wi th devastating results. Cooper and Beth remmined at their positions,
keepi ng others of Misseldine's army at bay outside the ruined building.

Troops and MBTs finally snmashed through to Ben's
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position and the assault from Mussel dine's nen and wonen was broken .
for the time being.

Every nmenber of the team was cut and bl eeding from m nor wounds, but
none suffered any serious injury. Tough body arnmor and hel mets had saved
themall from being badly wounded.



"CGet out of these ruins,'' Ben ordered, brushing away a medi ¢ who had
rushed up and started fussing over him "The city is a deathtrap
Everybody out of here."

The Rebel s began pulling back until they were clear of the ruins of
Littl e Rock.

There, Ben let the medics go to work on him

"We sure got suckered into that one," Ben remarked, as the aid man
finished cleaning out a cut on his cheek. He gave Ben a shot to dull the
pai n before he started stitching up die two-inch |Iong knife slash. Wile
t he nedi ci ne was taking hold, he gave Ben a tetanus shot and then
started closing die cut.

A Scout wal ked up. "We know now what kind of weapons these nuts have and
what kind they don't have," he reported. "They have only a few rocket

| aunchers. But diey have plenty of heavy machi ne guns and enough nortars
to cause us sone grief."

Ben nodded hi s head.

"Hol d still!" the nmedic said.

"Sorry," Ben nuttered.

"The men and wonen of Musseldine's arny are highly disciplined and
reasonably well-trained in nmlitary tactics," the Scout continued.
"We're not dealing with amateurs. But only a few wore any type of body
arnor and they appear to have no universal dress code."

"But they're damm good guerrilla fighters," Ben
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replied, his words slightly slurred due to the deadening of part of his
face.

"They are that,"
sone hits."

the Scout agreed, a grimess behind his words. "W took

"Gve it to ne."

"Ei ght een dead. Twenty-five wounded. Five of them not expected to nake it.

"Corrie, order replacenments up fromthe ready pool."

"Right, boss. |'ve got a big nine-passenger wagon on the way up from
Base Canp One. It's one of the |ast nmade before the G eat War. Qur

peopl e just finished bullet-proofing it and addi ng sone el ectronic gear."
"Cecil order that wagon found and updated?"

"Right. He thought our van sucked-his words."

Ben smiled, then sobered. "All right, people. Let's bury our dead and
start nmaking some plans to teach a hard lesson to M. Misseldine and his



arny of fruitcakes."

The first lesson cane in the formof heavy artillery from Ben's massive
sel f-propell ed 155's. They began dropping in every type of round in

their arsenal, including tactical CS gas. Wen Missel di ne's peopl e cane
staggering out of their holes, Rebel snipers, many of them using
specially built .50 caliber rifles, lined themup in the cross-hairs and

killed them Coser in, die MBTs were slinging out anti-personnel and HE
rounds. Then Ben ordered the P-51E' s in, |oaded with napal m

When it came to warfare, Ben was not a nice person

Ben's Rebels circled the city, pounding it and surrounding areas with
| and- based artillery and air attacks
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for two days and nights without a break. Wen Ben finally ordered a halt
to the bonmbardnent, there was little left of what had once been the
capital of Arkansas. The city was a snoking, burning ruin, stinking of
death and the lingering residue of CS gas.

"Scouts in," Ben ordered.

"It's a dead city," they reported back

"Let's go," Ben told his team clinbing into the big four-wheel drive
vehicle just up from Base Canp One. The original seats had been pulled
out and six individual seats installed. A hole had been cut into the
roof and a ring nmount with a nmachi ne gun had been added to the

strengt hened roof of the big wagon. The wagon didn't get nuch in the way
of gas mileage, but it was confortable and well-arnored.

Wth two MBTs | eadi ng, Ben once nore entered the city.

A deadly stillness greeted the Rebels, punctuated only by die crackling
of an occasional fire, as die napalmignited flanmes ate into old and
smashed wood.

"Pull over there," Ben said to Cooper, pointing to a Scout checkpoint.
He | owered die window. "Prisoners?" he asked the young Scout.

" '"Bout a dozen so far, General. They're a pretty sad-I|ooking bunch
Held 'bout a half mile further down. On your right. Interrogation teamns
are there now "

Cooper parked at die interrogation site and Ben and team got out,
wal ki ng over to die one-story building that had, niracul ously, escaped
the barrage virtually unscathed. An officer fromthe psychol ogica
warfare and interrogation unit had just stepped outside as Ben drove up

"Al'l the fight got knocked out of this little bunch
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Ceneral ," the officer said with a snmile. "Forty-eight hours of



continuous artillery bonbardnent and air strikes will do that. According
to them we trapped about three thousand of Misseldine's people in the
city. After the anbush, they apparently relaxed, thinking we had pulled
out. The artillery and air strikes really cane as quite a surprise. The
CS gas drove a lot of themout of their holes and the inconming got them
Those that were near the outskirts got wasted by our snipers.”

"Chil dren?" Ben asked softly.
The officer hesitated for a nonent. "Some kids were anong the group, sir."

"Shit!" The oath expl oded from Ben's nout h.

"That ought to tell you what kind of people they are, sir. Bringing kids
into a battle zone."

"But the children are still dead."”

"Yes, sir.

"Suffer the little children unto nme," Ben nuttered under his breath.
"Sir?"

Ben waved that off. "Nothing. Just talking to nyself. Any word on where
Mussel di ne' s HQ mi ght be | ocat ed?"

"He doesn't have a permanent HQ That's been confirmed. He's constantly
nmovi ng fromone location to another. But his people are spread out from
west to east at the top of the state.™

"I certainly know that part of the country. Wre you with us at that tine?"

"Yes, sir. | was in another part of the nation. But | heard about it."

A few years back, Ben had been captured by a bunch of wackos. For
several weeks after his escape, he had
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waged a devastating guerrilla war agai nst those who had taken him prisoner
"Boss?" Corrie called. "Pilots report |arge groups of people headi ng
north. They're spreading out all over the top part of the state. Visuals

confirmit is Miussel-dine's people. Men, wonen, and children.”

"Do not fire on them" Ben ordered. "Make that perfectly clear. Do not
fire on them | don't want any nore children harned."

"Right, boss." Corrie quickly relayed the orders.

When she had done that, Ben asked, "Any word on the whereabouts of Ray
Br own?"

"Negative."

"He'll surface,"” Ben muttered. "And when he does, 1'll be there." Ben
was unaware of the psychol ogi cal warfare officer |ooking at him



strangely. "And then," Ben added, "I'll see just how well he can die."

"This thing with Ray Brown sounds personal, sir," the officer said.
Ben | ooked at him The officer thought he had never seen such deadly
col dness in a gaze. "Very personal ," Ben said, then wal ked over to the
wagon and got in.

"Where to, boss?" Cooper asked, when everybody was in their seats.

"North. Let's settle this thing with Musseldine. Tell the battalion to
fall in, Corrie. Scouts out."

"You may never find this Ray Brown person, General Ben," Anna said.
"Il find him" Ben replied. "Wether it takes one nonth or ten years,
i

I will find him And whether he surrenders or |I capture him. . . 1"l
kill him"
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Ben's ruthl essness shocked Jethro Miusseldine. Up until the assault on
Littl e Rock, he had not known just how well-equi pped the Rebels were.
Now he knew there was not a single weapon of war the Rebels did not
possess . . . nor would Ben Raines hesitate to use any of them

As his peopl e advanced north, Missel di ne dejectedly assessed his
situation. He had lost nearly a third of his army in Little Rock
Mussel di ne was certain that sonehow he had failed God, and this was his
puni shnent .

Perhaps God didn't really want himto fight Ben Raines after all. Could

that be it? Was this a sign from Above? No, Misseldine rejected that.
absolutely not . . . Wll . . . maybe it was. Jethro wasn't all that

certain that God had instructed himpersonally to fight the Geat Satan

call ed Ben Raines. That vision m ght have been brought on by

i ndi gestion; he had eaten a whole berry pie that evening before retiring.
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But for sure sonething had to be done to stop the rampagi ng of Ben
Rai nes and his Rebels. The man was so ... well, godless.

Jethro was on a mission ... a crusade. \Wen the nation was restored,

there sinmply had to be prayer in public schools, as well as Bible

cl asses beginning in the first grade. Abortion nust be halted at al

costs. Any nention of evolution would be forbidden. And non-believers
woul d be cast out and stoned . . . that's what the Bible said nust happen

Well, it sort of said that. . . depended on one's interpretation

At Russellville, Arkansas (what was left of it), Missel-dine had nade up
his m nd. He ordered his columms halted.

"We shall fight the many-headed beast here," he announced.

He ordered his people to forma line stretching fromRussellville east
to Searcy (what was left of it).



"We'll force the G eat Satan to neet us nono a nono!.
Then he had to explain to many of his true believers exactly what that
meant, for many of his followers just weren't that swift when it cane to
nmeshi ng together gray matter

"This will be the end of Ben Raines," Missel dine shouted to his
wi | d-eyed followers. "This will be Ben Raines's last stand in America ..."

Uh- huh. Yeah. Right.

When Ben heard that, he was rem nded of that old joke about Custer's
| ast thoughts: Holy Cow, where'd all these fuckin' Indians cone fronf?
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"Well, it's not that bad a place to make a stand," Ben said, |ooking at
a map. Intelligence had quickly picked up on the signals from

Missel dine's canp. "He's got the Arkansas River and this lake to his
west, and the Wite River to his east. That woul d sl ow us down sone if
we wanted to do an end-around. How about these little towns around the
area?"

"When the gangs of rabble cane in, nost of the people fled," a Scout
told him "Many of them headed into the Quachita Mountains to wait it
out. We've nmade contact them and advi sed themto keep their heads down
until the snoke clears.”

"The children with Miscl ehead' s peopl e?"

The Scout smiled but did not correct Ben. "W have confirmed that he has
ordered them nmoved north, out of harmis way. Intel has intercepted a

nunber of nessages to that effect."

"I want one last try at talking to this man," Ben said. "Corrie, see if
you can contact thisjethro Miscl ebrain.™

"Mussel di ne, boss."
"Ri ght. What ever."
After a few nonents, she said, "Misseldine on the bl ower, boss."

Ben took the mc. "Jethro, Ben Raines here. W don't have to be enemni es.
This fighting can cone to a halt right now It's all up to you."

"You nmean, surrender, Raines?"

"No. Just quit fighting and go hone. Keep your weapons. Let's live in
peace. How about it?"

"You're trying to trick nme!l" Missel di ne screaned
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"No, I'mnot. No trick. W can end the fighting and you and your people
can just go hone."

"It's adirty trick! That's what it is. It's a filthy, rotten trick."
Ben sighed. "Missel bone, it's no trick. W can work together and
co-exi st in peace. Set up your private schools and teach religion. |
don't care. You can have a church on every corner if that is what you
wi sh. Forbid abortions in your towns. | won't interfere with that and
neither will any of my people-"

"I abhor a liar. And that's what you are, Raines. You are not an
honor abl e man."

"What the hell does it take to convince this nut?" Ben nuttered. He
| ooked at Corrie. "I want every weapon that is capable of delivering
tear gas and pepper gas made ready."

"They're ready, boss. Helicopters circling now, two m nutes away. Al
troops have been issued tear gas and pepper gas canisters.”

"Fine." He lifted the mic. "Misselfoot, are you there? Let's sit down
and talk this thing out. W can live in peace."

"Liar, liar, pants on firel" Jethro screaned.

Ben stared at the speaker and shook his head.

Jethro started preaching to Ben

"Ch, shit!" Ben said. "I'moffering himpeace and he's giving us a sernon.”
Mussel di ne was ranting and raving and gul ping air, running his words
together as if he had suddenly been transported to the Plain of Shinar
and was standing in the center of the Tower of Babel. Then he started
speaki ng i n tongues.

"What die hell is that?" Anna blurted.
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"He's got the spirit," Ben told her.

"I hope it's not contagious," Anna replied.

Ben keyed the nmic. "Missel head," he said wearily.

Anna gi ggled. "MiusseWre, Ceneral Ben."

"Right. Whatever." He lifted the mc. "Are you receiving this?"
"Unmgonal ot t agoogooda. '

"Musket head, get a grip on things. Speak English. This is inportant.
|'ve trying to save lives here."

Sl opgooyungoochyJerrylLeeandEl vi st 0o."'



"Shall we have the artillery start dropping in the gas?" Anna asked.
"Pl ease?"

"Hell,no," Ben said. "W can't interrupt a religious cerenony. That
woul d be unconstitutional. |I think." He pressed the talk button
"Muscatel, are you back to earth yet?"

" Gammaboggi ewoogi er ockunsockungonango! "

"He sounds like Emil Hite," Jersey renarked.

"Em | makes nore sense than that." Ben frowned. "Mdst of the tinme, that is.

"FOs report Miusseldine's people, all up and down the line, are standing
up, boss," Corrie said. "They're dancing and waving their arms and
appear to be speaking in tongues."

"This is not good, Ben said.' "Tell all forward observers to get
into protective gear and start falling back."

"Slay the infidels!" Miussel di ne shouted, rattling the speaker
"Now he's begi nning to nake sonme sense,"” Ben said. "Wll, sort of."
"Drive the godless Philistines into the sea!"

"What sea?" Cooper asked. "Nearest body of water around here is that
pond over there."
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Ben spoke into the mc. "Missel man? Can you hear ne?"

Whopbopal oomabopbanboom '

"I'f you could put guitar and drums behind that, it'd be real catchy,"
Jersey said with a straight face

He couldn't help it. Ben burst out |aughing.

"I hear the sounds of the nmany-headed beast rising out of the fiery,
snoki ng depths of hell!" Jethro shouted.

"I kind of wish we'd stayed in Europe,"” Beth said. "At |east that war
nmade some sense.”

Ben wi ped |aughter tears fromhis eyes. "This nmay work out to our
advantage, if he can really get his people all worked up. Have everybody
stand by to throw gas. | think that nut is going to do sonething really
stupid.”

"' @Grd your loins!" Musseldine screaned orders to his people. "W have
M chael with us and . . . ah, John Wayne, too."

"Now | knowhe's going to do sonmething really dunb. Everybody into
protective gear. Shake out those gas masks."

"Prepare to slay the dragon!"



"I's that us?" Cooper asked.

"That's us,"” Ben told him

"Bl ow, bugle, blow" Missel di ne screaned.
"Here it cones," Ben said

"Charge!" Mussel di ne shout ed.

Ben | ooked at the speaker. "Did that fool say what | think he said?"

"I believe he said 'charge', boss,"” Corrie said.

"That's what | thought."

Corrie's radi o squawked. "General, there are hundreds of those crazy
sons-of - bi t ches chargi ng us up here!
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Many of them have forgotten their weapons and are charging us with enpty
hands. They're shouting in sone strange | anguage."

"They're all speaking in tongues." Ben grabbed the mc. "Get out of
there. 1'msending in gas. Eagle to air leader. Get in there and drop
those gas canisters. Cover the land. Mrtar and artillery . . . start
putting the gas to them"

Over the speaker, they could hear the faint shouts and wild speaking in
tongues fromthe chargi ng troops of Missel di ne.

Ben slipped on his nask as the first canisters of gas were hurled into
the air.

"Hell of a way to fight a war," Ben mnuttered.

There were no casualties on the Rebel side and very few anong the
sol di ers of Mussel dine. While Missel -dine's people were staggering
around, blind and incapacitated fromthe gas, the Rebels disarnmed those
who had renmenbered to bring their weapons along on the wild charge. Sone
of Mussel di ne's peopl e escaped, but not enough of themto cause any
worry for Ben.

After the medics flooded Jethro's eyes and he could once nore see, Ben
had hi m brought to his tenporary CP. He waved himto a chair. "Jethro,
are you still dancing with angels on the head of a pin, or do you now
have both feet firmy on the ground?"

"I amquite lucid," Jethro said stiffly.

"Marvel ous. Shoul d you decide to go off again, speaking with the angels,
warn ne so | can clear out."

"I amnot gripped by the spirit very often.”
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"Good. I'"'mvery relieved to hear that. \Were are you from Jethro?"
"Fayetteville."

"And your, ah, followers?"

"Fromall over the state."

Ben stared at the man. Really a nice-looking fellow, now that the |ight
of fanaticismhad faded fromhis eyes. Ben guessed himto be about his

age. "Jethro, what would you do if | told you to go hone?"

Mussel di ne blinked. "Why ... go honme, | guess. | nean, you have our
weapons. We're defensel ess.”

"We' || return the weapons to you."
Mussel di ne | ooked startled. "You will?"

"Yes, | will. As long as you will swear with your hand on the Bible that
you and your people will never ever again use them against us."

Mussel di ne sl oWy nodded his head. "All right. Yes. | will agree to that."

"That's fine. Now then, are you fully convinced that I amnot the G eat
Sat an?"

Mussel di ne flushed. "Ah, yes, General. | guess |, ah, got alittle
carried away with that."

"Somewhat , " Ben said, very drily.
"But | remain adamantly opposed to abortion."
"That's your right, Jethro. And you certainly have the right to speak

out against it. Just don't try to physically stop soneone from seeking
an abortion should they choose to get one. The other side also has rights."

"Yes. | understand that."

"I hope you do, Jethro. Look, | don't care if you teach religion in your
private schools. |I'm personally opposed to private elementary and hi gh
schools... in many areas | don't believe they teach reality. But | see

now that if
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the SUSA is to survive, I'mgoing to have to bend a little. And |I'm
anenable to that. W're all going to have to do sone bendi ng and
readj usting."

"That's fair," Missel di ne said.

"You want sone coffee?"



"That woul d be nice, General."
Ben had cof fee brought in. After sugaring his, Ben said, "l pose no

danger to you and your people, Jethro. But we both have a real threat
facing us fromthe west."

"Si mon Border," Jethro said quickly.
"You got it."
"I understand that you have reached sone sort of agreement with him"

The man m ght be half nuts at times, Ben thought, but he has a good

intelligence network. "That's true. If he'll stand by his word."
Jethro took a sip of coffee. "That's good. Real coffee. Well, Ceneral,
woul dn't count on Border doing that. | don't trust himat all. He

professes to be a liberal. But | think what he wants is to be king of
Anerica."”

Ben smled. Just before the Great War knocked the world flat on its
back, the word |iberal had beconme one of the nost hated word in the
Engl i sh | anguage. Social prograns and blatant political pork, pushed

t hrough Congress, had very nearly bankrupted the nation, caused taxes to
soar, and in many cases had politically and bitterly divided famly and
friends. "Oh, | don't trust him Jethro. That's just one of the reasons
why you and your people will return hone fully arned. I'lIl be counting
on your hel p when push finally conmes to shove."

"In the formof Sinon Border and his arny?"

"Anmong others, yes. But mainly Sinmon. We'll clean out the gangs of punks
first."”
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"You can count on us, GCeneral."

Ben wondered if, when Jethro and his people were needed the nost, the
man woul d once nore start hearing heavenly voi ces? But Ben knew he

didn't have nuch choice in the matter. The Rebels were spread nuch too
thin as it was, and desperately needed all the allies they could get.

Ben opened the map case and took out a map of Arkansas.' 'Wen | |eave
here, 1'mgoing to drive straight up to the Mssouri |ine and contact
this Issac Africa. I'"'mtold he wants to tal k and perhaps work sonet hing

out. Maybe we can, if the deal is anywhere fair. But he's not going to
like what | have to say to him™"

"I"'ve met him General. The nman despises all whites." He | ooked at Ben
for a noment.' 'Just as you should despise ne for the anbush agai nst
your people in Little Rock."

Ben shook his head. "I don't work that way, Jethro. One of ny cl osest
friends and commanders is a Russian named Georgi Striganov. Georgi and
butted heads all over the U S. for a time. Now he's as nmuch a part of
the Rebels as | am You and | had our battles, nowit's over and we'll
wor k together."



Ben smiled and Jethro returned the smle. "You were saying somnething
about this |Issac person?”

"Yes. | tried to work something out with him But | soon gave that up as
hopeless. | tried to point out that all-white and all-black states have
been tried several tines since the Geat War. They all failed. He says
his won't fail."

Ben nodded. "If that is the course he chooses to take, | can assure him
it will fail. 1'Il place a full enmbargo against his state. He'll receive
no help or trade from
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the SUSA. | won't be a party to wild, unreasonable hatred. And that's
what it seens Issac Africa thrives on."

"Do you bl ame many of the blacks for feeling as they do?"

"Yes, | do," Ben replied without hesitation. "There is no place for
raci al hatred any nore. No roomfor it. Racial hatred and racial

di vi siveness doesn't exist in the SUSA. W won't tolerate it. W're al
Ameri cans here. Qur society is based on commopn sense; that's why so nany
people can't live there. The words nigger, honky, spic, slope, kike,

wop, dago, greaser, beaner, and all the other derogatory words are not
used in the SUSA. Qur young kids have never heard them You know how we
work, Jethro. | don't have to explain it to you. Take your people and go
hone. Tend your crops and gardens and open your shops and mind your own
busi ness and keep your powder dry. You're part of the SUSA now. W stick
t oget her . "

Mussel dine smiled. "Count on it, General. Say, sure you wouldn't like to
attend our Sunday services, Ben?"

"I think I'"Il pass, Jethro. Like the old country song goes: Me and Jesus
got our own thing going."

Mussel di ne | aughed, saluted, and left the CP

Bet h wal ked into the roomthat Ben was using for an office. She held a
clipboard in one hand. Ben spotted it and groaned. He knew she was goi ng
to put sone bad news on him

"We just received a lot of reports from Scouts working outside the SUSA,
boss. It's chaos out there. Al senblance of order and reason have
broken down in approximately twenty states, mdwest, north, east, and a
couple of states in the far west. W don't know what is happening in the
far northeast. But California is a killing ground. Nearly everything we
acconpl i shed over

135

135

t he years-outside of the SUSA-has gone right down the toilet."

Ben sat down, |eaned back, and smiled. "By all means, Beth, don't spare



my feelings. Gve it to ne straight."

She smled at the easy sarcasm "Sinon Border and his Denocratic Front

are managing to keep the lid on in the states they control. But little

brush wars have begun to spring up in what was called M ssouri. Mstly

bl ack against white and so forth. Mchigan is an open battl eground, and
so is New York State."

"Jesus, we're back where we started!"

"That's about right, boss. Except for here in the SUSA and the area
under the control of Sinon Border. It's a total breakdown everywhere else.”

"I'n the rubble of New York City?"

"Thousands of people are living there. The Scouts can't get on the
island to really check it out. W don't know how the hell the people
there are living."

Ben sighed. "They're not living. They're existing. How about N ght People?"

Beth hesitated. "Well . . . intel thinks there has been a heavy
resurgence of those creepie bastards and bitches."

"Dam! You have any nore cheery news?"
She | aughed. "That's it. For now. "

Ben thanked her and | eaned back, putting his boots up on the battered
old dining table he was using for a desk. Nearly everything the Rebels
had acconpli shed over the | ong and bl oody years had been either
destroyed or danmged. |In essence, they were al nost right back where they
had started.

"So we start all over,'
before. "

' Ben nuttered. "Why the hell not? W' ve done it
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Ben and his people waited until Ike and a couple of other battalions had
cl eaned out their sectors in the SUSA and then pulled themover to his
TO 1ke brought Buddy and his 8 Batt and Dan and his 3 Batt.

"I"ve got sone things to say to this Issac Africa," Ben told his people.
"But | wanted you batt corns here when |I did." He | ooked at Corrie. "OK,
Corrie. Let's get the man on the horn."

"Ceneral Raines," the voice sprang fromthe speaker. "lssac Africa here

| hope you're not planning on doing anything foolish, |like attacking nme."
Ben was silent for a few heartbeats, then said, "No, Issac. | have no
plans at this tine to attack you." Ben's son, Buddy, arched an eyebrow

at that statement. "I'mgoing to | eave you alone and let all the hate

you have destroy you. That is, if all those black and white and brown
and tan guerrilla groups you have all around you don't do it first."
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"They won't," Issac canme right back. "I took this land just |ike you and
your Rebels seized all of the territory you now claim General."

"You' re about half right, Issac. W took the land. But we didn't drive
out or kill all the blacks as you did the whites. Many of them stayed to
work right alongside us. But you and your followers are all alone,

Issac. Al you have is each other and your unreasonable hatred for
anyone not of your color. The SUSA is not going to trade with you,

Issac. And | won't give you a shipping route to any port we control
Neither will Sinon Border. So that neans anything you grow or

manuf acture, you either eat and use or it rots and rusts. You might try
some northeastern ports, but they're not going to be open for sone years
in the future. No, Issac, you won't last. But |I'mnot going to waste ny
time and put ny people at risk fighting you. Not unless you nake sone
hostil e nove against us. | don't believe | have anything else | care to
di scuss with you, Issac.”

| ssac was cursing as Ben handed the mc to Corrie and she switched the
frequency, stilling the wild profanity.

"He m ght |ast several years, Ben," |ke cautioned.
"He m ght. But | suspect not. Intel reports dozens of small guerrilla
bands ni pping and biting at his people fromall sides." Ben smled.

"Many of those guerrilla bands supported and equi pped by us, of course.”

Buddy smiled at his father's words and cut his eyes to lke. |ke sighed
and handed Buddy a silver dollar. Ben watched the exchange and said,

"One of these days, lke, you're going to learn not to ganble with ny son."

"l believe that tinme has come, Ben. |'ma slow |learner. So what's next
for us?"
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Ben wal ked over to a wi ndow m nus the glass and boarded up-and stared
out through the cracks for a nonent. Wen he turned to face the group
hi s expression was serious. "It's become obvious to nme, and | suspect to
all of you, that the SUSA cannot continue as a separate nation within a
nation. Isolationismjust won't work. Oh, it was a grand plan and it

wor ked for a time. However, too many forces and factions are agai nst us
for us to stand entirely al one. Somehow, sonmeway, we've got to attenpt
to heal the entire nation ..."

Ben wat ched as the expression on |lke's face changed to one of disgust
and he dug in his BDU pocket and handed Buddy another silver dollar.

". . . if we don't do that, we're going to be fighting at our borders
forever."

"Shit!" Ike said.
"You have a better plan, |ke?" Ben asked.

| ke shook his head. "Unfortunately, no. But Ben, ny God, what a massive
undert aki ng. "

"I know, lke, I know. And we're going to have probably as nmany failures



as we do successes. But if we don't try, we're going to be in conmbat for

the rest of our lives and the SUSA will fall fromneglect . . . anong
ot her reasons. Qur kids and their kids and their kids will know not hi ng
but war. | just don't see any other route to take."

"Fat her," Buddy said. "W can't hel p people who won't hel p thensel ves.
You know that."

"But we have to try, boy. For one thing, | don't want history recording
us as making no effort toward restoring North Arerica in its entirety. |
personally don't think we'll be able to do it. But when we |ay down for

the last tinme, we can go out knowing that we tried."
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Dan said, "So the plan is to take the country-that portion not
controll ed by Sinmon Border-and do it village by village, county by

county, and start re-education prograns for the nasses?"

"That's about it, Dan. W& go in and prop up the people. And if they fal

after we do that " Ben shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know what
we'll do."
"Ch, many of themw |l fall,"” Buddy said matter-of-factly. "After we

take themby their little hands and show t hem what to do and give them
the materials and sone help, and then pull out, probably about half of
themw Il fall right on their faces. Because the governnent won't be
there to pick themup and dust them off and prop them up again. Father,
you know damm wel | -we' ve proven it-that only about a quarter of the
popul ati on of North Anerica can |live under a comon-sense form of
government. The rest either can't or won't. | want to go on record as
saying this is going to be a colossal waste of tine and effort."’

Ben's face hardened. "Well then, boy, I'll ask you the sane question |
asked Il ke: Do you have a better plan?"

"No," the young man replied. "I do not." He held up a hand, silencing
Ben before he could speak. "I understand why you're doing this, Father.
Nobl e t houghts not wi thstandi ng. You've had our medical people working
around the cl ock producing vaccines. W're going to inocul ate the nasses
to keep epidemcs fromoccurring ..."

"Why not just inoculate the Rebels and our supporters, and allow the
epidem cs to take out those worthl ess peopl e?" Anna suggested.

"I agree with Anna," Buddy said quickly.
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"Jesus Christ!" Ben flared. "And people call ne cold and unfeeling."

Dan and | ke exchanged gl ances and faded back, silently |eaving the

house, as did Ben's team letting father and son and adopted daughter
verbally have at each other. The only team nenber who stayed in the room

was Jersey. The devil couldn't have noved her from Ben's side.

"Doctor Chase is on the way in," Corrie told the group. "He's bringing
in our share of the vaccines. Buddy and Anna will not change the boss's



m nd
"You can bet on that," Beth said.
"And your opinion of the plan, Beth?" |ke asked.

"It's a practical plan, General,"” Beth replied. "One we've tried before

inalimted way. W failed then and will probably fail now But we wll
get to a certain percentage of the popul ation. And a certain percentage
will, once propped up, stand on their own tw feet and succeed."

"I knowyou have the stats all worked out, Beth," Dan said. "So what are
t hey?"

"About thirty percent, naybe as high as thirty-five percent, of the

popul ati on-that we get to, that is- will stand with us and work to
restore the nation. The rest will whine and bitch and piss and conplain
about everything. They'll npan about civil rights and constitutiona
rights and gun control and this, that, and the other thing, and about
how they' re not appreciated and eventually they' Il drop out and wander
of f. But nothing they do, or fail to do, will ever be their fault. It
will always be the fault of soneone or sonething else- usually society.

But in the maiin | agree with the boss. W've got to try."
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Anna cane out of the house and up to the group. "General Ben has a
tenmper, doesn't he?" she asked.

| ke chuckled at the expression on Anna's face. "Is Buddy still alive?"
"Buddy decided to go along with the plan," the teenager said, "but I
still think it's stupid." She | ooked up at the sounds of planes as they
began their airport approach. "Wo is that?"

"Doctor Lamar Chase," |lke said. "Now the fun begins."

Lamar took a sip of his whiskey and smiled. "Ben Raines, the great
humanitarian. Quite a difference fromthe fire-breathing dragon | recal
fromyears back. Kill '"emall except six, and save them for pallbearers.’

"You di sagree with what | propose, Lanar?"

The men were alone in the den of the house.

"Ch, no, Ben. Not at all. | think it's a grand plan. If you can pull it
off, it'll be the happening of the new mllennium How about I|ssac
Africa and his people? Do they get inocul ated, too?"

"If they want it. But they won't. Issac will convince the majority of
his followers that it's some sort of trick. Issac was one of those who
preached that the CIA deliberately started AIDS to wi pe out the black
people in Africa.'

"Are you putting me on?"



Chase shook his head in disgust.
"Did you bring everything we need, Lanar?"

"Ch, yes. And | can be resupplied with no problem by air drop if
necessary. Qur people down south have
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been worki ng around the cl ock cranking out vacci nes. How about this
Jethro Mussel di ne and his peopl e?"

"I"ve sent medics over there with vaccines. They'll rejoin us after

we' ve taken, or retaken, | should say, the airport in Menphis. Wiat wll
this be, the third goddam tinme? |I'mgetting where | know that airport
better than my own house."

Chase lifted his glass. "To success."

“I'll sure drink to that."

Three full battalions of Rebels on the nove was a sight to behol d.
Dozens of tanks and both towed and self-propelled artillery. Severa
hundr ed deuce-and- a- hal ves, HumVees, Jeeps, APCs and Bradl ey Fighting

Vehi cl es, and huge tanker trucks. The column stretched out for niles.

The [ ong col uim headed northeast, toward the ruins of Menphis. They
crossed the river and to a person were shocked at what they found.

"There nust five or six thousand people living in the rubble," Scouts
reported back. "Probably nore than that. What in the hell is the matter
wi th these peopl e?"

"As if we didn't know," Ben nuttered. "Let's go check it out, Coop."
"It's God's will," one nman dressed in nothing nore than rags said to Ben
on the outskirts of the city. ' "Al'l is lost. The nmighty have fallen. W
are dooned to wander forever like the lost children until the end cones."
"You're a blathering idiot," Ben told him "Drive on, Cooper."

"Help us!" a man cried out as the big wagon drove
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slowy past him standing with a group of men and wonen and kids. "W're
starving."

"Stop," Ben said. He got out, his teamwith him and wal ked over to the
man. "Did you say you were starving?"

"Yes, sir. Please give us food."
Ben was speechless; it was one of the fewtinmes in his life he was

struck dunb for a nmonent. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. He
pointed to a vacant |ot about a hundred feet away. "You see those



feathered fow pecking at the ground over there?"
"Yes, sir. | do."

"Those are chickens, you nitwit. O the male and fermale variety. There
are eggs over there in nests. Chickens are also very good to eat. Go

gat her the eggs and kill and cook the chickens. But not all of them
Keep sone alive to produce nore eggs and all ow sonme of the eggs to
hatch. Little chickies pop out of the shells. Little chickies grow up to
be big chickies. Dol have to wite it all down for you?"

"You're a very insulting man," a worman nout hed off, wal king up to the
team "Who are you, anyway?"

"They must have just cone in fromthe dark side of the noon,"
nut t er ed.

Jersey

"Ben Rai nes."

Those two words stilled the group for a nonment. They stood and stared at
hi m

Finally the woman said, "If that is true, then you have an obligation to
help us."
Ben blinked a couple of times. "I do?"

"OfF course. You have plenty, we have nothing. You nust share.”
Ben stared at the woman. Took off his beret.
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Scratched his head a couple of times. He began wal ki ng around in snall
circles, muttering some highly profane words. He stopped with his back
to his team and said, "Sonebody better handle this, for | amrapidly
losing grip on what little tenper | have left."

Jersey stepped up to the woman, all five feet of her, the butt of her
CAR resting on one hip, and said, "Wat the hell's the matter with you,
| ady? Are you sone kind of fuckin' fruitcake?"

The ol der and taller woman stared down at the dimnutive Rebel. "I ama
prof essor of phil osophy, young lady. And | am not accustomed to bei ng
spoken to in such a manner."

"Ch, yeah?" Jersey got all up in the wonan's face, standing on her

ti ppy-toes to do so. "Well, philosophize this, Mss Hoity-Toity-we are
not obligated to do a damm thing to help you. Wiy don't you try living
dangerously for a change and hel p yoursel ves?"

"I should slap your face!"
Jersey smiled. Sort of. "Wen you try that, |ady, you best make sure
your heart belongs to God. 'Cause your ginlet ass is damm sure gonna

belong to me!"

Ben turned to see the older woman's reaction to that. \Wen the words
cane, they cane as no surprise to him



The stringy-haired, grimy-faced woman drew herself up, her eyes
flashing. "You damm right-w ng, war-loving, gun nuts are to blane for
all that's happened to the good decent people of Anerica," she hissed.
The words sprang past her lips |ike venomfroma spitting cobra. She
turned to glare at Ben. "If you hadn't insisted on your barbaric nation
none of this would be happening. W were on our way back to a ful
denocracy, but you had to break away."
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Ben had his tenper under control by now and he wal ked over to the wonan.
"A full denocracy, lady? No. | don't know what it was you had, but it
sure as hell was not a denocracy. Even Honer Bl anton-who is now the
SUSA' s secretary of state-admitted that it wasn't working. And as far as
you being hungry, lady . . . don't talk to ne about hunger when this
country is overrun with chickens and cattle and sheep and hogs."

"I am a vegetarian, CGeneral," she announced primy. "I do not eat the
flesh of living creatures.”

Ben | eaned down, put his nose about an inch from hers (which was
runni ng, he observed) and roared, "Then eat weeds, goddammit!"

Ben rai sed no objections when Lamar began setting up his MASH tents and
lining the people up for shots and physicals. "Just don't give that damm
phi | osophy professor any shots that were devel oped from eggs or sheep
shit or calf brains, Lamar," he said sourly. "She'd rather infect an
entire nation."

Doi ng his best to keep fromlaughing in Ben's face, Lamar turned his
back on Ben and busied hinmself wth paperwork

"How d t hat goddammed woman ever get down here from Vassar or Harvard or
Princeton, or wherever the hell it was she spewed her nonsense?" Ben asked.

H's entire team burst out laughing at him Lamar could no | onger contain
his own high hunmor and he started cackling and how i ng.

Ben endured the | aughter stoically. Wen it had died away, he asked,
"What is that woman's name? Did anybody find out?"
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"Janet House-lLew ston," Beth said, w ping her eyes. "Wth a hyphen."

"One of those types," Ben nuttered. "Were's her husband?"

"She doesn't have one," Corrie said.
Ben | ooked at her. "Now | amconfused. I'mnot at all surprised to |learn
she doesn't have a husband, just confused. If she's not married, what is

t he hyphen for?"

"House was her father's nane," Jersey said. "Lewiston was her nother's
name. "

Ben sighed. Rubbed his tenples with his fingertips. "Were is that woman
now?"



"She's hel ping over at one of our inoculation tents,"” Lamar told him
pointing. "Over there. She was a nurse for a few years before she got
her PhD. and turned toward an acadenic life."

Ben muttered sonething under his breath and gl owered darkly in the
direction Lamar had pointed.

Suddenly, fromthat direction, shouts and | aughter rang out.

"I"'msure that's her causing all that commotion,"” Ben said. "She
probably found a cockroach and wants to nake a pet out of it."

H s team grinned but said nothing. They all knew that Ben was very
ecol ogy-m nded and tender-hearted toward animals; but there was a |imt
to everything, especially when one professed to be starving.

Ben wat ched as a wonan | eft the MASH tent where the shouting and

| aught er had origi nated and began wal king toward the tents where Doctor
Chase and Ben were headquartered. Ben did not recognize the worman. But
as she drew cl oser, he could see that she was a very attractive | ady.
Closer still, he could see that she was

147
147

about forty, with [ight brown hair, cut short, and possessing a very
shapely figure. There had been a tinme when Ben knew every menber of the
Rebel s by their first nane. But no nore; those days were |ong past. Now
there were thousands of Rebels.

The wonman wal ked up to where Ben was sitting in a canvas canp chair. He
| ooked at her. Her face was famliar, but he could not dredge up a nane.
Green eyes, very pretty in a mature way, filled out her BDUs nicely.

"Ceneral Raines, may | have a word with you?"
"Sure. Go ahead." Ben did not notice as his team began backi ng up
putting sone di stance between the boss and thensel ves. Chase snil ed,

ducked his head, and continued working at his papers.

"Ceneral, there is this perfectly horrid little man who suddenly
appeared at the tent where | was assisting the doctors-"

Ben stared at the woman. Ch, no. No way. It couldn't be her.

"-he clainms to be a general in your armnmy. The people with himare just
as confusing as he is-"

Ben sat up straight in the chair. My God, it was her! The griny-faced,
stringy-haired wonan had netanor phosed froma noth to a butterfly. It
was what's -her-name. Amazi ng what a bath and cl ean cl othes could do

"The man is horrible, General. | insist that you do something with him
i mediately. He is disrupting a very vital function."

Ben ceased his visual inspection of the |lady's physical attributes and
stood up as his mind began putting together all that she had said.
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"Alittle man?" he questi oned.
"Yes."

"Claimng to be a general ?

"Yes. He's dressed like sonething out of Beau CGeste. | certainly hope he
isn't a general."

"He isn't. Lady, do you always have to be the bearer of bad news?"

"I beg your pardon?" Janet questioned. She stepped cl oser, |ooking up at
Ben. She really was quite pretty. And smelled good, too. Unlike a couple
of hours back when she snelled |ike sheep dip. "Do you actually know

t hi s obnoxi ous person?"

"Unfortunately, yes."

"My general!" The shout cane from sonme distance away.

"Ch, shit!" Ben nuttered.

"Wat ch out, boss,"Jersey called. "Here comes Enml."

"It |Iooks like a band of escaoed |oonies with him" Beth added.

"What's this?" Lamar asked, |ooking up fromhis paperwork, his
hal f - gl asses on the bridge of his nose.

Emi| Hite ran up, lost his footing as he tripped on a brick, and went
sailing onto the table Chase was using for a desk. Chase went over
backwards in his chair just as the folding table collapsed. Enm| |anded
on his feet, off balance, and went lurching into Janet House-LlLew i ston
who fell against Ben, all three of them|anding on the ground, Ben on
the bottom wth Janet on top of him Al in all, it was not an

unpl easant experience for Ben

Em | bounced to his feet. "My general!" the little con artist shouted,
saluting in the French fashion, palmout. "I have arrived."
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Wth Janet still on top of him Ben said, "Yes, Eml. | can see that."

"Now that we are here," Emi| said. "Where would you like nme and ny
people to go?"

Wth Janet struggling to get off him it was with great effort that Ben
refrained fromtelling Enil the first thing that popped into his m nd
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Jersey and Beth got Janet off of Ben, standing her up, and Cooper hel ped
Ben to his boots. Ben stood glaring down at Emil, the hard | ook bounci ng
off the smaller man. The little con artist was very hard to insult or
intimdate.



"Did | and ny followers arrive at an inopportune time, General?" Enmil| asked.

Ben alnpbst told himthat anytine Enml arrived was inopportune for
somebody. He bit back the thought, |ooking at the colorfully dressed
Emi| and his small band of followers. Wen Enil| had first joined the
Rebel s, his followi ng had been | arge, Ben recalled. Watever else he
was, Emi| and his group had suffered their share of dead and wounded
over the years. No one could fault themfor |ack of courage. "The first
thing you do, Em |, is get out of those clothes and into BDUs. Wen that
is done, you report to Dan Gay for orders. Understood?"

"Yes, nmy general!" Em | saluted, turned around, and
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al nrost fell down. He recovered nicely and he and his group trotted off.
"My God!" Janet said. "Where did you find hinP"

Ben turned and smled at the woman. "Actually, he found ne, sone years
back. Emil| neans well."

"Blivet," Jersey said, before walking off a few yards. Lamar was on his
hands and knees, trying to collect all his papers before the breeze sent
them flying, Anna hel ping him Cooper was trying to figure out howto
reset the folding table.

"Blivet?" Janet questioned.

Ben | aughed. "That's an old mlitary expression. It neans ten pounds of
shit in a five-pound bag. Pretty well sunms up Em| Hite. He grows on you."

"Li ke gangrene,” Lamar grunbl ed.
Ben righted a canp chair and waved to it. "Sit down, M. House-LlLew ston."

Janet hesitated, then sat. Lamar had retrieved his papers and gone into
the big squad tent. Janet said, "I want to tell you sonething, General "

Ben sat down and wait ed.

Janet said, "I think . . . well, it's a fine thing you and your Rebels
are doing for these people.”

"It's a matter of health priorities, Ms. House-Lew ston. W don't want

an epidem c on our hands." Although that m ght be one way of taking care
of the problem Ben thought, and was shocked by his thinking. Janet

| ooked at himfor a monment. "No purely humanitarian gesture on your part
at all, General?"

"Not one tiny bit, Ms. H L. Except for the very young and the very old."
Janet was silent for a nmonent. "What happens when you run out of vaccine?"
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"A lot of people are going to get sick and croak, Ms. H. L."



"Ch, for heaven's sake. WII| you please call ne Janet?"
"Certainly, Janet."
"Thank you. WII| you have enough vacci ne, General ?"

"Not with us. Not for all the diseases that people have to be inocul at ed
against. But we'll be resupplied within a couple of hours after calling
for it. W aren't that many air mles fromBase Canp One."

"I'"ve heard all about your Base Canmp One."

"I just bet you have. And I'll also bet that not ten percent of what you
heard is true."

She smled and Ben took notice of it. The smile w ped years fromthe
woman's face and it was a very pretty face.

Janet visually took in what sone had described to her as cruel features
and cold, hard eyes. Ben's eyes were unreadable, and his features could
soneti nes be hard. But not cruel. Unless he wanted themto mirror that.

Ben continued, "The estimtes of people who survived the initial attack
and the plague that followed it were understated drastically. As were

t he nunber of cities destroyed," he added sarcastically. "Thanks to a
very el aborate schene we only uncovered about a year ago."

Janet had no comrent on that, although she knew perfectly well what Ben
was tal ki ng about, having been a staunch supporter of Harriet Hooter and
her liberal left party. "How nany people do you think now inhabit North
Anerica?"

"MIllions. Getting an accurate count is going to be
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damm near inpossible for awhile. But if | had to take a guess ... 1'd
say about a hundred nmillion. It seens we're constantly having to revise
that figure."

"A hundred million," Janet whispered. "Wen the G eat War cane the
popul ati on was approximately two hundred-sixty-five mllion in the
United States."

"That's right."

"And only about thirty-five percent of those of voting age chose to vote
in the last nationally held election,” Beth the statistician spoke up
"That shoul d have tol d Washi ngton what the majority of Americans thought
of politicians.'

Ben smled. If Janet wanted to match stats for stats with Beth, she was
going to be in for quite a surprise. But Janet noticed the smile on
Ben's lips and very astutely picked up on its neaning.

Corrie called, "Boss? Scouts in the city are reporting a very famliar
smell."



Ben knew what she neant. He nodded his head in understanding and | ooked
over at Janet. "Have you had any di sappearances anong your group?"

"Wy ... as a matter of fact, yes. But anmong the honel ess, people cone
and go all the tinme. Sonetinmes they return, sometines not. Wy?"

Ben stood up. "Get 1 Batt assenbled, Corrie. It's time to go headhunting."
"Ri ght, boss."

I ke was on his way to Nashville, Dan to Knoxville, and Buddy was back
wi th his special operations group.

As usual, Ben and his 1 Batt were doing what they |iked best:
| one-wol fing it.

"Headhunti ng?" Janet questioned, tugging at Ben's shirt sleeve.
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"You' ve got creeps living in the rubble of the city, Janet. N ght
Peopl e. Canni bals. That's why sone of your group didn't return.”

She visibly paled at the thought. "I ... | thought all that was just a
myth."

"Not hardly." Ben | ooked at Jersey, who had slipped on body arnor and
was standing close. "You ready, Little Bit?"

She smled. "We finally get to go to work. Kick ass tine!"
Janet shook her head at Jersey's words.

The rubbl e of downtown Menphis stood stark and silent before them But
to a person, the Rebels could feel eyes on them feel the white-hot hate
directed at themfromthe unseen eyes.

"Watch out for those manhol e covers,"” Ben said. "The bastards do like to
pop up out of them™" He | ooked over at Janet, who had insisted upon
comng along with the team despite Ben's warnings that it wasn't safe
and it was going to be bloody and brutal. "Excuse ne. Person-hole covers."

Janet si ghed.

"I like killing creepies," Anna said.

Janet cut her eyes to the teenager. "Child, these people can't help
thensel ves. |I'msure they all came from singl e-parent homes and many
wer e abused as children. They were al so deprived of the chil dhood toys
that others around them had in abundance. They probably were unable to
recei ve adequate hot lunches in school and that affected their ability
to learn. This is their way
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of striking back at what they perceive as an uncaring society.'



Anna stared at the woman. Unw apped a piece of gumand stuck it in her
nmout h, chewi ng for a noment. "Horseshit!" she said, then wal ked off a
few yards.

Ben smiled at the brief exchange.
"That is a very impudent child," Janet said.

"You and Anna should talk later on," Ben told her. "She could tell you
somet hi ng about a | ousy chil dhood. And sonething about a fierce drive to
better herself wi thout being on the public dole. She's a damm good
soldier, too." Ben turned and wal ked into the ground floor of what used
to be one of Menphis's |argest department stores. His teamfoll owed him

Janet hurried to keep up. She was unarnmed, since she didn't believe in
t he individual owning or carrying of guns, or the use of them against
human bei ngs or ani mal s.

"That woman is a ding-a-ling," Anna whispered to Ben

"She's politically liberal,"” Ben returned the whisper

"Ding-a-1ing," Anna insisted.

Ben smled and wal ked deeper into the darkness of the ground fl oor of
the multi-storied old building.

A very faint odor reached his nostrils as he passed a door that led to a
downst ai rs storage area. Ben paused, sniffed around the edges of the
cl osed door, then stepped back, pointing at the door. Cooper and Beth

took grenades fromtheir battle harness and stood ready as Ben put his
hand on the door knob

"Whatever in the world are you going to do?" Janet asked.
"Make boom boom " Anna told her.
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"There may be innocent people down therel™

"If they are, they're being prepared for serving as appetizers,’
told her. "Now get the hell out of the way."

Jersey

"Pull the pins," Ben said, then jerked open the door

The fire-frag grenades were tossed into the darkness. Ben slamred the
door cl osed and junped behind cover, jerking Janet to the floor behind a
counter with him

The door blew off its hinges and brought with it the agonizing cries of
men and wonen whose flesh had just been shredded and peppered with
shrapnel . Cooper used his Squad Automati c Weapon to spray the shrieking
and stinking darkness bel ow The how ing stopped and only the snell
remai ned.

In the rubble of what was once downtown Menphis, a battleground suddenly
erupted as creeps opened fire on the Rebels.



Cooper bi-podded his SAWand bellied down, an extra can of anmmunition
beside him as the others took up tight defensive positions in the old
depart ment store.

"That was horribly brutal,"” Janet said to Ben
"Wite your Congressman,"” Ben told her. "Excuse ne-Congress-jbnon."

"Al'l units now com ng under attack," Corrie reported. "Rebels at the
MASH st ati ons hol ding."

"Let us rock and roll," Ben said with a snile

Janet | ooked at hi mand shook her head.

The ground floor of the littered and rubbled old departnment store turned
into a battle zone as robed creeps literally began com ng out of the
woodwor k, pouring onto the floor in stinking scream ng bunches.

Ben and his team working out of a defensive circle,
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laid down a blistering wall of fire that stopped the chargi ng creeps hot
and dying in their own bl ood.

Janet lay on the dirty and littered fl oor, both hands over her ears.

Ben and Beth began cossing grenades while Corrie, Cooper, Jersey, and
Anna poured on the fire-power from weapons set on full automatic.

The attack broke off as suddenly as it began

"Qut, out, out!" Ben yelled. "Corrie, advise all units to fall back. Get
out of the downtown district."

Wien all units were clear, Ben said, "Now call in air strikes. HE and
napalm Blow it up and burn it down."

"You don't nean that!" Janet said.
"Watch ne," Ben replied.

In their stinking lairs, in basenments and ot her underground caverns al
over the city, the N ght People waited, knowi ng full well what was

com ng at them next. They knew Ben Raines's tactics as well as he knew
theirs.

The Rebel s backed off, threw a thin and gappy defensive circle around
the city, with the Mssissippi as one stop-gap, and let the P-51F s and
the attack helicopters have a field day.

When t he pl anes and choppers would finish a run, Ben would order his
tanks and SP and towed artillery to hamrer the city. The air bonbar dnent
went on all day and the ground artillery all night, until what had been
left of Menphis was in total ruins or on fire



Ben then stationed snipers all over the city to shoot down any creep who
m ght craw out fromunder the ruins. If a hole | eading underground was

found, the Rebels dropped satchel charges down it or blew up any wall or
hal f - bui I di ng cl ose by, forever sealing the tunnel
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"There were street gangs of young people in that city," Janet said,
putting accusing green eyes on Ben. "Not anynore,"” Ben told her

When the Rebels pulled into Menphis, much of the city was rubble. This
time when they pulled out of Menphis, they left behind thema downtown
that was in snoking ruins. They left the airport runways and the tower
intact. Ben arnmed several hundred of the survivors he'd found on the
outskirts and they i mredi ately began cl eaning up and clearing out a
subdi vision and small mall just south of the city.

"Forget the city," Ben told the group. "W've got to go back to the |and
if we're ever going to pull this nation out of the ashes of ruin. You'l
be in constant comunication with Base Canp One and resupplied as you
need it. Good luck."

Mich to Ben's surprise, Janet House-Lewi ston elected to go with the Rebels.

"It's the safest I've felt in along tine," she told him "And you may
take that as a conpliment if you wish."

But before the Rebels pulled out, Ben had received sonme sobering and sad
news from Cecil.

"Mexico and Central America just blew w de open, Ben. South Anerica is
in chaos. Gvil war is raging in every country south of our borders.

It'Il take Europe years to get back on its feet, and God only knows how
it will end south of us. Here in the SUSA, | have issued energency
currency and declared the old dollar worthless. Every one of our

resi dents who held those old dollars was reinbursed. But that will stop

the outlaws fromusing the noney they stole here. We're not quite
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back to where we started from | can see sone |light at the end of the
tunnel. And Ben, | recalled our troops from Europe. W need them here in

case of another attack. The Europeans said they could take it fromthis
poi nt and wi shed us good | uck and thanks."

"Fine with me, Cec. It'll be good to have them home. As for the luck
we're going to need all we can get."

"There is nore, Ben. Those three Anerican reporters you got along wth
so well in Europe are back. They left here yesterday by resupply convoy.
Shoul d be catching up with you in a couple of days."

"Cassie Phillips, Nils WIson, and Frank Service?"

"That's them"

"That's fine with ne, but who are they reporting for?"



"Qur newspapers down here," Cecil said with a | augh
"Sounds good. Any word on Sinon Border's boy, Bobby Day?"

"He's back with Sinon. He's working on Sinmon's newspaper, The Voice O
Reason. "

"Shit! Voice of reason, ny aching ass."

Ceci | | aughed.

' You have any nore good news you want to share, Cec?"

"I believe that's enough for one day, buddy. Q' Black Joe out."
"OF Bl ack Joe? "Janet questioned, standing close to Ben

"It's Cecil's idea of a joke. He finds it amusing.”

"It's macabre."”

Ben shrugged that away. He had found that if Janet even had a sense of
hunor, she kept it well-hidden. Ben had di scovered years back that nopst
left-wing liberals were the nost hunorl ess people on the face of the
earth ... at least to his way of thinking.
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The [ ong Rebel colum took H ghway 51 out of Menphis, heading toward
Kentucky, traveling slowy, carefully checking each town and vill age

al ong the way. The gangs that had invaded the SUSA had seemi ngly dropped
off the face of the earth. Ray Brown, Carrie \Wal ker, Tomry Monroe, and
Dave Holton would not hesitate to attack lightly armed civilians, but

they wanted nothing to do with Ben Rai nes. They, and every nenber of

t heir gangs, knew that Ben would kill themw th no nore enotion than if
he'd squashed a roach. Scouts had been unable to find a trace of the gangs.

But M ke Richards, head of Rebel intel, had | earned sonething that
really came as no big surprise to Ben

"The gangs are working, albeit indirectly, for Sinmon Border," M ke
reported one hot summer's day. "I know we suspected it all along, but
now | have concrete proof."

"And their main objective is to kill nme," Ben finished it.

"That's it, Ben. Wth you out of the way, Simon's thinking is the Rebels
woul d fall apart.”

"That just proves what a fool he is. He can't seemto realize that the
Rebel novenent is far nore than nere flesh and blood. It's a phil osophy
that will never die. Killing me would acconplish nothing. Hell, it would
make ne a martyr."

1 Batt was bi vouacked near what was left of the town of Union City, just
a few mles south of the Kentucky border. The gangs of punks and thugs
and rabble had hit the town hard, |eaving nuch of it in ruin. No
resident had returned. It was a silent ghost town, utterly devoid of
life. The Rebels could not find any evidence of a mass grave, so they
had to assume the people had just fled when the gangs poured across the



bor der.

M ke had nothing to add to Ben's | ast statement. He
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si pped his coffee in silence. But Ben knew the man had sonething on his
mnd. Mke would get to it, sooner or later

After eating a sandwi ch and wor ki ng on anot her cup of coffee, M ke
finally said, "Ben, don't you think it's tinme you got out of the field?"

Ben smiled and said not hi ng.

"Ben, you're a mddle-aged man. You're the Conmandi ng General of the
nost powerful arnmy on the face of the earth. CGs don't |ead combat patrols.™

Ben had risen to walk over to the ever-present coffee pot. He turned and
| ooked at Mke. "Is this your idea, Mke?"

"Not entirely. Alot of the troops would like to see you sl ow down."

Ben | aughed. "GCh, yeah. Right. Well, | bet you | can name nost of those
so-called '"troops.' lke, Cecil, Danjou, West, N ck, Georgi, Buck-"

M ke held up a hand. "OK, OK, So you can nane them But they do have a
valid point."

"M ke, Georgi is the sane age | am Ilke is about the sane age. Dan isn't
far behind us. Hell, we're all getting older. You re no spring chicken."

"I"'mnot the suprene comander, Ben

"Cecil is the elected supreme conmander, M ke."

"On paper." Mke tossed the very true words at Ben. "The troops foll ow
you, Ben. They al ways have, they always will. And you can't argue that."
Ben made no attenpt to argue it. He knew it was true. "Mke . . . |I'm
not a politician. Never have been, never will be. I"'mtoo blunt. | don't
like to tell lies and try to fool the people. I'ma soldier. |I'm happy
inthe field. 1'd be mserable out of it. When | beconme a liability
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in the field, nobody will have to tell nme. 1'll voluntarily renove
nmysel f. End of discussion. | hope."

M ke nodded his head in understanding and lifted his coffee mug in a salute.
After a noment, Ben asked, "Were the hell did all the people go, M ke?"
"Good question. My personal thought on the matter is that they scattered

in small groups. They've living on cold rations and keeping their heads

down until they see which way the wind is going to bl ow "

"MIlions of then"



"Who really knows how many people survived the Great Wr and the tine
after it? Qur own people are having to revise our figures every week.
And how many people were killed by the rabble and the punks while we
were over in Europe?”

"They' ve got to be networking sone way."

"Short quick bursts on CBs, probably. Hell, Ben, they know a power play
i s going on between you and Sinmon Border. Even those who are aligned
with us don't want to get caught up in the mddle of it. The others-the
majority of them have sensed that you're planning on pulling this nation
back together and they don't want any part of Rebel rule."” M ke |ooked
long at Ben. "A hard question, Ben?"

"CGo ahead."

"Are we really going to try to heal the entire nation? And if so, what
happens to the SUSA?"

Several seconds passed before Ben answered. And when he did, it wasn't
what any Rebel wanted to hear. "I don't know, Mke. | just don't know "
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Slowy, slowy the Rebels were driving the punks and thugs and the

| ooki ng- f or - somet hi ng-for-nothing crowd out of the territory known as
the SUSA. Most went voluntarily, but nmore than a few elected to fight.
Those who went under their own steam crossed the borders with their
lives. Those who chose to fight were buried (when enough of their bodies
could be found) in unmarked graves and forgotten. One by one, the batt
corns began radioing in that their sectors were clear

Now Ben had sone hard decisions to nake. He flew back to Base Canp One

and net with fornmer President Blanton and Cecil. Ben was never one to
beat around the bush. "Decision time, folks. Do we try to heal the
entire nation? Can we? WIIl it work?"

"That part of the nation not under the control of Sinon Border, you
nmean?" Cecil asked.

"For the time being, yes. But sooner or later we'll have to fight him"
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"Cecil has discussed this subject with ne many times in the weeks you've
been gone,'' Honmer said. He smled. "It may surprise you to learn that |
take a nmore conservative stance than Cecil on this issue. My reply would

be a very cautious yes. Selected states only. The rest would have to wait."

That startled Ben. He stared at the fornmer president of the United
States, at one time, the nost |iberal president ever el ected.

Homer said, "It is ny opinion that the cost in Rebel lives would be too
great."
Ben cut his eyes to Cecil. "And you, Cec?"

Cecil nodded his head in at |east partial agreenent with Bl anton. "Honer
and | did agree that the final decision should be yours, Ben. |'ve
al ready sensed that you want to start a clean-up. But do it slowy and



stay out of Sinon Border's territory. Let's don't try to bring any nore
states into the SUSA, but just prop up the ones east of the river and
see if they can stand alone. During that time, we'll be finishing up
getting our own house in order and keeping a careful eye to the west."

Ben sl oWy nodded his head. "All right. It's a go, then. But | want you
both to realize that it is going to take two or three years."

"Or longer," Cecil said.

"And during that restoration period," Honmer said, "I can be spending
some time in Europe, strengthening our ties over there. W just mght
have to ask for their help, for a change."

Ben said, "China remains an unknown. So does Russia."
smled a soldier's snmle. "lIsrae

He paused and
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has taken care of the militant Arab novenent. At |east that part of the
world is relatively quiet."'

"The grave usually is," Honer said, very, very drily. "But we all knew
t hat was comng.'

Ben said, "Wen | heard what had taken place over there, it rem nded ne
of a bunper sticker | saw sone years back: Nuke their ass and take the gas."

"And they did." Cecil put an end to that.

"Cecil has something else to say to you, Ben," Homer said, cutting his
eyes to Cecil.

n O,]?n

Cecil said, "I know you'll never leave the field, Ben. And | al so know
that nmy dream of getting back into the field was just a dream M job is
here. But | will keep my 22 Batt intact, here. As other Rebels get hurt
or have to retire fromthe field, 1'll use themas replacenents for 22
Batt. It's a strange way to run an armny, but, hell, the Rebels aren't
known for doing things the conventional way."

"G ve some thought to this, gentlenen,"” Ben said. "Sooner or |ater
we're going to have to deal with Bruno Bottger. Sinon Border is an
asshol e, true enough. But Bottger is the real threat to world stability.
We know now that he controls the entire southern half of Africa. H's
factories, manufacturing the machinery of war, are running around the

cl ock, seven days a week." Ben again smiled, but this time it was a
savage curving of the lips. "However, | have a plan to slow himdown;
drop a fewflies in his ointment, so to speak."

Bot h Homer and Cecil |eaned forward, Homer asking, "Want to share it
with us?"

"I thought you'd never ask."
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In a very renote corner of Base Canp One, carefully guarded from any
unwel cone eyes, three hundred African-American volunteers fromthe Rebe
arnmy were going back to school. They were going to | earn sonme of the

| anguages and di al ects, custons and dress of their ancestors. They were
studyi ng the topographies of Africa. Wen they "graduated," so to speak
they were al so going to be experts in the use of explosives, sabotage,
all manner of weapons, guerrilla warfare, and the politics of denocracy.

Every nmission had to have a code nane to work under. A black company
conmmander who had vol unteered for the assignnent, and who al so possessed
a wi cked sense of hunor, came up with a suggestion: Ebony.

Proj ect Ebony was born.

From Kentucky to the Carolina coast, the Rebels were poised to start the
push north. Ben had lined themup nunerically, with his 1 Batt in far
west ern Kentucky, and Buck Taylor's 15 Batt's right flank overl ooking
the Atlantic COcean. Ben had placed Therms 19 Batt in the center of the
line, about two nmiles to the rear, right behind Pat O Shea's 10 Batt.
Therm s short battalion, which would be the central hub of al

conmuni cations and | ogistics, was protected by two full conpanies of
conbat - har dened Rebel s, beefed up by tanks and helicopter gunships.

Finally Ben had, after giving the matter a |l ot of thought, named Em |
Hte as recreational director of the SUSA
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" "What the hell is a recreational director supposed to do, Ben?" Ceci
had asked.

"He's going to inspect playground equi pnent all over the SUSA. "

"Do you know how long it's going to take Enil to figure out this is a
bul I shit job?"

"Long enough for me to get several hundred miles to the north," Ben
replied. "I hope."

"And in the neantine, I'mstuck with him™"
Ben | aughed. "That's what friends are for."

"Seens |ike we did this once before,” Ben nuttered, just nmoments before
push-off time. "I wonder how many nore tinmes we'll have to do it?"

Corrie knew he did not expect a reply.
Ben gl anced at his watch. 0557.

Everyone except Corrie was in the wagon. She stood by Ben's side, ready
to radio the orders to nove out.

0558.

The air was filled with the stink of fumes from runbling engines.



The Rebel s wait ed.

0559.

"Far Eyes reports no opposition for twenty-five mles straight in,
Corrie reported. "South to north and west to east."

Ben gl anced at his watch. "Let's do it, Corrie."

"What they found were fires," Corrie said softly.

Ben | ooked at her. "Say agai n?"
"Fires, boss. The retreating punks are setting everything they can on fire."
"Son-of -a-bitch!" Ben cussed. "Corrie, get every avail -
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abl e pl ane and chopper we have up here ASAP. Odd-numbered battalions
strip down to shelter tarps, light arns, field rations, and all the amo
they can stagger with. We've got to get behind those punks. The arnor
assigned to those battalions will nmake the push with the even-nunbered
battalions . . . and not ahead of them Get cracking, Corrie."

Ben | ooked at Jersey, sitting in the wagon. "How do you feel about
junpi ng, Jersey?" he kidded her, knowing full well how rmuch she disliked it.

"Shit!" Jersey said.

The push-off was del ayed until noon, when all odd-nunbered battalions,
or portions of them could be boarded and in the air. As many as
possi bl e of those Rebels who were junp-qualified (and that was just
about all of them) chuted up and made ready to go out the door, while
smal l er planes flew ahead and dropped ground control |l ers and pat hfi nders
to set up the DZs and secure them

Back at the various staging areas, which in Ben's case had been noved
south to an old mlitary base, it was organi zed chaos. The officers were
yelling at the sergeants and the sergeants yelled at everybody,

i ncluding the officers.

"It's President Jefferys on the blower for you, Boss," Corrie yelled at
Ben. She had to yell to be heard over the roar of plane engines.

"Tell himl don't have the tinme right now 1'Il get back to himin about
two hours."” Ben snmiled. "By that time we'll be on the ground,” he nuttered.

"President Jefferys says if you junp in with your battal -
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ion, he's going to have you court-nartialed,"” Corrie shouted.

"Tell himto go shit in his hat!" Ben yelled. "Come on, Corrie. Get your
gear on and let's go!"



"I"'mgoing to tell the President to go shit in his hat?" Corrie
muttered. "Yeah. Sure | am"

Once airborne, it did not take long to reach the DZ

Equi pmrent checked and static |lines hooked, Ben noved toward the open
door, waiting for the light to pop on. The rush of cold air quickly
dried the sweat on his body.

Ben | ooked at Jersey, standing right behind him He grinned at her. She
sol emnly nodded her head. Jersey was not at all thrilled about junping
out of airplanes.

Ben knew he was getting just a bit too old for this. And he was well
aware that once a person reached forty years of age, there were only two
ki nds of junps: those that hurt a little and those that hurt a |ot.

The red light blinked on

"Stand in the door!" the junmpnaster yelled.

Ben shuffled to the open door. He would be the first one out.

Seconds ticked past. The green |ight blinked on

The junpraster slapped Ben on the leg. "CGo, CGeneral!"

Ben stepped out into a thousand or so feet of big enpty. The static line
jerked his chute out and Ben grunted fromthe openi ng shock. He | ooked
up to see if his chute was full and no panels bl own. The ground was

com ng up fast. Seenmed to hi m back when he made his first junmp, the
ground didn't come up at himthis fast. He had time for a quick smle

O course, that had been thirty years back. He spilled a little air to avoid
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landing in trees, and with his feet together he | et his equipnent bag
drop fromthe fifteen-foot tether and then nmade contact with the ground,
relaxing and rolling. It had been a perfect drop. He still hurt. He was
getting too dam old for this. He popped his harness and was on his
feet, working fast to gather up his chute and then get his gear together

As he al nost always did when wei ght was a factor, Ben had left his old
Thonpson behi nd and was carrying an M 16-a CAR. The weapon was |ighter
and so was the ammo, so he could carry nore of it.

Ben | ooked all around him Everyone was down and appeared to be K

The Conbat Control Team or Ground Controllers (still called pathfinders
by sone) had conme out of hiding and joined up with the main body.

"Find the enemy and let's get this dance started,” Ben said to Corrie.

Corrie radioed the orders and the Conbat Control Team and Scouts took
off at a trot.

"Goddamit, Jersey!" Cooper yelled. "Hold still. I'"'mtrying to get you
unt angl ed. "



Ben | ooked at the scene a dozen yards away and | aughed. Jersey was on
the ground, all tangled up in the silk, the shroud cords and the risers,
cussing a bl ue streak

Ben hel ped cl ear Jersey and get the tiny Rebel to her boots. "Shit!"
Jersey hollered. "I hate junpin' out of airplanes!”

"Gat her around ne!" Ben shouted. "Corrie, tell that platoon |eader if he
doesn't stop bl owi ng that goddamm whistle the only way he's going to be
able to blow it is when he farts!"”
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Corrie relayed the orders, changing the termnology just a little bit.
The whistle stopped. Abruptly.

"Anybody hurt?" Ben yell ed.

A few scratches, a few bruises, one sore back (he | anded out of
position, feet wi de apart), and one tw sted ankle.

"Pilots reporting the eneny about four mles south of our position,"
Corrie said. "Alarge group in various types of vehicles. Traveling
northeast, headi ng our way on H ghway 45 and the ol d parkway. Wat was
left of Mayfield is burning."

Ben | ooked at a map. "They won't try to invade M ssouri, and they can't
cross the river at Cairo or Paducah; those bridges are out." He placed a
finger on the map. "That's where they'll try to cross. W need as nany
of those vehicles as we can salvage, so let's do this anbush right."

The terrain was perfect, rolling hills and brush that had not been cut
back in years. The battalion got into place, with snipers carefully
positioned to take out the drivers first.

"This bunch is led by a woman,'' Scouts radi oed.' 'W grabbed a couple
of stragglers and they were nore than willing to talk to us."

"I just bet they were," Ben nuttered. He did not ask if the stragglers
were still alive

"Name is Carrie Wal ker." The Scout began wi ndi ng down his verbal report.
"And she is a bad one. ETA your position is two mnutes."

In the cold inpersonal words of a witten report,
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t he ambush woul d be: Hi ghly successful w th maxi mum casualties inflicted
upon eneny with minimuminjuries to Rebel forces.

In other words, the Rebels shot the shit out of the punks.
The punks and thugs and street slime had not seen the planes as they

approached the DZ, for the pilots had flown mles out of their way to
avoid flying over the area controlled by Carrie Wl ker's gang, com ng up



to the DZ fromthe west, instead of the south. The punks saw a coupl e of
pl anes returning, but that nmeant nothing to them

They drove unsuspecting into a deadly anbush.

The Rebels took out the drivers first, and when the punks began junping
out of the cars and trucks in a wild panic, the Rebels cut them down,
coldly and efficiently. For the nmpst part, the Rebels finished it, then
and there. They did not have the nmedical people nor supplies to
adequately treat many wounded-other than their own-so it was much nore
humane to end it permanently rather than let any nortally wounded |inger
for hours in terrible pain.

Carrie Wal ker was only slightly injured, when her driver had his brains
splattered all over the upholstery, the car had sl ewed off the road and
into a ditch. Carrie's head had hit the dashboard, cutting her forehead
and knocki ng her goofy for a few m nutes.

She now found herself with her hands tied behind her back, facing Ben
Rai nes.

Carrie was an attractive woman, in her md-thirties. But her eyes were
cold and cruel and her nouth set in what appeared to be a pernmanent
sharl. She glared defiantly at Ben
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"We'| | skip the social anmenities,” Ben told her. "I know who you are and
you know who | am And | imagi ne you've got a pretty good idea what is
goi ng to happen to you. Do you have anything to say?"

"Fuck you, Ben Rai nes!"
"Not terribly original." Ben | eaned back in the old kitchen chair in the
dusty living roomof an abandoned farnhouse and | ooked at the wonan.

"Ch, cone on, Carrie. You nean you're not going to tell ne about your
tragi c chil dhood, or how you don't know right fromwong, or how you
were nol ested by your cousin as a child, or how you were traumatized by
a police officer when you were a teenager, or some such shit as that?"

She spat at Ben, the spittle landing on the scarred old table he was
using as a desk. "If I did, would that rmake nmuch difference to you?"

"Not a bit, Carrie. Because | don't buy any of it. Never have, never will."

"Me and my gang sure fucked up your little playhouse down south, didn't
we?" she asked proudly.

"Ch, for a very brief time. W'll get back to normal before |ong. But
you'll be dead and in the ground. So what did you acconplish?"

It slowmy began to dawn on the gang | eader that Ben was going to have
her shot. Ben watched her face change as the realization struck hone.
Carrie junped as a volley of shots rang out a few hundred yards to the
left of the old house. She said, "Hey, man! That was .. ." Her voice
failed her.

"Some of your followers, Carrie. |'ve declared nartial law Resist us in



any way, commt crinmes against the general popul ace, and you die. Those
| eafl ets were
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dropped all over the nation, weeks ago. You can read. You knew we were
com ng. "

"Say, uh, you wouldn't, |ike, uh, maybe gi nme one nore chance, would you?"
"No. We've questioned several of your gang. | know your history."

"Look here, Ceneral," the woman whose life's work had been one of al

manners of crimes against society blurted, as she began to panic. "I got
rights, you know? |I nean, like, man, | got a right to a | awer and a
trial and all that shit. If I"mconvicted, | got a right to appeal the
sent ence. "

Ben sl oWy shook his head. "You have nothing, Carrie. You have only what
| choose to give you, and | amnot in a very charitable frane of nind
You see, | lost a lot of good friends down in Base Canp One. |

under stand you personally castrated one Rebel officer and left himto

bl eed to death."

She sighed. "I could give you names, General. | nmean . . ."

"I know all the names, Carrie." Ben read froma clipboard. "Ray Brown,
Tommy Monroe, Dave Hol ton, Sandy Allen, Dale Jones, Hal and Robin Ford,
Karen Carr, Fred LaBelle, Beth Al enman, Jack Brittain, Les Justice, Thad
Keel , Foster Payne, Craig Franklin . . . Do you want me to conti nue?"

"How? | mean, like, there ain't no law. No conputers workin.' How d you
get all those nanes?"

But Ben would only snmile at her. Sort of. "W have religious people with
us, Carrie. Do you want to speak to a minister, a priest, or a rabbi?"

"Fuck, no.
Ben held out his hand and Beth gave hi m anot her
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clipboard. He glanced at it for a nonent, then lifted his eyes to hers.
"Some of your people were nore than happy to speak to us, Carrie. You
have tortured innocent civilians in ways that woul d be the envy of the
Spani sh I nquisition. You' ve nurdered entire famlies and | aughed and
bragged about doing it. The list of things that you' ve done is

di sgusting and perverted and evil. Do you deny any of it?"

"Wuld that do me any good?"

"No. "
"Then . . .fuckyou, Ben Raines!"she screaned. "Hell, no. | don't deny
any of it. | had a hell of a lot of fun. So go ahead, shoot ne. | don't

give a damm."



"OK," Ben said.
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The nmen and wonen of 1 Batt waited until the trucks carrying the earth
novers arrived, and then watched as the bodies of the \Wal ker gang,
including Carrie, were buried in a mass grave. The chaplains with the
battalion played hi-lo with a deck of cards to see who would get the
duty of speaking a few words over the grave.

The rabbi | ost.

"Shit!" he said, then composed hinmself. "I'I|l say a silent prayer."
"Make it brief,"” Ben told him

"Thank you."

The transports caught up with the Rebels who had junped in and the
Rebel s headed north for a day's fast run, then started spreadi ng out
west to east, blocking all major arteries with troops and arnor,
throwing up a line that stretched for several hundred mles. The
east ernnpst odd- nunbered battalion cut due south and net up with the
east ernnost even-nunbered battalion

177
177

who had turned north. There were gaps in the line, big ones, some of
themrunning for niles, but the gaps were open neadows, swanp and marsh
| and, nearly inpenetrable forests thick with underbrush, rocky ravines,
and a couple of mountain ranges. Those areas were patrolled by
hel i copter gun ships and fixed-w ng pl anes.

Wth no way to cross the M ssissippi River, the punks found thensel ves
in a box. A very deadly box.

The Rebel s wait ed.

The three reporters, Nils, Cassie, and Frank, had driven up to the
southern front, along with Janet House-Lew ston. They were stopped at
lke's 2 Batt HQ and not allowed to go any further. Ike patiently
expl ai ned to Janet why that had to be.

"Why don't you call for themto surrender?" she asked, wondering why
Cassie, Nls, and Frank suddenly rolled their eyes in disbelief.

"They had their chance to do that," Ike told her. "They had severa
weeks to do that."

Janet's eyes narrowed. "Wat are you saying, |ke?"

"I"'msaying, |lady, that we don't take many prisoners. Not after they've
been offered surrender terns time and again, and continue to fight us
and go on raping and torturing and murdering civilians."

Janet took a deep breath and | ke sighed patiently. "But these gang
menbers aren't Night People. They aren't cannibals. They're human bei ngs
who took a wong turn, that's all. They deserve a chance at life."



"Stay out of matters that don't concern you, lady," |ke warned her
"But this does concern ne! This should be the concern of all decent
human bei ngs everywhere. | over-

178

heard soneone saying that after the anbush, General Raines had
prisoners. If he can take prisoners, why can't you?"

| ke stared at her for a noment. "Ben doesn't have them anynore, |ady."
"What do you mean? | distinctly heard that soldier-" She stopped
m d- sentence as she finally grasped lke's coldly spoken words. Her nouth
dropped open in shock

"Cl ose your nouth, lady," lke told her. "It's sumrertime. You m ght
swal | ow a bug."

Janet quickly closed her nouth and glared at lke. She finally found her
voice. "Are you telling ne that CGeneral Raines actually executed those
peopl e?"

"That's right, |ady."

"That is ... nonstrous!"”

"No, lady. That's justice." lke turned and wal ked away.
Janet whirled around to face the reporters. "Do you people condone this
t hi s barbari sn®?"

Nils WIson shrugged his shoulders. "I had a buddy used to say that when
in Rome, do as the Runmani ans do."

The three reporters wal ked away, |eaving Janet trying to figure that one
out .

The Rebel s began nailing the lid on the box. Each day, the Rebels would
nove forward several nmiles, closing the gap, squeezing tighter and tighter

Many of the trapped punks panicked and tried to break free. Rebe
sni pers, using custom nade .50 caliber sniper rifles, stopped them dead
literally. Qthers
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were caught out in the open by helicopter gunships and chopped up by
machi ne gun and cannon fire.

At night, Rebel Scouts and special operations people went head-hunting,
with silenced weapons, knives, and garottes. At first they brought back
ears as proof of their kills, until Ben got word of it and told themto
knock it off.

A few thugs were taken prisoner and allowed to live- a very few And
then only after they had cooperated fully with the Rebel questioners.



The prisoners named nany names and told of many atrocities committed.

The Rebels also |l earned that many gang | eaders and their followers had
slipped out of the state before the Rebels sprung their anbushes and
cl osed the box, including Ray Brown and his |arge gang of punks. The
Rebel s had trapped and were about to elimnate several thousand gang
menbers, but nmany of the top | eaders had slipped out and gotten away.

Corrie glanced at Ben's face one norning and reached for her mic. She
knew Ben had lost his patience with the thugs remaining in the box.

"Finish it," Ben said.

Had there been any |iberal nedia types around, they would have called it
carnage. Political mddle-of-the-roaders and conservatives woul d have
called it justice. The nurderers and rapists and child nolesters and
assorted thugs and street slinme caught in the box were dealt with
swiftly and with typical Rebel efficiency. Janet House-Lew ston was
shocked right down to her toes.

"Mass graves!" she wailed. "That isn't Christian."
"Neither were the crinmes they committed,"” a Rebel told her
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Si nron Border | ooked at the dispatch just handed himand frowned. The
SUSA had been cleared, for the nost part, of crimnals. It had taken the
Rebel s approxi mately four nonths to do it. Sinon had been certain it
woul d had take them at |east a couple of years to acconplish that.

"Are we next?" one of Sinobn's generals asked.

Si mon shook his head. "No. Ben Raines will keep his word as long as |
keep m ne. Whatever else he may be, the man is honorable. He won't
attack us without provocation. And | don't intend to provoke him" Sinon
sm | ed and added, "Yet."

"The man is a barbarian,” one of Sinmon's church elders said. "He and his
Rebel s are worse than the Vikings. Only the Lord God Al mi ghty knows what
they do with wonmen when they sweep through a village."

"They rape and pillage and burn," another of Sinobn's church elders said.
"They' re savages."

"Amen, Brother Carl," another church | eader said.

Si non knew better, but he let his people talk. This comi ng Sunday
nmorning, all over the territory Sinon controlled, his mnisters would be
denounci ng Ben Rai nes and the Rebels from pul pits, verbally whipping the
congregation into a frenzy agai nst Ben Raines, spreading lies and

hal f-truths all mngled with the word of God.

Just as Ben Rai nes had succeeded in setting up his SUSA, Sinon had
succeeded in establishing his own form of government west of the
Mssissippi. And it was all in accordance with the teachings found right
in the
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Bible ... in how Sinon and his elders interpreted the Bible, that is.

In Sinmon Border's country, there were no abortion clinics, for abortion
was not allowed for any reason. There were no offensive books; al
reading material first had to be approved by a blue-nosed, tight-Iipped,
and narrow- i nded censorship board. Nothing but Grated novies were
allowed to be shown in the few theaters open and on the TV stations.
Miusi ¢ was heavily censored; only the classics were allowed, with a few
exceptions, and that included rmusic played in one's home. Honobsexuality
was puni shabl e by death. Any man or wonan who strayed into the fleshy
adventures of promi scuity had his or her head shaved, was stood up and
poi nted out in church, and was shunned for an appropriate time. Schoo
days began and ended with a | engthy prayer, and Bi bl e study was a course
that every student took, in every grade. Divorce was frowned upon and
actual divorces were rare indeed. Church attendance was mandatory, every
Sunday and Sunday eveni ng, and on Wednesday ni ghts the services could
run for hours, with the preachers ranting and raving and soneti mes
speaki ng in tongues (dependi ng upon the church). Men worked, the wonen
stayed hone and took care of the children, cooking the neals and

cl eani ng the house, subservient to the nen at all times. (God said that
was the way it should be, said so right in the Bible-sort of.) Wnen
were not allowed to wear any type of revealing clothing and when

swi mmi ng, men were separated fromthe wonen. Wien a husband and w fe
made | ove, only the missionary position was all owed (although just how
Simon enforced that was a nystery to all outside his territory).
Grunting and groani ng and npani ng and
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shrieking out one's joy in the act was not allowed (people were urged to
keep an ear open for any violation of the rule by their neighbors).

"Fucki ng sedately, | suppose that would be called," Ben said, after
reading the rules set forth by Sinmon Border

In Sinon Border territory, newspapers reported only good things-unless
Ms. Jones was caught fucking M. Smith. Such an abom nation had to be
reported so all the good people would know. For shane, for shane!

The religious far right had finally succeeded in setting up their own
restrictive form of government.

"I'f your nomme is a conmie, turn her in," Ben said with a snmle, after
finishing his reading of just how Si non Border ran his government.

"What the hell is the mssionary position?" Jersey asked, |ooking up
fromthe lengthy rules and regul ations that residents of Sinon Border's
territory had to foll ow

"I will be only too glad to show you," Cooper said quickly.

Jersey cut her dark eyes to Cooper. "Forget it, Coop. I'Il figure it out.

"Man on top, wonan on the bottom" Ben said, before Cooper could get
himself in trouble.



Jersey |l ooked at him "That's it?"

"The singing of 'Onward Christian Soldiers' is optional, | suppose,” Ben
said with a smle.

"Rai nes, you are disgraceful," Doctor Chase said, entering the old house
where Ben had set up his CP. "You should be ashamed of yourself."

"Ch, | am Lamar. | am What do you want ?"
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"Fresh vaccines will be here in a couple of hours. Have you deci ded when

we start the next push?”

"Mght as well do it in the norning," Ben said, standing up and
stretching. "Let's see how the people outside the SUSA receive us."

Ben's battalion crossed over into Southern Illinois. They were not met
with open arms by the survivors, but then no one shot at them either.
For the first twenty or so mles, anyway.

"The punks came through here and stripped our gardens of everything," a
| ocal told Ben. "Took everything me and the wife had canned for the winter."

"We'| | see that you get rations to last you through the winter," Ben
told him "Qur field rations mght not be the tastiest things in the
world, but they will keep you alive."

The man was | ooking over that part of the convoy he could see. "You got
all kinds of folks in your army, Ceneral. W were told you were
operating sone kind of racist place down south."

"Whoever told you that lied. Racismisn't allowed in the SUSA. You have
a trade before the Great War?"

"I did whatever was necessary to feed the bulldog, CGeneral. |I'ma good
farmer. | can weld, lay brick, and I'm a good nechanic. Wy do you ask?"
"We've got millions of acres of the nost fertile land in the world just

waiting for a plow. Down in the SUSA, we have electricity, running
wat er, proper sewerage, newspapers, radio and TV, a valid currency,
shops and stores. And we don't have nany rul es and regul ati ons.
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W're a common sense society. You know what | nmean by that?"

"Sure. Man puts up a 'No Trespassing' sign on his property, stay the
hell off of it. Man has a closed gate, that nmeans he wants to keep it
closed. If it's locked, don't clinmb over it unless you want the shit

shot out you." He smiled. "That about the neat of it, CGeneral ?"

Ben | aughed. "1 believe you hit the high points, yes. You interested in
rel ocati ng?"

"Damm right!"

"You know sone others who m ght be interested?"



"Just about everybody | know "
"CGet themtogether. How about a neeting tonorrow norning?"
"Suits ne. Where?"

"Over where we'll be bivouacked. W won't be hard to find."

The man | ooked at the mles-long colum. "Sure won't," he nuttered.
"See you in the norning," Ben said. He snmiled as the man wal ked away.
"I"1l repopulate the SUSA while |I'm hel ping the good fol ks who |ive
out si de of our boundaries."

"You mean," Corrie said, "you'll nmove the creamof the crop down to the
SUSA and | eave the rest."

"Why, Corrie." Ben feigned great indignation. "You would actually accuse
me of doi ng sonet hi ng under handed |i ke that?"

Ben smiled as his teamroared with |aughter.
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"In the SUSA, " Ben told the gathering of men and women, sone one hundred
or nore, "you control your own destiny to a very |large degree. Mich nore
so than the ol d governnent, Republican or Denocrat, would ever let you.
In the SUSA, the government is not your nanny, nor will it ever be. W
have very few rules and regul ati ons. Because we have so few government
agenci es, our taxes are very low, and the tax systemis very sinple. W
don't have police-not like you re accustomed to having. And we dam sure
don't have secret police, prowing around in your lives. W don't have
anyt hi ng that even vaguely resenbles the FBlI, the Secret Service, the
ATF, Postal Inspectors, investigators from GSHA, HUD, IRS, or POOP,

CRAP, or FART ..."

Ben waited until the applause and | aughter had di ed down.
' "There is no bl oated bureaucracy in the SUSA. Agents fromthe
government will not be sneaki ng and snoopi ng
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around your property checking to see if you have some sort of assault
rifle with a bayonet |ug-because you damm sure will have at | east
one-and it will be fully automatic. Every adult living in the SUSA is
part of the home guard and is expected to help defend the SUSA if or
when the tine cones. If that is something you do not wish to be a part
of , then you may | eave this neeting now and | respect your decision."

Four men and four women got up and wal ked away.

Ben said, "In the SUSA, our |aws are based on compn sense. That's why
it issodifficult for some to understand life there. If you're
constantly sticking your lip into soneone el se's business, you won't
make it there. If you choose to ignhore warning signs posted on sonmeone's
property, don't try life in the SUSA, because sonebody will bury you
there. If you get drunk and get behind the wheel of a vehicle and kil



some innocent person, the charge is automatic-it isn't vehicular

hom cide, it's nurder. W' ve had three drive-by shootings in the SUSA.
The peopl e who did the shootings were hanged. The investigation, arrest,
trial, and execution took about ten days in each case. W're not
interested in niceties or legal technicalities in the SUSA. Burn a cross
on someone's yard in the SUSA and that property owner will step outside
and shoot you and everybody gathered there with you. And nothing will be
done to the person who pulls the trigger on the trespassers. My rights
end at your property line, your rights end at mine."

Three coupl es shook their heads, got up, and left the group

Ben waited until they had left the neeting area and said, "Qur |aws are
few, but they are set in granite.
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Don't cone down there expecting to change them because you'll fail. W
take care of the very old, the very young, and the infirm W |ove our
pets and we take care of them |If you don't |ike animals, you better
stay out of the SUSA "

Two couples got up and left. Ben watched themgo with a slight smile on
his 1ips.

He said, "If you're a whiner or a conplainer, stay out of the SUSA. If
you want a free ride, go sonewhere else. If your neighbor has an
unwant ed pregnancy and chooses abortion, that's her business, and none
of yours or mne. W don't have strikes or work slowdowns in the SUSA
Everyone is on an equal footing there, so we don't have such things as
affirmative action programs. You will not be prompted sinply because of
your race or gender. Any position in the arned forces is open to
qualified people. As you have probably already noticed, wonen serve in
conbat positions in the Rebel Army- and no bullshit about it is
tolerated. Qur schools teach fact, not fiction. W stress education, not
who can run the fastest or throw a ball the hardest or farthest. In the
SUSA, we know the difference between a hero and an athlete. Ganes are
fun to play and watch. But they are just ganmes. Not inportant. Anyone
who woul d fight over the outcone of a gane or a referee's call is an
idiot and we don't want themin the SUSA. "

Four men sitting together got up and wal ked away, their backs stiff with
i ndi gnation. "Jockstraps," Ben heard Jersey mutter. "Good riddance."

A nunber of wonen in the gathering heard Jersey's comrent and smil ed.
Several men grinned, |ooked sheepish, and nodded their heads in agreenent.

"Don't m sunderstand me," Ben said. "W have al
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sorts of ganes in our schools in the SUSA. W just know and stress their
| evel of inportance.”

He | ooked over the faces of the crowd. He guessed about thirty people
had | eft the gathering; about seventy-five remained. Ben pointed to a
group of Rebels standing off to one side. "Those are political officers.
They can answer all your questions about the SUSA and the laws we |ive



under. Thank you for listening to ne."

Doctor Lamar Chase fell into step with Ben. "Wen did you get here, Lanmar?"
"This nmorning. Early. Ben . . . danmt, you're doing it again."

Ben stopped and faced him "Doing what, Lamar?"

"Don'thand nme that, Raines! You' re going to repopu-late the SUSA with
the cream and | eave the rest for sonebody el se to worry about The

sl ackers and whiners can't or won't live under our |aws. Those with

aj ockstrap nmentality can't even understand our |aws. And even if they
could get it through all that rmush in their brains, somebody woul d shoot
them before the first week was out."

Ben chuckl ed at the expression on Lamar's face, but said nothing. He
knew t here was nmore coming fromhis old friend.

"Ben, | understand what you're doing. But we can't heal the country this
way. "
Ben moved them over to the shade of a huge old tree." 'Lamar, for

forty-odd years the liberals had control of this nation. They fucked it
up seven ways to sundown. They fucked it up so bad it was beyond the
point of repair. If the world had not blown up in our faces, mllions of
Ameri can people were on the verge of arnmed revolution. I will not be a
party to that occurring again.
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The SUSA will not be inhabited by whiners and second, third and fourth
generation welfare famlies who lay up on their asses and breed I|ike
field mce and expect the government to take care of themand their
kids. | know that sonetines people are in need of help, and we've never
hesitated a second in seeing that they got that help-"

Lamar held up a hand. "Ben, don't get wound up on nme. | know t hat
everything you just said is true. But you're talking isolationism"

' "That's right, Lamar. But only after we visit every state that is
humanly possible to visit and try our dammedest to prop these people up
and get them functioning again. And you will have to agree that from
what we've seen thus far, that's going to be damm near inpossible.”

"You know, of course, what they're waiting for."

"Sure | do. They're sitting around with their thumbs up their asses
waiting for the governnent to cone in and take themby their pretty
little hands and nmeke everything all better again. Just |ike the fucking
liberals conditioned themto expect for forty fucking years! The only
problemis that there is no governnent."

"Except for us," the doctor said softly.

"That's right, Lamar. Us. And like the old fellow said one tine: Us'ins
is gonna | ook out for us'selves."

Ben turned away and wal ked of f.



Ben wat ched as forty-eight fam lies packed up their meager possessions
and headed south, acconpanied by a team of Rebels to insure their safe
passage into the SUSA

Ben split his battalion and sent two compani es east
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to Marion and Harrisburg, while he took two conpani es and went west to
Mur physbor o and Car bondal e.

Ben did not travel over to his birthplace, just a few nmles south of
Marion. He did not want to see the burned-out ruins of the house where
he and his brothers and sisters had been rai sed, and where his nother
and father had died during the chenical part of the Geat War. He had
buried his second brother and family in Springfield, and had buried his

sister in her backyard in Normal, Illinois. Ben had been forced to kil
his older brother in a shoot-out up in the Northwest, after his brother
joined a Nazi Party novenent and tried to kill Ben

In both Carbondal e and Murphysboro, the survivors had come together and
were slowy rebuilding. Only a few famlies were interested in
relocating to the SUSA. The Rebel s who had gone to Harrisburg reported
the sane. And not all the people would allow the Rebel doctors to treat
and inocul ate them

"What the hell is the matter with these peopl e?" Ben questioned Doct or
Chase.

"They don't trust us," the doctor replied. "But they seemto | ove the
rhetoric put out by Sinon Border. |'ve seen a |lot of copies of his
newspapers. "

"Then l et Sinon Border cone in and give them vacci nes," Ben said. "Screw

Cem "
The Rebels pulled out. Mdst of the people in that area seened glad to
see them go. Ben ordered all battalions to split and begin working in a
Z-pattern, in order to hit as many towns as possible. Batt corns
reported neeting no resistance of any kind as they travel ed.

Ben took his two conpani es and angl ed over to get a | ook at what
remai ned of East St. Louis. It was a ruin.
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Scouts reported back fromworking their way close to St. Louis.

"This Issac Africa has troops all along the west side of the river." The
Scout smiled. "They do appear to be a mite junpy. W deliberately |et
t hem spot us."

"Let's get out of here," Ben said. "W'll head straight up 55 and

i nvestigate the towns that are |located no nore than twenty or thirty
mles east and west of the interstate. Second section get on Interstate
57 and do the same. Continue working the Z-pattern. There is no way
humanly possible to hit all the towns, but we'll visit many of themthis



way. Corrie, get on the horn to Buddy and have his special ops people
drop in and clear the airport in Springfield for traffic. W' ve got to
be resup-plied. Qur Scouts are reporting no signs of any mgjor

resi stance are expected. But there night be a few creep-ies around.
Those bastards | ove airports.”

"We're going to be in Wsconsin when winter cones," Jersey said, a
not -t oo- happy tone in her voice. "Does it snow rmuch in Wsconsin?"

"Does a bear shit in the woods?" Cooper fired back

"Wonderful ," Jersey nuttered. Jersey's early years were spent on a
reservation in the Southwest. Wnter was not her favorite time of year

"What's the matter, ny little cactus flower?" Cooper asked. "Do you m ss
your rattlesnakes and gila nonsters?"

"No, Cooper. |'ve got you."

Ben and his two conpani es began working west to Hi ghway 67 and east to
H ghway 51. The second section worked fromthe Indiana state |line over
to Hi ghway 51. Many of the people refused to receive the inocul ations or
allow their children to receive them
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"Don't they realize they're putting their children's lives at risk?" Ben
asked Chase one eveni ng.

The Rebel s were bivouacked in a tiny town about thirty mles south of
Springfield, just off Interstate 55. The second section of Rebels were
bi vouacked about twenty-five mles south of Urbana/-Chanpaign, just off
Interstate 57.

"I believe the further north we go, the cooler the reception is going to
be," Chase replied. "Both fromthe majority of the people and the weather."

"But we'll see nore and nore of the people working together to rebuild,"”
Ben added. "And that's good. That's what | want. Keep them out of the SUSA "

Lamar | aughed. "These are good people up here, Ben. Good, solid,
har d- wor ki ng people.”

"Denocrats,"” Ben said sourly.
Lamar had a good | augh out of that.

"It was split pretty even in the last two el ections before the G eat
War, boss," Beth said.

Ben grunted. "The Denocrats still carried those states.™

"You' re inpossible, Raines!" Chase said, standing up. "Hell, | voted for
the Denocratic ticket occasionally."

"So did I," Ben said. "Once."
Chuckl i ng, Doctor Chase left the small house Ben was using for the night.

"This is a fool's errand,” Ben said. "Many of the people won't even |et



us inoculate them Sone run off when they see us. | ought to turn the
whol e damm busi ness around and head back to the SUSA. Bunker ourselves
in and let the rest of the country go right straight to hell. Ungrateful
bunch of sem -Socialists.”

That got his entire team | aughing at him
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Corrie turned to her radio and |istened for a nmoment. "Buddy reporting
in, boss."

"Buddy?" Ben stood up and wal ked to the radio. "I told himto send sone
speci al ops people in, not go hinmself." He keyed the mic. "Co, boy."

' '"The airport is secure, Eagle. There were a few creeps. W took care
of them Those people left in what remains of the city are in pretty
rough shape."

"Any organi zation?"

"Not that | could see.”
"Country people will survive and city people will struggle,"” Ben
muttered. He keyed the mc. "OK, boy. W'll see you tonorrow, late."

"That's ten-four, Eagle."

"We' || drive straight through to Springfield, Corrie. W' ve got to be
resupplied. Bunmp the others and tell themto start cleaning up the

ai rport at Chanpaign. When they're resupplied, they're to pull out and
check everything east of Hi ghway 51 and north up to Interstate 80, and
east to the Indiana line. But stay clear of Chicago. | think we're going
to find some crap and crud anong the ruins."”

"The way we hamered that city, how could there be anything |l eft?"
Jersey asked. She shook her head and answered her own question. "But
there always is. Wth the creepies feeding on them" she added with a
shudder .

Then Cooper asked what every Rebel had asked at one time or the other
"What the hell is the matter with these people? Wiy don't they pick up a
gun, get organi zed, and fight?"

Ben smiled. "Because they're waiting for the governnent to conme in and
do it for them"
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Buddy net his father's colums on the outskirts of the ruined city, just
south of Lake Springfield. "I figure at least five thousand people in
the city, Father. And |I'm probably short by five thousand."

"And they're doing what, as if | couldn't guess?"

"Nothing. But in areas all around the city, out in the country, people

are wapping up this season's harvest, getting the |ast produce from
their gardens, and are getting ready to kill and butcher hogs. They've



organi zed into groups."
Ben sighed. "OK, gang. Let's go see what we've got in the city."

It was depressing. . . even to Ben. Hundreds of people gathered around
the trucks and tanks and Hummers. They were people of all ages and
genders and races.

"Shit!" Ben nuttered. "Corrie, get our people unassed and push these
crowds back so we can set up."

Tanks runbl ed up and surrounded Ben's vehicle,
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forcing the crowmd back. Ben got out and hopped up on a tank. Cooper
tossed hima bull horn

"Back up," Ben told the cromds. "We'|l take care of you all, but you' ve
got to give us roomto set up. Now back up, please.™

Sl ow y, grudgingly, the crowds began backing up. Rebels quickly forned a
I ine and began noving them further back. It took the better part of an
hour before order was established and the Rebel s began setting up

medi cal tents.

"We're going to be here for a few days," Chase said to Ben. "At least."

"Cet ready, boss," Beth said. "Here cones Janet House-LlLew ston.'

"Wonder ful ," Ben nuttered.

"Wth the reporters,"” Jersey added.

"I'"'moverjoyed," Ben said.
"Ch, these poor, poor people!" Janet cried, bursting onto the scene.
"I think I"mgoing to be sick," Jersey said sarcastically.

"Don't you dare be sick," Ben told her. "And that's an order. | need you
here.”

"Planes coning in," Corrie called. "ETA ten minutes."

Ben | ooked at Chase and grinned. "Have fun, Lamar. |'ll be out at the
airport.”

The doctor gave himthe finger.

"Everything is shaping up just fine down home, Ceneral," one of the
pilots told Ben. "Things are pretty nmuch getting back to normal. We're
screening and processing about fifty famlies a day and settling themin."
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"President Jefferys's 22 Batt?" Ben asked with a snmile



The pilot |aughed and refilled his coffee cup froma thernos. "Now t hat

bunch, Ceneral, defies description. | really wouldn't want to ness
around nuch with those ol' boys and gals. They nay be getting a little
long in the tooth, but they're still rough as hell. They w ped out the

| ast pocket of punks found in our area. And they didn't take any prisoners."

There were six of the big transport planes parked on the tarnmac, each
pl ane capabl e of carrying tons of supplies. Deuce-and-a-halves were
lined up, receiving the boxes and crates.

Ben spotted his son, Buddy, and waved hi mover. "Wy don't you round up
your special ops people and hitch a ride back with these guys?"

"Ch," Buddy said with a smle. "I think I'Il stick around for a while,
Fat her."

"I could order you back," Ben told him

"Then that would put ne in a hard bind, Father."

"How so?"

"Because |'m acting under direct orders fromdie President, that's why."

The pilot had backed off, away fromthe father and son. He wanted no
part of this famly squabble.

"Cecil order you to bird-dog ne, boy?"

"Let's just say he asked that | stay close in case you needed ny people.’
"I see. How many people did you bring with you, boy?"
"Two comnpanies. "

Two conpani es of the nost highly trained personnel in the Rebel arny.
Buddy' s speci al operations people received training equal to the Navy's
SEAL teans, the

197
197

Marine Corps Force Recon, the Arny's Special Forces and Ranger, the Air
Force's Air Controllers and Conmandos, the French Foreign Legion, and
the British SAS. For the nost part, they were young, in the peak of
physi cal condition, and per person, had a higher kill average than any
other unit.

"Aren't you afraid of getting bored tagging along with us?" Ben asked.

"Ch, | think not," Buddy said with a smle. He took a map fromhis
pocket and spread it out on the fender of a truck. He put a blunt finger
on the area around Chicago. "Full of creepies, Father. Fromthe ruins of
Chicago all the way up to the Wsconsin line."' He noved his finger over
to Rockford. "And that is where Ray Brown and his gang have settled in
for the winter."

Ben | ooked at the map for a monent, then lifted his eyes. "Well, now.
This mght prove to be interesting, after all."



Buddy smiled. "I thoughtyou night say that, Father."

"The peopl e want to know how t hey're supposed to live through the
winter,"” Ben was inforned.

Ben sighed and ran his fingers through his graying hair. "There are
hundreds of vacant hones in this area. Mst with fireplaces. Have any of
t hese peopl e given any thought at all to using an axe or a crosscut saw
to lay in a supply of firewood for the wi nter?"

"Apparently not," Buddy told him

"I think they want us to do that for them" Jersey said.

"Well, we're not going to do it," Ben said. "As far as

198

I'mconcerned, thus far this 'nation healing process' has been a di smal
failure."

It was late fall, and a fire was crackling in the fireplace of the hone

Ben was using for a CP. Doctor Chase was sitting in an old overstuffed

chair in a corner of the room

"The people who are going to do for thensel ves have done it," Ben

continued. "Those who want sonebody else to do it for them have gathered

and are waiting for that to happen. W're not going to do it for them.
and that's final. Corrie, issue those orders to all batt corns.”

"Right, boss." But she did not imediately turn to the radio.
Ben | ooked over at Lamar. "Go ahead, Lamar. Say it."

"Say what? What do you want ne to say, Ben? Hell, | know what we're up
against. W can't go into every conmunity in twenty or nore states and
prop people up, knowing they're going to fall down as soon as we | eave.
At the rate we're going it would take us years, it would exhaust our own
resources, and in the end, acconplish nothing. R ght now, we've covered
only half of one state and | can clearly see the so-called 'healing
process' is not going to work. The plan | ooked very good on paper. It
just didn't work in the field." He fell silent and sipped his whiskey
and water.

"So far," Ben said.
"What do you mean, Father?" Buddy asked. "Wat are you thinki ng?"

"At first light, round up all the survivors that are nmilling around
waiting for us to do everything for them
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Round t hem up at gunpoint and bring themhere. | don't know how else to
do this."

"What are you going to do, Ben?" Chase was sitting up straight, his
whi skey and water forgotten. "Shoot then®?"



"No," Ben said with a snmle. "But they mght think that's what |'m going
to do."

" Seven-t housand- ni ne- hundred-forty-two nen, wonen, and children,” Beth
said, reading froma clipboard

"How many children under the age of thirteen?" Ben asked.

"Seven- hundred-fifty-two.'

"They have been separated fromtheir parents?”

"Ri ght, boss. They're being served a hot breakfast as we speak."

"PA system wor ki ng?"

"Affirmative."

"Tool s and cl eani ng equi prent rounded up?"

"Ri ght, boss," Cooper said. "Rebels worked all night sifting through the
rubble. W' ve got hammers and boxes of nails and broons and handsaws and

so forth. Al stacked and ready to go."

Janet House-Lewi ston stood with the three reporters, off to one side,

all of them|ooking at Ben. "Wat is that nan going to do?" she whi spered.
"Whatever it is,"
bl unt about it."

Cassie said. "You can bet he's going to be unconmonly

Ben wal ked over to the raised platformand clinbed up, wal king over to
t he m crophone. He tapped the mc and the sound popped out of the huge
out door speakers. He | ooked down into the hundreds of faces,
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nost of themregistering undi sqguised fear. He said, "You people are the
| azi est, nost irresponsi ble and worthl ess pack of assholes | have ever
seen." His voice boonmed out over the heads of the crowd.

The crowd gasped in shock and so did Janet. Nils, Cassie, and Frank sml ed.

"I know fromreadi ng the questionnaires you filled out that nost of you
men and wonen have at |east a high school education, nmany of you have
some col |l ege and about twenty percent of you are coll ege graduates. You
ought to be ashamed of yourselves." Ben's voice was thick with scorn
"You' re behaving like worthless rabble. Well, that is about to cone to a
halt. Ri ght now. " He | ooked down at the clipboard. "M . Scott Turner
Front and center. R ght now Mbve it, goddamrit!"

A man with a very frightened | ook on his face pushed through the crowd
and stood in front of the platform

Ben | ooked down at him "You stand right there, mster. And don't you
nove." Ben called out twenty nore nanmes, nmen and wonen. \Wen that group
had gathered in front of the platform Ben said, "Before the G eat \War
and during the first rebuilding process afterward, you nen and wonen
wer e successful in your chosen fields. You cover the spectrum



Busi nessnen and wonen, contractors, plunbers, electricians-you
twenty-one peopl e cover the whole nine yards. You did well at your
chosen professions, but now you just want to give up and roll over.
Well, you're not going to do that. I'mnot going to | et you because the
nati on needs you. You, M. Turner, are now the |eader of this pack of
pricks and pussies. You and these other nen and wonen |'ve chosen are
going to oversee the rebuilding and setting up of a very clean and

pr osperous and
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snoot h-runni ng conmunity. Do you know why you're going to do that?"
The nmen and wonen | ooked up at hi mand shook their heads.

"Because if you don't, 1'mgoing to come back and shoot every goddamm
one of you, that's why!"

"Ch, nmy CGod!" Janet hissed. "He can't nmean that!"

"He neans it," N ls whispered, hiding his snile

"And whil e your bodies are cooling on the ground," Ben continued, "I'II
pick twenty or so others and see what they can do. And if they fuck up
['"lI'l shoot theml" he roared, the speakers rattling.

Al the nen and wonmen in the huge crowd were scared, and nmade no attenpt
to hide it.

"We're going to stick around here for a week or so," Ben said. "But we
won't be doing the work, you people will. W'IIl just supervise the
operation. This conmunity is going to shine. It's going to be an
exanple. This litter and rubble is going to be picked up, hauled off,
and di sposed of properly. Hones are going to be swept out and floors
nmopped until they shine |ike a barracks before inspection-"

"Fuck you!" a man shouted fromthe crowmd. He pushed his way through to
stand in front of the raised platform "You can't make ne do a goddam
thing I don't want to do. You can take your goddamm orders and stick 'em
up your goddamm ass, you goddamm tin soldier son-of-a-bitch!"

Ben shot him

Col dly, dispassionately, and w thout any visible sign of enotion, Ben
shot hi m between the eyes.

"Ch, my CGod!" Janet whispered in shock. "I can't believe |I'm w tnessing
this."
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"l can," Frank Service said. "This nation's future is at stake. And Ben
Rai nes knows it."

Ben held the pistol at his side. "Anybody el se?" He spoke calmy into
t he m crophone.

No one in the crowd uttered a sound or nade a npve.



"Cet to work," Ben said. "Right now"
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"Just as busy as a bunch of little bees," Ben remarked, as he drove

around the suburbs of the city. "The place is beginning to | ook Iike
somet hi ng again."

"I can't believe you shot that nman, Ben," Lamar said. "I was there, |
saw it, but | can't believe it."
"You still don't get it, do you, Lamar?" Ben questioned.

"What is it |I'm supposed to get, Raines?"

"Fear, Lamar. Pure and sinple fear. That's what these people were
waiting on-fear. That's what the liberals conditioned a certain nunber
of Anericans to live under. Fear. Fear of the governnment. If you don't
pay your taxes, we'll seize your property or put you in jail, or both.
If you don't toe the line, no matter how petty and ridicul ous the |aw,
we' Il punish you. We-the governnment-are your masters. You don't have
enough sense to run your own lives, so we'll do it for you. They made
rul es and regul ati ons and forns so conpl ex, com
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plicated, and so filled w th gobbl edy gook, about half of the American
peopl e caved in and becane nothing nore than puppets. The fucking
liberals cut the heart and the guts out of nmillions of people. They
based their governnent on fear. | just used that still-lingering fear to
get the people back to work. That man | shot nay have been a good nman, a
decent man. And |I'msure the Almghty will rmake me pay for what | did

anmong ot her sins too nunerous to nmention. But | will put this nation
back toget her again.

"The SUSA will survive and prosper and grow powerful under Rebel rule.
Up here, these frightened little rabbits now cleaning up the streets and
hones will, eventually, get some steel in their backbones and start once

again legislating thensel ves into a maze of rules and regul ati ons and
conpl exities, because that's the way the fucking liberal governnent of
the past conditioned themto live. And in their own way, they will
prosper. They'll bog thensel ves down building prisons and hal fway houses
and public housing and basketball courts for worthless goddamm punks,
and tax thenselves to the breaking point trying to be all things to al

people all the tinme. In a few years, they' |l have bars on their w ndows
and twenty-nine | ocks on their doors, and car alarns and honme security
systens and they' |l piss and noan about the crine rate and will never
understand that it's all their fault. But . . . that's the way they want
to live, Lamar. So be it. 1I'll help themreturn to that."

Lamar stared at Ben for a full minute. Then he said, "Well, 1'll just be
goddammed! "
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The Rebels pulled out one week after Ben laid down his ultimtumto the
peopl e. During that week, blocks and bl ocks of the suburbs had been



transformed into clean streets and neat homes. Water and electricity had
not yet been restored, but that wasn't far off.

Ben met one last tine with Scott Turner and the group. The men and wonen
were neatly dressed and had a ot of their forner pride back. "You're on

your own now," Ben told them "It's doubtful I'Il be back, but Rebel
patrols will be checking in until the Mdwest is brought back fromthe
ashes. After that, what kind of government you install is up to you. But

| have a pretty good idea what it will be."
"You don't think much of us, do you, General ?" a woman asked.

Ben shook his head. "I'll pass on that question, lady, since it's

doubt ful our paths will ever cross again. Maybe you fol ks were knocked
down so hard, twice in a row, you forgot how to get up on your own. But
you' re up now. And whet her you stay up or go down for the count is now
entirely in your hands. You'd better formup sone sort of hone guard for
def ense, and appoi nt peopl e as peace officers. I'mnot ordering you to
do that. It's just a suggestion. I'mnot going to waste ny breath
telling you about letting crimnals get the upper hand or how to dea
with them That's up to you peopl e now. Goodbye and good | uck." Ben

wal ked out of the newy cleaned up and repainted comrunity buil di ng.
"Mount up!" he hollered. "W're outta herel™

And that was the way the Rebels began ramri ng some steel into the
backbone of a tw ce denoralized Anerican
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popul ace. Fromthe M ssissippi River east to the Atlantic Ccean, the
Rebels rolled into comunity after comunity and, using threats, fear
coercion and intimdation, they started the long and tedious job of
propping up Anerica . . . one nore tine.

Ben took his people west and crossed the Illinois R ver, heading for

Qui ncy, spending a week there. Then he turned to the northeast and
headed for Peoria. Over to Gal esburg and up to Mdline. By this time the
weat her had turned bitterly cold. The Rebels began inspecting each house
they came to, |ooking for blankets and cl ot hing. Wen they were found,
they were carefully laundered and given to the people. The Rebels
rounded up cattle and hogs and sheep. They repaired fences and chi cken
coops. By the first of the new year, the people they were hel pi ng got
into the spirit of the thing and began struggling to stand on their own
two feet before the Rebels arrived. No one |likes to be browbeaten and
threatened and belittled.

"By God, Ben, it's working," Nick Stafford, commander of 18 Batt radi oed
fromthe East Coast.

"It was a desperation nmove on ny part, N ck," Ben said. "I just didn't
know what else to do. If this had failed, | was going to turn us around
and head on back to the SUSA."

On the fifteenth of January, a major winter stormslanmed into the
nati on and Ben ordered everybody to shut it down and wait it out. Ben
and his 1 Batt were on the outskirts of Rockford, ready for a fight, but
Ray Brown and his gang had pul |l ed out, |eaving behind them a dead
city-gutted, |ooted, destroyed and utterly devoid of people.
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"Si mon Border has probably given them sanctuary," Ben said.

"I thought he was such a fine, upstanding Christian person,” Beth
remarked, a smle playing at her I|ips.

"Sinmon Border is a prick," Ben said. "He's playing both ends against the
m ddl e. He's shaken hands with the devil in an attenpt to get rid of us."

"Ray Brown and all the other gang | eaders just m ght decide to turn on
him" Cooper said.

"They might," Ben agreed. "But not for a while. | suspect that Sinon has
justified what he's doing by telling his followers he's using
nmercenari es agai nst us. Any nmeans to an end. Come the spring, we'll have

a real fight on our hands. And you can all get ready for it."

"But won't the people we've helped pitch in to help us when push cones
to shove?" Anna questi oned.

"l doubt it," Ben said. "Oh, sonme of themw I, sure. But not the
majority. We're like the gunfighters of the Od Wst, gang. It's al
right for us to cone in and clean up the town, but once the killing is

done, the outlaws buried or run out, and the streets safe, the people
don't want us around. We give thema guilty conscience."

Anna, now sixteen (or nmaybe seventeen, she wasn't sure), shook her head
and wal ked of f, muttering about people in general and certain types of
people in particular.

The weat her had brought the Rebel push to an abrupt halt, trapping Lamar
Chase with Ben's 1 Batt in Northern Illinois, just a few mles south of
the Wsconsin border. The old roads were inpassable and were going to
remain that way until the storm broke and the weat her war ned.

When Ben started studying aerial recon maps of the
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ruins of Chicago, his team knew playtime was over and they were about to
get down to the serious business of war.

What was | eft of Chicago was under the control of gangs and creeps. For
several years, the gangs and the creeps had been rangi ng out of the
city, into the countryside, looting and pillaging and ki dnapping victins
for slavery or whoredom ... or for dinner

Ben alerted lke's 2 Batt and Dan's 3 Batt to get ready to nmove agai nst
the thugs and the creeps as soon as the weather warmed. The runways were
cleared at Rock-ford's airport and pl anes began com ng in, bringing
supplies for a nmajor push.

| ke's peopl e began clearing the main runway at an old airport just south
of Gary, Indiana and the transports came roaring in. Dan began noving
his people across the line to a position south and west of the city and
began receiving supplies at an airport there.

In Chicago, the tfiugs and punks and creeps geared up for a fight.



Buddy pulled his 8 Batt in and positioned themwest of the city on the
ol d East/West Tol | way.

Lamar Chase began stockpiling nedical supplies.

The wi nter storm abated, the sun broke through, and the tenperature
warnmed, nelting the ice and snow. The hi ghways were cl ear

"Chicago is a festering boil," Ben said. "And we're going to lance it."

210 Two

Revol utions are not made; they cone. A revolution is as natural a growh
as an oak. It comes out of the past. Its foundations are laid far back

-\Wendel | Phillips
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"There are people living all over what is left of the suburbs,” Scouts
reported to Ben. "But they're living there of their own free will.
They' ve aligned thensel ves with the gangs and the creeps.”

Ben | ooked up at the sky. Clear blue with not a cloud to be seen. The
tenmperature was in the low forties. "Order the planes and the gunshi ps
in, Corrie."”

Over the years, the Rebels had worked this out to perfection. Artillery
and pl anes and gunshi ps woul d hamrer the target for hours, sonetimes
days, reducing everything to burning, snoking rubble. Then the ground
troops would nove in, slowy searching every pile of rubble. And they
rarely took prisoners. The eneny had been warned many, many tines;
surrender or die. Once the Rebels entered a free-fire zone, they would
shoot on sight.

It took the Rebels four weeks to clear the ruins of Chicago of npst
creepi es, gangs, and other assorted
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crud. After talking with what few prisoners they took, Rebel estinmates
were that they had cl eared perhaps ninety percent of the crimnnals who
had occupi ed the ruins of the once great city.

The ten percent remaining were hiding anid the rubble and the ruins.
They woul d probably continue their way of life, preying on the innocent,
but the backbone of the gangs was broken, with the heads chopped off.
The Rebel s made plans to nove on

"Wsconsin," Beth read froma worn old tourist guide she had found
somewhere, "conprises just over fifty-six thousand square miles. Before
the G eat War, it had a population of five mllion."

"Thank you, Beth," Cooper said. "I really needed that information."

"Talk to nme, Beth," Jersey told her. "Cooper's |evel of conprehension



stops at M ckey Mouse."

Ben was sitting at a portable desk, going over a list of supplies they
woul d need before they shoved off. He paused, listening to his teamtal k.

"Did you ever get to see any of the Disney parks, Jersey?" Corrie asked.
"Only the ruins,"” she replied. "You?"

"Somebody took ne to one when | was real litde," Corrie said. "But | can
just vaguely renmenber it. | can't even renmenber who took ne."

"I remenber just after the Great War," Jersey recalled, "gas got ny

whole famly. | wandered around for about a week, just |ooking at al
t he dead bodies. Then I came up to the casino on the reservation. Huge
place. It was all deserted, except for the dead. | nust have gone into

shock. For a long tine after that, nonths,
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things are just a blur. Howin the hell | wound up two states away is
still a nmystery to ne."

Many of the younger Rebels had sinilar stories; only vague nenories of
wandering, hiding fromgangs, fighting for survival after the bonbs and
the deadly gas covered the |and.

"There is an airport here in Southern Wsconsin |arge enough to handl e
our transports," Ben said, standing up. "Let's get moving."

Ben left lke and Dan to sift through the ruins of MIwaukee and clear it
of gangs. He took his 1 Batt and noved west, into the southern part of
W sconsin. Alnost in the geographical center of the state, about twenty
mles north of the Illinois state line, Ben and his peopl e began getting
the main runway in shape to receive die transport planes. About five
hundred people were living in and around the town that once boasted a
popul ati on of some fifteen thousand. Many of them did not receive the
Rebel s with wel com ng arns.

"We're not here to bodier you," Ben tried to assure them "W're here to
bring you up to date on your shots, to see if we can be of any

assi stance, and then we'll nove on."

"W don't care for your form of government,"
"W want no part of it."

t he spokesperson told him

"We're not here to force our phil osophy on you," Ben told him "W're
here to offer medical treatnent, help in fixing up your comunity,
setting up a communi cations link to the outside-things of that nature.”

But di e townspeople weren't buying that ... at least not at first. They
wer e suspi cious and very wary of the
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Rebels. In their mnds, the Rebels were just too well-fed and healthy,
their equiprment first-rate.



After a few nore nonents of decidedly one-sided conversation, Ben cane
within a breath of telling the local to go get screwed. Then he got his
temper under some degree of control and stared at the man for a noment.

"Mster, let me tell you sonmething. | really don't want to be roam ng
all over America, trying to pull this country back together. That is
somet hi ng you peopl e shoul d be doing. You people don't even like the
Rebel form of government. But yet, here we are, trying to help, and al
we're getting fromyou is guff. Mster, in our society, people help
peopl e. Maybe you don't feel that way-if that's the case, I'msorry for
you- but hel pi ng each other is the Rebel way."

The | ocal stared at Ben for a few seconds. Shook his head. \Wen he
spoke, his tone was softer. "It's nice of you folks to cone all the way
up here to Ilend us a hand. 1'll get the people together, General. It's
been a long time since any of us had a real doctor |ook at us."

Had the Rebels stayed | onger, the people night have really warned up to
them But the Rebels didn't have the tinme. They did what they could to
hel p, then nmoved on, pushing further and further north.

The Rebels strung tel ephone wire, got water and sewerage systemns
working. For the first time in along tinme, they were nore teacher than
soldier, friend rather than warrior. They hit no resistance as they
nmoved north. Ike reported that the dead city of MIwaukee had held few
gangs and no creeps.

"Hell, Ben," lke radioed. "It's boring!"
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"\Where have the punks and the gangs gone?" Ben asked M ke Ri chards one
| ate afternoon.

The chief of Rebel intelligence shook his head. "I don't know, Ben. But
you can bet they didn't change their spots overnight."

"Is it possible they slipped across the river into Sinon Border's
territory?"

"I think some of themdid, yes. W tal ked about this earlier. My
personal opinion is that they've broken up into small groups and j ust
faded into the | andscape. They've finally gotten it through their heads
they don't have a chance neeting us head-on. Every time they try that,
we crush themlike bugs."

"Al'l right, fine. 1'll accept that. But what about the rabble-for want
of a better word, and there nust be one-that we chased out of the SUSA?
What the hell happened to then? There were thousands of them™

"You want a personal opinion, Ben? One that has no proof behind it?"

"Mght as well."

"I think the Rebels scared the living shit out of them 1 think when
they saw that we would shoot to kill, they finally saw the light, so to

speak. | believe many of them have found a spot to roost and settled in.



After Mke had left, Ben sat for a long time, deep in thought. |If what
M ke said was true, and Ben had no reason to doubt it, the Rebels were,
for the nmost part, through with their purge of the states east of the

M ssissippi-with the exception of the far northeast part of the country.
It was a strange feeling.

Corrie broke into his thoughts. "Boss, there is soneone here to see you."
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Ben | ooked up. "Who is it?"

"Some man by the name of Paul Altaian."

"Senator Paul Altaian?"

Corrie shrugged her shoulders. "I guess. Wio is that?"

" "A nmoderate Denocrat, if you can believe it. | thought he was dead."
Corrie snmled. "He | ooks alive to ne."

"Show himin, Corrie."

It was Paul Altaian. O der, grayer, but then, Ben thought, so were they all
Ben shook hands with the man and waved himto a chair. Beth brought in

coffee and the senator from M chi gan-or the ex-senator fromwhat had
once been M chi gan-accepted it gratefully.

"Real coffee," Altaian said. "It's been a long tine."

"I thought you were dead, Senator. You haven't surfaced in years."

Paul took a sip of coffee and sighed contentedly. ' 'Wien | saw the
group that Homer was putting together a couple of years back, | decided
to stay out of sight. That was the biggest pack of nitwits ever to
assenble in one spot."

Ben smled. "I will certainly agree with that w thout reservation."

Paul sniled and took another sip of coffee. "So now the Rebels are on
t he nove, claimng everything in sight?"

"Not a chance, Senator. No way."
Paul's eyes widened in surprise. "Then . . . ?" He let that trail off.

"The Rebels are going state to state, doing what needs to be done to
prop up the people, and doing it as best
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we can with what we have. Sinmon Border has clainmed nearly all the states
west of the M ssissippi River. The Rebels control the SUSA. The rest of



the states are up for grabs. W don't want them Senator."

The senator cocked his head to one side and gave Ben a very curious | ook

"W don't want them Senator," Ben repeated.

"Then what happens to those states and the people in then®"
"I don't know. "
"You're very cavalier about it, General."

"They aren't my responsibility, Senator." Ben smled. "You want them
take them™

Paul | aughed, being careful not to spill his coffee. "It isn't quite
that sinple, General."

"Sure, it is, Senator. It's a whole new world out there now. It's rea
easy. The biggest kid on the block rules the bl ock. You get you a
following, armthem and take over. You do it comunity by community,
county by county, state by state. The nore territory you claim the

| arger your army will be. See how sinple it is?"

"I'f you don't care what happens to the people in these other states,
then why are you here?"

Ben sighed. "Well ... to tell you the truth, because it's probably the

right thing to do, Senator. Right . . . because unless we get a |ot of

peopl e i nocul ated, a plague is likely to spread across the | and. Ri ght
because wi thout sonebody conming in and hel ping the people rid

t hensel ves of gangs, twenty states are likely to become a wast el and.

Ri ght for a nunber of reasons, Senator. Why don't | want to lay claimto

t hese states? Because the SUSA is just the right size to govern. Because

the cry-babies of this nation need sonepl ace of their own
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to piss and noan about the rights of baby-rapers and murderers and
nmuggers and car thieves-" Ben held up a hand.' 'Renmenber, don't let a
good boy go bad, Senator, always take the keys out of your car."

Paul Altman burst out |aughing. He wi ped his eyes and said, "I always
did li ke your sense of hunmor, General. Albeit on the dark side.”

"I"'msure you were in the nmnority anong your fellow party menbers," Ben

said, very drily.

"Ch, cone on, Ceneral! There were always many noderate Denocrats and
quite a few conservative Denocrats. But donestic terrorism becanme such a
threat in this country, we had to pass nmany restrictive |aws."

"Horseshit! You'll never convince ne of that. But let's save the
argunents for a later date. You didn't come out of hiding to debate
political dogma with nme."

"Frankly, | couldn't believe you and your Rebels were in the area and
had yet to fire a shot. | thought there nust be sone m stake."

Ben had to smile at the gently-spoken sarcasm offered with a straight



face. He stood up and refilled the senator's coffee nug. "There were no
crimnals or creeps in the area, Senator," Ben said, returning to his chair.

"There are very few crinmnals or N ght People | eft anywhere, General."
"W are thorough, Senator."

The two nmen sat and stared at one another for a nmonent. Suddenly, Ben

t hought, Hell, why not? He's a good man . . . for a Denocrat. Ben put

his el bows on the desk and smiled. "I have an idea, Senator. How woul d
you like to go back to work?"

"Doi ng what, GCeneral ?"
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"It's the wildest thing | have ever heard of," Homer Blanton said to
Cecil, after listening to Ben on the short wave. Then he smled. "But it
m ght work. Paul Altaian is certainly a good, decent nman." He shook his
head. "But those states are filled with gangs and outl aws."

"They won't be if Altaian agrees to Ben's plan,"” Cecil said.
"I wonder what Paul thinks about it?" Honer pondered.

Hundreds of miles north of Base Canp One, the senator said to Ben, "You
have just got to be kidding!"

"Why?" Ben asked. "Don't you think you're up to the job?"

"Don't be insulting, General. That isn't the point. The twenty-odd
states we're referring to are in chaos.”

"They won't be for long, if you agree to ny plan."
"You will actually agree to the concept of civilian police?"
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"For you people, sure. Liberals have to be told what to do. You people
don't have the foggi est idea about how to Iive under a systemwhere the
i ndi vidual actually controls his or her own destiny. The Rebel form of
government woul dn't work up here. And | don't mean to be insulting or
deneani ng when | say that. So what is your reply,

M st er - Al nost - A- Candi dat e- For - Pr esi dent - of -t he- Nor t her n- Uni t ed- St at es- of
- Areri ca?"’

"How are we going to count the ballots?" Paul asked. ' 'How will we get

the ballots to the people and how will they return themto us?"

"Don't worry about it," Ben assured him "You'll wn."

Paul stared at Ben. "Why does that statenent fill me with such uneasi ness?"

"Just roll with the flow, Paul. Roll with the flow "

Rebel pilots began dunping canpaign literature out over three states,

Illinois, Wsconsin, and Indiana, and in parts of several other states
whi ch bordered the SUSA. The literature exhorted the virtues of Senator
Paul Alt-man and asked everyone to vote for himas the new president of



the Northern United States of Anmerica.

"Who el se is running?" Paul asked Ben

"No one," Ben told him "That's why you'll win."
"But . . . but . . . but . . ."

Ben wal ked off, |eaving the man stuttering.

Speci al teans of Rebels either drove in or junped in to help with the
el ections and to count the ballots.

By the time the election was held, Ben and his 1 Batt had advanced into
the north-central part of the state of Wsconsin. Ben's CP was at the
ol d Wausau airport.
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"Find a judge of sone sort,
one to swear in Paul."

Ben told his Scouts. "We're going to need

"I thought a Supreme Court Justice was supposed to do that?" |ke questioned.

"They're all dead. Hell, anyjudge will do. If we can't find a judge,
['1'l swear himin."

A judge was found, a forner federal judge. Knowi ng how Ben Raines felt
about federal judges, the man was scared al nost out of his wits and had
to be forcibly taken to nmeet Ben

"Are you going to shoot nme?" the man asked.

Ben blinked in surprise. "Shoot you? Hell, no, |I'mnot going to shoot
you. | want you to swear in the next president of the Northern United
States of Anerica.”

"I can't do that!"

"Well, you're going to. Beth, where is that oath of office?" Beth handed
himthe oath of office she had found in an old civics book and typed up
Ben gave it to the judge. "Hold on to this. Tonorrow, you're going to
have a new president."

"I's this election | egal ?" the judge questi oned.

"OfF course, it is. Wiy wouldn't it be? The people voted, didn't they?"
The judge only nodded his head. He wasn't about to argue witfi Ben, but
he di d wonder about the constitutionality of the election. However, he
kept his nmouth shut, remenbering that for years before the G eat War
Ben Rai nes had been quite vocal about the government noving away from

the original intent of the Constitution and the Bill of Rights.

Natural ly, Senator Paul Altaian won the election. He was the only one on
the ticket. And the nunber of
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peopl e who took part in the election surprised everyone, including Ben

Cecil and Honer flew up from Base Canp One to witness the swearing-in of
t he new president of the NUSA

The judge beat a very hasty retreat i mediately afterward.

At a small reception after the swearing-in, Paul asked, "Were is the
capital going to be | ocated?"

" Anywhere you want it to be,'' Ben told him drinking chanpagne out of
a cof fee cup.

"I feel sort of guilty about this," Paul said.
"Quilty about what?" Ben asked.

"Drinking chanpagne and eating all this nicely prepared food while
mllions of people are hungry."

"Ch, don't start with that crap!" Ben said sharply. "Please spare ne
that. The peopl e you speak of have had several years to get organized,
pl ant crops and gardens, get factories and shops running again, and do
all the things necessary to get a workabl e society going. |Instead, many
of them have sat on their asses waiting for sonebody else to do it for
them Well, M. President, you are the government now Good | uck."

"Does the NUSA want to borrow some nmoney fromthe SUSA?" Cecil asked
i nnocently. "W can set up a line of credit for you right now "

"I"ve heard that your currency is very strong."
"The strongest in the world."

"Backed by ... ?"

"Cold," Ben told him

"Col d? In the south?"

"Trillions of dollars of it," Cecil replied. "Al so dianonds, other
preci ous gens, and tons of pure silver."
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"Where in the world did you get it?" Paul asked.

"Ch, we stole it,"” Ben said matter-of-factly, as he poured another cup
of chanpagne. "Fromall over the world."

Paul al nost choked on a finger sandw ch.
"Want to borrow a hundred billion?" Homer said, clearly enjoying hinself.

Hs wife gave hima sonewhat dirty |look. But not too dirty, since she



was finally beginning to understand just what nade the world go round
and especially how the Rebel governnent worked.

"As a matter of fact, | do," Paul said quickly.

"Fine," Cecil said. "Have you given any thought to a cabinet?"
"Well, ah, yes, actually."

"Good, good," Honer said.

Ben backed off a few yards and | ooked at Corrie. "Politics bores ne,
Corrie. Get the troops together. W' re outta here.”

Ben and his 1 Batt were noving toward M chigan within the hour

The Rebel s backtracked down past the still-snoking ruins of Chicago,
turned east, and headed into Southern M chigan

"Boss," Corrie said, "we've got four battalions that are bogged down in
West Virginia. They're neeting lots of resistance there.™

"Tell themto pull out and bivouac in Western Maryland and stay the hel

away fromthe D.C. area. W'l|l nake a sweep through M chigan and then
turn east for the next push. Tell lke to come up and join nme here
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in Mchigan. He is to take everything east of 127, but |eave Detroit
alone until we can tackle it together. I'll take everything west of 127.
Tell all other battalions to hold what they' ve got."

M chi gan was a ness. The Rebels hit stiff resistance the day they
entered the state. Ben sent Buddy and his 8 Batt over to work the

hi ghway al ong Lake M chigan while Ben and half of his 1 Batt headed up
H ghway 131; the other half of 1 Batt would work up Interstate 69 toward
Lansi ng.

They all encountered heavy fighting i mediately upon entering the state.

"I guess we know now where the gangs went," |lke radioed to Ben on the

aft ernoon of the second day in the state.

"We dam sure do," Ben said. "I hate to think what we're going to find
in Detroit. O what's left of it, that is.”

"But why the hell did they cone here?"

Before Ben could reply to that, he heard nortar rounds fluttering in.
"CGotta go, lke. Incomng. See you."

Ben hit the floor just as a round hit the front of the house and bl ew
that part of the structure all to hell. Another round dropped into the
center of the roof and the whole damm thing came crashing in.

Ben was shaken but unhurt as he crawl ed to his boots and stunbl ed
t hrough the debris to a window O late he'd been using a CAR | eaving
hi s Thonpson in the wagon. He grabbed his CAR and headed for a w ndow
the door to the room he'd been using was conpletely bl ocked by the
caved-in roof. The nmagazi ne pouches on his battle harness were all full



and he had severa
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grenades and two canteens of fresh water. He junped through the w ndow

just as several nortar rounds struck the old house and took it down. Ben
rolled to his boots and started running for a ditch. He junped for the
ditch just as several nortar rounds expl oded behind himand flipped him

He felt the sting of shrapnel on his |legs as he was being propelled

through the air. Luckily, the ditch was full of water so he had a
reasonably soft |anding, but the wi nd was knocked out of him he had

lost his helmet flying through the air, and he banged his head on sonet hing.

"Shit!" Ben said, then faded i nto bl ackness.

The gangs had counter-attacked, throwi ng everything they had, which was
consi derabl e, at the Rebels. The Rebels were forced to w thdraw. When
the counterattack canme, Buddy and his 8 Batt were in Benton Harbor, and
they were shoved back some ten miles. Ben and his 1 Batt were just south
of Kal anazoo, and forced back just about ten nmiles. Ike and his 2 Batt
were on the outskirts of Jackson and they were forced all the way back
to the junction of H ghways 12 and 127.

As ni ght spread darkness over the land, Ben lay unconscious in the ditch

Cooper had pulled Jersey fromthe weckage of the house. She was
unconsci ous and bl eeding froma head wound. Beth and Anna had gone back
to the rear on an errand for Ben and had been cut off. Corrie had
stepped outside for a breath of air just noments before the nortar
rounds canme in and she had been standing on the sidewal k, talking to a
friend. Both of them had been knocked down and addl ed by the concussion
They
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had been picked up by friends and tossed into the bed of a truck to be
taken to the rear to a MASH unit. In the confusion, it would be al nost
hal f an hour before someone realized that Ben was m ssing.

Ben cane slowmy to his senses. He opened his eyes to a world of darkness
and hurt. From | ong experience, when he opened his eyes, he lay still.
From t he wai st down, he was in water. He listened intently, but could
hear no voices. Slowy, he turned his aching head to the I eft. Nothing.
Then it all cone back to him The nortar rounds expl oding. The sting of
shrapnel in his legs. Sailing a few feet in the air and inpacting

agai nst the ground and into the old drainage ditch. He lay still and
tried to think things through, sort matters out. H's head hurt and that
made thinking difficult.

First things first, Ben, he concluded. Get out of this damm wet ditch
Moving as silently as a snake, Ben crawl ed out of the ditch and onto dry
ground. Just that nmade himfeel better. Then he heard voices. Faint, but
very real. He could only catch a few words.

"Didn't kill as many of them as

"Taught 'ema | esson, though, by .



"CGet all their equipnent and | eave the bodi es where .
Then the voices faded away.

Ben felt around for his helnet but could not locate it. He got his
bearings and crawl ed over to a shed and slipped inside, closing the door
behi nd him The shed was wi ndow ess and still snug. It had been well
built. He pulled his trousers down and, using his flashlight, he
doctored the puncture wounds on his |egs, picking
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out one piece of shrapnel with his fingers. There was a knot on his
forehead where he'd hit whatever the hell it was he'd | anded on

He pulled up his pants and stood. No dizziness, but his |egs hurt
somewhat. He took a couple of painkillers fromhis snmall aid kit and sat
down on an overturned ol d wheel barrow. Obviously, the gangs had
counterattacked in such force the Rebels had been forced to wthdraw
But they wouldn't stay wthdrawn for |long. And when they did advance,
they would first use artillery and air support. So that meant that Ben
had best get the hell gone fromthis area, before the incom ng started.

Ben smled in the darkness. He'd pull out, all right, but it wouldn't be
in the direction that was expected.

He' d do sonme head- hunti ng.

Ben checked first his CAR then his sidearm Neither weapon had been
damaged. He slipped out of the darkened shed and squatted for a few
m nutes outside, letting his eyes adjust to the night.

There was no point in attenpting to search the ruined house for any of
his team If they were wounded or dead, they were buried under several
tons of debris. He put themout of his nmind and started novi ng toward
the north.

He saw the notionl ess body of a Rebel on the ground, half hidden by
brush. He wal ked over to the body and pulled off the Rebel's battle
harness, taking the full magazi nes and the four grenades.

"Al'l right, you sons-of-bitches,"” Ben nmuttered. "Now it's ny turn to play."
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Ben slipped past the darkened ol d houses, staying in the shadows as he
wor ked his way north. He saw several small groups of punks and gang
menbers, but did not attenpt to engage themin any fire-fight. He wanted
a larger group, all bunched up in sonme house. Then he woul d announce his
pr esence.

He stepped to one side and fl attened agai nst the side of a home when he
saw hal f a dozen shadowy figures noving toward him all carrying weapons.

"l heard one of them bastards talkin'," the voice cane to him "On an

open frequency. Ben Raines is mssin'.

"l don't believe it!"



"Me neither," another said

"It's true. They think he's dead. Killed when we attacked."
"W couldn't be that |ucky."

The group stopped about forty feet away from Ben
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standing in the raggedy yard of al ong abandoned house. Four nore wal ked
up to join the original six.

Ben smiled and slipped a fire-frag grenade fromhis battle harness. The
fire-frag was perhaps the deadliest grenade ever invented; indeed, it
was a mni-claynore. Ben pulled the pin and chunked the pineappl e,
tossing it underhanded with a high arc before the drop. It came down
right in the center of the dozen punks and expl oded about three feet off
t he ground.

Ben was noving two seconds after the blast, |eaving behind himnmen whose
fl esh was peppered with shrapnel, about half of them dying fromthe wounds.

Punks and thugs and assorted human crap and slime came running toward

t he sounds of screamng, running fromall directions. Ben changed
directions and joined in with a group of punks, jogging along with them
for a few seconds; just |ong enough to take another grenade fromhis
harness, pull the pin, and pop the spoon. He tossed it over the heads of
the runni ng group, then ducked in between two houses.

The group ran right over the grenade and when it exploded, it took out
hal f of them shredding flesh, breaking bones, and blinding and nmai ni ng.

Ben junped up on what had once been a screened-in back porch and slipped
t hrough the Iong-looted old hone. He squatted down and sniled as he
listened to the sounds of confusion

"It's nortars!" soneone yell ed.
"Run!" anot her yell ed.

But before they could run, Ben raised up and enptied a thirty-round
magazi ne into the knot of punks.

Ben ejected the enpty and slipped in a full magazi ne before junping out
a side wi ndow and vani shing into
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t he darkness. He did not realize it, but he was smling. He was having
nore fun than he'd had in a long tine.

Both Corrie and Jersey were in bed and chal | enged by Doctor Chase to
just try to set one foot on the floor. Both of the wonen were suffering
from concussions. Jersey's head wound had required half a dozen stitches
and she was going to be out of action for about a week. Corrie's

shoul der had been di sl ocated when she hit the sidewal k, and she al so



suffered cuts on her face and armthat had to be stitched.

Ben's second in comand took over and ordered Anna, Beth, and Cooper not
to even think about going back to | ook for Ben

"Comuni cations is reporting that someone is raising hell up in the area
we just left,” a runner told Doctor Chase and those standing close to
him "But we don't have any special ops people there."

Cooper smiled and wi nked at Jersey. "Ch, yes, we do."
"Ch?" Chase questi oned.

"Yes, sir." Jersey snmled as she spoke fromher bed. "And his nane is
General Ben Raines.”

Ben had stunbl ed upon two nore dead Rebels that the punks had not found
and stripped them of their weapons and gear. Ben knew one of them
personal Iy, and he paused for a nonment, saddened. He shook away the
grief and quickly took the men's anmo and grenades before slipping away
into the night.

Ben figured he had about seven nore hours of dark-
231
231

ness before dawn would force himto hunt a hidey-hole. He intended to
make the nost of the cover of night.

Ben slipped through the darkness, |ooking for groups of punks to attack.
Quite by accident, he stunbled on what appeared to be soneone's

conmuni cati ons center. Peeking in through a crack in the boarded-up

wi ndow, he could see that for punks, it was quite el aborate. He sniled
as he took a grenade fromhis harness. It sure as hell wasn't going to
be el aborate for very nuch | onger

Ben slipped around the house until he found an open w ndow. He popped
t he spoon and bl ew the radi o operator and his equi pment into bl ood and j unk.

"What the goddamm hell is goin' on here?" a man yelled, stepping out of
a house to stand on the porch.

"We think it's Rebel nortars, Fred!" the answering voice sprang out of
t he darkness.

Fred LaBell e, Ben thought, one of the nmajor gang | eaders. 'Bye, Fred.
Ben lifted his CAR and put a burst into Fred's chest. The inpacting .223
rounds knocked the punk | eader off the porch and sent hi mdead and
cooling to the ground.

Ben got the hell gone fromthat area, slipping fromhouse to house. He
found a five-gallon container filled with gas sitting by the side of an
ol d pick-up truck and grabbed it, noving on until he canme to a house
that had portable | anterns burning inside. He peeped in through a

wi ndow. A number of punks lay sprawed in sleep on the floor in many of
the roons.

Ben took a fire-frag, wired it to the gas can and took off the cap. He



pull ed the pin and then hurled the full five-gallon container through a
wi ndow just as hard as he coul d.
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Then he took off running.

The funes fromthe gas must have been just right, for the expl osion
nearly knocked Ben off his boots. Recovering fromthe concussion, he
gl anced back. The center of the house was in ruins, the side that he
could see blown conpletely away, and the wood franme structure was in flames.

Ben ran past a back porch that was rapidly filling with men and wonen
and gave the crowd a full nagazine of .223 rounds as he | oped past.

"Team one! " Ben yelled. "Take the south side. Teamtwo! Attack fromthe
north. Teans three and four, scatter and hit them hard!"

Then Ben ran into the darkness, just as far away as he could get from
t he burni ng house.

The punks bought the fal se commands. A man yelled, "The bastards are
counter-attacking!" H's voice was filled with panic. "Get everybody up
and to their posts. Hurry! The Rebels are all around us."

An arny of one, Ben thought with a grin.

He tossed a grenade through the wi ndow of a house that had | anps burning
init and kept on running, cutting to his left. He ran right into a man
who was carryi ng what appeared to be an old Russian RPG 16 and
struggling with a pouch filled with six-pound rockets. Both of them went
down to the ground fromthe inpact. Ben slamed the butt of his CAR

agai nst the nman's head and heard the skul |l bone pop under the smashing
blow. Grunting with the effort, Ben slung his CAR, grabbed up the RPG
and the heavy pouch and nmoved away fromthe scene as quickly as he
coul d, considering the heavy | oad he was toting.

I"msure as hell not getting any younger, Ben thought, as
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he paused for a nonent to catch his wind and rest the straining nuscles
in his |egs.

But 1'mdoin 'pretty good for a man ny age, he anended.

Ben nmoved on until he found hinself in what he guessed was the punks
version of a notor pool. He squatted down and rested for a nonent, a
slow grin creasing his lips as an idea began forming in his nind

He stashed the RPG and the pouch of rockets and began noving from
vehicle to vehicle, renoving the gas caps fromas many vehicles as he
could safely reach. In the back of half a dozen pick-up trucks, he found
many full five-gallon gas cans and began pouring the gas all around the
cars and trucks and notorcycles. Then he noved back to his stash and
nmoved away about five hundred yards. He fitted a rocket into the RPG and
smi | ed.



"Have fun, boys and girls," Ben muttered, then fired the RPG

The entire notor pool went up in a whooshing roar, the heat concussion

reaching Ben in a blast of hot air. Ben noved further back as the cars

and trucks and notorcycl es began expl odi ng, sending hot steel flying in
all directions.

Ben hunmed a few bars of the old song "In the Heat Of The N ght," and
then noved further back into the night as a dozen or nmore figures cane
scream ng out of the inferno; noving balls of fire staggering about in
the parking |ot.

Several thousand yards away fromthe burning nmotor pool, in the shelter
of an enpty house, Ben counted the rockets left in the carry pouch. Six
6. 6- pound rockets left. He knew the weapon was accurate up to about nine
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hundred yards . . . providing no wind was blowing with any intensity.

Resting, Ben ate a thoroughly disgusting enmergency ration bar and drank
some water. The ration bar tasted |ike sheep shit snmelled. Ben knew it
was packed with nutrients and vitam ns and ot her stuff essential for the
human body to survive-but he didn't have to |like the damed thing.

He rinsed his nmouth out with water fromone of his two canteens and felt
better. Just as he was standing up, an old M chigan National Guard APC
cane rolling up the street. The words painted across the front of the
arnored personnel carrier brought a snmile to Ben's lips: Big Tomy.

That woul d be Tormy Monroe, nore than likely. Ben hoped the gang | eader
was i nside.

He fitted a rocket into the slot, lined it up, and let it bang. The APC
went up like a Roman candl e; obviously the APC was an ol der nodel, for
many of the newer nodels would not have expl oded in that manner

Ben grabbed up his gear and took off.

He was | ooking for a hidey-hole, for he had been working full-tilt for
hours, the adrenalin punmping hard, and he was getting tired.

He began maki ng his way nore cautiously now, working his way toward the
nort heastern edge of town. He damm sure did not want to be in this

i medi ate area when the Rebels opened up with artillery at dawn. He
stayed in the alleys and back streets, occasionally |ooking back toward
t he punk notor pool, which was still blazing, lighting up the sky.

Ben wal ked for what he guessed was about four niles before stopping. He
had put nost of the city suburbs
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behi nd hi m before he found a hal f - burned-out house that | ooked as though

it was dangerously close to falling in. That woul d nake a perfect
hi dey-hol e. Punks bei ng what they were, they would not think of |ooking



for himin a ruined hone when so nany perfectly good hones were avail abl e.

He took a leak in a ditch and then wal ked into the weed-grown yard. Ben
circled around to the back and slipped inside, working his way under
some fallen tinbers in what had once been a cathedral -ceilinged dining
room He made hinself as confortable as possible, and drifted off to
sleep in a matter of m nutes.

He awakened stiff fromthe hard floor just as daylight was beginning to
sift through the holes in what remained of the roof. Ben rinsed his
nmouth out with water and wi shed he could brush his teeth. He ate another
of those awful emergency ration bars and daydreanmed about a breakfast of
bacon and eggs, hash browns and toast, and a tall cold glass of nilk.

Ben was screw ng the cap back on his canteen when the first runble of
artillery reached his ears. He crawl ed out fromunder the fallen tinbers
and stood up, stretching until his joints popped and his nuscles were
strai ni ng.

He had just worked the kinks out of his muscles when the nuzzle of a
rifle was jamed agai nst his back.

"Well, well,"” the voice said. "Anodier Reb soldier. But you're a little
old for the field, ain't you, Pops?"

"Yeah, | am" Ben said. "And |I'm hungry, too. You got any food with you?"

"Don't try to be a conedian, Pops. | ain't got shit with me except this
rifle. Turn around."”

Ben t hought of spinning around and sl apping the
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rifle fromthe punk's hand, but rejected that alnost inmrediately. His
nmuscl es were still stiff fromthe cool night on the floor. He slowy
turned around to face the punk

H s captor was about twenty-five years old, Ben guessed, and he'd been

wounded in the side. The left side of his shirt was bl oody and his face
was pal e from shock and pain and | oss of bl ood.

"I"'ve got a first-aid kit," Ben said. "Let nme took at that side of yours."
"Huh? You gotta be shittin' ne, man. Were's your rifle?"

Behind the wall and under the tinbers with the RPG and the rockets.
"Lost it during the battle."

"Yeah? G me one of themcanteens. I'mreal thirsty. Do it slow Pops."

Ben slowy pulled one canteen free and handed it to the wounded man.
Keepi ng his eyes on Ben, the younger man drank deeply, draining the canteen.

"Good," he said, handing the enpty canteen to Ben. "You got any food?"

"No. That's what | asked you."



"Ch, yeah. You did. Gme that pistol, Pops. Do it slow, now"

Ben slowy pulled his 9mm from | eather, reversed it, and handed it to
t he punk, butt first.

"You givin' up awful easy, Pops."
"What else is there to do? You ve got the gun pointed at ne."
"For a fact. The Rebs is gonna attack, ain't they?"

"Yes. That thunder is artillery. Next will cone the planes and gun
ships. Gound troops will follow"
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The punk squinted his eyes and stared at Ben. Ben suspected he needed
gl asses. "\Wat rank are you?"

"Sergeant."
"Yeah? What am | gonna do with you, Sergeant?"
"You go your way, I'll go mine. Unless we both want to stay here unti

we fall over from exhaustion. You' re not going to go far with that
wound. |t needs attention."

"For afact." He lowered the rifle and laid Ben's pistol on the floor. "I
give up," he said, his voice sounding very tired. "I quit. | don't wanna
fight no nore. | hurt.” He pushed both rifle and pistol toward Ben

Ben hol stered his pistol and then checked the M16. It was dirty. "You
have a nane?" he asked the wounded young nan.

"Jerry. \Wat's yours?"
"Ben Raines."

Jerry's nmouth dropped open and his eyes wi dened as sudden recognition
filled them "Ch, shit!" he whispered.

"Relax. You're out of the war. I'Il see that you live."

"You mght not live |long enough to see to that, man. Not if Ray Brown
| earns where you are."

"Ray Brown is here?"

"Sure. He's runnin' this entire operation. H s headquarters is about
two, three miles fromhere. He hates you."

"The feeling is mutual, | assure you. You been with Ray | ong?"
"Naw. 'Bout two months or so. | cone down fromthe upper peninsula just
before winter. Me and nmy sister. She died and | linked up with Ray's

bunch. Bunch of crazy fuckers, you ask me. | was pullin' out, gettin'
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away fromthem when | seen this house and decided to rest for a spell.
| amso tired."

"Then go to sleep. 1'mgoing to go | ook around."

"Man-1 nean, General, sir, don't do that. Ray's got people out |ookin'
for you. He wants you real bad."

"Not nearly as bad as | want him | assure you. You want nme to take a
| ook at that wound?"

"Naw. I'Il be all right. I"mgoin'" to rest for atime. | don't recal
ever bein' this tired."

"How | ong have you had that wound?"

"'Bout a week, | think. One of Ray's nen shot nme. He said it was an
accident, but | don't believe that. He neant to shoot nme. | didn't fit
in wwth that crowd."

Jerry was asleep on the floor when Ben retrieved his RPG and pouch of
rockets and his rifle. Ben knew fromthe way the wound snell ed that
Jerry was not going to make it. Gangrene had set in.

He stood for a noment, |ooking down at the young man. Jerry's face was
shiny with fever-sweat.

Ben shook his head and wal ked out of the house. He was going to find Ray
Br own.
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Ben wal ked for several mles, heading in a northeasterly direction,
paral l eling old H ghway 43. There was no way that the punks could head
south, for the Rebels had that area bl anketed. Ben had a hunch that Ray
and his punk arny would try for Detroit and a last-ditch stand and then
over into Canada.

If Ben had anything at all to say about it, Ray's days would end right
here in what used to be called M chigan

But as fate would have it, Ben had nothing at all to say about the
future of Ray Brown, at least not this tine. Before Ben could get into a
good defensive position along the old road, the Rebels smashed into the
looted city of Kalamazoo and put the punks to rout, scattering themin
all directions. Several hundred surrendered and the rest let the wnd
take them Ben had aced several fleeing punks with his CAR and set two
APCs bl azing with rockets fromhis RPG before a team of Rebel Scouts
found himon high ground in a stand of tinmber.
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"Shit!" Ben said, as the Scouts quickly threw up a defensive circle
around hi mand radi oed in.

Ben was hustled back to a MASH unit and doctors went to work, checking
hi m out .



"I"'mfine!" Ben said.
"Shut up," Chase told him "And sit still until we clean out these cuts."
"I can't have any fun anynore,"” Ben bitched.

"Rai nes," Chase said, disgust in his voice, "you are a m ddl e-aged man.
Conmandi ng general of thousands of troops. You are not Ranbo."

"Right," Ben said.
"Ceneral," a Scout said. "W found that house you told us about. There
was a guy in there matching this Jerry person's description. He was
dead, just like you said he mght be. W buried him"

Ben nodded hi s head.

"Hold still, dammit!" Chase thundered. "Before |I stick this swab in your
ear!"

"Ray Brown?" Ben asked, ignoring the doctor

"No sign of him But sone captured punks told us they were ordered to
head for Detroit... or what's left of it."

"Have Buddy drop sonme of his people outside the city. Check it out. Have
the pilots start gearing up for an air assault on the city."

"Yes, sir.

"I would order you placed under observation for twenty-four hours,

Rai nes," Chase said, "but you'd just bitch and shout and give orders to
anyone who had the misfortune to come close and in general make life

m serable for all ny people. So get the hell out of this facility. Once
agai n, you lucked out."
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"Skill, Lamar," Ben said with a smle. "Skill." "Horseshit," Lamar
count er ed.

The bridge was bl own and the tunnel blocked | eading fromM chigan to
Canada. |If the punks were stupid enough to go into the ruins of Detroit,
there woul d be no escape for them and nothing for themto do but die.
After sone thought, Ben just couldn't buy the gang | eaders ordering
their people into the rubble of the once-great city. Even a punk woul d
have enough sense to know that would be Iike signing his own death warrant.

Ben ordered fixed-wing aircraft up for high-altitude aerial recon, and
it didn't take themlong to get a fix on the punks.

"They' re heading north,"” Ben was told. "Into the tinber."

"Shift 7 and 8 Batts over here to beef up Buddy's 8 Batt and go after
them Ike, you, nme, and Dan will concentrate on the ruins of Detroit."

"It's full of creeps," lke rem nded him

"Yeah," Ben replied, disgust evident in his voice.



Ben's team was back together, although Corrie's |left shoul der was stil
alittle sensitive. The battalions had gathered in Eastern M chigan for
the assault against Detroit. Ben had been in contact w di President Paul
\Itman of the NUSA and assured himthat M chigan woul d be cl eared of
punks, thugs, and creeps by early fall.

"And then what am | supposed to do with it?" Paul asked.
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"I"'msure you'll think of sonething,” Ben told him "How s your cabi net
com ng?"

"Slowy, very slowy. Ceneral, |I'mthinking of making | ndianapolis,

I ndi ana the new capitol."

"Whatever. Say hello to Dan for ne.

Paul waited patiendy until Ben had stopped chuckling before asking,
"Could | borrow a team of your engineers to start work?"

"Sure. Gve Cecil a bump. We'll be glad to help. The sooner we can find
a place for all the liberals to gather, the better off the rest of us
will be."

"Thank you," Altman said, very very drily.

Ben | ooked through | ong | enses at the snoking ruins of what had once
been Ann Arbor. At first glance, there didn't appear to be nuch left and
absol utely no sign of life.

| ke McGowan stood to Ben's left, Dan Gray to his right.

"Three battalions won't be enough, Ben," |ke said, |owering his binoculars.
"I know it, Ilke. But we'll just have to make it enough. We'll split our
battalions into six batde groups. Each group will have tw ce the normal
nunber of tanks. The last of them should be arriving m dday tonorrow.

We'|l start the push at 0600 the next day."

"The punks have been cornered," Corrie said, after listening to her
headset. "The old Mchigan Mlitia has surfaced and bl ocked of f any
further escape to the north. Buddy is comng up fast fromthe south.”

Ben gl anced at her, surprise in his eyes.' 'l thought die
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federal governnent destroyed them before the G eat War?"

"They tried," Corrie said. "But Beth has just learned that a ot of the
mlitias went hard underground after the |iberal government grab
They' ve kept their areas as clean as possible since the balloon went up
M ke has just learned that the Montana MIlitia is waging a guerrilla
action against Sinmon Border's people. And the Wonming MIlitia has
surfaced and is doing the sane in their states. Constitutionalists al
over the Northwest, that were forced hard underground years back, are



surfacing to align with us and fight Sinon Border. And all these groups
have people of all races in their ranks. Mke's spooks have confirned that."

"Well, I'lIl just be damed!" Ben said.

Corrie said, "The Mchigan MIlitia, or at |east an offshoot of it,

what ever they are, have spread out al ong H ghway 10, east to Sagi naw
Bay. They're hol ding, but badly need anmo and nedical supplies.” Corrie
had been a small child when the civilian mlitias, concerned about the
federal governnent's interference in the lives of citizens, sprang up
all across Anerica. Sonme of the mlitias were blatantly racist groups,
some were filled with kooks and nuts, but many were just |aw abiding
citizens very much afraid of the direction the government was taking.

"See that they get anything they need,” Ben told her. "Arrange for air
drops."

"I'ncluding the western states under Border's control ?" Corrie questioned.

Ben smled. "Let's see if we can't supply thema bit nore covertly."

"Ri ght, boss."
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| ke and Dan exchanged gl ances and smiles at that, like all the batt

cons, they knew that the Rebels would sonmeday have to fight Sinon
Border's arny.

"Have all battalions reported i n?" Ben asked.

"Affirmative, boss. They are hol ding and resupplying for the next push
north and east."

Ben nodded his head. "All right, people. Let's gear up to take this city."

Thousands of mniles away, Bruno Bottger carefully read the latest reports
on Ben Raines and the Rebels. Bottger hated Ben Raines, but he had to
grudgingly admre the man. Raines was going to put Anerica back together
again. There was no doubt in his mnd about that. There was al so no
doubt in his mind that once Raines turned his attentions west of the

M ssissippi River, toward Sinmon Border and his followers, it would be

t he begi nning of the end for Sinon Border

Bruno wondered again if Ben would someday turn his attentions toward Africa

"The mlitias have surfaced, sir," an aide told Sinon Border. "Cbviously
t he government did not succeed in destroying themall before the Geat \War."

"And you think these groups have kept their heads down all these years?"
Si non questi oned.

"Yes, sir. That is exacdy what our intelligence thinks.'
"Then they were much better organized than we originally thought."

"Yes, sir.

"Ben Rai nes?"
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The ai de knew what Sinon neant. "Steadily advanci ng agai nst the gangs
and the N ght People. They've already cleared half a dozen states.”

"Qur people in M chigan?"

"Mpst of them have been ferreted out and either shot or hanged. Those
left are keeping out of sight.”

"Did the Rebel s execute thent?"
"No, sir. The mlitia did."

Sinmon felt like cursing. But of course, being a very devout Christian
he didn't. He disnissed the aide, waited until the door had cl osed
behi nd the young man, then he cussed, |ong and | ow

Mosdy he cussed Ben Rai nes.

Addi ti onal tanks had been brought in fromother battalions to beef up
those battalions standing ready to |launch the final assault against the
ruins of Detroit.

Ben had deci ded against air strikes, for air recon had showed the creeps
and the punks were underground, in basenents and storage areas and
bunkers. Air strikes would be a waste of explosives. The Rebels were
going to have to go in and take the ruins by | and search and destroy.
And to a person, they all knew it was going to be down and dirty work.

On a gray norning that was threatening rain, Ben glanced over at Corrie,
standing patiently, waiting for orders. "How s the shoul der?"

"Ch, it's fine now. Not tender at all."

Ben nodded. He no longer had to give orders for everyone to be buttoned
up in body arnor; those were standing orders and any Rebel, regardless
of rank, found w thout body arnor could expect a chew ng out.
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To conplicate matters further, the Rebels knew the creeps woul d have
under ground storage areas, or holding pens, for their human food supply,
fattening themup to eat later. The Night People, or creeps, as they had
been ni cknamed, were held in conplete contenpt by the Rebels. They were
t hey nost di sgusting people the Rebels had ever encountered.

And the Rebel s never took any Ni ght People prisoner. At first they did,
and tried to rehabilitate them Not one creep had ever been successfully
rehabilitated

Doct or Chase wal ked up, a grimexpression on his face.

"Cet into body arnmor!"™ Ben snapped at him "You're not three hundred
yards fromthe front, Lamar."

A Rebel quickly found body arnmor and helmet for the doctor. Lanar
struggled into the protective gear and | ooked at the weapon in Ben's



hands. An old M 14 (7.62x51), .308 cali ber

"Loaded for bear this trip, eh, Ben?"

Ben smiled and patted the old Thunder Lizard. "I drag it out fromtine
totinme."
"We're set to receive wounded," Chase said quietly. "I have six MASH

units set up in a sem-circle on the outskirts of the city."
Ben nodded hi s head.
"Don't bring me any creepi e wounded, Ben. Man, woman, or child."

"l understand, Lamar." And he did, but |ike nbst Rebels, he did not have
to like that know edge.

The Rebel s had found out the hard and bl oody way that the children of

Ni ght Peopl e were even nore savage than the adults. But nost Rebels

could not bring thenselves to shoot a child, unless that child was shooting
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at them They usually just ran them off, knowing full well that soneday,
they would, nore than likely, have to fight them again.

"Everybody in position, Corrie?" Ben asked.

"Set to go, boss."

Ben notioned to a Rebel. "Escort the doctor back to his HQ please.”
Lamar offered no objections to that. "See you, Ben."

"See you, Lamar."

When the doctor was gone, Ben said to Corrie, "Let's do it."

Corrie spoke into her headset and the tanks surged forward, the Rebels
ri ght behind them

The final battle for Detroit had begun
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The Rebels had to slog through several miles of suburbs before they even
reached the small cities that surrounded Detroit. Ben and his split
battalion were going straight in, first on H ghway 14, then swi tching

over to Interstate 96, or what was left of it.

They hit stiff fighting just west of the ruins of Plymouth and the
advance was slowed to a craw .

Sone of the thugs and punks who had gathered in M chigan had fled to the
city, and they were fighting a last-ditch stand in the suburbs. Most of
the creepies had retreated to the city proper

"They'll be dug in deep by the time we get there,” Ben said to his



battali on and conpany-1evel commanders. "Hard underground. They'll have
all sorts of nasty surprises waiting for us. Everything we touch is
goi ng to be booby-trapped and blow up in our faces." Ben snmiled a
warrior's smle as he turned to Corrie. "Get on the horn. | want every
conbat engi neer we can spare
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up here. Have Cecil start loading the transports with all the explosives
he can get his hands on and crank up the munitions factories. | can play
just as dirty as the creeps can."

"Dirtier," lke said with a smle

The Rebel s continued to beat back the hundreds of punks that had
gathered in the suburbs. Wth dozens of MBTs spearheadi ng, their 155 and
120 main guns spitting out HE rounds, literally disintegrating the

rui ned buil di ngs the punks had taken refuge in, the crimnal el enent was
slowy driven back toward the city.

But the thugs and punks apparently had no stomach for aligning

t hensel ves with the creeps. On the fifth day of the Rebel advance, the
gangs of crimnals began surrendering in droves, wal king or staggering
out of the buildings with their hands held high in the air.

POW canps were set up on the outskirts of the city and the prisoners
trucked to the canps. Ben went to see sone of the punks captured in his
sect or.

They were a sorry-1ooking, sullen, unwashed and unshaven pack of rabble.
They were al so stark naked, for the Rebels had ordered them stripped,
their stinking clothing burned, and they were being lined up for very
close haircuts and then the de-|ousing program

Sonehow, Janet House-Lew ston had nanaged to wangle a ride to the

battle zone; after one |look at the |lines of naked nen and wonen, she
quickly fled to the safety of Doctor Chase's main MASH unit. That action
was pronpted when one of the prisoners shook his dick at her and nade

some rather lurid and really quite inventive suggestions concerni ng what

a lovely time they could have together. What really set her boots to flying
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was when anot her prisoner said she had a mouth perfectly shaped for
sucki ng cocks.

Janet was vocalizing her outrage to an extrenely bored Doctor Chase when
Ben wal ked in and caught the |last of her venting her spleen.

"Now, now," Ben said, not wanting to pass up the opportunity to stick
the needle to a liberal. "You're forgetting that these nen and wonen
probably came from broken honmes and were all traumatized by sone
horri bl e act they witnessed as children. They're only venting their rage
toward an uncaring society, mainly populated with what used to be called
Republ i cans. "

The | ook she gave himwas indescribable in its disgust. Chase turned his
head to hide his smle.



"And to further add to the predicanent of these poor little |lost |anbs-"
Ben wouldn't let up "-1'"msure that soneone in their nei ghborhood had a
fancier bicycle than they did, or a nore expensive pair of tennis shoes,
maybe the kind that have batteries in them that |light up at each step
Those were really neat..."

Chase had to put a hand over his nmouth to stifle his chuckle.

". . . And I'msure that the teachers picked on them as did the police.
For no reason at all, certainly. They probably got spanked, too. GCh, ny
word, what terrible traumas that nust have caused ..."

Janet stared at Ben through narrowed eyes.

And to nmake matters worse," Ben continued, "they probably didn't
have a new car all their own to drive around in when they were young.
And since the liberal left of the Denpbcratic Party never could get

weal th redistribution passed in Congress-other than through huge

i ncreases in personal inconme tax by the

251

251

IRS, that is-the punks just went out and stole thenselves a car. And
when they got caught, why, sonme judge--probably some old neani e who

bel onged to the Republican Party-actually had the gall to sentence a few
of themto prison for stealing. Not many, mnd you, but a few"

Janet stared at Ben. If |ooks could kil

Doct or Chase was qui edy edgi ng away.

"Now, let's see, what el se?" Ben began. "Ch, yes. W nust not punish
t hose poor, poor unfortunate people. For they-"

Janet held up a hand. "General Raines?"

"Yes, Ms. Janet House-Lew ston?"

"Fuck you!" She wheel ed around and stal ked of f.

Lamar Chase burst out |aughing at the expression on Ben's face. "Oh,
boy! She got you diat tinme, Raines." He pointed at Ben. "You | ook |ike

you just bit into a green persimon, Raines."

Ben smiled. "I love liberals. | think they're all full of shit, but I
| ove to be around them. . . for very brief periods of time," he added.

"What the hell do you mean, CGeneral Raines, what do | want done with the
prisoners you've taken?" President Altaian asked over the horn

"I't's your nation," Ben replied. "We're just here doing a bit of

clean-up for you." Ben's eyes tw nkled and he snmiled. "You want us to
shoot then®"

"No!" Al'tman shouted. "Hell, no. Just . . . wait a minute. Let nme think."

After a noment, Ben keyed the mic. "I have another suggestion.”
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"I hope it's better than the first one."

"W can't stay here and guard the prisoners. That's out. \Wat we can do
is transport themto the edge of the NUSA and run them over into Sinon
Border's territory. Let himtake care of them"

"Win't they just return and continue a life of crine?"
"Sure. Then we shoot them"

Hundreds of mles south of Ben's |ocation, President A tman | ooked at
Cecil. "lIs he kidding?"

"I assure you he is not."

Al tman sighed. "I suppose | have no choice but to turn themloose in
Border's territory. What does Ben plan on doing with Detroit when he's
finished with those damm canni bal s?"

"Destroy what is left of it. As much as possible."
"He's not leaving nme with nuch,” Altman said wistfully.

"Better than what you had before the Geat War," Cecil said drily, and
that got hima very startled | ook from President Altman.

Ben wal ked the long |line of prisoners. There was no hooting or
cat-calling or derisive remarks fromthe ranks of captives. They knew to
a person that Ben Raines would not hesitate to shoot them And nost of
the prisoners knew, too, whether they would admit it or not, that if Ben
Rai nes, or soneone |like him had been in power, |aying down the |aw
before the Great War, nore than likely none of them would have turned to
alife of crine.

The prisoners had all been phot ographed, and bl ood had been drawn for
DNA testing.
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Ben's speech to themwas short and not very sweet. "We're going to
transport you all to Sinon Border's WJSA eastern boundaries and shove
you across. Let himdeal with you. But | give you this warning-if you
ever cone east of the M ssissippi River again, you re dead nen." Ben
| ooked at a Rebel sergeant. "Get them out of here."

Ten minutes later, Ben was busy pouring over maps of Detroit, the
prisoners forgotten.

The Rebels threw a noose around the ruins of Detroit. They stretched out
east to west along H ghway 102, north to south al ong H ghway 39 to the
river. The creep-ies were in a box, with absolutely no place left to run

The Rebel s began retaking the city, block by block, and as they went the
conbat engi neers began leveling the city with expl osives. \Wen the
creeps went underground to their tunnels and bunkers and basenents, the



conbat engineers sealed themin their stinking lairs forever by bringing
tons of rubble down on them bl ocking entrances and exits.

It would have taken years to blow every building left standing in the
city, but the Rebels knew what signs to | ook for to determ ne where the

Ni ght People lived . . . usually by the foul odor of their unwashed
bodies. A few creeps did try to escape; they were shot by Rebel snipers
positioned on the roofs of buildings purposely left standing for diat use.

By die first day of Septenber, Detroit was declared a dead city-if the
many square miles of rubble could be called a city.

And as was their custom the Rebels took everything
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that could be used, cleaned it up, loaded it on trucks and shipped it
back to Base Canp One. Commopdes, sinks, bathtubs, cooper tubing, vehicle
parts, bricks . . . anything that might |later be put to use.

Buddy, Rebet, and Danjou had linked up with the mlitia and Northern
M chi gan was decl ared clean and free of crimnals and creeps.

The battle for M chigan was over and another state could be added to the
growing list of President Altnman's NUSA

Si nron Border's aides and advisors cane to see him and fromthe
expressions on their faces, he knew what it was all about. Sinon waited
behi nd hi s desk.

"You had better start thinking about sone sort of peace agreenment with
Ben Raines,"” his senior advisor told him "Some sort of witten
co-existence plan. It is our unaninous opinion that there is no force on
the face of the earth that can stop Raines and his Rebels."

Si nron si ghed and | eaned back in his chair. "I remenber when Ben Raines
and the Rebels first surfaced," he said, alnmpbst in a whisper

"Inmredi ately after the Great Wr. No one took them seriously. They were
considered to be just another right-w ng nut group. What a m stake that
was. Draw up the plan," he said very softly. "I'll sign the dam thing."

Not all the people who were part of Issac Africa's inner circle were
extrem sts or kooks. Many of them were rational, educated, reasonable
men and wonen,
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and they could all clearly read the witing on the wall. The nessage
they read was decidedly grim

"You'd better start tal king peace with Ben Raines, President Altaian

and Sinmon Border," they urged Issac. "And do it very quickly. We're in a
box with no way out. W are conmpletely surrounded with little brushfire
wars all over the state. W cannot |ast."

| ssac's generals i medi ately disagreed, of course, but for once, Issac
waved themsilent. He had given it nuch thought. He supposed he mi ght be
able to take his people say, oh, up to Maine and make his dream work. He



shuddered at just the thought. But Mine! Good God, who wanted to spend
the rest of their life in Mine?

"Al'l right," Issac said softly. "So far, this year has been a disaster
W plant one field, the damm guerrillas burn two nore. It's obvious we
can't continue |ike we have. Perhaps we were fools to even think we
could make this work."

"Are we just going to give up?" General Mobuto-nonmba asked, defiance in
his eyes and tone.

"W can't win," Issac said, resignation behind his words. "In a year's
time, Raines will have control of very port and every major highway east
of the Mssissippi River. Even if we could nmanage to produce a crop or
enough manuf actured goods to sell, he wouldn't let us through.™

"We could kill the son-of-a-bitch!" General Cugunba suggested

Issac smiled. "That's sonething that a | ot of people have tried over the
years. No one has ever succeeded- obviously. And should we try that,

Rai nes’ Rebels would invade this state and when they were through, none
of us would be alive, or any of our followers. The Rebels
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woul d anni hilate us down to the | ast person. Put killing Ben Rai nes out
of your mnd."

Col onel Zandar, and Ceneral s Cugumba and Mbbut o- manba, exchanged gl ances
and nods, then rose as one. Zandar said, "W're pulling our people out.
We will never surrender to Ben Raines."”

"Ben Raines is not asking for our surrender," |ssac corrected.' 'Just
that we not have a closed, racist society. And before any of you start
spouting a lot of words that are false, let ne stop it before it begins.
The SUSA is neither closed nor racist, and you all know that. Now, |
don't like Ben Raines. As a matter of fact, | hate the bastard! But |
won't accuse hi mof being sonething he isn't"

"We're | eaving, Issac," Cugunba insisted.

"Then |l eave," Issac replied with a shrug of his shoulders. "But if
you're |l eaving to wage war agai nst the Rebels, you're going to | ose.™

"We have thirty thousand nmen under arns," General Mbutomanba boast ed.

I ssac smiled. "And no planes, and not nuch in the way of supplies,
except what you can carry with you. You will have no supply lines. For
every tank you have, Ben Raines has thirty. For every How tzer you have,
Ben Raines has fifty. For every bullet you have, Ben Raines has a
mllion. You can't beat him | urge you all to reconsider. Just think
rationally for a noment. That's sonething | hadn't done for a long tine
until quite recently and | assure you, it's refreshing. Think about
this-if we sign a pact with the SUSA, we'll have markets for our goods,
we' |l have the strongest ally in the world beside us, and we can stand
down at least half our arnmy and live |Iike normal people." He shook his
head. "I
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listened to that idiot Rita Rivers and her nitwit cohorts for too |ong.
They poi soned ny nind. | have nore years behind me than | have in front
of me. I'd like to live themin relative peace."

"We're taking our people out and fight Ben Raines," Zandar said.

Issac lifted a hand in farewell.' 'Take those idiot tw ns, Yahoo and
Yazoo, witfi you. And don't come back here beggi ng for assistance or
sanctuary,"” he warned. "Once you | eave, you're on your own."

"We could just take over this state, you know, " Col onel Zandar said with
a snmle.

"Try it," Issac's voice turned very cold and nenaci ng.

Cugunba put a restraining hand on Zandar's arm "Stop that kind of
talk." He |l ooked into Issac's eyes. "Wen we return, we shall conme back
as victors, Issac.”

| ssac shook his head. "Not when, CGeneral. If. "
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"Cecil just touched base," Corrie told Ben. "Both Sinmon Border and |ssac
Africa want to tal k peace with us."

Ben | ooked up and snmil ed.

"That's the good news," Corrie said. "Now cones the bad."

Ben's sml e faded.

"Three of Issac's conmmandi ng of fi cers have broken with himand left the
state to fight us. Cugunba, Mbu-tomanba, and Zandar. They have
officially declared war agai nst the Rebels. They have approxi mately
thirty thousand men and wonen under arns."

"Are they noving toward the SUSA?"

She shook her head. "They are noving toward us. Intelligence says they
plan to engage us in Chio."

"Why? Why woul d they decl are war agai nst us? We haven't bothered them"

Corrie spread her hands in a "who knows?" gesture.
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"Very well. Get me one of those break-away conmanders on the horn
Before | launch any attacks, | want to hear the declaration of war from
them "'

It took only a noment to connect with the breakaway troops. "Col one
Zandar, boss," Corrie said, handing Ben the mic. "But | think, despite
his rank, he runs the whole show "



"This is Ben Raines, Colonel Zandar. Wy have you decl ared war agai nst us?"

"Because you are the eneny," Zandar responded w thout hesitation

Ben had to think about that for a noment. He keyed the mic. "Wy am!|
your eneny?"

"Because you refused to recogni ze our state."

"I recogni zed your state, Colonel. ljust said | wouldn't trade with you
as long as your phil osophy was based on racial hatred."

"Whites are our eneny."

"Only if you make them your eneny, Colonel. People of all races live and
work together in the SUSA w t hout a problem"”

"Uncl e Tomrs and Oreos."
"Oreos?" Cooper questioned.

"Bl ack on the outside, white on the inside," Ben told him then once
nore keyed the mic. "Colonel Zandar, don't tangle with us. It's a fight
you cannot wn."

"We shall be victorious, Raines. You're a dead nman."
"And you're a fool," Ben replied, then tossed the mic to Corrie. He
| ooked at Beth. "Fuck him"

"No thanks," Beth said, straight-faced.
Ben burst out | aughing.
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0700 hours.

"Thirty thousand troops make for a very long convoy," Ben said to his

squadron | eaders. He pointed to a map.' 'As of one hour ago, the eneny
was here, nmoving toward us on Interstate 70, in Indiana. You boys and

girls see how rmuch grief you can cause this colum."

Two hours later, the souped-up P-51E' s hit the niles-1ong colum of
Cugunba, Mbbut onanba, and Zandar with rockets, cannon, bonbs, and
machi ne-gun fire. They came in out of the sun at 500 nph, right on die
deck, |eaving behind them dozens of bl own-up, burning, and destroyed
vehi cl es, and hundreds of dead and wounded sol diers.

Then die planes circled around and hit the columm again, catching the
sol diers as they were comng out of ditches and tinber, heading back to
t he burning convoy to offer assistance to the wounded.

When t he pl anes headed back to Chio, they left behind diema convoy in
ruins, and a thoroughly pissed-off Col onel Zandar

CGeneral s Cugunba and Mobut omanba were at the rear of the mles-Ilong
colum, and did not arrive at the front of the convoy until sone
forty-five minutes after the attack.



"This was a warning to us," Mbutomanba said, after |ooking around and
assessing the damage and the deadis, which were bodi considerable.

Cugunba nodded his head. "I agree."

"So?" Zandar asked bel |ligerendy.

Mobut omanba and Cuganba exchanged gl ances.

Zandar picked up on die | ooks inmediately. Wen
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he spoke, his tone was contenptuous. "I know you've been tal king behind

nmy back. And | know what you' ve been saying. You want to quit. You want
to go back to New Africa and break up your arm es and grovel at the feet

of lIssac and Kenyata. Wll, go on. Leave. Sone of your nen will return
with you. But nost will follow me. Qur dream of a New Africa will never
have a chance as long as Ben Raines is still alive. | amgoing to kil

Ben Rai nes."

The two ol der nen shook their heads. Cuganba said, "You will not kil
Ben Rai nes. You probably will never get close to Ben Raines. And we have
not been speaking ill of you, Zandar. You are a brave man. But you are

al so an angry man; you are a rebel with no cause. |Issac saw that Ben
Rai nes is not our eneny. Then Mbuto-manba saw it, and finally I
realized it." He waved a hand at the snoki ng weckage. "Ben Rai nes has
pl anes enough to have finished this. Yet he did not. He's giving us a
chance, Zandar. And |I for one, as is Mbutomanba, will take his warning
and return to a life of peace and productivity. W shall open our
borders and live in harmony with men of all colors.”

"Cowar ds," Zandar spat the word. "Both of you." Cugunba cut his eyes to
Zandar and sniled grimy. He had been a soldier before the Geat War. A
full bird colonel in the United States Arny; an infantry officer. "Watch
your nmouth, young man," he warned. "I amno self-appointed officer. |
earned ny rank the hard way. | was first an enlisted man, then went to
OCS and clinbed upward on ny nmerits. Don't you ever call me a coward. |
am goi ng back to the state of M ssouri, not New Africa-M ssouri. And

am going to ask Issac to forgive ny rashness. As for you, Zandar, | hope
you wil |
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find your peace in the grave. For when you attack Ben Raines, that will
be your future."

The two ol der nen spun around and wal ked of f.

"About hal f of Zandar's people have turned around and headed back west,"
Corrie called to Ben. "Eyes in the Sky estinmates sone fifteen thousand
troops have broken up into small units and are headi ng our way."
"They' ||l be picking up black punk gangs as they nove toward us," Ben
said. "lncorporating theminto the ranks ..." He paused. "Or using them
for cannon fodder."

"Probably the latter," |ke said.



Ben | ooked at his son, Buddy, commander of 8 Batt, the special
operations battalion. "Get your teans together, son. Dan Gray is already
form ng his people up. Then check with operations and work out where
you'll be. Start harassing M. Zandar and his people."

The ruggedly handsonme and muscul ar Buddy pul | ed out a doubl e- edged
dagger, held it up, and smiled.

"Yes," his father said. "Fear is an excellent notivator."

Zandar had split his thousands of people up into conmpany-sized groups

and sent themin all directions, with orders to regroup once they

reached the Chio line. It was a bad m stake on Zandar's part. Wile the
Rebel s were a nmighty fighting force en masse, they had first begun as

down and dirty guerrilla fighters, fighting unbelievable odds . . . and

wi nni ng. The Rebels had perfected guerrilla fighting dowmn to an art that few
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peopl e could ever attain. The Rebels were at their best operating in
smal |, highly |ethal groups.

"Forget it, Raines," Doctor Chase told Ben as he stood in the doorway to
Ben's office, located in a home sonme twenty-five niles south of Tol edo.
He had caught Ben pacing the office |ike a caged ani nal .

Ben slowy turned to face his old friend. "Do you now have the ability
to get into ny mnd, Lamar?"

"No." The doctor poured a cup of coffee and sat down. "I just know you
too well. You want to be out there with Buddy and Dan and all the other
speci al ops people, slithering around on the ground with your face

pai nted and a cammo rag around your head, cutting throats." He pointed a
finger at Ben. "If you try it, Ben, I'll order you into the hospital

and | nmean it."

Ben smiled and sat down. He knew Chase nmeant it. In any army, anywhere,
the doctors had the last word, and it nmade no difference if one was a
general or a private. If Chase ordered himinto the hospital, Ben would
have to go. "Yes, I'd like to be out there, Lamar. But |'m not goi ng.
That isn't to say | couldn't do a good job. But this tinme I'll leave it
to younger fellows."

"Even that old fire-breathing warhorse Dan Gray is staying back
overseeing the operation," Chase said. "And he's a few years younger

t han you."

Ben chuckled. "I'Il adnmit something, Lamar-1 really don't mnd being
m ddl e-aged. | thought | would hate it, but I don't. | think because
really haven't slowed down that nuch. I'ma step slower. But |'ve

| earned to conpensate for that."

"W were a couple of firebrands when we first nmet those | ong years ago,
weren't we, Ben?"
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"A couple of revolutionaries with a wild dream and two dozen or so
foll owers."

Bot h men chuckled for a noment, recalling nmenories that went back over a
span of a dozen years.

Anna stuck her pretty head into the office. ' 'Reports conming in from
the field, General Ben. Buddy's people really raised sone hell |ast
ni ght. They killed about a dozen of Zandar's personal troops, cut off
di eir heads, and stuck themup on poles.”

"Jesus, Ben!" Chase said.

Ben shook his head. "You know | didn't order that done, Lamar." He
| ooked up as Corrie joined Anna in the doorway. "Are you in contact with
Buddy?"

"Negative. His last transm ssion said he would be out of pocket for
about forty-eight hours.”

"He pl anned that well,"
bit that off.

Ben remarked sarcastically. "That devious-" He

"I wonder where he got it fron?" Lamar questioned drily, getting to his
feet and noving to the door. He paused and | ooked at Ben. "I meant what
| said, Ben."

Ben smled. "You can't prevent me frominspecting my own troops, Lamar.
No matter where they mght be. That is any commander's right."

"Rai nes," the doctor said, know ng Ben had himon that point. "You're a
prick!"

At the time, Ben really had no intention of visiting Buddy, or any of
t he ot her special ops troops. He just wanted to stick the needle to
Lamar. But the nore he thought about traveling over to Indiana, the
better the idea sounded.

Zandar had approxi mately four divisions of twenty-
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five hundred troops per division. Eyes in the Sky reported that about
two thousand of Cugunba and Mobutomanba's troops had stayed with Zandar
Twel ve thousand troops spread out north to south over about three
hundred nil es, al ong H ghway 31

"Let's end it," Ben nuttered. "Zandar is not going to quit." He called
for Corrie. "Pull in lke, West, and Georgi. Get the tanks rolling. Put
all fixed-wing and chopper gunships on alert. Oder Dan and Buddy to
cease inmediately all guerrilla action, formup their battalions, and
start gradually falling back. Prepare to throw up a defensive line along
Interstates 69 and 65. Buddy's 8 Batt at the top, CGeorgi's 5 Batt to the
extreme south end. The placenent will be Buddy, Dan, us, Rebet, Danjou,

I ke, West, and Georgi. I'mtired of dicking around with this guy,

Corrie. Let's go bunp heads."

Zandar had ordered the guards tripled at night-and still the



infiltrators were slipping through and doing their deadly work. But it
was not denoralizing his people. Zandar personally saw to that. Then the
throat-cutting abruptly stopped.

Zandar was filled with hate, but he was far frombeing a stupid man.
Actually, his 1Q was very high. He just never did rmuch with that
intelligence . . . except hate white people.

But the ceasing of the infiltrators puzzled him Wy go to all that
troubl e, and then suddenly pull back?

Hs forward teans had reported that the Rebels were pulling back. They
had wi thdrawn to H ghway 15 and were still falling back toward the east.

Why ?
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WAs Rai nes giving up?

Despite his shining arrogance, Zandar considered that highly unlikely.

An ai de broke into his thoughts. "Sir? Ben Raines has nade contact with
us. He wishes to speak to you."

Zandar stared at the aide for a nmoment, then stood up and wal ked to the
comuni cati ons room

"Hey, Zandar! Are you there, asshole?" The voice of Ben Raines sprang
out of the speaker.

Zandar froze in shock. Nobody spoke to himin such a manner

"Hey, prick-face." Ben's voice was taunting. "Pick up the damm m c and
speak. Onh, you have to press that little button on the side to talk, in
case you haven't figured it out yet. And as stupid as you are, you
probably haven't."

Zandar snatched up the mc and shouted, "This is Col onel Zandar!"

"Col onel ?" Ben' svoi cewasfill edw t hsarcasm "Col onel? Hell, boy, you
woul dn't make a pinple on a real colonel's ass. You're nothing but a
goddamm sl eazy street punk.”

"What do you want, Raines'?" Zandar shout ed.

"Your black ass, boy."

Hundreds of miles away, Issac was listening to the transm ssion. "He's
del i berately taunting you, Zandar. And you haven't got enough sense to
understand that. You're a dam fool if you fall for this trick."

"You honky son-of-a-bitch!" Zandar shouted.

"I have about a hundred acres of cotton down south that needs pickin'.
figure that's about all you're good for. I'lIl feed you | ots of greens

and f at back and corn-bread."”
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"Fuck you, Raines!" Zandar was livid with rage.

Cugunba and Mbut omanba were also listening to the transm ssion. They
exchanged gl ances and both shook their heads. Ben Rai nes was pl aying
Zandar |ike a puppet on a string.

"Il kill you, Raines!" Zandar screaned out his rage.

"How?" Ben responded. "You gonna hit ne with a chitlin', boy?"

Zandar finally got it. He had alnost fallen for Ben's taunting. He took

several deep breaths and cal ned hinself. He keyed the mic. "Very good,
Rai nes. Excellent. You had ne going there for a time. But I won't fal

for your race-baiting. You are not a racist, Raines. | knowthat for a
fact. | hate your guts, but you are not a racist. Now what do you want ?"
"Very well, Zandar, or whatever the hell your name is. W can do this

easy, or hard. It's up to you. Lay down your arns and di sband your arny.
Make a life for yourself and your followers. Live a long tine. This is
the only warning I'mgoing to give you. Butt heads with me, and you're a
dead man. You understand all that?"

"Rai nes, go right straight to hell. I'mgoing to destroy you.

"Then you really are a fool, Zandar. Better men than you have tried
that. I"'mstill around."

"I will meet you in conbat and defeat you, Raines.”
"OK, sucker. Cone on."

Ben broke the transm ssion.

"Arrogant son-of-a-bitch!" Zandar said.

Ben handed the mic to Corrie and wi nked at Jersey.

"Kick-ass tinme!" Jersey said.
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Zandar was sol dier enough to see that if he pulled his troops together
en masse and smashed t hrough any part of the Rebel line, Ben's troops
woul d just fall in behind himand he'd be no better off than before.

Rueful Iy, Zandar realized he had to neet Ben Raines on his terns.

Both arm es were now facing each other in company-sized groups, or smaller.
Ben had pl aced his heavy artillery well back fromthe several mles of

No Man's Land that separated the two armies, and the Rebel tanks were
close in and carefully placed and canoufl aged.

The Rebels waited for Zandar to make the first nove.

But Zandar had turned suddenly cautious. Ben Raines had called his hand
and was waiting for himto either bet his cards or fold.

It was purely unintentional, but Zandar and Ben were faci ng each other



at the junction of Interstate 69 and Hi ghway 18, just east of Marion
I ndi ana.
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"That's Zandar facing us,’

Ben nodded his head then checked his watch. "Wnder what he's waiting
on? It's well past dawn."

Zandar was pacing the ground. Hi s people were in place, waiting for his
orders. The time was now. He could not wait Ben out; he didn't have the
supplies for that. Many of his people were living off the land as it was
and supplies were critical. The realization came to himin a rush: Ben
Rai nes knew all that. The Rebels were well-fed, well supplied, and
waiting like a fat cat for a nmouse to cone out of its hole.

"The son of a bitch!" Zandar cursed.

Anot her hot rush of realization flooded Zandar. If he ordered his troops
forward, it would be suicide. The Rebels would chop themto bl oody

pi eces. Zandar | ooked up into the blue of the Indiana sky. No planes, no
hel i copt er gunships. Ch, hell, no. Raines was hol di ng them back unti
Zandar ordered his people across the three mles of enpty, then they
woul d swoop down |ike huge nechanical carrion birds, spitting out death.

Zandar was many things. But he was no fool. There was no way for himto
win., Just ... no... way ... at ... all.

Zandar sat down on a canp stool and put his face in his hands. He just
could not give the orders to sacrifice his troops. The punks and thugs
he'd gat hered al ong the way had vani shed |i ke snmoke in a breeze when the
Rebel s started their murderous nighttine guerrilla tactics. Those bl oody
deat h-gri nni ng heads up on poles had really done it for the punks. They
had di sappeared in a rush after one | ook at that hideous sight. Just
recalling it left Zandar with a queasy feeling in his stomach.
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Zandar finally adnitted something el se, too: fromthe nonment he first
saw t hose bl oody heads stuck up on poles, he had known the war was | ost,
had realized then he was not going to defeat the Rebels. Al his talk
had been just that: so rmuch hot air fromthe nouth.

"When do we attack, sir?" An aide broke into his thoughts.

Zandar | ooked up at the young man. He shook his head. "W don't," he
whi sper ed.

"Sir?"

"Order all troops to stand down. I'mnot going to turn this ground red
with our blood. It's pointless. Get nme Ben Raines on the horn."

"Zandar on the bl ower, boss," Corrie said, handing Ben the mic

"Col onel ," Ben sai d.

Corrie said to Ben. "Scouts just confirned it."



"Ceneral Raines. If we lay down our arms, will you let us surrender in
dignity?"

"OfF course, | will. I'"lIl do nore than that. We'l|l help you get settled
in sonewhere and help you out with food for the comng winter."

"You woul d help us with all that?"
"Sure. Wiy not? We're no |longer enenies, are we?"

Zandar felt his eyes burn with a mst. He keyed the nmic. "No, Cenera
Rai nes. No. We are no | onger enemes."

"Good. Have you had breakfast ?"
"Way ... ah, no, | haven't."

"I"ll send a Hunmer over for you. We'll talk about getting you fol ks
settled in over a hot neal."

"I'"ll be waiting." After Ben had signed off, Zandar stood for a nonent.

Finally, he shook his head. "I just
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don't understand that man. | wonder if anybody really knows what Ben

Rai nes is all about?"

In the span of twenty-four hours, the state of M ssouri was reborn and
became a part of the SUSA, Zandar and his troops began making plans to
resettle all over the Mdwest (with many of them expressing a desire to
relocate in the SUSA), and a nmjor battle was avoi ded w thout having to
fire a shot.

I ndi ana was decl ared cl ean and another state was added to President
Al tai an' s NUSA.

"Ben Raines can do nore in three nmonths than the entire federa
government could do in three decades," Paul Altaian remarked.

The western third of Chio had been purged of the crimnal element (for
the npbst part) but the eastern two-thirds was quite another matter. The
punks and thugs and assorted human crud, including the N ght People,
were runni ng out of places to hide, as the advancing Rebels were slowy
pushi ng them back into the northeast corridor

"It's been relatively easy so far," West, the nmercenary and commander of
4 Batt, remarked at a neeting of batt corns. "But now comes the hard part."

"What about West Virginia?" JimPeters, conmander of 14 Batt asked.
"It's a damm battl eground."

"I don't want to get bogged down in that state," Ben said. "That's the
last thing | want. O d blood feuds erupting, race wars popping up al
over the place, old union nenbers against old non-union factions
shooting at each other. It's madness. | know there are thousands of
good, decent people living there-existing is proba-
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bly a better word. But we'll just avoid that state for the tine being."
"How about this wi nter, Ben?" |ke asked.

" "We'll keep going as long as we can. But our neteorologists are
predicting a bad winter here in the north. Shifting over to a nore

pl easant subject, Cecil tells me he's received docunents from Si non
Border detailing a non-aggression pact and an agreenent of cooperation
and trade between our two nations. North Anerica just mght be headed
toward the road to peace after all."

"You always did predict we would break up into nations within a nation,"
JimPeters said. "Even before the G eat War, that was the way you said
we'd eventually go."

Ben smled at that. Those books he'd witten before the G eat War had
gotten himinto trouble with the federal governnent. The FBI had put him
on their subversives list and | aunched an investigation on himthat had
still been on-going when the Great War toppled every governnment on the
face of the earth. That investigation had the FBI snoopi ng and prow ing
into every aspect of his life, fromthe cradle on. One friend who had
been intervi ewed several tinmes by the Feds told Ben the Bureau had a
dossier on himthat was about six inches thick. Such was the paranoia of
the liberals in power at the tinme. At one point in the investigation
the Bureau strongly suspected that Ben was the | eader of a huge
underground army of guerrillas, whose goal was to undermne and finally
overthrow t he governnent.

When Ben | earned of that, he was anused for days.

Wth the nation awash in every type of crine inmaginable, the government
had spent several mllion dollars investigating a witer of popular fiction
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Ben had once pointed out the absurdity of that to the FBI agents who
visited him The Bureau had not been anused.

The Rebel s began their march toward the Northeast, but now it was nuch
sl ower going. The thugs and punks knew t hey were being pushed up into a
box fromwhich there was little chance of escape, and they were fighting
i ke cornered wildcats.

Cecil had the ring of missiles around the SUSA fully operational and the
hone guard was once nore built up and ready to defend the SUSA shoul d
the rabble try again to overrun their borders-something no one believed
woul d ever again occur. He rel eased the battalions that had been
stationed in the SUSA and Batts 16, 17, and 21 joined the Rebels in the
field.

Just as Ben's 1 Batt and four other battalions were getting into
position to strike against the ruins of C evel and, Akron, and Canton

wi nter reared up several weeks early and laid a blanket of ice and snow
over the land.

"Dig in and stay warm" Ben told his troops. "It'lIl warmup before |ong.
This stormis a freak of nature. It's far too early for it to last."

But Ben al so knew t he punks woul d take the opportunity to split. The
gangs they were dealing with now were the nore intelligent ones:



smarter, tougher, larger, better-equipped. They had | asted for years,
and for nmost of the gangs, that was not based on |uck, but on brains.
Ben knew that nost crinminals, had they applied their intelligence to
| egal and legiti mate endeavors, would be highly successful nen and wonen.

"From now on," Ben said to his team one freezing
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cold day in late Cctober, "it's going to be down and dirty. Scouts are
reporting the three cities are virtual ghost towns. Except, of course,
for you all know who."

Mass groans greeted that.

"That's right," Ben said. "Qur old friends, the creepies. W can al ways
count on themto be very predictable.”

Ci ncinnati, Dayton, Colunbus, Springfield-all had been deserted cities
when the Rebel s pushed through- except for bands of creepies.

"Ben," lke stood up. "What's this aboutyou and your 1 Batt headi ng down
sout h and pushi ng east through \Weeling?"

"That's ny plan. Wy?"

"Well, Ben, in case you haven't |ooked at a map lately, Wweeling is in
West Virginia. And Wheeling, according to Scouts, is a batdeground.’
| ke was one of only a few officers who could talk to Ben in such a manner

Ben | aughed at the expression on lke's face. "I'mgoing to Pittsburgh,
Ike. And 1'mgoing to cone up fromthe south. Dan is going straight in
fromWirdton, and Buddy is coming in fromthe north. If the bands of
mal contents in Wheeling want a fight, we'll give themone. Ri ght now,
let's start clearing out the creeps in Cevel and."

Corrie stuck her head into the room "W got a problem boss. Em| Hite
is mssing."

"M ssing? He's supposed to be inspecting playgrounds. Wat'd he do, get
tangled up in a sw ng?"

"He probably wi shes he had. Seens as though Enmil found a bunch of his
old foll owers, anong others. They decided that we night need sone help
up here-"

"Ch, shit!" Ike nuttered.
"The | ast anyone heard fromhim he and his ... ah
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well, followers had crossed the border into West Virginia. By the

way, the group is about two hundred strong and call thensel ves the
Rai nbow Warriors."

Dan Gray groaned at that.

Ben sighed. "OK, Corrie. See if you can find out how well arned the, ah,
Rai nbow Warriors are.”



"They're very well armed, boss. They tried to steal some tanks, but no
one could figure out howto drive them But they did | eave in APCs and
Humer s and deuce- and- a- hal ves, and they took plenty of supplies.”

Ben smiled. "There are any number of punks and thugs and assorted trash
who made the mi stake of not taking Em| and his people seriously. W

hel ped bury a lot of them Em!| and two hundred foll owers could put up a
hell of a fight. | sort of feel sorry for anyone who tangles with them
Corrie, try to get a frequency fix on Enmil. Al right, let's revanp our
schedule. Here's what I'mgoing to do ..."

"Where in the name of all that's holy are we?" Em| asked

Emi| and a dozen of his Rainbow Warriors were standing in the mddl e of
t he cracked ol d highway, |ooking at maps. Not that the maps woul d do

t hem much good, for all the highway narkers were | ong gone.

"Lost," one of his followers said nournfully.

"Well, | know that!" Em| said. "But does anyone know approxi mately
where we m ght be?"

"West Virginia," another of his people said.
Em | | ooked heavenward and shook his head.

Emi| and his Rai nbow Warriors were deep in West Virginia. How they had
managed to get that far without
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someone taking a shot at themwould forever remain a mystery. But al
t hat was about to change-abruptly.

The nmen and wonen of the Rai nbow Warriors had started out with good
intentions: to assist Ben Raines in clearing the country of hoodl ums and
crimnals. Getting hopelessly lost in West Virginia was definitely not
part of the plan.

"l think someone should clinb a tall tree and take a | ook around," a nman
suggest ed.

Emi| turned slowy to stare at the nman. "Clinb a tree? What a brilliant
i dea, Rolf. Superb. Wy don't you do that? | nean, take your choice of
trees. We're surrounded by mllions of them M ght | suggest diat one."
Emi| pointed toward a high nountain. "It will only take you a week to

get up there. Now shut up with this tree business. Wat happened to al
t he dam road signs?"

Emil, a forner con nan who had linked up with Ben some years back,

al ways neant well. Even when he was running a scam professing to be a
holy man in perfect harmony widi the Great God Bl onm.

"I"'mcold," a wonan sai d.

"Go sit in the truck, dear," Em| told her

Emi| then drew hinmself up to his full height, which was only a few
i nches above five feet, and | ooked all around him Never one to conform



to Rebel dress codes, for this foray into the unknown Enil had chosen

| ow quarter shoes, a nice dress suit with matching tie, and a snap-brim
1940s-styl e Bogart hat. He wore a trench coat over the suit. But while
Em | | ooked just about as ridiculous as a person coul d | ook-considering
the tinme and pl ace-he was far frombeing stupid. He had survived on his
wits for years, getting out of nore jans than Dick Tracy.
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"Mount up," Em| told his people. "This damm hi ghway has to | ead somewhere.™

It did. It led to a small town |located in a | ong and wi de vall ey between
two nmountain ranges. The decent people of the small town had | ong
departed for safer ground, leaving the town in the hands of one Lukey
DeFray and his small army of thugs.

Lukey had | ong been the Bull of the Wods around those parts. Six feet,
six inches tall, two hundred and sixty-five pounds of mean. \Wat Lukey
want ed, Lukey got-one way or the other. Lukey was the stereotypica
bully; if he had anything even resenbling a consci ence, no one had ever
seen it exhibited. Lukey had gathered together sone three hundred of the
nmost wort hl ess nen and wonen to ever wal k the face of the earth. They
were the absolute bottom of the dregs of humanity
"Arnmy vehicles a-comin' in fromthe south, Lukey."
of the speaker of the CB radio.

The voi ce sprang out

"Looks | ak Ben Raines and his sol dier boys and girls has arrived," Lukey

said, standing up. "I been lookin' forward to this moment. |'m a-gonna
whup that son-of-a-bitch until his toenails curl up. | been hearin' for
years how tough the Rebels is. Now, by God, we'll just see how tough
they is." Lukey picked up the mc. "Is they any wonmen in that bunch
Ashf ord?"

"Sone. "

"Good. | need me sone strange pussy. Maybelle's 'bout all wallered out.

Time to give that sone rest." He picked up his M16. "Let's go give
Rai nes' Rebels a proper greetin,' boys."
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"Pilots reported what appeared to be a nmilitary convoy headi ng north on
this highway," Corrie told Ben, pointing to the map spread out on the
hood of a pickup truck. "Right there."

"W're still a good two or three days fromthere," Ben said.
Ben's batt corns had put up quite an argunent about his headi ng of f by
hinself in search of Em |, but the boss was the boss, and Ben prevail ed.

"Al'l sorts of gangs operating all over this state,” Cooper reninded Ben
They had crossed the Chio River and were just inside what used to known
as West Virginia. For a very brief period of tine, the capitol of the
United States had been located in the state. It had been | ooted and
destroyed by gangs. Mst of the good, decent people had either fled the
state, bunkered thensel ves deep in the nmountains in heavily arned
comuni ties, or turned small towns
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into forts agai nst the many roam ng gangs of human predators.

As Ben had predicted, the sudden and unexpected cold snap had abated and
t he weat her had turned warmer, nmelting the snow and ice. The air was
still crisp, holding the pronmise of full winter, but for now, it was not
unconf ort abl e.

Jersey | ooked around her at the unfam liar country. "Eml is a pain in
the ass," she said.

Ben chuckl ed. "Yeah, you're right, Little Bit. But he's our pain in the
ass. Let's go find the litde bastard and his intrepid band of followers."

"Pain in die ass," Jersey muttered.

"Just hold it right here," Em| said, lowering his binoculars. "I don't
like the ooks of this."

"What's wwong with it? It's a lovely litde town," a worman sai d.

"Not really,” Em| contradicted. "The streets are full of trash. Store
wi ndows have been snashed out. And there is a body on the sidewal k in
front of that old drug store.”

"This is the best highway we've been on in tw days," a year-long friend
of Em|'s said. "And it goes right through that town. Either that or we
backtrack for fifty mles.'

"I have no intention of backtracking through diat dismal area," Em|l
said, looking back in the direction they'd just cone.

Actually it wasn't dismal at all, but it was alnost winter, die trees
were stark in the cold sunlight, and die area
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was all but devoid of human life . . . decent human |ife, that is.

Emi| could be a clown when he wished to be, and that was nost of the
time. But he was also a pretty savvy soldier, with a nose for snelling
out trouble. And his nose was sending him sone al arm ng signals about
t he peaceful -1ooking little town.

"APCs button up and edge on down to that town," Em| ordered. "I want
every gun ready to go."

The APCs that Em | had taken from an unguarded depot down in the SUSA
were actually Bradley Fighting Vehicles. They carried a squad of five
and a crew of three: driver, gunner, and comrander, the driver and
conmander positioned in the turret. Its weapons were a 25mm chain gun

t hat was awesone when put into action, a coaxial machine gun and an M 60
machi ne gun. It could also fire TOWNm ssiles with deadly accuracy up to
about three thousand yards.

Lukey DeFray was about to come head to head with nodern, Rebel re-worked
and re-arnmored machi nery of war.

Let that arnored thing come on in," Lukey ordered. "Everybody stay



down and don't fire at it. W want themfolks to think we're nice and
friendly. What do the boys up on the bluffs say?"

The boys on the bluffs were using CB radios to conmuni cate and Emi|l and
his people were listening to every word bei ng said.

"They's about two hundred or so of themfol ks. 'Bout half of 'em wonen.
But they don't think they's soldiers, they all dressed sort of funny."

"How funny?" Lukey asked.
"Sorta like hippies. "Ceptin' that little bandy rooster
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that 'pears to be runnin' the show He's all duded up in a suit and tie."'

"Well, he ain't no hippie then. | never knowed no hippie to wear no
Sunday cl ot hes. "

"For a fact."

"Well, we'll sucker themin and then kill all the nen and fuck all the
wonen. "

"Sounds good to ne."

"Cretins,” Em| muttered. "Wirthless trash."” He grabbed up a nic.
"They're unfriendly,"” he radioed to the Bradley. "Be ready for anything."'

"That's a big fat ten-four," the commander of the Bradley said. The
conmander had been a Rebel for years, until getting wounded and forced
out of the field. Then he went back to being a hippie, enjoying the

| ai d-back life-style. But he definitely was not a menber of the
peace-and-| ove bunch. "You hear all that, Corn-pone?" he asked his gunner

Cor npone, anot her Rebel who'd gotten a bit long in the tooth for the
field and went back to a hippie lifestyle, shifted a wad of bubble gum
and said, "Shore did. That's plunmb discouragin,' too." Cornpone had been
born and reared in rural Al abama. "Makes nme sad when people ain't
friendly." He reached over and flipped a switch, activating the

al | -weat her speaker he had installed outside the Bradley. He hit another
switch which turned on a tape recorder. The sounds of Bobby Bl ue Bl and
singing "Share Your Love Wth Me" filled the street.

"Gawddamm ni gger nusic," Lukey bitched. "I hate nigger nmusic."

Lukey had never served in the nmilitary, and did not know a Bradl ey
Fi ghting Vehicle froma banana. He'd
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never been nmore than a hundred miles in any direction fromthe area in
whi ch he had been whel ped. Lukey had been twenty years ol d when the
Great War struck the gl obe a decade back-and he was not going to see
anot her birthday.

The Bradl ey stopped in the mddle of the street, Main Street. The fifty
t housand- pound fighting vehicle squatted on the cracked old street like
some prehistoric beast. Inside, the six firing-ports were opened.



"Hey, you inside that there nmachine!" Lukey hollered. "Wy don't y'al
get out and show yourselves. If you don't, we liable to think you don't
like us and have to pull y'all out of there and whup your asses.”

"The man is an idiot," Cornpone remarked.

"And hush up that gawddamm squallin' coon nusic, too," Lukey added.
"Now he's beginnin' to get on the wong side of nme," Cornpone said. He
reached over and turned up the volunme. The voice of Ray Charles singing
"What'd | Say" blared over the street.

Lukey lifted his M 16 and gave the speaker a full burst of 5.56 rounds,
blowing it apart and stilling the mnusic.

"Fire!" Em| shouted into the mc.

The turret sw veled and the 25nm chai n gun began yamering. The rounds
bl ew out the front wi ndow of the store, tore the door off its hinges,
and denolished the interior of the store, sending dust and wood and
plaster flying in all directions, decapitating three of Lukey's

foll owers and bl owi ng great smoking holes in the chests and belly of
several others.

"Gawddamm! " Lukey bell ered, fromhis suddenly attained position on the
dirty floor. "Gt the fuck outta here, boys!"
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Up on the bluffs, Em | junped into his Hunmvee and shouted, "Charge!
Forward into the fray, Rainbow Warriors!"

The driver floorboarded the pedal, the 8600-pound vehicle, powered by a
V-8 6.2-liter engine surged forward, and Em | wound up in the back seat
in a spraw of arms and | egs.

"Lukey!" the spotter on the bluffs shouted into his CB mc. "They's
a-comn',"

There was no reply, for the CB base station had been blown into a
t housand parts, and Lukey was in the alley behind the store, pickin'
up and puttin' 'emdown just as hard as he coul d.

em

The Bradl ey | eaped forward, nade a hard left at the intersection and
cane to a halt at the mouth of the alley. The turret sw veled and the
chai n gun began bel ching out 25nm hi gh expl osive rounds. The alley
turned into a sl aughterhouse.

A dozen nore of Lukey's followers were blown into oblivion. Wth a
squall of pure terror, Lukey |eaped through an open door, rolled on the
floor of what used to be a dress shop and cane to his feet, |ooking

wi | d-eyed all around him just as six nore Bradleys rolled up outside.
Si x nore chain guns began firing in all directions and thirty M16's
began firing fromthe ports of the vehicles.

"Ch, Lordy!" Lukey hollered, curling up in a ball on the littered fl oor

That was the last thing he ever said, as the second fl oor of the old
building, built in the early 1920s, coll apsed, burying the gang | eader



under a dozen tons of brick and wood.
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Em| Hte and his Rai nbow Warriors had taken the town. What was |eft of

"Victory is ours!" The speaker, |ocated about a foot from Ben's head,
screamed out the words. Ben spilled a cup of coffee all over hinself and
Jersey fell off her canmp stool

"It's Em|," Corrie said, struggling to keep a straight face.
"No ki ddi ng?" Ben replied.

"W have fought in the hedgerows and in the alleys and the streets,"
Emi|'s voice rang out. "W shall never surrender!”

"I"ll personally strangle that crazy son-of-a-bitch! "Jersey said,
getting to her feet.

"The forces of darkness and evil have been conquered!" Em | continued
hi s harangue. "Good has prevail ed. Though out nunmbered at | east a hundred
to one, the Rainbow Warriors were victorious, fighting valiantly.

Al t hough wounded-" Emi| had a bunp on his forehead frominpacting

agai nst the fl oorboards of the back seat"-I1 led ny people in battle.

West Virginia is ours!™ A short pause. "Well, a snmall part of it,
anyway, " he wound down.

"Corrie," Ben said, nopping hinmself with a towel given himby Anna. "See
if you can find out the location of that little bastard. And tell himto
stay put!" Ben went off to change into dry BDUs.

Two days later, Ben and his 1 Batt rolled into Central Wst Virginia and
hooked up with Enil Hite and his Rai nbow Warri ors.
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Ben just couldn't stay mad at Enmil. Sonehow, despite hinmself, Eml

al ways nmanaged to cone out on top. Ben stared at himfor a nonent, then
shook his head. "Eml," he said, drawing upon all his patience, "do you

realize that we are in the mddle of a state that is crawing with gangs
and nal contents, people who have been feuding with each other for a dam
century, and God only knows what el se?"

"' Never fear, ny general,'' Em | said, tugging at his hat brim "The
Rai nbow Warriors will |lead you to safety.”

"Ch, shit!" Jersey nuttered

"I"'msure you will,'
was consi der abl e.

Ben said, just as sarcastically as he could, which
The sarcasm bounced right off the little con artist. Nothing could hurt
Em|'s feelings.

"What do you have in mnd, Em|?" Ben asked. "About |eading us to
safety, that is," he was quick to add.

"Well ... to tell you the truth ..." Eml| hedged. "I nean, we've been so
busy here, | really haven't had the time to give that nuch thought."

it.



"I see. Then I'll tell you-mount up. We're getting the hell out of this
country before hard winter sets in and we're trapped in here. And yes,
Emil, you're going with us. | can't very well send you back."

Em | snapped to attention. "You will not be sorry, ny general."

Ben just stared at the man for monent before turning away, softly
muttering under his breath.

Ben put Emil| and his people in the center of the colum, thus insuring
their safety and nore inportan-
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tly, effectively nullifying any chance of Em | screw ng up.

The [ ong col uim angl ed and snaked around on worn and cracked old state
roads for a day before coming to a mgjor U. S. highway. The col utm headed
north, with what used to be the Mdnongahel a Nati onal Forest to their east.

They passed t hrough several small towns that were deserted, after having
been | oot ed.

"There is life in Elkins," Corrie said, after receiving a report from
recon. "And they are not hostile."

"That has a nice sound to it," Ben said.

A town of nearly ten thousand before the G eat War, there were now about
seven hundred people living in and around the town. And they wel coned

t he Rebel s.

' "We get the news on shortwave out of your Base Canp One, General," the
spokesman said. "Is Paul Altman really the new president?"

"That he is," Ben assured the man. "And | believe he's going to be a
good one. | personally sawto it that the el ection was on the up and
up." Ben said it with a straight face; Jersey rolled her dark eyes, Beth
al nost choked on a fresh-baked muffin, Anna |left the room before she
could burst out |aughing, and Corrie and Cooper exchanged gl ances and

t hen ducked their heads to hide their grins.

"We've got a pretty good communications system here, General," the
appoi nted | eader of the townspeople said. "W nonitor a |lot of chatter
And | feel | have to warn you that fromhere on east and north, it's a

damm battl eground.”

"W know. W'l| deal with them For the noment, let's tal k about this
state."
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The | ocal's expression changed. "From what we've been able to pick up
fromyour open frequencies, you don't plan on cleaning out this state

any time soon, Ceneral."

"I changed ny mind about that, M. Thomas. But we're going to have to
have some help in doing so."



Those | ocal s gat hered around appl auded and cheered. "That's the best
news we've heard in nonths," Thomas said. He sighed and shook his head.
"There are a ot of good people left in this state, CGeneral. Wst

Vi rginia had sonme bad press for years before the Geat War, and
unfortunately, sonme of it was deserved. Now sonme of those sane factions
are shooting at each other. But we don't know the solution. Do you?"

Ben cut his eyes to Jersey and she smled. "Ch, yes," Ben told the man.

"W sure do."
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Ben ordered Buddy and his 8 Batt to cone south and cut into West

Virginia at the first standing bridge around Huntington. Dan was to cone

into the state at Parkers-burg, and Rebet to enter the state at \Weeling
after cleaning out that city.

Ben set up his CP at El kins.

Ben had | earned that West Virginia had an active nmilitia before the
Great War, but had been forced hard underground by the governnent,

bef ore and during the gun-grab that disarmed nost Anericans. The great
gun- grab, brought on by hysterical |iberals and nenbers of the
left-leaning press, didn't do a thing to curb crime, but it did turn a
| ot of |aw abiding Arerican citizens into crimnals, because the
citizens, instead of turning in their guns, carefully sealed their
weapons and buried them

Those that survived the Great War pronptly dug up their weapons and used
themto defend thensel ves
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agai nst the hundreds of thousands of thugs and punks that imediately
began roam ng the |and.

Ben started pulling the West Virginia nmilitia back together. He sent out
political teans to explain the Tri-States philosophy to all who were
interested in | earning about it-and nost were.

"Cet me President Altaian on the horn, Corrie. And get ready to listen
to himsquall."

Ben expl ai ned what he was doing to Altaian and there was a | ong nonent
of silence fromthe newy elected President of the NUSA. Finally,
Al tai an excl ai ned, "You've done what?"

"I made the West Virginia nmlitia the new state police," Ben repeated.

"Jesus Christ!" Altaian shouted. "That bunch of wacko gun nuts!”

"Even if that statement were true-which it certainly isn't, nowor in
the past, not for the nobst part-can you think of a better group to
enforce the |l aw? That is, considering the tinme and pl ace?"

Al taian was silent for a nmonent, conscious of Cecil |ooking at him a
faint smle on his lips. Altaian slowy sighed, shook his head (which
was graying rapidly since the "election") and pressed the talk button



"No, | suppose not, Ben. Tell me, which side is West Virginia going to
come under ?"

"The NUSA, | assune. We're explaining the Rebel philosophy to the people
at town nmeetings. But that's just in effect while we are here trying to
hel p. After we |leave, die | aws they choose to enforce will be up to the
people. You do plan to let the people have the final say, don't you?"
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"OfF course, | do," Airman said. "That's what a denocracy is, Ben."

"Paul, don't try to disarmthe people this go-around," Ben warned.
"That's a warning offered in a friendly way."

"I will abide by the majority will of the people on that issue, Ben."

"Then you're asking for trouble, Paul. For you know perfectly well the
NUSA will be filled with hanky-stonping liberals. Eagle out."

Ben | ooked at the several dozen spokespeople, representing comunities
fromall over the state, gathered around himin the [ arge room He shook
his head. "Paul still clings to the belief that fifty-one percent of the
peopl e can rule the remaining forty-nine percent."

"He will never disarmus, General," Thomas said. "That won't happen
ever again."

"It won't cone right away. But it will come eventually."
The nmen and wonen exchanged gl ances. "Then we'll align with the SUSA,
General ," Thomas said.

"Your decision," Ben said."WIlcone abroad."

Paul Altman canme into Cecil's office just before official closing hours
and sat down. Cecil fixed them both drinks of bourbon and water and they
sipped in silence for a nmonent.

"I am quite upset about West Virginia." Paul broke the silence.

"The old ways won't work, Paul. You've got to understand that. Maybe
fifty years fromnow, when the nation has heal ed and the scar tissue is
no | onger sensitive.
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Maybe then, after all the roam ng gangs of crimnals have been dealt
with, the factories are once nmore running full-tilt, the airports are
busy, the highways are filled with cars and trucks carrying peopl e and
produce and goods, when people are working and able to enjoy the small
pl easures of life and hone and famly and cook-outs-maybe then whonever
is in power can question the need of civilians to own M16's and Uzi's
and M60's and so forth, but not now, Paul. My God, not now Not when
the nation is still reeling and staggering about froma world war
followed by a civil war and total collapse. If you can't see that, then
| fear you're in for a |long rough haul over very rocky roads."

"I"ve hated guns all my life," Paul said softly. "I've never even fired
a gun. There was no draft when | was of draft age, so | didn't serve in



the mlitary. | don't even like to kill roaches. | want a society that
is free of guns, Cecil."

"Good luck," Cecil said, very drily.

The spokesman from El ki ns had been el ected governor of the state of West
Virginia. It had happened so fast-and just as Paul Airman had thought
(and still did) -Thomas wasn't quite sure it was all legal. But Ben

Rai nes had assured himit was.

"But | was the only candidate on the ballots you had printed up,” Thonas
had protested to Ben.

Ben smiled. "If you don't want the job, tell me now "

"I didn't say that. Ch, what the hell! It's strange tinmes we live in,

ri ght?"

"That's right, Governor. Now let's get you settled in. My peopl e have
just finished nopping up around
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C arksburg. You have any objections to that being the state capital ?"

Governor Thomas smiled, and then | aughed. "No, General Raines. No
objections at all."

"Fine. Now, | have a surprise for you."
" Anot her one?"

Ben | ed hi moutside and they made the relatively short drive to

C arksburg, stopping and getting out at an office building that had been
cl eaned out and renovated. Covernor Thomas hadn't even been aware it was
bei ng done-the Rebels noved so damm fast and got so much done in such a
short time! The governor was stunned to see about fifty men, npost in
their forties, standing in line, at attention, dressed in the uniform of
the old West Virginia State Police.

"I"ve had people scouring the state, and this is all that is left of the

state police. Two-thirds of themw Il go on patrol inmediately, the rest
wi Il fan out and hand-pi ck candidates for training. The militia has
agreed to work with them and when the ranks are filled, they' Il step

down at your orders."

"How ..." Governor Thomas shook his head. "How in the hell do you get
t hi ngs acconplished so quickly, General ?"

"We don't fuck around, Gov. W don't have fourteen conmittees and
thirty-nine sub-committees and five hundred-and-fourteen staffers
running all over the goddamm place, and all the rest of that bullshit
from past governments. And if you want this state to nove forward,
suggest you adopt the same tactics.”

"It is constitutional?"

"It works," Ben said. "Even ny sworn enemies will agree with that"
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Rebel |aw was sinple; so sinple that many people either could not or
woul d not conprehend it.

Jersey brought it all down to a list that anyone coul d understand. She
sat down behind a typewiter and wote:

| F YOU BEAT YOUR WFE OR G RLFRI END OR ABUSE YOUR CHI LDREN, YOU WON' T
MAKE IT I N ANY STATE THAT SUBSCRI BES TO THE TRI - STATES PHI LOSCOPHY

| F YOU ARE CRUEL TO ANI MALS, STAYTHE HELL OUT OF ANY AREA UNDER REBEL
CONTRCL.

| F YOU ARE A SMART-ASS, A BULLY, ENJOY | NSULTI NG PECPLE OR BROWBEATI NG
EMPLOYEES, PRACTI CE RACI SM POACH GAME, CHEAT OTHERS | N BUSI NESS, SELL
DRUGS, RESENT AUTHORI TY, DELIBERATELY M SREPRESENT THE TRUTH | N ORDER TO
SELL A PRODUCT, DRI NK AND DRIVE, FAIL TO RESPECT THE PROPERTY AND THE

RI GHTS OF OTHERS, EXPECT SOVETHI NG FOR NOTHI NG, DON T KNOW THE

DI FFERENCE BETWEEN CONVERSATI ON AND MALI CI QUS GOSSIP ... DON' T EVEN

THI NK ABOUT LI VI NG UNDER THE REBEL PHI LOSOPHY.

Ben | ooked at the list and nodded his head. "That pretty well suns it
all up, Jersey. If we've forgotten anything, | think everybody will
still get the nessage.”

Governor Thomas had slipped away fromhis office and driven down to

El kins. He tapped the short list of rules. "There are going to be sone
unhappy people in this state,” he said, sitting in Ben's CP

Ben finished cleaning and reassenbling his old
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Thonpson. He snapped in a magazine and sniled at the governor. "They
won't be for long."

"What do you nean?"
"Want to take a ride?"

"Better judgenment says no, but curiosity overwhelns it. Sure, why not?
' m caught up on paperwork for a change."

"Come on."

They drove a few niles out of town and Cooper turned onto a county road.
Thomas i medi ately tensed. "Do you know where you're goi ng, Ben?"

"Sure do."

"I wonder. This is Wlcott territory."

"This is a public road and anybody has the right to drive on it."
"The Wlcotts don't see it that way. They never have."

"They will very shortly. Those that are left, that is.

"They' re throwbacks, Ben. Back to the bad ol d days. They've been in
their glory since the governnent collapsed. Ben, the Wlcotts are-"



"I know exactly who they are. My people found where the chief of police
and the sheriff hid their records when the country started bl owi ng up
around them That whole fanmily is nothing but trash. And they | ove what
they are. They don't want to change. They're bullies, thieves, poachers,
mur derers, rapists-you nanme it, they' ve done it, and they're proud of
it. The Wlcotts are exactly what you don't need in this state."

"You can't just kill them"
"You want to bet?" Ben said, and that shocked the governor into silence.

"Roadbl ock up ahead," Cooper pointed out. "Ri ght where the Scouts said
it was."
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Ben lifted his handy-talkie, set to the frequency of the MBT that was
traveling right behind them "Blowit," he ordered.

The main battle tank swung around the big wagon and | owered the muzzle
of its main gun. Five seconds |ater, the roadbl ock was reduced to
snoki ng, burning junk.

"Push it out of the way," Ben radi oed, and nmonents | ater the short

convoy rolled on

The governor twi sted in his seat and | ooked behind him "That's Reverend
Neel y behind us."

"Yeah. | invited himalong. There will probably be sone need for his
services in a very short tine."

"You're going to have church services at the WIl-cotts?"

"Sort of."

Governor Thomas got it then. "Ch, hell, Ben! You're tal king about a
funeral!"

"Coul d be. Damn sure will be if the Wlcott clan doesn't want to |isten

to reason. There are two state police cars behind the preacher.”

"Ben-"

"It's got to be this way, Gov. The people have to know that you're the
boss. And they have to understand Rebel |aw. Mst already do. But people
like the Wlcotts will never obey any type of |law Believe ne when | say
we had people like the Wlcotts all over the SUSA. The Wlcott types
were even nore of a pain in the ass than ultra-Iliberals."

"I have to ask, even though I"'mnot sure | want to know t he answer-what
happened to those peopl e?"

Ben smiled. "Liberals or Wlcott types?"

The governor sighed patiently.
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"Some of the bully-boys saw the light and turned into good, productive,

| aw abi ding citizens. Others packed up and pulled out. Still others were
buried."”

"And Wlcott and his cl an?"

"I suspect some themw || be buried here, Gov. It isn't that they can't
change to conformwi th the few | aws the Rebel s have on the books. The
Wl cott types won't change. W'll soon see.™

Cooper turned off the county road onto a gravel road, follow ng the MBT
Pat ches of snow rerained in the shadowy, cool spots on both sides of the
r oad.

The colum stopped in front of a |arge, two-story house that inmediately
brought to m nd Tobacco Road-for those old enough to remenber the notion
picture or to have read the book

There were smal |l er houses | ocated on each side of the big house, each of
themin just about the sane condition as the bigger house, the yards
equally filled with all sorts of trash: rusting hul ks of cars and
trucks, old worn-out tires stacked about, mptorcycles in various stages
of repair and disrepair, machine parts scattered all over the place.

A large man stepped out onto the front porch, just as Ben was unassing
fromthe wagon. Ben recogni zed himas Wade Wl cott, the Big Daddy of the
Wl cott clan.

"That's Wade Wlcott," Thonas whi spered. "The He-Coon of the famly."

"Yeah," Ben replied, raising his voice so all could hear. H s voice
carried in the cold, late winter air. "Ugly son-of-a-bitch, isn't he?"

"Harry Thomas!" Wade yelled to the governor fromthe porch. "You'll pay
for tearin' up ny roadbl ock."
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"You can't block a public road, Wade," the governor call ed.

"I'"ll do anything I damm well choose to do, you little white-collar
pi ss-ant!" Wade shouted. He cut his eyes to Ben. "You' d be the head
honcho of the arny, right?"

"That's right, Wlcott. And I have a few things to say to you. So haul
your fat ass off that porch and get over here.”

Wade Wl cott blinked at that. Been a long, long time since anyone dared
to speak to himin such a manner. "You got a |lot of brass on your ass,
solider boy, to speak to ne lak "at. | run this part of the county. M
and ny kin do."

"Yeah?" Ben questioned. "Your brother's nanme was J.C. Wlcott, right?"

"Was?" \Wade asked, stepping forward to the yard. "D d you say was?"

"Yeah. He's dead."



"Dead? My brother's dead? You a dam liel"

"Your brother and sone of his kin nmade the m stake of anbushing a Rebe
patrol early this norning, over at a place called Cutter's Ridge."
Governor Thomas cut his eyes at Ben. First he'd heard of that. "Wen |I'm
finished here you can claimwhat's left of the bodies. If you're stil
alive, that is," Ben added, very matter-of-factly.

Wade' s eyes bugged out. "Why wouldn't | be alive?"

"Ch, well, | suspect |I might have to kill you in a mnute or two," Ben

told him "Because you're not going to |ike what | have to say."

"Kill me? Kill ne! Hey, he threatened ne!" Wade hollered to the state
troopers standing off to one side.
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"I want that man arrested for threatenin' ny life. Yall heard himdo it
Now, go on and do your duty."

The faces of the troopers remained i npassive. They did not nove.

"The way | see it, Wlcott," Ben said, "you have but three choices. You
can either change your ways and start obeying the I aw, you can pack up
and nove out, or you can die, right here, and right now, your entire

m serabl e, worthless, slovenly, good-for-nothing famly with you. Now
what's it going to be, WIlcott?"

Wade Wl cott let out a roar of rage and charged Ben, big booted feet
sl appi ng the muddy ground.
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Ben si de-stepped at the | ast possible split-second and sl amed the butt
of his Thonpson into the man's belly. The air whooshed out of himand he
sprawl ed on the ground, sliding for a few feet in the cold nud.

One of his sons jerked a rifle to his shoulder and ained it at Ben

Jersey shot himin the face, the 5.56 round punching a hole in the

center of the man's forehead and knocki ng hi m backward. He stopped at

the outside wall of the house and slid down, dead with his eyes w de open

"l guess you want to do this the hard way, WIlcott," Ben said. "Suits ne.'
Wlcott slowy rose to his knees, his face a mask of mud. He wi ped the
mud from his eyes and | ooked back toward the house. "That there was ny
youngest boy. He was a good boy, you son-of-a-bitch!"

"No, he wasn't," Ben contradicted. "He was a thief, a bully, an
extortionist, a rapist, and a nmurderer. The
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state police have warrants for his arrest. | just saved the public the
expense of a trial and a hanging."

Wade Wlcott, still on his knees, glared up at Ben. He was havi ng
trouble catching his breath after being stroked by the butt of the Thonpson



"They don't hang folks no nore in this state, soldier boy," he panted.
"Ch, they do now," Ben corrected. "This state is now part of the SUSA
W give you a choice. W'll either shoot you or hang you."

Wade cussed Ben, |oud and | ong-but made no attenpt to get up off the
col d, rnuddy ground.

"CGet your crap packed up, Wlcott. My people will escort you and your
famly and what is left of your kin to the border of your choice. Leave
and don't ever come back here."

Wade came up off the ground like an enraged bull. But Ben had been
expecting that. He hit himin the nmouth with the butt of the Thonpson
and Wade went down like a rock, landing on his stomach, all his front
teeth gone and his |ips pul ped and bl eedi ng. \Wade groaned once, managed
to turn over, and his eyes rolled back in his head. He was out cold.

Ben nmotioned to a group of Rebels. "Throw himin the back of the first

pi ck-up you find that will run.” He turned to the others of the clan

all looking at their unconscious father (or uncle or cousin or

what ever), their eyes wide in shock. "Get your shit packed up,"” Ben told

them his voice hard. "And do it quickly. In half an hour, these
stinking hovels will be reduced to rubble.”

The Wl cott clan stood and stared at Ben.
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Ben lifted his Thonpson and blew half a clip into the late winter air.
"Move, goddammit!"he shout ed.

They mnoved.

"Shane about the kids," Governor Thomas muttered, as the hurried packing
was getting under way.

"You want then?" Ben asked.
"I beg your pardon?"

"You want the kids, take them |'d hate to see another generation of
white trash being raised.”

"You can't do that!"

"We've been doing it for years, Harry. Under eight years old is best.
But I warn you, it doesn't always work out. And with these kids, 1'd be
careful. Qur scientists in the SUSA-and we have the best in the

wor | d- have recently proven that the bad seed theory is no |onger a
theory. It's a fact."

"I never doubted it, Ben. |'ve believed in that all nmy adult life."
"You goddamm rotten son-of-a-bitch!" Wade yelled at Ben, as he sat up in
the bed of the pick-up truck. H's mouth was swelling and dripping bl ood

and his words were badly slurred.

But Ben got the general drift.



"You have no one to blane but yourself, Wlcott," Ben told him "Now
just shut up."

Two newspapers had reopened since the Rebels canme to town: the | oca
paper in Elkins, and another in the new capitol. The two reporters had
been a few mnutes late arriving on the scene-they had | aid back severa
mles in follow ng the governor-but they got the general idea of what
was goi ng on.

Ben had net the reporter fromthe | ocal paper and
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had found himto be fair in his witing. He did not know t he second
reporter.

CGovernor Thomas caught the direction Ben's eyes had taken. "He's al

right," he assured Ben. "He doesn't agree with everything we're doing,
but he's fair."

"This ain't constitutional!" Wlcott bellered. "Yall ain't got no right
to do this!"

"You and your kin have thunbed your thunbs at the | aw around here for
years," one of the state troopers surprised Ben by saying. "You' ve
terrorized travel ers and assaulted people on a whim You've shot at
hunters on public | ands and shot at cars traveling on hi ghways. You've
burned down the houses of people who dared to speak out agai nst you and
your Kin. You' ve assaulted police officers and threatened to kill judges
who dared to put your kin in jail. The list of |laws you have broken is
as long as ny arm It's over now, Wade. |If Ceneral Raines had not noved
agai nst you and your kind, I was going to kill you myself."

Wade Wl cott w ped the blood away fromhis mouth with his sleeve. He
opened his nmouth to speak, then thought better of it and remained
silent. He sat in the bed of the old pick-up truck and gl ared hate at
the state troopers.

The fam |y nmenbers | oaded their suitcases and cardboard boxes and trunks
into the beds of trucks and clinbed on

"I got ne kin over in the hills and hollers of Mssouri," Wade shouted
at Ben. "I'Il take my people to Mssouri and set up there."

Ben smiling, thinking of Zandar and Cugunmba and Mbbut omanba and | ssac
Africa. "Onh, | think that's a splendid idea, Wlcott. Yes, indeed. W'l
even give you
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anpl e supplies to reach that destination. Have fun in M ssouri, Wlcott."

"You're an asshol e, Raines!" Wade screaned at Ben. "Wen | get to
M ssouri, I'll gather up ny people and we'll take over that damm state."

"Cood | uck," Ben called. Then, under his breath, he nuttered, "You're
damm sure going to need it. 'Bye, now.'' Ben waved as the trucks began
rattling out onto the road.



Wade W cott gave Ben the finger

Ben gave himtwo in return and the line of state troopers could not
contain their laughter at his gesture.

"Drag that dead man off the porch and bury him Then burn these houses
to the ground," Ben ordered.

"How do you know Wade won't get a few miles out and then turn around?"
Governor Thonas asked

"Because he knows | won't hesitate to shoot himif | ever see him
again," Ben replied. "You can forget about Wade W/lcott. He won't | ast
long in Mssouri. You ve seen the last of the Wlcott clan.”

"Thank God for that," one of the senior troopers said.

As the first warm breezes of early spring blew in, the Rebel s began
maki ng plans to pull out of West Virginia. They all knew their toughest
job lay ahead of them in the northeast.

Cecil had approved and signed a non-aggressi on and cooperation pact with
Simon Border . . . but even as he signed it, he knew itwasn't worth the
paper it was witten on. He knew that soneday, the Rebels would have to
fight the arny of Sinobn Border and the WJSA

304

President Paul Altman and his staff and cabinet |eft the SUSA and noved
into the new capital of the NUSA, |ocated in |Indiana.

The once nost powerful nation in all the world was now split into three
nations. . . with the entire northeast section of the country up for grabs.

Hundreds of miles to the south, Mexico, Central America, and South
America had exploded into violent civil war. No one really knew what was
happeni ng i n China, but much of Europe was settling down and di ggi ng out
of the ashes of war and unrest and beginning to rebuild.

Parts of Africa were ablaze in civil war, as was |India and Paki st an.

On an unusually warm day in early March, Ben shook hands with CGovernor
Harry Thomas and clinbed into the wagon. He | ooked back at Jersey.

"I"'mnot going to say it," Jersey grinned.
"Aw, cone on, Jersey!" Ben urged
She | aughed and shouted, "Kick-ass tine!"

And the convoy pulled out, to wite another page in the rebuilding of
Aneri ca.



