Adi os
The cockpit glass shattered. The noi se was deaf eni ng.

Boris had the presence of mnd to reach for the control panel to shut
off the electrical system hoping to prevent a fire, just as the H ND
made a nosedi ve anong the branches toward the jungle floor. One of his
machi ne guns began to fire, out of control, blasting the ground rushing
toward himwith a spray of arnor-piercing bullets.

"Dear Cod," he gasped, watching in horror what awaited hi mupon inpact
while the last remaining blade of the main rotor chewed through
everything in its path.

Just before the nose of his ruined H ND sl ammed to the ground, sonething
caught, jerking himforward against the restraint of his seat harness,
suspendi ng hi mand what was left of his chopper a few feet off the
ground. Hs head lolled over until his chin touched his chest. \Wen he
bl i nked open his eyes, excruciating pain throbbed in his neck and head
and down his back. He was hanging fromthe pilot's seat, trapped in the
saf ety harness, staring down, unable to turn his head or lift it.

He saw the shape of a nman wearing fatigues, holding sone kind of rifle
with the nmuzzle pointed up at him

The sol dier spoke to himin English. "Looks Iike your bird broke its
wi ngs, Nazi."

"Help me," Boris stammered.

"I"'mgonna hel p you, asshole. |I'mgonna help you all the way to your grave."
"Who are you? Wiy are you aimng that gun at ne?"

"My name's Ben Raines and I'"'maimng this rifle at you because |'m gonna
send you to hell, where you bel ong."

Boris heard the hammering of gunfire, and felt his body being jerked
back and forth in his flight harness. Then all went black around him
and, mercifully, the pain disappeared and he felt nothing.

"Adi os, asshol e," Raines said.

2 THE ASHES SERIES by WIIliam W Johnstone

# 1: OQUT OF THE ASHES

# 2: FIRE I N THE ASHES

# 3: ANARCHY | N THE ASHES

# 4: BLOOD | N THE ASHES

# 5: ALONE I N THE ASHES

# 6: WND IN THE ASHES

# 7. SMOKE FROM THE ASHES

# 8. DANCER I N THE ASHES



# 90 VALOR IN THE ASHES #10: TRAPPED IN THE ASHES #11: DEATH IN THE
ASHES #12: SURVI VAL | N THE ASHES #13: FURY I N THE ASHES #14: COURAGE I N
THE ASHES #15: TERROR IN THE ASHES #16: VENGEANCE | N THE ASHES #17:
BATTLE I N THE ASHES #18: FLAMES FROM THE ASHES #19: TREASON | N THE ASHES
#20: D-DAY IN THE ASHES

#21: BETRAYAL I N THE ASHES #22: CHAGCS I N THE ASHES #23: SLAUGHTER | N THE
ASHES #24: JUDGMVENT | N THE ASHES #25: AMBUSH | N THE ASHES

3
WIlliamW Johnstone
Pi nnacl e Books Kensi ngton Publishing Corp

http://ww. pi nnacl ebooks. com

4 PI NNACLE BOOKS are published by
Kensi ngt on Publishing Corp. 850 Third Avenue New York, NY 10022
Copyright © 1998 by WIlliam W Johnstone

Al rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form
or by any neans wi thout the prior witten consent of the Publisher
excepting brief quotes used in reviews.

I f you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that
this book is stolen property. It was reported as "unsold and destroyed"
to the Publisher and neither the Author nor the Publisher has received
any paynent for this "stripped book."

Pinnacle and the P logo Reg. U S. Pat. & TM Of.
First Printing: October, 1998 10 987654321
Printed in the United States of America

5 Prol ogue

As the country began to slowy pull itself out of the greatest economc
and social collapse in world history, Ben Raines found hinmself to be the
nost hated man in all of Anerica. That really didn't conme as any
surprise to Ben, for right after the collapse Ben had gat hered together
a small group called the Rebels-a m xture of
political/mlitial/survivalist oriented men and wonmen- and told them
"We're going to rebuild. Against all odds, we're going to carve out our
own nation. And we're going to be hated for our success."

As it turned out, hate was not nearly a strong enough word.

Ben and his Rebels first went to the northwest and settled in what woul d
forever be known as the Tri-States and the Tri-States form of

government . The phil osophy was based on personal responsibility and
conmmon sense. It soon becane a hated form of government for those |iving
outside the Tri-States, for liberals and other |left-wi ngers didn't want
to be responsible for anything they did, and they didn't appear to
possess any conmmpbn sense.
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"OfF course, that isn't entirely true," Ben once said in one of his
rarely granted interviews with the press. "But that's the way it seens
to those of us who believe
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t hat governnent should stay out of the lives of its citizens as nmuch as
possi ble."

In the Tri-States, if you got careless and stuck yourself in the face
wi th the business end of a screwdriver, you didn't sue the manufacturer
of the screwdriver for damages . . . you learned to be nore careful in
handl i ng t ool s.

Comron sense.

Ben Raines realized that not everyone could, or would, live under a
system of |law that | eaned heavily on common sense and persona
responsibility. Fromthe outset he estimated, correctly as it turned
out, that no nore than two or three out of every ten Americans could
live under a Tri-States form of government. People who came to live in
the old Tri-States did not expect sonething for nothing . . . and that
was wi se on their part, for they damm sure weren't going to get
somet hi ng for not hing.

In the Tri-States, everybody who was abl e worked at sonething. No

abl e-bodi ed person sat on his ass and expected free handouts fromthe
taxpayers .. . that just wasn't going to happen. You might not like the
job that would be found for you-and it would be found very quickly- but
you worked it or you got out.

Crimnals discovered alnost imrediately that in the Tri-States they had
very fewrights. Al the rights belonged to the |awabiding citizens. If
a crimnal got hurt during the comrssion of a crine, he or she could
not sue for damages. If he got killed, his famly could not sue for
damages. And in the Tri-States, a lot of crimnals got killed during the
first years. The Tri-States was not a friendly place for crimnals

and it didn't take themlong to discover that. The residents of the
Tri-States didn't have a problemw th drugs; the penalty for selling
hard drugs was death; when caught, after a very
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brief trial, the crimnals had a choice, hanging or firing squad.
Consequently, very soon drug dealing in the Tri-States dropped off to zero.

Life was so good in the Tri-States that the central government, once it
got back on its feet after only a few years, couldn't stand it and noved
against the Tri-Staters. It was a terrible battle, but in the end the
old Tri-States, located in the northwest, was destroyed.

But Ben Raines and his dreamlived, and Ben gathered together the
survivors of the government assault and decl ared war on the
government... a dirty, nasty, hit and destroy and run type of guerrilla
war f ar e.

Eventually, the entire United States collapsed i nward and Ben and his
Rebel s, now hundreds and hundreds strong, were able to nove into the



soutih and set up a new governnment. This tinme it was call ed The SUSA
The Southern United States of Anmerica.

It was a struggle for a few years, and one tinme The SUSA was overrun by
rabble fromoutside its borders. But the Rebels beat the attackers back
and rebuilt their nation-larger and stronger and nore self-sufficient
than ever before.

The Rebels were now the | argest and nost powerful and feared fighting
force in the free world, so nuch so that the Secretary General of the
new y reorganized United Nations nmet with Ben Raines and made a bargain
with him \bu deal with a few trouble spots around the world, especially
with Bruno Bottger and his band of Nazis, and we'll recognize The SUSA
as a free and sovereign nation

The two men shook hands, sealing the deal, and Ben took his Rebels and
sailed off to Africa

9 One

Ben and his Rebels were ready for the big push southward. The hundreds
of replacenent troops, all fresh from The SUSA and green as a gourd when
t hey had depl aned weeks back, were now conbat tested and hardened. In

t he weeks they had been in Africa they had seen sights that toughened
themnmental ly; they had | earned what every experienced conbat sol dier

| earns: you shove the bl oody, awful sights into a secret part of your
brain and close and |l ock the door . . . and keep on doi ng your job.

Ben's 501 Brigade was halted on the Caneroon/ Gabon border, just north of
Bata. The other brigades were stretched out across Africa, all the way
over to Mogadi shu, Somalia. They waited for Ben's orders to nove out.

| ke McGowen's 502 Brigade was just to Ben's east, on the Congo's west
border. Thermopolis's 19 Batt, which kept up with everything going on,
and not just concerning the Rebels, was in the center of the ten

bri gades. Pat O Shea's 510 Brigade was on the coast of the Indian Ccean
al nrost twenty-five hundred miles away from Ben. Doctor Lamar Chase, the
Rebel Arny's Chief of Medicine, was traveling with Ben's brigade. The
bri gades had travel ed several hundred nil es since
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re-formng, and so far had seen only limted action, nost of it com ng
from gangs of thugs.

Al that was about to change.

For the past week, Ben and the Rebel s had nmade good tine, considering
the condition of the roads-in some cases, al nbst non-exi stence. Ben and
his 501 Brigade had travel ed south through the western portion of
Caneroon and found very little resistance. They had seen thousands of
human skel etons, their deaths brought on by war, sickness, starvation
and Bruno Bottger's deadly |aboratory-concocted virus that he unl eashed
on the popul ation

But the animals had made a mracul ous coneback. The Rebel s saw dozens of
prides of lions. They saw | eopards and hyenas and wild dogs, and what
appeared to be thousands of different species of birds. Scouts reported



all sorts of animals ahead of the main force.

"CGorillas," said Cooper, Ben's driver. "I want to see sone gorillas."

"Go look in the mirror," Ben's dimnutive bodyguard, Jersey, told him
Beth, the statistician, |ooked up fromthe tattered travel guide she was
readi ng and snmiled at Ben, then returned to her reading.

Corrie, the radio tech, was busy yapping with somebody about sonething,
her headset on, and didn't hear the exchange. She probably woul dn't have
paid any attention to it, anyway, for Jersey and Cooper had been hurling
barbs at one another for years.

Anna, Ben's adopted daughter, squatted in the shade of a | arge bush,
shar peni ng one of her knives, which was already razor sharp. The young
worman, taken in by Ben during the Rebels' European canpaign, was in her
| ate teens, and deadly. She had been orphaned while just a chil d-when
the Great War swept the
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gl obe-and had fought for every scrap of food while grow ng up. Ben had
seen sonmething worthwhile in the dirty faced waif, and taken her in to
rai se during her formative teenage years.

That was Ben's personal team They had been together for a long tine,

t hr ough good and bad tines.

"Bruno's peopl e have pulled back, Boss," Corrie announced, renoving her
headset. "All the way across Africa. They packed it up and headed south."
"They didn't do it because they're afraid of us," Ben said, rolling a
cigarette. He | ooked at her. "Wre they in a hurry when they hightail ed
it out of here?"

"Didn't seemto be. Scouts report they |eft nothing useable behind."
Corrie paused for a nonment. "Just a |lot of dead people," she added.

"I's anyone reporting any action at all?" Ben asked. "Anywhere?"

"Not hi ng, Boss."

"This will slow us down to a craw,"” Ben said. "I want every bridge,
every mle of road, checked for mnes. If the village or town is
deserted, it's probably filled with expl osives. Do we have anybody | eft
in South Africa . . . or what used to be called South Africa?"

"Not any nore," Beth told him "The last batch of our people that we
sent in about eighteen nonths ago just got out alive a few weeks ago."

Ben nodded in understanding. He lit his hand-rolled cigarette and
frowned, silent for a few heartbeats. "Bruno's going to bug out,"” he
finally said. "Bet onit. He's going to buy sone time by sacrificing his
troops and then bug out through the southernnost ports, taking his top
peopl e and his best troops with him That's the only thing that nakes
any sense. He knows he's finished here in Africa ... he can see the end
in sight.
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He's anything but a stupid nman. Arrogant as hell, but brilliant in his
own right."

"Where in the hell's he going to bug out to, Boss?" Cooper asked.

"My guess would be South Anerica," Ben replied. "The last word we got
was that there wasn't a stable government in any country down there.
Corrie, tell Mke Richards to send sonme people into South Anmerica. See
what they can dig up.”

"WII do."

"No point in pulling out until we've got a few niles of road cleared.
Have the Scouts or any fly-bys found any useable railroad tracks?"

"Negative, Boss. Bruno's people destroyed niles of track and bl ew the
railroad bridges."

"W can expect the sanme all the way down," Ben said. "And for the roads
to get worse. W're in for sonme slow going." Ben opened his nmap case and
pul l ed out a map of Gabon, studying it for a nmoment.

"We'| | avoid Libreville," he said. "W don't need to use the port, and
all we'll find is trouble there. Place is filled to overflowing with
sick and dyi ng people." Ben shook his head. "Doctor Chase and his people
say there is nothing we can do for them Nothing at all. Except let them
die in peace," he added softly.

"Bruno's virus?" Anna said, standing up and sheathi ng her |ong-bladed knife.

"Not so much that," Ben replied. "But that is certainly a part of their
troubl e. Chase's people say just nane a disease, they' ve got it."

"When are the Israelis going to join us?" Cooper asked.
"They're not," Ben said. "They're fighting on three fronts. W just got
word that a dozen or nore Arab resistance groups formed up and began
attacki ng. The
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I sraelis have their hands full. | w shed them good |uck and told them
we'd handle this. Corrie, radio everyone to stand down and relax. W'l
make this push south slow and careful .”

The Rebel s pushed of f two days | ater and advanced thirty mles. Then
they waited for two nore days before pushing off again, and again they
advanced thirty mles. They net no resistance anywhere al ong the
twenty-five hundred nile front, running east to west. Bruno Bott-ger's
troops had definitely bugged out to the south . . . how far south was
still up for grabs.

"But we've still got hundreds of gangs roaning around," Ben cauti oned.



"Ranging in size fromtwenty to a thousand."

"You think a small bunch of punks would attack us?" Ben was asked by a
young sergeant. The sergeant was fresh from The SUSA, and his conbat
experi ence was sparse. "It would be suicide for a small gang to attack a
full brigade."

Ben's XO, John M chaels, opened his mouth to tell the young sergeant to
get back to his squad and not to bother the CG with stupid questions.

Ben held up a hand. "I didn't say they were smart gangs, Sergeant," Ben
told him "Although we don't ever want to underestimate their
intelligence . . . many of themare very cunning. Just like crimnals in

every country in the world. If they would use that intelligence for
somet hi ng constructive, they would be useful and productive, hel pi ng out
their country and the people. But they never do that. They think they're
smarter than everyone else. If they hit us, and | think they probably
will very soon, they'll come at us with anmbushes and sneak attacks, hit
and run. So, heads up, son."

"Yes, sir," the young sergeant said, and got the hell out of that area.
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The hundreds and hundreds of men and wonen in the mles |ong colum
mount ed up and noved slowy on to the south.

"Boring," Anna said, |ooking out the wi ndow of the big wagon as they
proceeded on at about fifteen mles per hour. The roads were in terrible
shape. In many areas of the sprawling continent, roads were no nore than
a faint nenory

"Scouts report the bridge is out about five mles ahead,"” Corrie said.

Ben lifted a map, studied it for a noment, and then cussed. "There are
no hi ghways at all to the west, and it would put us fifty mles out of
the way to head east to the next crossing. And on these m serable
excuses for roads it would take us two or three days to travel that

di stance." He sighed. "Get the engineers up here, Corrie."

"Right, Boss. They're on their way."

"It'll take sone tine, General," the officer in command of the
det achment of conbat engi neers told Ben. "The rest of the day and part
of tonorrow, at least. That's a hell of a section blown out."

Ben nodded. "Fix it."

"Yes, sir." The conbat engineer started yelling orders to his people.
Ben gl anced at his watch. 1300 hours. The columm had rmade | ousy tine
since pulling out that morning. At this rate it would take them severa
months to reach the south part of the continent. And that would give
Bruno nore than anple tine to throw up a front that woul d be tough to
punch t hrough.

Ben si ghed and shook his head as he | ooked around him The terrain would
be perfect for an anmbush. "Corrie, no one noves nore than a few yards



away fromthis
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cowpath they call a road until the area has been checked out."
"Ri ght, Boss."

"Scouts out east and west."

"Done, Boss."

Ben smiled as he | eaned up against the big wagon and began rolling a
cigarette. Corrie always stayed about two steps ahead of him The team
had been together for so long that each nenber knew how the other would
react, and in nost cases orders were routine, given out of long habit.

"Any towns or villages close by?" Cooper asked.

"Why?" Jersey asked. "You planning on going in and checking out the
night [ife?"

"I thought | mght buy you a nice present," Cooper cane right back at her
"The best present you could get me would be to | ose your voice for about

a year or so."

"Ch, my little desert flower," Cooper said, feigning great persona
pai n. "You know you don't nean that. Just the thought hurts ny heart.
You'd miss nme like the flowers would niss a gentle rain."

"Bl ahh! Yukk! Barf!" Jersey said. "That's disgusting, Cooper." She made
an awful face and noved around to the other side of the vehicle,
muttering, "Quy gets worse every nonth." But out of Cooper's sight the
awful face vani shed, and she smiled. She and Cooper were good and cl ose
friends . . . they just liked to stick the needle to each other

The first section of the Bailey Bridge was haul ed up and off | oaded. The
engi neers were laying it out when the nortar rounds began falling. Two
menbers of the conbat engineers were killed and half a dozen wounded in
the first barrage.

Ben and his teamleft the road and junped for the
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cover of thick brush that Iined both sides of the old highway. "If they
hit that new wagon, |'m gonna be really pissed!" Cooper said, setting up
hi s SAW Squad Automatic Wapon.

"You better hope one of those rounds doesn't |and on your ass,"
told him

Jersey

"That would irritate ne, too," Cooper replied.

"But only very briefly," Jersey replied.



The first span over which the engineers had to build a new tenporary
bri dge was about fifty yards wide . . . but it was right in the center
The second section that had been knocked out was on the other side, the
connecting span

"I figure about a hundred neters fromour position," Ben said. "G ve

that to the tank conmanders, Corrie."
"Ri ght, Boss."

A minute later the main guns of the battle tanks began how ing and
roaring. The first few rounds were short, the range quickly corrected,
and then the tanks began laying down a field of fire that virtually
destroyed everything on the other side of the sluggish river.

"Cease fire," Ben ordered, |ooking up into the sky. "Here cone the
gunshi ps. "

The gunshi ps began strafing the other side of the riverbank with nachine
gun fire and rockets. They worked back and forth for a couple of

m nutes. Ben bunped the flight commander on his two-way and gave orders

for themto back off. "Scouts find a place to get across that river and

check it out," he said.

"Chopper pilots reporting no signs of life over there," Corrie said.

"But plenty of dead bodies."

"Cood," Ben said. "Throw themin the river and let the crocs have them"
"Are there crocodiles in that river?" Cooper questioned.
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"Probably," Ben told him Ben didn't know if there were any crocs in the
river . . . but he'd bet there were. Either way, the river was certainly
going to be ordered off limts for sw mm ng.

About five minutes later, after the firing had stopped and the area was
qui et once again, Doctor Lamar Chase, the Rebels' Chief of Medicine,
canme wal ki ng up. His driver had brought himas close to the head of the
colum as she could, then Chase had hoofed the | ast several hundred
yards. Chase and Ben had been together since the very beginning; their
friendship spanned many years. The doctor stood for a nmoment, watching
hi s doctors work on the wounded, then turned to Ben

"You think those troops that anmbushed us were Bruno's nen, Ben?"

Ben shook his head. "No. It would really surprise me if they were.
Probably just one of the many hundreds of gangs that prow and slither
around this continent. Scouts are checking it out now. "

"I certainly hope you cautioned themnot to fall out of the damm boats,"
Chase warned. "There are probably crocs in that river."

Ben cut his eyes, grunted a non-committal reply, and continued to watch
the Scout teans as they cranked the outboards and headed for the
opposite shore.



"One of the wounded just died," Corrie said. "The others are going to
make it."

"Who di ed?" Ben asked.

"Mpj or Larsen.”

"Shit," Ben nuttered. He sighed. "Bury themoff the road in the brush.
Deep and well. | don't want animals digging themup. Get a chaplain up
here.”

"OK, Boss."

Maj or Larsen had been with Ben for years, starting out with the Rebels
when he was just an enlisted man
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in his teens and working his way up through the ranks. He was well-Iiked
by everyone, and woul d be sorely m ssed.

Chase | ooked at Ben's face for a nmoment and said, "Watch your bl ood
pressure, Ben. These things happen.”

"My blood pressure is fine, Lamar."

"Then what's w ong?"

"This damm country."

Chase grunted in response, frowning as Ben began rolling a cigarette.

"OfF course, wait until we hit South Anerica," Ben said. "Then we'll
really get bogged down in certain areas."

"I's that where we go next?"

"Probably. You can bet that's where Bruno's heading ... if he nmakes it
out of Africa alive, and he probably will. The bastard has nore | uck
than a | eprechaun. He can't go back to Europe, that's for sure. He's the
nost wanted man on the continent."

Chase waited for Ben to continue, sensing there was nore. He was right.

"The Secretary General warned nme that we might go to South Anerica when
we finished here." Ben shrugged. "It was all part of the deal we nade."

"A deal that isn't worth the paper it's witten on or the handshake t hat
sealed it," Doctor Chase said. "You don't believe for a mnute the

federal governnent outside The SUSA will keep their end of the bargain.
Do you?"
Ben smled. "OF course not, Lamar. | wouldn't trust a liberal out of ny

sight. But it bought us some tinme. Mich needed tine."

"They don't believe you'll use nuclear and germ weapons agai nst them Ben."
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"Then they don't know or understand ne at all, La-mar. | will personally

push the buttons that let the birds fly if they invade us. Those crybaby
asshol es had damm wel | better understand that. And don't think for a

second Cecil won't do it ... because he damm sure will."

Chase studied Ben's face for a few seconds. "Yes. Cecil wll push the
buttons. I'msure of that. But do you think The SUSA will be invaded? Do
you believe the federal governnent will really take that chance?"

Ben lit his hand-rolled cigarette and was silent for a few heartbeats,
letting a very slight breeze slip the snoke away.

When he spoke, his words were low. "Yes, | do, Lamar. But |'mstil
undeci ded as to whether it's going to be an all-out assault or a
guerrilla, hit and run attenpt."

"What do M ke's peopl e have to say about it?"

M ke Richards was the Rebels' Chief of Intelligence.

"That some type of action against us is being planned, but they're
unable, so far, to break into the inner circle and pin anything down."

"Doesn't |eave us nuch to go on, does it?"

Ben smled. "Not a whole lot, Lamar. Except we know it's com ng. But not
when or how. "

The two men stood in silence as the wounded conbat engi neers were
transported back to a clearing to be worked on in a MASH facility.

One of the medics wal ked back to Ben and Lamar. "One is going to |lose a
leg, | think. The others will be back on linted duty before long."

Lamar thanked the nmedic and the young woman nodded and wal ked away. No
one saluted in a conbat zone.

"I ambeginning to truly hate this place," Ben said. "I know
shouldn't, but | do. Not the people, at |least not nmost of them but the
pl ace."

"I'f it'll make you feel any better, Ben, the country
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doesn't thrill ne all that much, either, even though nmuch of it is quite
beautiful ."

"Scouts found several alive over there,"
three of them across now. "

Corrie said. "They're bringing

"Do they speak English?" Ben asked.

"Ch, yes, sir," Corrie replied. "They sure do. They're Americans."
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The three men had suffered only very m nor wounds, and those had been
attended to. They were all in good physical shape, strong, and certainly
appeared very healthy. Ben studied the trio for several monents before
speaking. He did not |ike what he was thinking.

"How d you boys get to Africa?" Ben finally asked.

"Greyhound," the bigger of the three popped back.

"Ch," Ben said with a snmle. "A sense of hunor. That's good. You're damm
sure going to need one. Now, |I'Il ask again-how did you boys get over here?"

"Plane," the older of the three vol unteered.
"When?" Ben asked.

"Si x, seven nonths ago," the sane man replied. "lI'mnot sure. Tine sort
of runs together over here."

Ben silently and certainly agreed with the nan about that. "Go on."
"What do you nean, sir?"

"Who paid you to cone over here? How many of you came over? And why?"
"Keep your damm mouth shut, Leon," the first man to speak said.

"Screw you, Jimy,'
battalions."

t he younger man said. He | ooked back at Ben. "Two

"Mercenaries," Ben said.
22
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"Yes, sir.
"Al'l Americans?"

"Most of them yes sir. But other nationalities mxed in there, too. A
few Canadi ans, half a dozen or so Germans and Russians. Sone English."

Ben again studied the three for a noment. They were dressed in canmie
BDUs. Because of the way they were dressed he couldn't threaten them
wi t h puni shnent as spies, and they probably were well aware of that.
"Who' s payi ng you?"

This time, the bigger man spoke. "That we don't know, GCeneral. You can
believe it or not, but it's the truth."

Ben believed him But he al so had a danm good i dea who was paying the
men. "More nercenaries com ng over?"

"Yes, sir," the third man said. "I can tell you for a fact that
recruiting has been going on for a long tine."



Ben nodded. "And a long time is ... how |l ong?"
"Over a year, Ceneral."

There were a | ot nore questions Ben wanted to ask, but he woul d save
them and turn the man over to Intelligence for nore interrogation. Ben
hoped they woul d be honest, for if his Intel team sensed the nen were
lying it could get very nasty when they haul ed out the drugs. Not

pai nful , not physical torture, but the men would tell the truth

bet on that.

"\What happens to us now, Ceneral ?" the youngest of the trio asked.

"You'll be turned over to our Intelligence section for further
guestioning. | urge you to cooperate with them"

"I'n other words," the big one said, "here cone the needl e and the drugs."
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"In other words," Ben replied, his smle rather grim "you're right."
"We're over here fighting for noney, General. Not for any politica

phi | osophy or cause. They won't need to use drugs on us. We'll tell them
what they want to know ... as nuch as we can. VWich isn't much."

Ben believed that. He was reasonably sure the nen had been recruited by
athird party. That was the way it was usually done. The nmoney nen (in
this case, he was sure it was the fast-growi ng and decidedly socialistic
gover nrent out si de The SUSA) stayi ng anonynous in the shadows.

Ben waved for the guards to take the prisoners away, and then shifted
the canp chair around and stretched his long legs out in front of him
away fromthe field desk in his tent.

"CGoing socialistic again,” Ben nuttered. "But this tinme, worse than before.'

He poured a fresh hot nug of coffee fromthe thernpbs and shook his head
and sighed, renmenbering all too vividly the bad days in America, before
the col | apse, before the terrible germwar that w ped out every
government around the gl obe, even before the nati onw de taxpayer revolt
that cost hundreds of Americans their |lives as hardworking citizens hard
pressed by the governnent had protested the anobunt of mnoney extorted
fromthem every year by the government . . . and in nmany cases, at |east
in the mnds of many, the noney carel essly pissed away by the congress.

Ben sat in his tent and sipped his coffee, recalling the snooth and
highly effective actions of the insidious gun-grab fol ks who worked
until they finally got their way and all handguns (except those in the
hands of selected citizens-the suck-ass types) were seized by fed-
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eral agents and carefully handpi cked and trai ned menbers of the nmilitary.

Ben recall ed even before then, when the nation was norally sliding into



the gutter.

"Mrally we were bankrupt," Ben muttered, after taking another sip of
coffee. "Many Anericans were happy and content to be playing anong the
turds and the puke in the sewers."

And Ben knew the nation was definitely norally bankrupt in the years
before The Great War and the coll apse. There was fildi and perversion
every day on the television, and in the novies. The sanme garbage-and in
many cases much worse-could be found in cyberspace, on the infornmation
hi ghway call ed the Internet.

Li beral s and many nenbers of the press screanmed about freedom of speech
and said that to interfere would be a violation of The Bill of Rights.

But Ben had grave doubts about that.

A few years before the entire world fell apart there had been a rash of

school yard killings: kids killing kids for no apparent reason. The
hysteri cal gun-grabbers had how ed that it was the availability of guns
that caused the kids to kill. But Ben and millions of others who applied

conmon sense to everyday |iving knew that was pure horseshit: nothing
but meal ynout hed, out-of-touch-with-reality liberals naking excuses for
devi ant and ot herwi se totally unacceptabl e behavi or

Ben stirred restlessly in his canp chair as old nmenories cane fl oodi ng
back with startling clarity-vivid i mages of him years back, sitting in
the den of his hone trying to watch tel evision, but instead seething
with anger at the TV news commentators and novie and TV personalities
(all of themso left-leaning and liberal that it pained themto have to
give a right hand turn signal), excusing the behavior of dope dealers,
violent crim -
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nal s, gang menbers, and degenerates . . . and especially talking about
t he Bi bl e bei ng passe.

Ben had |listened to those types espouse their views that the Bible
didn't really have to be followed . . . not to the letter. If a certain
passage of scripture didn't please the reader, well, he could just
ignore it and go on to another passage that better suited the reader's
life-style

Ben had al ways wondered, often as he recalled, what The Al m ghty thought
about that.

Ben was not an overly religious man, but he certainly believed in God,
and he did read the Bible: he carried a Bible with himin the wagon and
read it often, taking a great deal of confort in the words.

He recalled a radio interview he'd done with a talk show host one tine,
just a few nmonths before The Great War and the collapse. The interviewer
was one of those who believed that only the police and the mlitary
shoul d own guns, and no civilian should be allowed to carry a conceal ed
weapon . . . except for certain select individuals-he would never say
who those sel ected people mght be. But Ben knew people who gave lots
of nmoney to the whiny, I-want-to-run-your-life and



G ve-me-sonet hi ng-for-nothing party. The interviewer placed the bl ane
for many of society's ills solely on guns . . . but never, ever on the
peopl e hol ding the guns.

Ben had finally lost his tenper with the Ieft-w nger, and the interview
turned decidedly nasty. The ratings for that show were the highest ever
made.

Ben smled as he recalled that | ong ago TV show. That had been a fun
interview He had succeeded in making the left-wing, liberal prick
angry, and the man had lost his cool. He had been good at doing that.
Ben's snile faded. Now the city where the station had
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been | ocated no | onger existed, except in the ashes of nmenory. Those
wonder ful people the interviewer had so staunchly defended had turned
the streets into a battleground, as punk gangs fought for contro
until the Rebels cane along and killed them

Jersey's voice cut into Ben's nenories. "Deep in thought, Boss?"

Ben | ooked up and smiled. "Yes, | was, Jersey. For a fact."

"Pretty good nenories?"

"Some of them yes. Qthers not so great." Ben sighed and was silent for
a couple of heartbeats. "Dwelling in the past is a sure sign |I'mgetting
old, | guess."

"That's bullshit, Boss," she said, sitting down on a trunk as the rest
of Ben's teamwal ked into the big squad tent. "W all have nenories we
unl ock and | ook at fromtine to tine. Nothing wong with doing that."
"What's bul Il shit?" Cooper asked.

"The Boss says he's getting old," Jersey told him

"Naw, " Cooper said, as Anna took Ben's cup and refilled it fromthe

coffee thernos. "When you get too old for the field, Boss, we'll tell you."

Ben | ooked at each nenmber of his team Wth the exception of Anna, the
others should be married and settled, possibly raising kids of their
own, not stonping all over the world laying their lives on the line in
pl aces nost people never heard of ... or really cared about.

"Actually, | was thinking about how the world got into this ness in the
first place," Ben said, thanking Anna for the coffee refill.

"Fromwhat |'ve been able to read and fromwhat | renenber,"” Beth said,
"and from what you've told us, America had turned into something pretty
close to a cesspool. | can't believe sone of the things | read in
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the old newspapers. Mrals, ethics, honor, faith in God, had all taken a
nosedi ve."

Ben nodded his head in agreement. "That's right. Wrse than a nosedi ve.
America was taking a bath in the sewer, and enjoying the filth it
wal | owed in."

Anna | ooked up and nade a face at just the thought. "That is sickening,
General Ben."

"Anybody ever thought that maybe God had a hand in all the destruction?"
Cooper asked.

Jersey cut her dark eyes to him "Yeah, Coop. | have. Many tinmes. |
think we all have."

"I sure have," Corrie said. "I think maybe He did it because He was so
di sgusted. He sure had reason to be all bent out of shape.”

"Boss?" Cooper asked, |ooking at Ben. "You ever think that?"

"Ch, yes, Coop. He certainly may have had a hand in destroyi ng what He
created, and forcing us to start all over. He told us it would never
again be done by flood."

"But the governnent outside The SUSA is going right back to the old
ways," Beth said. "Does that nean it m ght happen again?"

Ben waited a nonment before replying. When he spoke, his voice was |ow
"It mght, Beth. It just mght."

29 Three

Before the teamfromiIntelligence could start their work on the three
Ameri can mercenaries, the men decided to tell all they knew ... or so
they insisted. Intel believed they were holding a | ot back, but what
they did say was enough for Ben to fit another piece of the puzzle in
pl ace. There were still gaps in the overall nystery, but Ben felt he
should talk to Cecil Jefferys back in The SUSA and warn himthat the
government outside their borders was planning sonme sort of nove agai nst
The SUSA

"We're just beginning to get whispers about that, Ben," Ben's longtine
friend and President of The SUSA said, "I was going to give you a bunp
in a few hours. O course, we both knew it was com ng eventually."

"Yes, that we did, Cece. | think it m ght be best if you had a little
chat with sormebody in power."

"I'"d do just that, Ben. But nobody really knows who makes up the shadow
gover nment . "

"Everything is really still all that screwed up in the new capitol ?"
"That's being kind. To be blunt, it's a royal fuckup. The people we felt
we could trust are out of the loop ... or just out, period. And | mean

all the way out. There
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have been half a dozen little power plays since you left. Sonetines it's
weeks before we learn of the full magnitude. And there's sonething we

| earned just hours ago, and it's unbelievable. The announcenent just
cane down the line. The upcom ng national elections have been postponed.

"Post poned? For what reason?"

"The bottomline seems to be security concerns."

"Ch . . . that's bullshit!"

"OfF course it is. But that's die word-die party line, you m ght cal
it-the central governnent is putting out. And you know who they're

bl ani ng. "

"The SUSA."

"Right. Those in power are claimng The SUSA is planning to nove agai nst
die New Denpbcracy ... as it's being called by the press. Bless their
little pointy heads."

"The New Denocracy?"

"That's it. Really catchy phrase, isn't it?"

"Sounds |ike sonething a bunch of silly ass liberals would dream up."
"You got it."

"Next we'll have a chicken in every pot and a car in every garage."

"I"msure."

"Where are we headi ng, Cece?"

"Well . . . the mlitary outside our borders is just not strong enough
yet to tangle with us ... but they're slowy building to that strength.
Now that die main force of the Rebels is out of the picture-so to speak-
t housands of niles away, | think the people-certain types of people,
that is, and you know the breed as well as | do-living outside our
borders will be used for cannon fodder."

"Those 'give nme sonething for nothing, | want the
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government to take care of me cradle to grave, politically correct, I'll
sue you for the slightest slur' types will attenpt a swarm across our
borders, and nercenaries will be right behind them wth the new

mlitary backing up the second wave."

"You nailed it right on the head." Cecil |aughed. "Of course, | had no
doubt that you would. I'Il keep you up to date. You take care now, Ben
and I'Il see you."

"Do that, partner."



Cecil Jefferys was the first black man el ected to such a high office in
Arerica . . . and it had taken the separation of the nation and the nen
and worren of the South to accomplish it.

Cecil and Ben had been friends for many years. Cecil had left the
grueling life in the field to enter politics after a heart attack nearly
killed himduring a canpai gn

Ben wal ked outside and stood for a noment. H's mind was al ready busy
adding up the troops he could take back to The SUSA when it was tine to
go ... if the job here wasn't finished. Ben had guesstimated that this
canpai gn m ght take anywhere froma year to as nuch as five. Ben now
felt he would be | eaving Africa with his 501 Brigade and several other
bri gades as yet unchosen in a matter of weeks, not years.

M ght even be days.

He wal ked back into his tent and opened a map case, spread the map out
on a table, and began studying it. He found a port in the country of
Congo, just south of where the Rebels were now stalled. The small city
had an airport that would be just |arge enough for the planes coning
over from The SUSA to use. He put the map away and stepped outside
again, to stand in silence for a nmonent.

Ben knew t he day was com ng when he woul d have
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to leave the field. He also knew that he would know when that tine cane.
There was certainly no way to hold back the clock. He would voluntarily,
wi t hout being asked, retire as a field conmander. Nobody woul d have to
tell himhe was through, too old.

"Deep thoughts, General Ben?" Anna asked, suddenly appearing at his
side. The young woman coul d nove |ike a ghost, and kill just as silently
and with just about as much enotion

"Ch, just thinking about when it's time for ne to retire, Baby."

"You can bet that won't be anytime soon, Daddy Ben," Anna said.

Ben smled at that. She had just recently begun calling himDaddy Ben,
but only when they were alone. Any other tinme it was General Ben. "Soon
enough, Baby. I'mno spring chicken. . . ." He chuckled. "I"'man old
rooster."

"Sure, you are," Anna replied, sarcasmdripping fromthe words. "Can't
hardly get around anynore. |1'd better start |ooking for a cane for you

to use."

Ben's team never too far away, was listening in silence to the exchange
bet ween the two, and they began to chuckl e.

"Yeah, he's such an old goat, Anna," Jersey called. "I think we ought to
get hima wheel chair."

"You're probably right, Jersey."



"Maybe one with a notor on it," Beth suggested.

Ben braced hinself and tried to hide his grin. But he just couldn't pul
it off. He started smling. He knew he was in for it now.

"Maybe we shoul d contact the engineers,” Corrie suggested. "See if they
could come up with a wheelchair with a nachine gun nmount on it."

"Hey, that would be neat," Cooper said.
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Lamar Chase strolled up with his security team and Ben sighed. Now he
really was in for a ribbing. "Wat's the joke, boys and girls?"

"The old rooster,” Anna said, jerking her thunb toward Ben. "Says he's
getting old."

"I'"ve been telling himthat for years," Chase replied, peering at Ben
"So you finally adnmitted you're too damm old for the field, hey?"

"I admtted no such thing," Ben quickly said. "But none of us is getting
any younger."

"My, what a profound statenent," the Chief of Medicine came right back
"I shall have that matted and framed, and carry it with me at all tines.’

"You, of all people, should not tal k about aging, you old goat," Ben
told the man. "You're so ancient you renmenber The G eat Depression. M
father was just a gleamin his daddy's eyes back then."

The shadows were begi nning to gather. Soon it would be dark, and when
night falls in Central Africa it does just that ... in a hurry.

Down by the river huge portable floodlights had al ready been set up so

t he conbat engi neers could work through the night |aying down the Bailey
Bri dge.

Ben did not expect another attack by Bruno's people or by any of the
many roani ng gangs that were terrorizing the |and, but he was taking no
chances. He had ordered the guard doubled and there were choppers in the
sky, the gunships slowy noving in a huge circle.

"What you doi ng over here, Lamar?" Ben questioned. "Aside from
irritating ne, that is?"

"You need irritating, Raines. What is the word from back hone?"
"How woul d | know?" Ben asked innocently, with a very sneaky snile
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"Because | know you' ve been talking with that other old rooster, Ceci
Jefferys, that's how. Now give."



"How do you know t hat ?"

"Alittle bird | anded on ny shoul der and told nme, Raines. Now what's
goi ng on?"

Ben hel d nothing back fromhis team never had, never would. As a matter
of fact, Corrie usually knew what was goi ng on before Ben did.

"Thi ngs have taken a turn for the worse back in the States, Lamar. As we
knew t hey woul d."

"That bad, Ben?"
"I think it m ght be even worse than Cece is telling ne."

Lamar nodded, |ooking up as a very sweaty and very dirty conbat engi neer
cane wal ki ng up

Ben turned to face the engineer.

"We've just about got everything wapped up. W'll be ready to take
vehicles across in a few hours, Ceneral."

"Good deal. You're in command of this detachment now, Captain. I'Ill put
t he paperwork through pronoting you to mgjor." Just as soon as one of ny
teamtells ne your nane, that is, Ben thought. There was a tinme when he
knew t he name of every officer in his conmand. But those days were |ong
ago and far away. Once there were a few hundred nen and wonen in the
Rebel arny. Now there were thousands.

"Thank you, sir," the engi neer said.
"You earned it."

The man wal ked away and Ben turned to Beth. He opened his mouth to
speak, and she said, "Adam Mat-son, Boss."

Ben smiled. "Thank you, Beth. See that the paperwork on his field
promotion gets through pronto, will you?"
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"WII do, Boss."

"What next, Ben?" Lanmar asked.

"W secure a port and an airport. Probably in a few weeks. Then we'l|l
start the drive that will end Bottger's reign of terror once and for all."

"And a new reign of terror, if that's the right word, will be about to
erupt in Anerica?"

"I"'mnot sure if terror is the right word, Lamar. M1 Ilions of people
want to live under what the | eaders outside The SUSA are calling the New
Denmocracy. But the rub cones when other millions say they don't want any

part of it, and by God they won't live under it."

"Are you about to give ne a |lecture, Raines?" Lamar asked, a smile



playing on his lips. "If you are, kindly save your breath and nmy ears."

Ben | aughed at the expression on his old friend' s face. "I wouldn't
dream of doing that, Lanmar. \What woul d be the point? You haven't changed
your m nd about anything in fifty years."

Lamar did his best to work a hurt expression on his face. He couldn't
pull it off. "I don't have to stand here and be insulted by you, Raines.
I'"m | eaving. Goodnight."

"Be careful, you old goat,"” Ben told him
"Blow it out your ass, Raines," the doctor called over his shoul der

"That isn't very professional, Lamar. Not coming froma man of your
stature and advanced age," Ben call ed.

The Chief of Medicine flipped himthe bird and kept on wal ki ng.

Ben's team | aughed at the exchange between the two nen. They'd seen and
heard it all before, dozens of tinmes

Ben's eyes caught a shadow of nobvement at a corner
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of a parked vehicle. He blinked a couple of times. Stared at where he
was sure he'd seen novenent. Nothing. But he was certain he'd seen
somet hi ng out of the ordinary.

A nmonkey that slipped into canp? That woul d be about the only thing that
could slip through the Rebels on guard. Unless . . . pretty farfetched,
he thought, slightly shaking his head, but certainly possible if soneone
had done some careful planning-and that was sonething to be considered.

"Gang," Ben said in a lowtone. "I think we're about to be hit, and hit
hard. Corrie, pass the word to the troops." He deliberately turned his
back to the shadows and faced his team "Do it quietly. No one gets in a
hurry."

"OK, Boss," she replied in an even voice. "WII do."

Cooper got up and stretched nonchal antly, scratched hinself, then
wandered off a few yards to the bed of a truck. Ben knew that was where
he kept his SAWand extra 200 round containers of 5.56 amo.

Bet h pl aced a hand on her CAR and continued sitting on the tailgate of a
truck. Jersey was staring into the darkness that had dropped over them
as suddenly as death. . . . probably bringing a ot of that with it.
Jersey stiffened just a bit, and Ben felt certain she had seen sonething
nmovi ng in the darkness.

Anna had not noved from her crouch beside a Hum Vee. But her CAR was
held in a position where she could bring it to ready in an instant.
"Tunnel s," Anna whi spered just |oud enough for Ben and the team nenbers
close to hear her. "The bastards used tunnels and holes in the ground.
This was carefully planned out by soneone with sone sense.”



"The first anbush failed, so they waited until dark,"
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Ben said. "They nust have been nearly roasting in those holes and tunnels."

"Too bad they didn't," Corrie remarked. "That woul d have saved us a | ot
of trouble."”

"I heard that." Cooper spoke froma few yards away. He was standing
close to his SAW ready to grab it and hit the ground when the action
start ed.

Ben shifted positions, wal king over to the bed of the truck to stand
close to Anna. He had left his CARin the tent and carried only his
hol stered 9mm

"There can't be nore than a handful of them" he whispered. "Not unless
t hey' ve been digging tunnels and holes for days . . . which is certainly
possi bl e, " he added.

"They must've hidden when our choppers canme close, then craw ed out of
the brush and started digging the instant they left," Beth whispered.

"That has to be what happened,"” Ben said. "This is going to involve a
| ot of grenades and very close work on their part. Pass that word, Corrie.”

"Ri ght, Boss."

"We're going to take sone casualties,"’
nasty in a hurry."

Ben said. "It's going to get rea

The nonents dragged by. Five minutes passed w th nothi ng happeni ng. Ben
began to wonder if he had been wong; had he really seen novenent? \Was
an attack immnent? Or was his imagination running wld?

"Intelligence on the horn, Boss." Corrie's whispering broke the silence.
"One of those meres finally broke. The jungle on both sides of the road

is filled with hos-tiles. Several companies at |east."

"Shit," Ben nuttered.

"The canp's as ready as it can be," Corrie added, after a few second pause.
Ben t hought about wal king over to his tent to retrieve
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his CAR, then rejected that idea. This fight was going to be eyeball to
eyeball, and a pistol would be easier to handle. In short, it was going
to be a real bl oodbat h.

"Al'l patrols in?" Ben asked.

"Everybody's in canp," Corrie answered.



"OK. Everyone holds his position. No noving around. If it noves, shoot it.

"Orders given, Boss," Corrie said, ten seconds |ater
A few heartbeats | ater, the huge encanmpnment erupted in gunfire and the
scream ng of the wounded.

39 Four

Eneny troops began pouring out of the ground on both sides of the canp
like ants out of a rotting tree. The darkness was filled with running
shapes. Ben did not have to give the order to fire. The Rebels had a
horde of scream ng enemny troops right on top of them and literally in
their faces. Hundreds of Rebels began firing at very cl ose range, npst
of them using pistols, one in each hand. Machi ne guns and grenades were
usel ess to both sides this close.

Ben had dropped down to a kneeling position and was picking his targets;
not a difficult task, for the enenmy was bunched up all around him

"They're after The Boss!" Cooper yelled. "Has to be. The attack is too
concentrated. "

"CGet those fuckin' flares up," Ben shouted.

Cooper was right: the main thrust of the attack was at the center of the
encanprent, where Ben had his CP. Only lighter probes were being
conducted north and south of his |ocation

The ni ght skies suddenly sparked into harsh light as flares were sent up
and popped into illumnation. Ben lifted his 9mm and shot an eneny
soldier in the face. The nman was so close Ben could snell the body stink
of him
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He shifted his boots to face another soldier and put three rounds of
hol | ow-points into the man's belly and chest. The sol dier screanmed and
fell against Ben, dead, al mbst knocking Ben off his boots.

Anna junped onto the back of an eneny sol dier and grabbed the nman's
hair, jerking his head back. She cut the man's throat with one hard
swi pe of her knife and rode himdown to the ground. Rising to her feet,

t he young woman drove her knife into the belly of another of Bottger's
soldiers and twisted it savagely. The man howl ed in pain, his scream

sil enced when Anna kneed himin the balls and ripped her knife from him
The man fell forward on his face, his legs jerking as agony tore through
his body just before death claimed him

Cooper had left his SAWand was taking a deadly toll of the eneny, a 9mm
in each hand.

If that one eneny soldier had not gotten carel ess, Ben thought as he
banged away with his pistol, the sneak attack might have turned into a
di saster for the Rebels.

Then Ben had no nore tinme for any thoughts other than staying alive. The



eneny sol diers cane in another rush, and everything was confusion as the
Rebel s battled hand-to-hand with knives, clubs, entrenching tools,
pistols, and their bare hands.

For a few noments, it was a wild, savage, deadly scene in the African
ni ght. The eneny troops had, for the nost part, ceased their yelling,
and the battle was silent except for the grunting of nen and wonen

| ocked in conbat and the npani ng of the wounded.

The intensity of the battle began to wane as the eneny troops began to
realize their sneak attack had failed: many faded back into the jungle's
hot, hum d density and slipped away. Those who stayed and fought, died.
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For those caught up in the deadly brawl, the attack seemed to | ast for
hours ... inreality, it lasted only a few m nutes.

"Keep those flares up and goi ng east and west of us," Ben ordered. "I

don't think they'll try again, but they mght."
"They sure mght, General," a medic called, kneeling beside a wounded
sol dier. "They're popped up on sonething. Sone sort of speed, | think
This man is incoherent, and his vital signs are racing . . . his

heart beat sounds Iike an M16 on full auto."”

"We've taken casualties,” Corrie reported. "Mstly wounded. So far, the
death count is |low "

"Any ot her brigade get hit?" Ben asked.

"Negative, Boss. Not so far. I'mstill checking on that. But | think
we're the only ones.”

"They were after you, Ben," Ben's XO John Mchaels, said, walking up
"This was very carefully planned. No advance teanms were hit, and they
were all over this area. It was well planned, all right."

"We captured lots of their wounded, Boss," Cooper called. "Fifty and
counting. What do you want done with the really seriously wounded anong
them. . . those that the docs are sure aren't going to rmake it?"

"G ve thema shot to ease their suffering and help them along their way

in peace. W'll scoop out a hole for themin the nmorning. Turn the rest

over to Intelligence."

Ben turned to his XO "W'Il|l probably be doing sone shifting around very
soon, John. | haven't set a date for it yet, but I"'mpretty sure I'll be
headi ng back to the States with ny brigade."

The XO arched an eyebrow in surprise, but Ben could not see it in the
dar kness. "On?"
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"Conditions are getting a little rocky outside The SUSA. "

"I knew they weren't good," his XOreplied. "Do we fight again over there?"



Ben sighed. "W might, John. W just might have to do that. | hope not,
but it's | ooking as though we'll have to fight for our nation."

"Again."
"\'es. Again. Those bastards outside The SUSA can't say | didn't warn them"

The brigades nounted up and noved out the next norning, after engineers
scooped out a hole for the dead sol diers and dunped themin. A nmuch nore
dignified service was held for the Rebels' own dead. Intelligence had
told Ben, just before the brigade noved out, "White officers conmanded
the troops that hit us last night. Anericans, for the nost part. A few
Eur opeans. They're all being readied to ship back to The SUSA .

i ncluding the three we took prisoner yesterday."

"Good, | want to be able to hold themup and point themout to the
power s-t hat-be outside The SUSA. | want to see the expressions on their
faces when | do that. . . especially after the prisoners have spilled

their guts about who hired them And they will tell us everything they
know, " Ben added, a deadly gri mess behind the words. "Bet on that."

The miles-1ong colum pulled out, heading south, and hit no nore trouble
as they crossed the bridge and stretched out. Advance patrols and eyes
in the sky reported no signs of the eneny. Fly-bys indicated that the
port where Ben was headi ng appeared useable, and the small city itself

| ooked to be al nost deserted.
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"I still haven't seen any tigers," Cooper bitched as they rolled al ong
craw ed al ong mi ght have been a better way of putting it, for if the

col um averaged twenty mles an hour they were doing well.

"For the unpteenth boring tine, you halfwit ninny," Jersey told himfrom

the second seat in the big wagon. "You're not going to see any. Lots of

lions, no tigers."

"Tarzan fought tigers over here in his novies," Cooper canme right back
"Gve it up, Jersey,"” Corrie told her. "It's hopeless. Hell, Cooper's
hopel ess. "

"I think he needs professional help,"”
t hought that for years."

Jersey said. "OF course, 1've

Bet h | ooked up from her reading of old travel brochures and smiled. "I
know we' ve got a long way to go before we get there, but Point-Noire
used to have a popul ation of over half a mllion, and fly-bys say it's
al nost deserted. What happened to the peopl e?"

"Bottger probably killed themall," Cooper said.
"Half a mllion of then?" Jersey questioned. "I don't think so, Cooper."
Then she frowned. "Well. . . maybe you're right, as nuch as | hate to

admt it."

"He m ght have used the gas on them" Ben said. "O a form of



experimental gas while his scientists were working all the bugs out of
it-so to speak. W'll know when we get there, | suppose.”

"I don't understand why he's killing off all the people,” Jersey said.
"Cuts down on the resistance problem Jersey," Ben told her

"And damm sure helps to keep the rest of the people in line."

"I can see where that certainly would,"” Jersey replied.

"Says here that there are over forty ethnic groups, each with their own
| anguage, " Beth said, reading from
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the travel brochure. She wi nked at Anna and added, "And Cooper, here's
somet hing for you-watch out for the Gaboon viper."

"The what ?" Cooper asked.

"It's a snake, Coop. The | argest and heaviest viper in all of Africa.
Gows to a length of about eight feet, and can weigh up to twenty-five
pounds. It's very deadly. Likes to crawl into sleeping bags at night and
snuggl e up to the sleeper.”

"The son of a bitch wouldn't snuggle up to me for very long," Cooper
said. "lI'd be out of that sleeping bag before it could open its mouth."
He shuddered and made a terrible face. Cooper hated snakes of all types,
sizes, and descriptions. "Jesus, | don't even like to think about that."

"Rel ax, Cooper," Beth told him "This snake is found in central Africa,
in the tropical rain forests."

"OfF course, Coop," Ben said, "there are all types of poi sonous snakes
here in Africa. For instance, the one you'd really better |ook out for
is the spitting cobra.”

Cooper shook his head and cut his eyes to Ben for a second. "I read al
about those nasty things. They spit venomthat can blind you."

"Al ways keep your sun shades on, Cooper," Jersey told him
"Protect your eyes."
"If I do that, how the hell am| supposed to see at night?"

"Carefully, Coop," Jersey told himwith a straight face. "Very carefully."

After a noment, Cooper slowy held up his right hand and gave Jersey the
bi rd.

Beth covered her face with the travel brochure to stifle her giggling as
Jersey and the others burst out |aughing. The |laughter lasted only a few

seconds. Corrie
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suddenly held up a hand as her headset began crackling with transm ssions.
"Scouts report the town just up ahead is populated. Lots of sick and

dyi ng. No apparent gunshot wounds. The interpreter is trying to nake

sone sense of it all now "

"How many peopl e?" Ben questi oned.

"Several thousand. They're not unruly. Just sitting and waiting to die.
The Scouts' words, Boss."

"Are the Scouts in protective gear?"

"Gas masks only."

"Halt the columm, Ben," Doctor Chase's voice popped over a speaker. "If
the Scouts haven't dropped dead or started showi ng some signs of
sickness in thirty mnutes, we'll proceed into the towm . . . the

advance party of medical people wearing full protective gear."

"You're the boss on this, Lamar," Ben replied. "It's your call from here
on in." Ben then gave orders to halt the col um.

"Some of Bottger's gas?" Cooper questioned.

"Probably," Ben said. "But it mght be starvation or sone natural cause.
It's all up to Chase's people now Corrie, tell the troops to unass
their vehicles and stretch. Double the guards."

"Now we wait," Anna said.

Ben nodded his head, "Now we wait."
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Chase's bio/ned teamentered the town and got their equi prent ready.
Several of themtook the Scouts into their nobile Iab to check them out
whil e the others began inspecting the town and the residents, checking
the air and the water and the soil.

It did not take the bio/nmed teamlong to determine that the air was fine
to breathe but the water had nore gerns in it than a city garbage dunp.
They were nature's bugs, not man-nade. The people were not contagi ous,
and posed no threat to the Rebels.

The bi o/ med team gave the colum the OK to enter the town.

"Bottger's gas cause this?" Ben asked, stepping out of his vehicle and
| ooki ng around.

"We're running analysis now, General. But if | had to make a guess |'d
say yes."

"What has the interpreter been able to find out?"
"Just that one day everybody felt fine, and the next people were getting

sick and dying all around them Whatever it was, it touched everyone
wi th viol ent nausea, uncontroll able diarrhea, and high fever



breat hi ng became very difficult and then death came to nost. Those who
survived are very weak, but we think they're going to make it."
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"Bottger's crap," Ben said.
"Probably."

"What can you do for the people?"

"Well, actually very little, sir. Gve those who are dying a shot to
ease themon their way out. That's about it."

"Do it," Doctor Chase said, wal king up and catching the | ast part of the
report.

"Yes, sir.

Chase turned to face Ben, then grinaced and said, "Wy should | tel

you, Raines? You'd just turn around and tell Corrie. | mght as well
start giving all orders to her fromthe outset. Besides, she's a |ot
easier on the eyes than you are."” He turned to face Corrie. "You know
the drill, dear-no drinking of the water, no petting of animals, no
fraterni zation with the locals. See that those orders are passed up and
down the line pronptly, please."

"Certainly, sir.

Chase smled. "It's so nice to see that sonmeone in this team knows
somet hing about military courtesy.” He turned and strolled off before
Ben could retort, chuckling as he wal ked.

"Sonmebody nust have put thunmbtacks in the old goat's oatneal this
norni ng," Ben said. "Feisty old bastard."

Lamar Chase was definitely too old for the field . . . Ben knewit, and
Lamar knew it. But he was in excellent health and showed no signs of

sl owi ng down. As |long as he could keep up, he would stay in the field.
Li ke Ben, when it came time for himto | eave the grinding world of
conbat canpai gns, he woul d know, and would do so voluntarily. He would
not have to be told. Both Ben and Chase knew that day was comi ng for
them but neither of themliked to dwell nuch on it.
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' Ben said. "As if we didn't

"Let's see what we've got in this town,'
know, " he added.

Deat h, suffering and hopel essness, Beth wote in her journal as the team
wal ked along. And: Nearly all of Africa is the sane. No matter where we
go we see the same thing. Bruno Bottger is not responsible for
everything that has happened to these poor people, but he is certainly
to blane for nost of it. He is an evil, immral man, probably insane,
who nmust be destroyed . . . no matter the cost.



She carefully noted the nane of the town, dated the page, then closed
the journal and tucked it away in her rucksack and buckled the flap

Ben was al so keeping a journal, and it was surprisingly very simlar in
content to the one Beth was keeping.

The ot her menbers of the teamfelt the sane way as Beth and Ben about
Bottger, as did the entire Rebel arny. They had all been pursuing the
rotten bastard for too |ong-over thousands of mles and two continents.

It was tinme to bring it to an end.
"Gas masks on," Ben ordered. "The smell is going to be tough.”
That order did not have to be repeated, for the odor was very foul

"Corrie," Ben said after only a few m nutes of wal ki ng through the hunman
suffering, "get the engineers up here with their equiprment. W have to
get these bodies in the ground. Many of the dead are rotting. W' ve got
to get these dead buried, and do it damm quick."

No matter where the Rebel s | ooked there were rotting, naggot-covered
bodies. It wasn't a matter of the living not caring: the survivors were
just too weak to bury their dead. They just did not have the strength.

W1 d dogs and hyenas had nade their way into the town to join the birds
of prey in dining on what ap-
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peared to be hundreds of bodies. There was plenty of dead and rotting
flesh to satisfy even the nost indiscrinnate of appetites, and hyenas
and vultures were neither picky nor dainty eaters.

The birds of prey did not seemto mnd the Rebels wal ki ng anong them as
they ripped and tore off strips and hunks of flesh. The hyenas were
anot her story: the savage animals with their bone-crunching jaws
presented a cl ear menace.
"Try to chase themoff," Ben ordered. "They're only doing what they were
put on earth to do, as disgusting as it is. If they won't back off,

shoot them"

After a dozen of the hyenas were shot, the rest began backi ng away,
reluctantly, fromthe dead, |ong enough for the Rebels to toss the
bodies into the beds of trucks. If the bodies didn't fall apart when
they were picked up. Then it got really interesting for the

Rebel s-interesting being a totally inadequate word.

"Jesus Christ, Ben," the XO John Mchaels, said after a few nonents.
"W came over here to fight, not to be subjected to this."

"I know, John. | know. I'mnot real thrilled about it either, | assure you."
"Then why are we doing it, Ben? W sure as hell don't have to."

"Because there is no one else to do it, John. If there were no living
wat chi ng us-many of themrelatives of the dead, I'msure-1'd have the



bodi es scraped up into a pile and use the town for a funeral pyre."

The XO shook his nask-covered head. "Sorry, Ben. I'mjust blow ng off
steam "

"I know you are, John. And | understand your frustration. |I feel the
same way. Believe ne, | do."

"What a fucking, thankless, mserable job for these
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young nen and wonen," John replied, his eyes on the Rebels struggling
with the rotting bodies.

"It wasn't all that thrilling an experience for the dead, either, John
Especi al |y when you take into account they didn't know why it was
happening to them... or even what was happening to them But as |long as
nmy Rebels are handling the dead, their officers are going to stay with
themand witness all the horror of it. |I want us all to understand what
manner of men we're fighting."

"I believe they will all know that, Ben, to the fullest extent."

"So they shall, John. | want themto know the stink and the rot and the
total evil of Bottger and his dream so when they npve agai nst that son

of a bitch and his nmen there will be damm little pity or compassi on shown."
"I think we can both be sure of that, Ben." John | ooked into Ben's eyes
and shuddered inwardly. He felt as though he were gazing through the
fiery, snoky gates and into Hell itself.

This last leg of the canpaign is going to be a brutal, bl oody bastard,
the XO thought. There won't be a survivor left from the other side-not
unl ess they give it up right now and beg for nercy. John had been with
Ben for a long time, and he had witnessed firsthand how | omdown, nad dog
mean Ben coul d be when he got pissed-and right now he was plenty pissed.
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After the last of the bodies had been buried, and the few remaining
survivors cared for as well as could be, Ben ordered his force out of
the small town and sout hward once agai n.

Ben was somewhat apprehensive about traveling in Gabon. Mst of the
country was densely forested, and teenming with all manner of wldlife.
However, Ben's main concern was the roads, which were continually nmuddy
and in poor repair throughout the interior

The natives were anot her concern, as the initial settlers of Gabon-the
Pygm es-were still present and reported to be very savage, with no | ove
for any of the white race.

A later group to arrive, the Bantu Fang, were also reported to be
hostile to whites, and legend had it that some still practiced the
ancient art of cannibalism

Due to reported heavy concentration of natives friendly to Bottger, Ben



and his colum bypassed Libreville and went inland a bit as they crossed
the I owlying nountains toward the Gabon- Congo border

The farther south Ben traveled the nore sour his nmood becane. Gone was
his former jocularity. He was grimrer, nore determ ned than ever to
catch the evil Nazi after seeing what he had done to the people of
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the town. In all Ben's years of fighting against some of the worst trash
on the planet, he had never seen anything |ike what he had w tnessed the
| ast few weeks.

John M chael s had picked up on his new nood earlier, and now his
personal team began to notice the change in him As their wagon noved
down the rutted and partially destroyed road, Cooper glanced sideways at
Ben, then into the rear view mrror to catch Jersey's eye.

Jersey always rode directly behind Ben. As she | ooked at himin the
mrror, Cooper inclined his head in Ben's direction and gave a tiny
shrug. She stared at the back of Ben's head for a nonent, then |eaned
forward, putting her arns on the back of the seat and resting her chin
on her arns.

"Boss?"
Ben gl anced at her, then back up the road. "Yes, Jersey?"

"You were saying the other day you thought Bottger was going to bug out
to South Anerica."”

"Yeah. "

"If he's going to | eave, what's he waiting for? He's obviously planted

pl enty of gangs in our path to the south, and he's brought in nmeres from
all over the world to harass and plague us, so why doesn't he just junp
a plane and take of f?"

Ben didn't answer at first. He made hinself a cigarette and lighted it,
t hi nki ng about her question. After a few nonents, he said, "I don't
really know, Jersey. Qbviously that would be the smart thing to do, and
Bottger, as evil as he is, is certainly very intelligent."

Cooper | ooked at Ben. "You think maybe he's already flown the coop, Boss?"

Ben shook his head. "I don't think so, Coop. | have this gut feeling
he's still in the background, somewhere
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up ahead of us-like a spider at the center of its web, pulling on the
strands to trap its victins-waiting to see how his plans play out."

Ben took a final puff of his cigarette and snubbed it out. "I believe
Bottger is vain enough and negal oma-ni acal enough to want to be here to
see us destroyed ... crushed under the weight of his thousands of gangs



and nmeres. | think he'll wait until the last minute to | eave, until he's
absol utely convinced he has no chance of winning this little war, before
he hightails it out of Africa.”

Anna joined in the conversation. "Ceneral Ben, if Bottger is as smart as
you say, why would he continue to hold to an obsol ete doctrine |ike that
of the Nazis?"

Ben smiled ruefully. Anna had grown up in Europe, decades after the
Nazi s had been defeated in the second Wrld War. The only know edge she
had of Hitler's failed Third Reich was what she had read in old

t ext books, witten by liberals who gave scant credit for the benefits of
early Nazi rule.

"Anna, don't believe all that trash you read in those old books. The
Nazi form of governnent is incredibly efficient, as are al

di ctatorships. When Hitler first came to power in the old Germany the
country was in ruins, physically and econonically. H's first project,
after consolidating his power politically and rendering his politica
enem es inpotent, was to have the state take over all business and

i ndustry. After he got those back on their feet, using slave |abor, he
undertook to shore up the old German noney, which had beconme so inflated
it took a wheelbarrow full to buy a |oaf of bread, when bread was
avail abl e, which wasn't too often.”

Anna's forehead winkled. "Then you're saying the Nazi form of
government is good?"

Ben turned in his seat to | ook at his adopted daugh-
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ter. "No, Baby. What |'msaying is that a dictatorship, with everything
under the control of the central governnment, is very efficient. Things
wor k, products are produced, and the nonetary systemis stable. But
other, nore inportant things are lost, |ike personal freedom and
i ndividual rights. If the dictator is personable and charismatic, |ike
H der was at first, the people hardly notice the erosion of their rights
especially if another group is nade to take nost of the abuse |ike
the Jews were in Gernmany."

"But, fromwhat |'ve read Hitler was a crazy nman."

Ben nodded. "Crazy like a fox, dear. At first, his ideas took Gernany
frombeing a third rate country to being the nost powerful in the world.
He took a tiny country, about the size of New England in the old United
States, and positioned it to take over alnost half the world, and he did
all this in a matter of six or eight years. If his nmental illness and

al nost total obsession with eradicating the Jews hadn't crippled his
deci si on- maki ng power, he nmight very well have pulled it all off."

Anna shook her head. "From what you say, General Ben, the Nazi form of
government sounds a whole lot like socialism or comrunism™

Ben smled. "I'mproud of you, Anna. You cut right through the bullshit
in all that liberal propaganda in those old textbooks to see the truth.
The only real difference in socialismand Naziismis that the comunists
profess they are doing it for your own good when they take away your



rights and force you to work for the state. The Nazis were nore
truthful, and said they were doing it for the good of the state." He
shrugged. "The end result was the sane ... no individual rights or
freedons were all owed. "

Beth chined in. "So you think Bottger is in this for personal power?"
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Ben frowned. "I don't know, Beth. It could be the man sincerely believes
the best way out of this ness the world has gotten itself into lies in
the Nazi form of governnent. | don't want to make the same nistake the

i berals do, of branding everyone who doesn't think |like

1 do a charlatan. Bottger may believe his way is the best, and |I'm

perfectly willing to | et himdo whatever his country wants himto do.
The problemis, he's trying to force his way on the rest of the world,
and that | will not allow, at |least not without a fight."

As their wagon bounced and rocked over the rutted road, weaving to m ss
the I arger chunks of broken concrete and felled trees, the radi o under
t he dash squawked.

Ben grabbed it and clicked the send button. "Raines here."
A famliar voice cane out of the speaker. "Ben, it's |ke MCGowen."

| ke McGowen, ex-SEAL and | eader of Batt 2, Ben's second in command and
best friend, was |eading Batt

2 on Ben's left flank, and was traversing south through the Congo.
"Co ahead, |ke."

"These roads over here on your eastern flank are giving the arnor fits.
The battle tanks and half-tracks are having a rough go of it. If it's
not the jungle, it's rivers and plains. They're |aggi ng behind the

col um a good di stance."

Ben gl anced out the wi ndow at the torn and battered countryside. "Yeah
I ke, and fromover here on the west coastal areas of the country, it
doesn't look like it's going to get better any tinme soon."

"Do you want us to hold up the troops and wait for the arnmored units to
catch up?"

Ben stared out the wi ndow for a nonent before an-

58

WIlliamW Johnstone

swering. He knewit wasn't safe to put his troops in jeopardy wthout
arnored support, but if he slowed the advance any nore it would take
themtoo long to get to the southern coast of Africa and finally engage

Bottger's force. Every day that they del ayed Bottger was getting
stronger, with nore reinforcenments conming in fromhis friends in the old US



"No, lke. Keep 'emnoving. But pass the word to the troops to keep their
eyes and ears open for ambushes. W'll just have to use the Apache
gunshi ps and PUFFs to make sure we don't run into any surprises. W need
to keep the heat on Bottger's arnmy as nuch as we can, partner

O herwise, | wouldn't want you to risk it."

"We' |l turn up the heat and ratchet it down tight, General, you can
count on that. Ten-four, MGowen out."

"I always know I can count on your guys and gals, |ke. Raines out."

Cooper cast a worried glance at Ben. "Boss, our arnor isn't keeping up
either, and we're hanging our butts out a nile here without it. What
happens if we run into a superior force?"

Ben smiled grimy. "Then we'll kick the hell out of it the ol d-fashioned
way, man-to-nman conbat."

Hs eyes Iit up as he spoke, for in spite of all the high-tech weaponry
he conmanded Ben Rai nes was first and forenost a conbat infantrynman at
heart. He felt that the current war would be won by the fighting force
that had the nost heart, the stronger will to win not by who had the
nost deadly weapons.

Ben's 501 Bri gade made as much di stance as they coul d sout hward through
Gabon, encountering scattered resistance and a few short-1ived
firefights fromroving gangs, but nothing of any note for al nbst a week.
They crossed into the Congo and traveled a few mles
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inland fromthe Atlantic Ocean until they were al nost at the
sout hernnost city in the Congo.

As their wagon crested a small hill Cooper called out, "Town ahead, Boss."

Beth held up her travel brochure. "I think that's Pointe-Noire," she
said. "Just past that lies Angola, and part of Zaire."

"And the fly-bys report Pointe-Noire is deserted?" Ben asked.

"Yes, sir," Jersey said fromthe back seat.

Ben doubl e-clicked the m ke. "Raines calling Mchaels."
John M chaels, Ben's XO, answered i mediately. "M chaels here."

"John, we're approaching Pointe-Noire. It's about two klicks ahead.
Fly-bys say it's deserted, but | want the troops ready for anything.
don't want to be surprised by an anbush, especially since we can't count
on our tanks to bail us out. Pass the word for the colum to spread out
laterally, going into the jungle on the inland side and al ong the
beaches on the seaward side, to approach the town fromboth sides. M
squad will take the nmiddle and go in straight down the main street."

"WI!|| do, Boss. Be careful."



"Wat ch your own ass, John."
"WII do, Ben."

Ben hooked the mic, then glanced right and left. The jungle, never far
away, seened to narrow down on their left as they approached
Pointe-Noire. On their right was the ocean. The effect was alnost as if
they were entering a tunnel

"Like rats in a maze, only one way to go," Ben nuttered to hinself.
"What's that, Boss?" Cooper asked.

"Not hi ng, Coop, just thinking out |oud." He waved
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a hand back and forth. "See the way the natural terrain funnels us into
the main part of town? It'd be a great place for an ambush, especially
if the troops had tinme to really dig in and prepare for our coning."
Jersey leaned forward to | ook at the speedoneter. It read fifteen nmiles
per hour. "As slow as we've been going, they would have had pl enty of
time to get ready for us."

Cooper turned a pained expression on her. "Hey, backseat driver, if you
think you can go any faster on these roads and still have kidneys left
to pee with, be my guest."

Ben smiled. "Ckay, children, enough bickering." He took his M 14 Thunder
Li zard fromthe clanps on the dash. "Get ready, gang. | have a feeling

t he dance is about to begin."

Jersey smiled. "I can't wait to hear the nusic, Boss."

"Ready, Boss," Cooper said.

"Let's do it, Coop."

The colum entered the outskirts of Pointe-Noire.
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As Cooper slowy drove the nine passenger wagon down the main street,
Ben gl anced over his shoulder at Corrie. "Corrie, keep in constant touch
with the other squads, and have them stand by their radios. At the first
sign of trouble, |I want everyone else notified i mediately."

"Yes, sir. You really think this is a trap, don't you, Boss?"

Ben nodded. "Yeah, | do."

"Why, Ceneral Ben?" Anna said. "I don't see any evidence of gangs or
punks hangi ng around. The place |ooks totally deserted."

Ben smled. "Call it a gut feeling, Anna. I'mlike an old firedog who
can sense there's a fire before he can snell die snoke."



He turned in his seat to | ook at Beth.

"Bedi, get out your guide book and tell me about Pointe-Noire. \Wat can
we expect to find?"

She thunbed through the pages of her old copy of a Central Africa guide
book. After a nmonent, she started to read.

"The city started out as a center for the petroleumindustry." She
st opped readi ng and | ooked up. "Hey, Boss, that may be why Bottger was
so interested in this
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town. Plenty of gasoline and diesel fuel for his tanks and aircraft.”
Ben nodded. "You're probably right, Beth. Go on."

She continued. "The city is divided between the nodern section near the
wat er and the African section to the east, called the Cite, with the
airport area to the south. Avenue de Gaulle is the main drag in the
nodern section, stretching for three kilonmeters eastward fromthe
railway station through the center of town. The nmain attraction for
tourists is the beautiful beach, which is only a fifteen m nute wal k
fromthe Avenue de Gaulle. The | agoons around the coast abound in

swor dfi sh, barracuda, tarpon, tuna, and skate."

Ben turned back around and cradled his M4. "Well, | doubt we'll have
time to enjoy the fishing."

As in alnost all coastal towns in that part of the Dark Continent, the
outer buildings were small, one or two story shacks, sone nade of
corrugated tin roofs with driftwod serving as walls. The floors were
for the nost part dirt, and there were few sanitary facilities, with
rancid ditches serving as communal | atrines.

"God, how did the people stand living here?" Jersey asked, with a
grimace. "Rem nds ne of parts of the reservation."

Cooper grunted. "Probably didn't have a hell of a ot of choice in the
matter."

Ben nodded. "Like nost cities in the so-called third world, there wasn't
much of a m ddl e-class. The residents here were either desperately poor
to the point of daily starvation, or fabulously wealthy."

He poi nted several bl ocks ahead, to where multi-story condom niums and
of fice buildings could be seen shinmering in the heat haze of the
noonday sun, overl ooking the beach much as the high rent district of

M ani Beach did in the states.
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"The have-nots lived like this, while the haves lived in opulence in
t hose dwel i ngs up ahead."



"No wonder so rmuch of the third world chose to support comunism"

"It is easy to see why," Ben said. "Kind a |like how the slaves in
America in the eighteen hundreds turned so solidly to religion. Promse
the poor folk a greater reward on down the line, and they'll put up with
al nrost anything in the here and now. "

"\eah, like the soldiers told nmy ancestors, 'Myve on over to those nice
reservations and everything will be just grand' ," Jersey said.

"The difference is, your ancestors fought a war and | ost. These people
never had a chance to fight for their rights,"” said Beth.

"That's where you're wong, Beth. People never have to take what's
offered to them They al ways have the option to | eave the systemif it
doesn't work for them or to fight for what they think they deserve,"
Ben sai d.

"Li ke the way we've set up The SUSA," Corrie added.

"Right," Ben said, nodding. "If you want freedomit's there for the
taking, but no one is going to give it to you free. You have to work to
support it, and sometines you have to fight to preserve it. As a fanous
science fiction witer once said, Tanstaafl."

Anna rai sed her eyebrows. "Tanstaafl? Wat is that?"

"There ain't no such thing as a free lunch,"” Ben said, smling. "It
al ways has a price, and if you're not willing to pay that price, then
you don't deserve the freedom"

The group was silent for a few nmonents as the wagon cleared the first
collection of hovels and shacks and began to nake its way into nicer
nei ghbor hoods, where the houses on the sides of the street were |arger
and nore |avish. There was still no sign of habitation

64
WIlliamW Johnstone
"Hold it, Coop," Ben said, putting his hand on the driver's arm

Cooper stiffened and slowed the big wagon to a crawl. "Wat is it, Boss?
You see sonet hi ng?"

"No. It's what | don't see that's bothering ne. Qick, Corrie, radio the
others that this is definitely a trap, and to proceed with utnost caution.”

Corrie didn't bother to reply to Ben as she grabbed her shortwave and
began to repeat his message to the other units in his brigade.

"Come on, Boss." Jersey said. "Wat gives? Wiat are you basing that on?"

"Look around you, gang. Wat has been present in every town we' ve been
t hr ough?"

After a noment, Cooper snapped his Fingers. "Bodies! There aren't any
dead bodies lying around."

"Right," Ben said. "No one can tell ne half a million people were either



killed or forced to | eave suddenly, and soneone took the time to bury
all the corpses. No. Soneone has cleaned up the area so we wouldn't be
suspi cious, so we'd walk right into their trap.”

Jersey said, "Hold on tight, people. | just saw a flash in the w ndow of
t hat house on our left. Looked like either a tel escopic sight or
bi nocul ars reflecting the sun.”

"Ckay, team activate your conbat mikes and put on your helmets. It's
time to go to work," Ben said.

Conbat m kes were small, two-way radios that consisted of an earpiece
and smal |l speaking tube that curved around just in front of the nouth.
They enabl ed the team nenbers to keep in contact and coordinate their
attack. The hel nets were bull et proof kevlar that would stop all but very
| arge cali ber rounds.

Ben readi ed his Thunder Lizard. "Coop, when | give
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the word, cut the wheel toward that house and let's take out the garbage
Now! "

Cooper spun the wheel to the left and gunned the big engi ne. The wagon
lurched forward as if it had been kicked in the butt and raced across a
lawn toward a large, two story, Mediterranean-style house.

After a few seconds fl ashes began to appear in the w ndows, and a stream
of bullets crashed into the wagon, pinging off the arnor-plated netal
and nmaking dull thunps off die bulletproof glass.

When t he wagon slowed as its huge tires spun on the grass of the | awn,
Ben jerked his door open and dived out of the vehicle, to land rolling
on the ground. As soon as the wagon passed he junped for cover behind a
large palmtree in the center of the yard.

He popped the safety on his M 14, elevated the nmuzzle to point at the
roof, and pulled the trigger. The rifle slamred back into his shoul der
and chattered and roared. Bullets raked the roof with nurderous fire,
causing two nen to screamand tumble to the ground to | and spread-eagl ed
on the lush, green | awn bel ow

The wagon made a full turn and, with engine still racing, crashed up
onto the porch of the house. Ben's team nmenbers junped fromthe vehicle
and in perfect coordination spread out to assault the house.

Corrie and Beth crouched | ow and ran around the porch to the left,
ducki ng under wi ndows as they ran, popping keys off frag grenades and
throwing theminto the wi ndows as they passed.

Jersey and Anna did the same thing, running to the right.

Cooper stood in the mddle, in front of the huge, main double doors of
the house. He watched as the teamall threw their grenades into the

w ndows, counted to three, and then he cut | oose with his SAW
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Wthin seconds the doors to the house were blown to splinters. Cooper
stepped to the side, his back against the front wall just as four frag
grenades expl oded al nost in unison

Red hot shrapnel whisded as it spread throughout the first floor roomns
of die house, making nmen screamin terror and then groan in pain as
their bodi es were shredded where they stood.

When Ben saw the front door crunble under the assault from Coop's SAW
he yelled into his nmke, "Into the house, now"

He scranbled to his feet and sprinted toward the house in a | ow crouch

The barrel of a rifle came out of an upstairs w ndow and opened fire on
him stitching holes in the lawn as the bullets nade a path directly at
Ben's running form

A shell slanmed into die right side of Ben's helmet, the hamer bl ow
ki cking his head to the side and knocking himto the ground, sem consci ous.

As the team streamed through the front door Anna | ooked back over her
shoul der and saw Ben sprawl ed on the ground

"Daddy Ben!" she screamed as she ran to squat next to him Wdi one hand
she ained her CAR at the wi ndow and sprayed it with fire while she
grabbed his collar with the other and dragged Ben to the relative safety
of the front porch.

VWhile Corrie and Beth cleared out the downstairs roons, advanci ng

t hrough thi ck smoke and snol dering flanes fromthe grenades, Jersey and
Cooper ran up the stairs side by side, their weapons jerking and bucking
as they fired ahead of them

At the head of the stairs Jersey pointed Cooper to the right, and she
turned to the left. At the first doorway
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she paused to shuck an enpty magazi ne onto the floor and then sl amed
anot her into her CAR

Wt hout exposing herself she stuck the barrel into the doorway and
sprayed the inside of the room eliciting two quick screans foll owed by
t hunps as bodies hit the floor.

Cooper dropped his SAWto the ground when it clicked on an enpty
chanmber, and pulled two 9mm automatic pistols fromhol sters on both hips.

He di ved through the door, hitting the ground in a roll and com ng up
firing with both hands.

Automatic rifle fire buzzed over his head, stitching holes in the wall
behi nd himas he shot two gunnen in the chest at point blank range, the
bul | ets punching small holes in the front of the men's shirts and

bl owi ng out larger holes in their backs as the slugs exited. One of the



men was bl own backward through the wi ndow behind him to fall screaning
out of sight. The other was thrown back against a wall, where he slipped
to the floor, leaving a blood trail down the expensive wall paper

Wthin mnutes it was over, and the first building was cl eared of
hostile forces. There were ten nmen dead, and two wounded severely but
able to tal k.

The team assenbled on the first floor, where Anna was standing next to a
couch where she had laid Ben. Her back was to him and she stood with
CAR at port arms, ready to kill to protect himshould anyone survive the
assault and come her way.

Upstairs, Jersey spoke into her mke. "Jersey clear."

Cooper, as he popped a fresh magazine into his 9mm said, "Cooper clear."
Beth and Corrie also checked in with their own 'clear' nessages.

Anna | ooked over her shoul der at Ben, who was shak-
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ing his head and trying to sit up on the couch. "Anna clear, but Ben's hit."
The teamrapidly assenbled in the living room the two prisoners nade to
lie face down in a corner with Cooper standing over them nervously

| ooki ng over at Ben to see how serious his wounds were.

A large bruise was beginning to formon his right tenple area, and a

small trickle of blood ran down his cheek where the edge of the hel nmet

had nmade a gouge.

He | ooked around at his friends. "CGood work, team"

Jersey placed a hand on his swollen face. "You okay, Boss?"

Ben smiled. "Yeah, but | must be getting old and slow to get clipped
i ke that."

Bet h shook her head. "Sure, Boss. In the old days you coul d' ve outrun
that bullet."

"Good thing it hit you in the head, CGeneral Ben," Anna said in a | ow
voice, her lips curved in a slight grin. "The hardest part of your body."

Ben stood up, swayed a nonent, and had to grab the armof the couch to
steady hinself. Then he said, "Cor-rie, get on the horn and tell the
ot her squads what happened. "

He turned to Cooper, "Coop, bring those two over here and we'll have a
quick field interrogation."

VWhile Corrie was in the wagon, talking to the other squads, Ben faced
their prisoners. They were both black nen with ritual scars on their
faces, indicating nmenbership in sone local tribe.

"You men understand English?" Ben asked.



The prisoners glanced at each other and then back at Ben and shook their
heads, eyes downcast as they stared at the floor with defiant expressions.

Ben | ooked at Cooper and wi nked so that the nen
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couldn't see him "OK, Cooper. They can't tell us anything. Shoot them"

The nmen jerked their heads up, terror now on their faces. "No ... no ..
we'll talk," one said with the singsong accent of a Bantu who has been
taught English by missionaries as a child.

Ben paced in front of the prisoners, who were sitting on the couch
surrounded by his team weapons at the ready. "Wat is going on here in
Poi nte- Noire? Where are all the citizens, and who are the forces
opposi ng us?"

The ol der of the two began to speak. "When CGeneral Bottger's troops
occupi ed the city, maybe three nonths ago, those who resisted were killed."
He paused, eyes searching Ben's teanlis faces to see their reactions.

When he got no response, he continued. "Mst of the others ran away

during the night, back into the jungle. Soon, all that were left were
symnpat hi zers, whores, and soldiers. General Bottger told us you would be
conm ng. He offered nmuch noney to those that would stay and fight when

you cane."

The man shrugged. "What were we to do? The alternatives were to be
killed by himor to go into the jungle to die of swanmp fever or be
killed by aninmals or other tribes. W had no real choice."

"How many nen are we facing?"

The second man said, "There are four, maybe five thousand nmen in the
city. Alnost all of the buildings are occupied, and the others are
how you say . . . booby trapped.”

"Are the nmen professional soldiers, or mainly citizens, |ike yourselves?"

"There are a few soldiers, but nost are nen |i ke us, who were forced to
fight."

Ben grunted. He didn't for a minute believe these
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men were forced to fight. He figured they were men who took the easy way
out, cooperating with Bottger because it gave them power over their
fellow citizens of Pointe-Noire. Mst were probably |owife punks who
were crimnals and gang nenbers before Bottger arrived, and probably a
signi ficant nunber had been prisoners in jails who took his offer to

fight for noney.

Ben turned away, "Coop, do what you can to dress their wounds and stop



t he bl eeding. Then we'll assenble the team and di scuss our options."

After the prisoners were tended to, Ben addressed the rest of his group
"Corrie, get on the horn and call the other units. We'll call in the
PUFFs and P51Es to attack the city, bonbs followed by strafing runs.
Then we'll have the gunships cone in and do |owlevel strafing of what's
left of the buildings. | want the city | eveled."

"What about the non-conbatant civilians?" Beth asked.

Ben's eyes were hard. "There are no non-conbatants |eft here. Anyone who

stayed has chosen sides . . . the wong side, as they're soon going to
find out. Tell the squads to stay out of the city for now, and to pop
green snoke grenades so the bombers will know they're friendlies, and to

avoid them"
"And after that?" Cooper asked.

Ben gave a fierce grin. "Then we go door-to-door and house-to-house and
finish the job!"
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Ben and his team popped a green snoke grenade in the front yard of the
house they had just raided, then gathered on the roof to watch the show

Four PUFFs, twi n engine assault planes known officially as ACA7s, each
wi th 20mm Wul can cannons, 6 barrel Gatling guns, and four pairs of
7.62s, roared in low over the city fromdifferent points of the conpass.

Smal|l arms fire began to appear in w ndows of buildings and houses, sone
of the tracer rounds making orange trails in the late afternoon |ight,
arching toward the PUFFs as they dove at several hundred miles an hour
Their engi nes screaned but couldn't drown out the ratcheting chatter of
t he Vul can 20mm cannons as they rained destruction anong the structures
of the city.

Walls, windows, then entire buildings seened to al nost disintegrate
under the nurderous fire fromthe aircraft before they pulled up in
uni son, barrel-rolling to dive again and again on the dying city.

Soon hundreds of figures could be seen running for their lives from
houses and skyscrapers, trying to escape the thousands of rounds of
nmolten | ead bringing death and destruction their way. Sone of the nen
stopped in the mddle of streets, ainming their pitiful rifles at the
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birds fromhell, to die torn asunder by the rounds fromthe PUFFsS' cannons.
After several strafing runs the planes' cannons were enpty, but they
continued to dive, spraying the buildings that remained partially intact
with their Gatling guns, which sounded |ike swarms of angry bees buzzing
toward unlucky nen caught out in the open

Bricks, nortar, stucco, and wood all splintered and di sappeared in a fog

of destroyed walls. The planes, guns enpty, dipped their wings at Ben's
troops as they departed.



Thr ough bi nocul ars, Ben could see the few survivors who remnmi ned
shouting with joy and waving their rifles in the air, as if they had
somehow caused the planes to | eave.

Morents | ater, the chup-chup could be heard as the Apaches approached,
the assault helicopters with tw n-mounted 40nm cannon and deadly MO
machi ne guns. Flying | ower and slower, these choppers were able to
target smaller groups of hostiles, blowing themapart as they flew

si deways down narrow streets and all eyways.

Suddenl y, one of the Apaches, evidently hit in the tail rotor by snall
arms fire, belched snoke fromits engine and began to auto-rotate down
to a bunpy | anding.

Ben's knuckl es turned white on his binoculars as he watched his ship go
down.

| mredi ately, two other ships took up station on either side of the
fallen bird, hovering | ow of f the ground, giving nassive supportive fire
until the pilots and gunners coul d escape the wounded chopper and clinb
on board the others.

Ben |l et out breath he hadn't been aware he was hol ding as he saw his nen
make it safely out of the hot zone and into the other choppers.

After a nonment, he said, "Corrie, radio the Apaches

73

73

and tell themto back off and head back to base to refuel. It's tine for
us to go in and clean out the trash, and I want themback in tinme to

provide air support for the operation.”

"CGot cha, Boss. You want me to bunmp John M chaels and have himtell the
troops to nove out?"

As usual, Corrie was one step of ahead of Ben. It continually amazed him
how she seenmed to anticipate his every thought.

Ben turned to address his team "Yes, and tell himto take care. It's
going to get sticky. There're bound to be pockets of resistance that the
gunshi ps m ssed." Ben took a deep breath. "Okay, guys and gals, let's
mount up and go kick some ass."

As his team menbers grinned and started for the stairs he added, "I also
want you all to be wearing the new, |ightweight kevlar vests we got in

| ast week. | notice nost of themare still in their plastic pouches."
"Aw, Boss," Cooper noaned. "Those things are hot. They make my skin

itch, and chafe ny arnpits.”
"Yeah," Jersey added, "and they squash ny-"

Ben held up his hands, his expression serious. "That's enough, soldiers.
That wasn't a request, if you get my drift. It was an order, and

expect it to be obeyed. 1'll cut you sone slack and |l et you not wear

t hem when we're not in actual conbat, but for this type of m ssion where



we' re goi ng door-to-door and we know we're going to cone under fire,
want those vests on. Com prende?"

The t eam nenbers nodded and wal ked toward the wagon, their heads hangi ng
like children being forced back to the table to eat their vegetables.
Ben shook his head, smiling at their backs.

He had pulled a lot of strings to get as many of the new vests as he
could, and had nore on order. He felt
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they were the coming thing in wartinme technol ogy. Amazingly |ightweight,
the vests could be worn under uniformshirts and were hardly noticeabl e.
Their attraction was they woul d stop anything up to a 9nm bull et, and
nost shrapnel would be rendered non-lethal. He hoped to soon have enough
for all of his troops. Currently only squad commanders and officers were
fully equipped, with the first issues going to his scouting teans, who
saw t he nost intense conbat of any of the troops.

As Ben and his team stood next to the wagon putting on their vests, Anna
said, "General Ben, | don't feel right using this vest when all the
troops don't have them"

Ben cocked an eyebrow at her. "OCh? Wiy not?"

"I was reading in the old Declaration of |ndependence of the United
States where it said all men are created equal, so why do some of us get
to use the vests, and others not?"

Ben shook his head. "I thought you understood history better than that,
Anna. First of all, the phrase '"all men are created equal' neant that
under the | aw of the new country all persons would be treated equally,
wi th none having preferential treatnent. It certainly did not nean al
peopl e were born with equal abilities or chances, as the whiny, libera
crybabies used to try to say. Hell, anyone who has ever taught school or
been a | eader of any kind knows people are all different, with varying
degrees of competence at different tasks. Now, as to why some of the
troops, notably squad | eaders and officers, get the vests and the
so-called grunts do not, it's because no matter how nuch each person is
worth as an individual certain menbers of an army, are much nore

val uable to the war effort than others, especially during wartimne.
Personally, | hate to see any of our boys
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or girls die, but I have to be honest with you. There are sonme |'d
rather | ose than others. Do you understand?"

She nodded, staring at the ground as she zi pped her vest up

He smiled and patted her on the shoulder. "I know you do, but it was a
good try, anyway, even though it didn't get you out of wearing the vest."

Cooper and Jersey and Beth | aughed. Cooper said, "I was trying ny best
to think of sone reason not to wear this damed thing, but leave it to



Anna to come with the excuse that if everyone doesn't have one no one
shoul d. "

Ben narrowed his eyes at the group. "Yeah, we're gonna have to watch
her, all right. She's sounding nore like a Denocrat all the tinme. Next
she'll want to share our rations with the enemy, since it's obviously
poverty caused by our success that's making them so hostile.™

She punched Ben on the arm hard enough to spin himhalf around. "I am
not a Denocrat or a liberal, Daddy Ben! You take that back, or I'll bash
you even if you are ny father."

Ben held up his hands, laughing. "OK, OK | apologize for calling you
such dirty names. Now, can we get going before the war is over and we've
m ssed it?"

Ben gl anced at the sky. "W only have about three nore hours of

daylight, and | don't want us crawl ing through rubble when it's dark, so
| figure the rest of today and tonmorrow. We should be able to start
nmovi ng south again by day after tonorrow "

Anna scol ded her, "Don't rush him Jersey. This is the only part of the
tripl like, the conmbat part. The traveling is boring."

"She doesn't sound rmuch |like a tree-hugging liberal now, Boss," Beth

said. "More like a warnongering radical, as the left-w ngers used to say.
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"That's my girl," Ben said, throwing his armaround Anna's shoul ders and
giving her a hug. "Radical, and proud of it!"

Ben was off in his prediction of the time it would take to cleanse the
town of hostiles. It was nore |ike two-and-a-half days. There were nore
pockets of resistance than he had expected, and the Rebel Arny's |osses
were slightly higher than anti cipated.

By the time he and John M chaels nmet on the southern city limts, Ben's
nmood was even worse than before the battle for Pointe-Noire. "lI'mreally
getting tired of this country, John."

M chael s nodded, | ooking around at the ruined and |leveled city behind
them and at the dozers maki ng huge depressions in the red dirt of the
area for the bodies of those they had killed. "Me too, Ben. Bottger has
alot to answer for. We | ost sone good nen and wormen to this trash that
he paid to detain us."

Ben cl enched his teeth. "Ch, he'll pay, all right, John. 1'll pronise
you that, even if | have to chase himall over the world. Fromthis
noment on, he's mine!"

John knelt in the dirt and unfolded a map of the country and laid it on
the ground in front of them He pointed a finger at the left side of the
paper. "Here we are at Pointe-Noire, the southernnmpost city in the Congo.
It's about a hundred klicks due south until we get to the Congo R ver on
t he border of Angola." He | ooked up at Ben. "That hundred klicks is

t hrough Cabi nda, which has some of the thickest tropical rain forest in
the entire country."

Ben nodded. "Yes. It's going to be a logistical nightmare to get our



heavy equi prent through that area. Wat do you suggest?"
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"We can't head to the east over into Zaire, 'cause we'd be bunching up
with ke and his 502 Battalion. | think we ought to send nost of the
heavy tanks and dozers and a good portion of the troops by boat down the
coast, to where the Congo enpties into the Atlantic at the town of Soyo.
From there, npost of Angola consists of a plateau elevated three to five
t housand feet above sea level, rising froma narrow coastal strip, unti
you get to the desert in the south. It should be pretty easy going for
our heavy stuff."

"You're right, John. As thick as that jungle is, there's no need to wear
out our troops trying to cross it." Ben hesitated a nmoment, rubbing his
chin. "1"lIl take four or five squads, |oaded Iight so we can make good
time, and we'll traverse the area fromhere down to Soyo."

John objected. "WAit a mnute, Ben. | figured I'd do the dirty work and
go through the jungle, and let you take a break on the ship."

Ben shook his head. "No I'Il take ny people, and we'll make sure the
jungle isn't hiding any Bottger secrets.”

"How | ong do you figure it'll take you to traverse the hundred klicks?"

Ben shrugged. "Depends on how thick the forest is, how much resistance
we face, and how many rivers we have to cross. Ordinarily, we can cover
thirty klicks a day, on foot. |I figure we'll be lucky to average ten in
this hellhole."”

M chael s nodded. "Okay, |'Ill bivouac the nen here for four days while we
| oad the ships, and then it'll take us four days on the water to get to
t he Congo."

He stood and held out his hand. "I'll neet you at Soyo in ten days,
partner, and if you're not there by then I'll cone |ooking."

Ben took his hand. "Keep in touch, pal. I'mcounting on you to send in

the war birds if and when | need
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them 'l bunp you on the regular channel using the Beta filter
transm ssion if we need air support. Otherw se, give the troops a rest.
| have a feeling Angola is going to be a hot spot, and they're gonna
need to be sharp.”

"OK Ben. See ya soon."

Ben wal ked back to his teamand stood in front of them "You guys had
better turn in early tonight. At first light we're taking off for a

hundred klick jaunt through the rain forest."

"Great," Cooper said, a sour expression on his face. "Just what | need
atrip through dense jungle filled with all manner of snakes, spiders,



and other critters whose only goal inlife is to sink their fangs into
ny hide."

Jersey glanced at him "Don't worry, Coop. You'll have three girls to
protect you fromthe big, bad, animals. W'Il make sure nothing hurts you.'

He smirked. "That'll be the day!"

Ben wal ked toward a nearby partially destroyed house. "I'm bunking in
here tonight. 1'd suggest you all join me. It'll probably be our | ast
night to sleep under a roof for a couple of weeks."

That night, visions haunted Jersey's sleep. She tossed and turned,
sweati ng as she nmoaned and groaned. She saw Cooper |ying on the ground,
covered with snakes, screanming. She tried to run to him but she was
wai st-deep in water, and waves were breaking over her head. The harder
she struggl ed, the farther she got from Cooper

She could hear Ben calling in the distance, "Jersey, where are you?
Jersey, answer ne!"

She tried to call out for help, but when she opened
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her mouth not hing came out. She was nmute, and coul dn't make a sound.

Suddenl y, she was standi ng next to Cooper and two | arge, black nen-whose
faces were covered with scars and whose heads were covered with | eopard
ski ns- began shooting automati c weapons at them

The [ ast vision she had before her screans woke her up was of her and
Cooper reeling under the inpact of hundreds of bullets.

Jersey jerked upright in bed, to find Beth hol ding her shoul ders.

"Jersey, are you all right? You were crying, and then you began to scream”
When she tried to speak, she croaked. Finally, she was able to whisper
"It's OK, Beth, | just had a bad dream"

"Are you sure?"
"Yeah, thanks. Go on back to sleep.”
"OK "

After Beth turned over and | ay back in her sleeping bag, Jersey sat
there for a nonent, staring into the dark. Her visions had never been
wrong before. Were she and Cooper going to die in the jungle?
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Ben and his people had nmade better time than he thought they woul d. Dusk
was falling on the tropical rain forest of Cabinda, and they had al ready
covered fifteen klicks through the dense jungle. Though the tops of the
trees were so thickly interwoven that they formed a solid roof through
whi ch even sunlight could barely penetrate, the vegetation at ground

| evel was less thick, and for the nost part fairly passable.



They had seen no signs of habitation by hostile forces, and were
begi nning to rel ax.

"This is going to be a cakewal k," Cooper said, a snug expression on his
face.

"What do you nmean?" Ben asked fromthe front of the col um.

Cooper spread his arns. "Just |look at these trails. | had no idea the
rain forest would have this many trails going through it. Hell, |

t hought we'd be slashing our way through thick jungle vines and stuff
with nachetes, like on the old Tarzan novies."

He was right. They had all been amazed to see how the trails ran through
the thick undergrowh, spiraling off in all directions, making their
trek much easier than antici pated.

Ben nodded. "Yeah, | know what you nean. |'m even
82
nmore surprised that we've seen no sign of any of Bottger's allies."

"Maybe he thought we'd just skip this area and head straight for Angola,
where our Intelligence has shown he has a high concentration of his New
Wrld troops,"” Beth observed from back in the group.

"That very well could be," Ben agreed.

Jersey cast an eye toward Cooper, who was wal ki ng up ahead with a jaunty
air about him "I think Coop is nmore relieved that we haven't seen mnuch
i ndi genous wildlife than he is by the absence of hostile forces," she
said, referring to Cooper's well-known aversion to wild critters of any
ki nd, especially snakes or spiders.

"You got that right, Jersey," Cooper answered. "And |I'mnot ashamed to
admt it, either. | have absolutely no use for anything that has no

| egs, or nmore than two."

As he finished speaking a rolling peal of thunder and a brilliant flash
of lightning it up the |ate afternoon sky. Suddenly the heavens opened,
and the heaviest rainfall any of the group had ever seen began to fall.
As they scranmbled to get their ponchos out of their packs, Ben yelled
over the roar of the falling rain, "See, Coop, you should never tenpt

t he gods by saying how easy things are. It just gives thema reason to
crap on you with somet hi ng unexpected. "

Cooper | ooked up, unable to see Ben through the rain even though he was
only five feet away. "You're right, Boss. Next time | open my big nouth,
feel free to stick a boot init."

Jersey piped up, "Does that offer hold for the rest of us, too?"

"I'n your dreams, girl, in your dreamns,"” Cooper added.

"Mount up, team Let's try to get another klick in
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before full dark. Then we'll nake canp, if we can find some trees heavy
enough to bl ock off the rain."

They had travel ed only another hundred yards when they cane to a small
stream swol | en by the sudden downpour into a raging river, conplete with
white caps fromthe driving w nds.

Anna punched Cooper in the shoul der. "Boy, Coop, when you jinx us, you
really do it good."

Ben turned to Corrie. "If you can keep your radio dry, try to bunp the
ot her squads and tell themto go on and make canp now. It doesn't | ook
like we're going any farther until this rain stops and this river slows
down a bit."

"Ri ght, Boss. Beth, conme over here and hold your poncho over ne, and
"Il get on the horn right away."

For security reasons Ben had the four platoons acconpanyi ng hi m spread
over a kilometer or nore so that any ambush wouldn't be able to catch
themall at the same tinme. His own contingent of roughly a hundred

sol diers was behind themin die jungle, out of sight in the pouring

rain, with his Acting XO John Watson, bringing up the rear of his col um.

Jersey wal ked over to stand next to Cooper, who was standing on the
river's edge, watching the fast-flow ng current.

"Care to go for a swm Coop?" she asked, playfully giving hima little
shove toward the water

He stepped back to avoid her, tripped over a log in the knee-high grass,
and fell onto his back in the nud.

"Dam it, Jersey," he snapped. "Look what you've done. Now |I'mall wet."

She threw back her head and | aughed out |oud. "You've been all wet ever
since |I've known you, Coop."

Suddenl y, he screaned and began to roll and thrash about in the weeds.
After a nonment he junped to his
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feet, his arnms spread out, hollering in terror and | ooking at his chest.
A six-foot |ong Gabon vi per was hangi ng down his front, its fangs

i mbedded in his poncho, withing and coiling in anger

"Holy shit!" Jersey cried.

She whi pped out her conmbat knife, and with one quick slash severed the
head fromthe snake's body, allowing the lower five feet of the reptile

to fall squirmng to the ground

"Cet it off! Get it offl" Copper yelled, unwilling to touch the vicious
| ooki ng head that was still attached to his poncho.



"Ch for Christ's sake, Coop, get a grip," Jersey said as she stepped up
and plucked the viper's head off him Being careful not to touch its
fangs, which were dripping with venom she cast it into the rushing
stream where it was rapidly swept away.

Cooper | eaned over, his hands on his knees, breathing rapidly, gasping
for breath, as he hyperventilated in fear

Jersey, feeling sorry for what had happened, wal ked over to stand next
to him nudging his thigh with her boot to get his attention

"I"'msorry, Coop. | didn't nmean for that to happen. | was just joking
with you."
Still unable to speak, Cooper merely nodded.

Jersey's eyes glazed over for a noment, renmenbering her dream of the

ni ght before where she had seen Cooper covered in snakes. WAs the dream
a premonition, brought to her by her Apache ancestors, as had so often
happened in the past? Was the rest of it going to conme true, too?

Suddenl y apprehensive, she swung her CAR around to hold it at port arns.
"Boss," she called, "listen up. |1've got a bad feeling about this place."
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Ben | ooked up fromwhere he was erecting a small pup tent under the
overhanging linbs of a giant tree. He had | earned over the years to
trust his team nmenbers' instincts. Wthout hesitating he reached for his
M 14 Thunder Lizard and called, "Heads up, people."

The team nenbers, well-trained to act on orders w thout hesitation
scranbled to find cover, readying their weapons as they dove behind
trees and bushes.

Just as Cooper straightened up, grabbing his SAW Jersey saw two bl ack
men wearing |l eopard skins on their heads step fromcover twenty feet away.

She swung her CAR around, but before she could pull the trigger the two
men opened fire with AK47s.

The deep, guttural roar of the rifles on full automatic drowned out the
sound of the rain as bullets stitched across Cooper and Jersey's bodies,
spi nning them around and throwing theminto the river. They were

i medi ately swept out of sight by the current.

Ben, Beth, and Corrie opened up with their weapons, blow ng the two
hostiles into pieces as they were cut down in seconds. Fromthe bushes
and foliage surrounding the canpsite, Ben's renaining team began to cone
under rmurderous fire.

Wthout being told, Corrie got on the horn. "The eagle is under heavy
fire. Watch your asses, there may be nore out there!"

Dr oppi ng her radio, Corrie thunbed the safety off her CAR and began to
return fire, sweeping the bushes around themw th deadly accuracy,
grinning through tight lips as several bodies fell fromcover to lie



writhing and dyi ng on the ground.

The sem -darkness was lit with flickering flashes fromthe weapons as
the sound of the rain was buried under |oud expl osions of M 16s and the
| ouder, deeper roar of Ben's Thunder Lizard.
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When his first magazi ne was enpty Ben rolled to his side, next to his
pack, spilled out several white phosphorus grenades. He jerked the pins
on three of themat once and | obbed themin different directions.

The grenades exploded with trenendous inpact, lighting up the entire
area with blue-white Iight and setting even the raindrenched jungle
around themon fire.

Si x nmen who had been near the grenades stood up, screanming, their
clothes, hair, and even their skins on fire fromthe deadly, clinging,
whi t e phosphor us.

As the team cut them down the other hostiles in the area began to
retreat, not having expected such vicious response to their trap

As dark shapes could be seen runni ng away, a phosphorus flare expl oded
in the sky, illunmnating the entire area with daylike brightness.

John Wat son-taking John M chael s' place while he brought the boats down
the coast-and reinforcenments, could be seen surrounding the fleeing
assassins. They cut them down as soon as they showed thensel ves.

In mnutes, it was over. Ben's platoon had | ost seven nen, while the
attackers had been wiped out to the |ast person. Since Ben had ordered
no prisoners were to be taken, several of Mchaels's troops wal ked

t hrough the area, dispatching any wounded hostiles w thout a second

t hought. Single gunshots could occasionally be heard in the distance.

WAt son cane over to approach Ben, who was standing at the river's edge,
shining a light along the shore.

"You OK, Ben?"
"No, John, I'mnot. | may have | ost Jersey and Cooper."

Wat son bent down and studied the ground. "I don't see any bl oodstai ns.
Are you sure they were hit?"
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"I sawthe bullets tear into their ponchos. They were thrown backward so
fast they didn't have time to bleed before they were in the water."

He pitched a stick into the river and watched it float rapidly away.
"And even if they sonehow nanaged to survive, that current will have
them m |l es away by now "

"Do you want us to send a search party?"

After a nonent's hesitation, Ben said, "No." He turned and started to



wal k away. He paused and said, "If they're alive, they'll make it back
to us. If they're dead, then it's sonething I'll have to find some way
tolive with."

"What are you going to do?"

Ben shrugged. "Jersey and Cooper know we're headed south toward Soyo and
the Congo to neet up with John Mchaels and the rest of the brigade. If
it's humanly possible, they'll join us there."
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Jersey and Cooper sonehow managed to hang on to each other in the
swirling waters of the raging river. After floating for several miles on
the twisting, roiling current, they were finally thrown exhausted onto a
riverbank on the southern side of the water

They lay there for a while, breathing heavily, coughing up foul river
water, trying to get their strength back

Finally, Cooper rolled over to tap Jersey on the shoulder. "Hey, girl
You OK?"

She | ooked at himand shook her head. "If | don't catch sone fata
di sease fromthis stinkin' water |'Il probably nake it. How about you?"

He gl anced down where he was hol ding his left shoulder with his right
hand. "Got a minor flesh wound in the shoul der. The boss was right about
those vests. If it hadn't been for them we'd be dead neat."

Jersey felt her chest gingerly. "Yeah. Even so, | feel like |I've been
ki cked in the chest by a nmule, or several nules, even."

Cooper tried to stand, then sat back down heavily as his face pal ed and
he becane dizzy.

Jersey reached into a pouch on her belt and pulled out a small first aid
kit. "Here, Coop. Let ne put a tight
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bandage on that wound. You've probably |ost nore bl ood than you think."

He grinned and pushed her away. "Don't you try to nother hen ne, Jersey.
I"'mOK." He tried to stand again, and fainted dead away.

When he woke up he saw he had been dragged under the | eaves of a |arge
banyan tree and was |ying propped up against the trunk with a | arge
bandage on his arm "Woa, Nelly, what hit ne?"

"You dunmy. You passed out when you tried to get up. | told you you'd
lost a lot of blood but, typically, you didn't listen." She snorted
t hrough her nose. "Men!"

He began to shiver, and said through chattering teeth, "Thanks, Jersey."

He wrapped his arnms around his shoul ders and continued to shake. "I'm
sorry to be so nuch trouble.”



"Hell, you're no nore trouble than you always are." She hesitated,
wat chi ng himshiver. "Now it |ooks |like you're going into shock."

She got up and went off into the jungle, returning a few mnutes |ater
with four long sticks. She stuck diemin the ground in a square and
pul | ed off her poncho and fastened it to the poles, formng a nmakeshift
tent over them

"You didn't happen to hang onto your pack, did you?" She asked.

He shook his head. "No, did you?"

"No." She thought for a nmonent, dien shrugged. "Take off your clothes.
They're winging wet." She began to unbutton her shirt.

Wth a weak grin, Cooper said, "I know you've lusted after me all these
years, but this is not the time or place to consunmate your desires,
Jersey."

"Shut up, you asshole! You're in shock and I need to
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get you warm The only way to do that is to use what we have avail abl e,

which in this particular instance is body heat. W' re gonna have to lie
agai nst each other with the wet clothes over us to generate sone heat."

He shook his head. "I don't expect you to sacrifice your dignity for nme."
"It's not for you, you jerk. It's for nme. | don't want to have to carry
your fat butt all over the jungle until you get well. Now get those

clothes off and |ie down."
He sighed. "OK "

As she |l ay naked agai nst himand pulled their clothing over them she
said, "And don't get any funny ideas, Ronmeo. | can still break your arm
if | need to."

"Don't worry," he shot back. "My interests lie in the direction of
worren, not | ethal weapons who haven't worn a skirt in ten years."

As Jersey w apped her arns around Cooper, she smiled. As long as he
could joke like that he was going to be all right. Though she woul d
never admt it, she would have been heartbroken if he had been kill ed.
Life just wouldn't be the same w thout Cooper to make fun of.

Dawn broke the next morning with sunshine and no further rain. Jersey
cane awake to find Cooper spooned against her, his left armcircled over
her and his left hand cl aspi ng her naked breast.

She jerked upright, saying, "Hey, watch the hand!"

He cane suddenly awake, blushing crimson. "I'msorry. | didn't realize
it nust have been instinct."”

She stood, pulling her clothes fromthe pile covering them "OK, just



don't let it happen again."
He roll ed over, his back to her, and began to pull his pants on
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"Don't worry. | need nmy fingers so | can eat." He | ooked up. "Speaking
of which, what's for breakfast?"

She turned, her shirt hangi ng open, unaware of the alluring picture she
made. "What do | | ook Iike, your cook?"

"You don't happen to have any chocolate in your pouch, do you?" he asked.

She grinmaced. "No. | ate mine on the trail yesterday, and hadn't had
time to replace it before we were attacked."

He grinned, pulling a | arge Hershey bar fromhis first aid pouch
"Ta-da! 1've still got mne."

She turned and began to button her blouse. "Well, hooray for you."
She didn't tell himthe sight of the chocol ate was maki ng her nmouth water.

He reached over her shoulder to hand her half the bar. "Here. And
Jersey, thanks for last night. You saved ny life."

She took the bar and began stuffing it in her mouth, munbling, "Hell
it's only worth about half a stick of chocol ate, anyway, so now we're even."

He grinned at her back. "You want great white hunter to go and hunt us
down sone real food?"

"Ch, you in the mood for nonkey brains?"

He shook his head. "No, but | see a tree right over there that has sone
kind of large, red and yellow fruit hanging on it. How about | shinney
up the tree and pick us sonme?"

"Yeah, that sounds good." She pointed to the east. "Over there are sone
bananas, or probably plantains. 1'll pick those and start a fire, since
they taste terrible if they're not cooked."

After they ate, they sat warm ng their hands over the
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fire. "What do you think we should do next?" Cooper asked.

"Well, the boss probably thinks we're dead, won't send a search party. |
t hi nk we shoul d head due south as fast as we can, and try to nmeet up

with the team at Soyo."

He nodded. "Me, too. Any chance our conbat mkes are still working,
after soaking in the river all night?"

She frowned. "I doubt it ... maybe after they dry out. But their range
isonly afewmnles. | think we're way farther away than that."



He stood and began kicking dirt over the fire. "OK, partner, let's nount
up and head south. W got a rendezvous to make."

They made good tine through the rain forest. The canopy of tree |inbs
over their heads was al nost seventy feet high, but the undergrowth at
ground | evel was relatively sparse, since sunlight couldn't penetrate
the overhead | eaves and cover.

They had litde trouble finding trails that ran in a generally due south
direction, and were slowed only by the need for caution, so as not to
cone upon a hostile force unawares.

As they trotted along at a slow jog Jersey said, "You know, Coop, | had
a vision the other night about what happened to us."

Starting to breathe heavily fromthe heat and hum dity, Cooper asked,
"Ch. Tell me about it."

Moving easily, as if running were as natural to her as wal ki ng, Jersey
was hardly puffing at all

"I saw you with the snake, and then |I saw us getting shot. At first |
t hought | had a vision of my death, but then | renenbered that's not
possi ble."

"You mean you can't foretell the manner of your
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deat h?" gasped Cooper, sweat running freely down his forehead.

"Yes. The nedicine nmen used to say the Father in the Sky woul d not put
that kind of burden on manki nd, especially since nman could do nothing to
change his visions."

Cooper held up his hand. "Wait a mnute.”

He stopped in the mddle of the trail to bend over, hands on knees as he
caught his breath. "So the visions aren't always accurate
sometinmes you can change what you see?"

"Yes. For instance, if a brave saw his people being defeated in an
upcom ng battle, he could try to persuade themnot to fight, or to pick
a different place to attack." She shrugged. "My visions have al ways been
erratic, probably because I am not full-blooded Apache. My bl ood's been
diluted by the genes of the unbelievers, the white eyes."

Cooper pulled his canteen out and took a hearty swi g, then sleeved sweat
off his face. He took a long | ook at Jersey. "No offense, but | think
the dilution was a good thing for you. Most of the Apache wonen |'ve
seen in old pictures look like their parents mated with buffalo or
somet hi ng. "

Jersey arched an eyebrow. "Ch, so you think I"'mpretty?"

He smirked. "I didn't say that, girl. | just said you didn't look like a
buffalo . . . that's a big difference fromsaying you're pretty."

He cocked his head to one side and stared at her sone nore. "Mire |ike



not conpletely unappealing is howl'd put it.

She shook her head and gave hima |ight punch on his good shoul der
maki ng his armsmart and throb. "You butt-lick mal e chauvinist pig."
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He grinned. "That's nme. QG nk, oink."

Wt hout another word she turned and began to jog down the trail again,
this time at a considerably faster pace.

"Crap," Cooper exclainmed as he took off after her. "I knew | should have
kept ny big mouth shut."”

They had run only about five hundred yards when Jersey suddenly stopped,
hel d up her hand, and she slipped out of sight into the brush next to
the trail

Cooper unslung his SAWand stopped in his tracks, squatting down | ow so
as not to be seen. After a noment, Jersey wal ked softly back to him her
finger to her lips.

She whi spered, her nouth close to his ear, "I snelled food cooking up
ahead. After | stopped |I could hear voices."

"What were they saying?"

She gave hima withering look. "I don't know. | don't speak a | ot of
Bantu. How about you?"

He shrugged. "Wat do you want to do?"
She took her CAR in her arnms, and as quietly as she could chanbered a round.

"That's the way we have to go, so let's join the party and see what's
cookin'."

Cooper readied his SAW and side by side they wal ked around the bend
ahead and toward a snmall canpfire in a nearby clearing just off the trail

There were three natives sitting on their haunches, eating sonething
with their hands fromsmall, homenmade bowls. An iron pot filled with
what snelled |like stew was boiling on the fire.

The nen were chattering in a singsong dialect that sounded |i ke Bantu.
Their eyes got wide, and they shut up as Jersey and Cooper approached.
Jersey began tal k-
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ing to the men in English, but they all shook their heads, indicating
t hey coul dn't understand.

She gl anced at Cooper, then began talking in French, of which Cooper
couldn't understand a word.

Evidently at |east one of the group spoke the | anguage, the second



| anguage after English in nost places in Africa. He nodded and began
tal king rapidly back at her

Jersey frowned and said another few words. She | ooked at Cooper and
said, "l asked himto speak slowy. It's been years since | studied a
little French in the reservation school ."

After a few nore mnutes of conversation the nen began to visibly rel ax,
as did Jersey. She put her M 16 on safety and slung it back behind her
shoul der.

"It's K. They're local farmers, taking a lunch break before going back
to tending their crops."

"What do they say about the presence of hostiles?"

She shook her head. "They said there aren't any organi zed sol di ers, just
rovi ng bands of thieves and cutthroats and gangbanger types. The
soldiers all pulled out of this area a couple of weeks ago."

She wal ked up to the canpfire, said a few nore words, then bent over and
took a bowl fromone of the nen and dipped it in the pot, filling it
with what | ooked like a mixture of okra, rice, and chunks of sone
whitish neat.

"They said dig in. They've got plenty," she called back over her
shoul der to Cooper.

"What is it?"

"What difference does it make? We're burning a | ot of calories here,
pal, and we need protein. Besides, it's mainly rice and okra, with sone
pepper seasoning, tomatoes, things |like that."

Rel uctantly, Cooper hel ped hinmself to a bow ful. After
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scooping it out with his fingers as the nmen were, he ate a handf ul
"Umm not too bad. Kind a slimnmy, but okra always tastes like that to
me. Pretty spicy too-al nmost |ike mandarin Chinese food fromback in the
states." He chewed sone of the neat. "What is this nmeat? It tastes |like
chi cken?"

She grinned at him "Part of it's tree snake, and the rest is python."

Cooper al nost choked, and he gagged and coughed. "Wat! You let ne eat
snake when you know how | hate thenP"

She shrugged. "All the nore reason to eat them Coop. After all, that's
what they try to do to you. What better revenge could you have?"

He thought about it for a nmoment, then began to eat again. "OK | see
your point. But just don't tell me there are spiders in here. That would
be carrying things too far."

Bet ween nout hful s Jersey said, "They say we've only got about another
sixty-five klicks to the Congo river. Qther than roving bands of punks



and gangsters, we shouldn't have any problens."

He | ooked up over the rimof his bow. "See if you can get a doggi e bag

of this stuff to take with us. | think I'mdeveloping a taste for it."
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After watching Jersey and Cooper fall into the river, and spin around

under the inpact of dozens of machine gun bullets, Ben was only able to
sleep fitfully.

Alternately angry and sad, he vacill ated between norose sorrow and
mur derous rage at the fate of two of his best and ol dest friends.

As he tossed and turned in his sleeping bag, he felt it would have been
different if they had been killed while defending the SUSA from donestic
enem es. Then their deaths woul d have meant sonet hi ng.

But to be nmowed down in the prime of life in some godforsaken country
hal fway around the world, fighting to protect people who didn't give a
rat's ass about themor their way of life, was an irony he had trouble
dealing with.

He crawl ed out of his tent shortly before dawn, shaved, and dressed with
full war pack, taking extra amunition and magazi nes and stuffing them
in every avail abl e pocket. He went to John Watson's tent and call ed
softly, "John . . . wake up, John. | need to talk."

Wat son pull ed back his tent flap and stared out at Ben with bl eary,
red-ri med eyes. "What is it, Ben? Are we under attack?"

"No, calmdown. | just wanted to tell you |I'm gonna
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take off for a day or two. | plan to travel with the Scouts, to get sone
firsthand experience with the tribes we're doing battle with, to see if
| can find out why they've sided with Bottger."

Al arm showed on Watson's face. "You can't do that, Ben!" he whispered
hoarsely. "It takes a special kind of soldier to be a Scout, and

besi des, you're too old."

Ben's eyes turned cold and harsh, causing the hair on the back of
Watson's neck to stir. "John, I'mstill Commander in Chief of the Rebe
Arnmy. Don't presume to tell me what | can and can't do!" he said, voice

ringed with steel

"I"'msorry, Ben. | didn't nean it that way, but at |east take some of
your personal teamwth you . . . for protection.”

"It's not ne that's gonna need protection, John. It's the eneny. You'l

take over command until | return. If you have any questions or doubts
about what's best to do bunp John Mchaels, or ke McGowen if you can't
get hold of John. They've both got sound mlitary minds, and will give

you good advice."

"When will you be back?"



"When |'ve killed enough of the bastards to get Jersey and Coop out of
nmy mnd."

He gave a half-salute, "See ya' later, partner.”

Seconds | ater he disappeared in the darkness, headed south into the jungle.
In less than an hour, with dawn m nutes away, he passed two Scout

sentries, nmoving so silently in the dense undergrow h they weren't aware

of his presence until he wal ked into the Scout canp.

Each Scout unit, depending on its specific operational orders, consisted
often men, usually conmanded by a sergeant.

This unit was under the |eadership of Sergeant Bob
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Mal | oy, a six-and-a-half-foot giant of a man with whiskers tough enough
to strike a match on, shoulders as wi de as a carbine, and not an ounce
of fat or a whit of mercy in his body.

Ben squatted next to his sleeping bag and touched his shoul der. Mall oy
cane instantly awake, and with a lightning fast nmovenent brought the tip

of his K-Bar knife to Ben's throat.

"Ch, it's you, General." Mlloy shook his head, then stared around the
canp. "Were are ny sentries, and how did you get past thenP"

"They're still out there, Sergeant, but don't blame themfor not seeing
or hearing me. | was sneaking past sentries when they were still in
di apers.”

Mal l oy pursed his lips. "OK GCeneral. Wat's up?" Malloy | eaned up on
one el bow, hol ding up a hand as one of his nmen, hearing voices, ained
his M 16 at Ben's back.

"I want to run with you for a while. You'll remain in command, and |'I
just be one of your nmen for a day or two."

Mal l oy' s forehead winkled. "I don't understand, General. What's going on?"

Ben hesitated for a nmonent, then spoke quietly. "Did you ever | ose sone
of your men, Sergeant, nen who were very close to you?"

Mal | oy nodded. "Yeah, but that's all part of the gig."

"I know, but last night | lost two of nmy closest team nenbers, people
who have been with ne from al nost the begi nning of this war."

Mal | oy' s eyes narrowed. "And now you've got the killin'" rage, huh?"

Ben was glad to see the man understood. "Yeah. | want some bl ood, sone
revenge, and | want to do it personally, not at |ong range."
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"And you'll follow ny orders? 'Cause | don't hanker to get me or ny nen
killed on account of your taste for revenge."

"Yes, I'Il follow your orders, Sergeant. If you doubt nmy ability, ask
your sentries how | got by them"

Mal l oy rolled out of his sleeping bag. "OK, Boss. So, how about you
gettin' the fire started and fixin' us sonme coffee while | scrape sone
of this hair off nmy face and brush my teeth?"

"Yes, sir," Ben answered with a nock sal ute.
Mal l oy scowl ed. "And don't call ne sir! | ain't no officer, I work for a
[ivin 1"

Ben grinned and began to build a fire and make coffee.

Mal | oy' s team accepted Ben at face value. They had all had the killing
rage before, and knew that only blood for blood could cure it.

O herwise, it wuld eat at a man and make hima danger to hinself and
his conpatriots

Over coffee and cigarettes the nen asked Ben how the canpaign in Africa
was going. He told themwhat he knew, which wasn't nuch, since the other
bri gade commanders hadn't reported in for several days.

"Overall,"” he said, "I think Bottger's on the run. W haven't
encountered any of his arnmy for a week or nore now, just local tribesnen
he's hired to do his dirty work."

Mal | oy nodded, taking a final puff of his homenade and pinching off the
fire. "Yeah, | think he's pullin' back for a final stand sonewhere
probably where he'll have a tactical advantage, in the nountains or

hi ghl ands so he can force a fight where our planes and helicopters won't
be of much use.”

Ben | ooked at Malloy, seeing himin a new light. "That's pretty astute,
Bob. What makes you think that?"
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Mal | oy shrugged. " 'Cause it's what 1'd do if | was gettin' ny butt
ki cked by an arny that had me out-nmanned and outgunned and had contro
of the air."

"That so?" Ben asked.

"Sure. | studied up on the old Viet Namwar. Hell, the Anericans had
better everything, and all the gooks had was the jungle and the sense
not to take us on in a head-to-head fight. Every tine they did, we

ki cked their ass. But in the jungles, where our tanks couldn't go, and
our planes couldn't see to bonb or strafe, it was a different story."

Ben grinned. "Maybe we're wasting your talents as a Scout, Bob. Maybe we
ought to have you in headquarters, in tactics."



"Ch no, Boss. |I'll go AWDL '"fore I'Il take a desk job." He | ooked around

at the jungle on all sides. "This is what | like to do, what | live to do."
"Yeah, General ... | mean Boss," a |ean, nuscled Latino nanmed Juan said
fromthe other side of the fire, "if Sarge hasn't cut at |east one

t hroat by noon, he figures the day's wasted."

Ben | aughed with the others. He was in. They considered hima team
menber, and would allow himto work with them wi thout any trouble.

Ben's chronograph watch showed just after nine in the norning when he
heard a double click on the conmbat m ke all menbers of the team nenbers
wor e.

Bob was on point, as was the Sergeant's right, and the double click was
his signal that hostiles were ahead.

The team was spread out laterally in the jungle. Each man could barely
make out the nen on either side of him only if he knew where they were.
The Scouts were masters of canouflage, and blended into the jungle like
chanel eons on a | eaf.
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A single click followed shortly, which nmeant hand-to-hand-knives, not
pistols or rifles.

Good, Ben thought, just the way he wanted it. To get up close and
personal, to reach out and touch soneone, as the old comercials used to
say.

He eased forward through | eafy el ephant ear plants and other |owlying
bushes until he cane upon a clearing. There, in the center of the open
space, were about fifteen black natives. They were not farmers or
‘civilians', for each man had an AK47 or sone other type of automatic
weapon next to him

They were sitting on their haunches, eating rice and nmeat out of a pot,
scooping it out with their fingers and then licking it off.

There didn't appear to be any sentries posted, so Ben assumed they felt
they were safe in this area. That's probably the same thing Mll oy
figured, and why he didn't want to use any weapons that would revea
their presence. These soldiers evidently had col | eagues near by.

Ben readi ed hinself, picking out his targets. He figured he could get
the two nearest his position before they got off a shot, if he was quick
enough and a little bit |ucky.

When Mall oy clicked the mke again the entire teamrushed the group
around the fire. It was eerie, because they made no sounds-no yelling or
scream ng--just a deadly quiet rush of death.

Ben made it alnost to the first man before he even | ooked up. As his
eyes rose to see Ben rushing himand his nouth opened to scream Ben
gave a quick forehand slash with the knife laid back along his wist. It
sliced through skin, tissue, and w ndpi pe cartilage, catching a little
as it nicked the man's neck vertebrae.



O her than a soft bubbly noan as the nman choked
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on his own bl ood, no sound escaped before Ben was past the already dead
man and headed for his next target. He didn't have tine to check and see
if the others were being successful. That was what being part of a team
meant. You had to trust your fellow soldiers to do their duty, as you
wer e doi ng yours.

Ben's second target had time to raise his AK47 and point it at Ben
before he could get to him Qut of range of his K-Bar, Ben threw hinself
sideways in a spinning, junping karate kick

H s conbat boot caught the AK47 just in front of the stock and knocked
it fromthe man's arms. The native spun around, caught hinself, and drew
a w cked | ooki ng machete from a scabbard on his belt.

He and Ben circled each other, each slowy waving his bl ade back and
forth, | ooking for an opening. Qut of the corner of his eye, Ben saw
Mal l oy aima pistol at his man.

Ben called out softly, "No, Bob. No noise. | can take him™"

The rest of the team done with their grisly handi work, settled around
inacircle to watch, wondering if the m ddl e-aged general had it in him
to take this tribesman-twel ve inch knife against thirty-six-inch nachete.

The man quickly stepped in, making two short, fasts slashes with his
machet e. Ben caught the first on the knuckle guard of his knife, and
slipped the second to the side.

As the man stunbl ed, off bal ance, he half turned away. Ben dropped the
knife and stepped in and with a spinning R k-hand bl ow, drove his mddle
two knuckles into the man's tenple, fracturing his skull and killing him
i nstantly.

The Scout team made no conment, showi ng they had known Ben coul d handl e
the situation wthout any
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problem They began to gather weapons and anmunition to stash it all in
the jungle, where it couldn't be found and used agai nst The Rebel Arny.

Mal | oy had nanaged to capture his man alive, and began the

i nterrogation. Though it made hi munconfortable to watch the torture,
Ben sat through it with no expression on his face. He knew the eneny
woul d do much worse to any Rebel soldier they captured.

Mal | oy found out there were in fact many nore soldiers, nearby and to
the east. He radioed their location back to M chaels at headquarters,
then turned to his nen.

"Do you want to wait for the whirlybirds to come in and blast 'em or do



you want to have a little fun oursel ves?"
The vote was unani nous.

The ten Scouts and Ben then managed to sneak up on and attack from al
sides a force of approximately one hundred native soldiers.

This time, there was no effort to be silent. After all Mlloy's forces
had taken out the sentries that were posted, they gathered in a circle
around the force and sinultaneously threw fragmentati on grenades into
the midst of the soldiers.

As these expl oded they rushed the group, scream ng |loudly, sonme with old
Conf ederate Rebel yells, others with Indian type yelps. The Scouts had
weapons on full automatic fire, with magazi nes taped back-to-back for

qui ck rel oadi ng and shotguns on straps around shoul ders.

The battle was over in less than five mnutes, with only one Scout
wounded. He took a slug through the fleshy part of his flank, and
protested m ghtily when Malloy told himhe would have to return to base
for nedical treatnent with the choppers when they arrived.
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After the Apache and Huey gunships did arrive, they expressed their

di sappoi nt nent at bei ng kept out of the action. They picked up the
wounded Scout and Ben, who decided he had satisfied his killing rage and
could go back to being a CG again.

Just before he boarded the chopper, each of the Scouts took his hand.

Mal | oy said, "Boss, any time you get tired of all the bullshit that
cones with being a | eader, you're welcone to cone visit me for alittle
break. "

"Thanks, Bob. | may just take you up on that," Ben said as he clinbed

into the Huey. "Take care, guys."

Back at the base, John Watson was nuch relieved to relinqui sh command to
Ben, and Ben's teamwas so furious with himthey would hardly speak to
himfor several hours

They finally cal med down when he expl ai ned why he did what he did, and
prom sed next time not to go off having so nuch fun unless he took them
with him

It was six nore days before Ben and his troops arrived at the north bank
of the Congo River, which served as the border for, and ran between,

Cabi nda and Angol a.

John M chael s had al ready had the engi neers build pontoon bridges across
the river, so Ben and his nmen just wal ked across.

"Hell o, Ben. You have any trouble getting here?" M chaels asked.

Ben's eyes clouded. "Just the first night. W were attacked by sone
native forces, and we | ost Coop and Jersey."



M chael s threw his head back and stared upward. "Shit!" He shook his
head, "That's too bad. Confirned kills?"
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"No. So | plan to leave a small force of men, including paranedics, here
for at least a week in case they make it this far."

M chael s nodded. "WIIl do. I'lIl arrange it with Doc Lamar. We'll |eave
some Scouts to protect the medics, and a couple of gunships with crew
That way, if they make it they can join us down south later."

"What have you found out while waiting for us to get here? Any news?"
"Plenty. Come on over to nmy CP tent and I'Il fill you in."

Ben turned to Corrie. "See that the teamgets food, and any nedi cal
attention they need. We'll bivouac here tonight and get sone rest before
proceedi ng. "

M chael s had a map spread out on a folding table when Ben entered his tent.

He pointed to the northern half of Angola, on the eastern coast. "l sent
some P-40s and P-51s on recon flights to see what's going on south of us."
He | ooked up into Ben's eyes. "The pilots all report the sane thing.

There is very little sign of life in the whole of Angola. Thousands and

t housands of bodi es- human, animal-practically all warm bl ooded manmal s
have been affected.”

"\What does Doc Chase say?"

M chael s shrugged. "He says he can't be sure, but it |ooks |ike sone
sort of bacterial warfare agent, anthrax probably. He says if it was gas
it would have killed all life-birds, insects, everything. If it was
viral it would not have affected both ani mal and human species, so that
pretty much | eaves anthrax or sonething like it, the doc says."

Ben nodded. "No sign of hostiles?"

"Ben, I'mtellin'" you, nothing bigger than a lizard is alive in the
entire country, at |least as far as the southern
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edge of the desert. That's as far as ny planes could get and return
wi t hout refueling.”

"What do you hear fromthe other brigade comranders?"
"They all seemto have nade better time than we have. | ke MGowen and
502 is already on the Angol a- Zanbi a border, al nost to Botswana. The rest

are spread out across the continent."

Ben's forehead winkled and he | ooked puzzled. "But why has it been so
easy?"



"I don't know, but nost of the other commanders say their only

resi stance has been native troops. It's as if Bottger has pulled his
arnmy all the way back to South Africa, leaving only the dregs of his
African troops to hold us up."

Ben struck the table with his fist. "But he knows we'll blow right
through them Hell, even his seasoned troops and neres couldn't stop us."

Ben thought for a nmoment, then said, "Let nme see those aerial photos again."

As he | ooked at the thousands of dead bodies, he begin to snile a
tight-lipped smle. "OF course. He used the bacterial agents, not
knowi ng we'd al ready been vacci nated agai nst them He hoped to let the
bacteria decimate our troops, then forma counter-offensive after we'd
been weakened by the African troops and his bacterial agents.”

Ben | ooked up at M chaels. "The fool has nade a fatal error, John. W're
here on his doorstep, and we're at practically full strength, convergi ng
on himrapidly instead of being strung out across half the continent."

Ben |l aughed. "If his Intelligence is any good, the bastard' s probably
sweat i ng bl ood right about now "

John nodded, smiling. "I bet you're right, Ben. We'll be in the
asshole's face within a week."
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Ben stretched. "How about some grub? My team hasn't eaten since this
nor ni ng. "

"The mess tent's set up and ready. Then you and your people can get sone
sl eep, and we'll nmake our plans in the norning."

"Right. By the way, does Soyo have an airfield that can handl e C 130s?"
"Sure, why?"

Ben grinned, but there was no mirth in it. "Because | don't plan to
waste any time slogging our way across Angola or risk sone infection
that Dr. Chase hadn't planned for. | want those transport planes here as
soon as you can get them here. W' re gonna cross Angola in style, at
twenty thousand feet. We'll land just past the Angol an desert, then rol
on into Nami bia and Botswana at the sane tinme the other battalions do."

Ben wal ked to the door of the tent and paused. "W'll present our friend
Bottger with a line of troops and materiel stretching all the way across
Africa, and we'll push his butt into the sea."

"Or crush himwhere he stands," M chael s added.

"You got that right, partner. Now, where did you say that ness tent
was?" Ben | aughed. "Suddenly, ny appetite is nmuch better."

111 Twel ve

CGeneral Mabota had his m xed-bl ood Bantu tribesnen spread out al ong the



banks of the Zanbezi River in Zanbia, npre than three hundred of his
best fighters, armed with Soviet-made AK47 rifles, nortars, grenade
| aunchers, and hand-hel d Russi an rocket | aunchers.

Wrd had conme to Bottger fromone of his New World Order nobil command
posts in central Zaire that the clever Rebel general, Ben Rai nes, was
pul ling battalions back toward the sea coast. The Nazis had no idea what
sort of bizarre strategy was behind this nove by Raines and his Rebe
arny. It did not seemto nmake any sense.

But one thing Bottger had | earned fromhis previous encounters with Ben
Rai nes was caution, for it seened CGeneral Raines was always able to
second- guess noves made by the Nazis and their paid assassins and
nmercenary groups in Africa.

Bruno Bottger prided hinmself on his know edge of nilitary strategy and
guerilla tactics, yet it seenmed he was one step behind this Anerican
Rebel general in virtually every engagenent the two arnies had. Raines
had some sort of uncanny ability to predict where Bottger would attack
him and the Rebels' ability to nove through jungles and hi gh pl at eaus,
crossing riv-
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ers like the Zanbezi with relative ease and unbelievabl e speed, nmade it
difficult, if not inpossible, to corner him even with a force far
superior to his in nunber.

Al most all the Rebel brigades had the sane knack for eluding pursuit,
even by warl ords commandi ng jungle tribesmen fromthe regi ons where
these battles were being fought.

This was troubling news when Bottger hired Mabota to recruit new
fighting nmen fromthe hundreds of Bantu tribes spread across the
Republ i ¢ of Zanbi a and nei ghboring Zaire.

Word had spread quickly through the jungles about how many tribesnen had
been killed by forces under the command of General Raines in northern
Africa, and now, as Raines appeared to be concentrating his forces in
the central and southern part of the continent, tribal elders were
counseling their young fighting men to decline the nmoney Bottger and his
Nazis were offering to join the war on their side, a thing called The
New Worl d Order.

However, the noney Bottger offered was too nuch for Mabota and his
tribesnen to ignore, even after the Nazi commander told himall these
t hi ngs about the Rebel Arny and how difficult they were to fight.

Bottger said they came fromsone part of the old United States, called
The SUSA, and they were friendly toward the new country formed after the
final war- The Southern United States of America with a president
frequently seen on television worldw de, Cecil Jefferys. That Jefferys
was a black man nade no difference to Mabota. He had been betrayed by

bl ack | eaders in Africa before, and knew that the color of a man's skin
meant little if his heart were in the wong pl ace.

These things were already known to Mabota when he
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was contacted by Bruno Bottger to join the fight to drive the Rebe
arm es out of Africa. But things had not gone well. The conmander of the
Rebel arm es outwitted Bottger too often, and often out-fought his soldiers.

Mabota smled inwardly. Al this would change now, with his arny of
nmercenari es and experienced jungle warriors joining the fight. This
Ceneral Rai nes, whoever he was, was about to be taught a | esson in real
jungl e guerilla warfare when one of his prize brigades tried to cross

t he Zanbezi River here-if Mbota's Intelligence was correct, he was
certain of victory.

The jungle river bottomwas quiet, save for the occasional call of wld
ani mal s echoing through the rain forest. Elephants and hi ppos coul d be
found all along the I ength of the Zanbezi River, but Mabota knew t hey
were relatively harm ess, unless you managed to get between a nother and
her calf, or disturb themduring mati ng season

Mabot a spoke to Binda, his nost trusted | ead scout.

"You are sure this is where they will cross? W have been waiting for so
[ ong. "

Bi nda nodded. "This is the only place where the tanks and heavy trucks
will not be swept downriver on their portable floating bridges. The
current is not strong here, and the river is narrower."

An ebony-skinned tribesman came running along the riverbank with his
rifle cradled in the crook of his arm He kept to the shadows bel ow

| eafy palnms to keep from being seen, to keep the light fromthe sun
reflecting off his gun barrel from warning enenmy scouts of his presence.
He wore a campufl age shirt and sandals, an odd conbi nati on of the
Western Wrld and Nazi dress along with his native garb

But what did it nmatter what a seasoned sol di er wore? Mabota asked
hi nsel f. How nmany of the enemy could
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he kill with his AK47 and other Russian materiel? This was what Bruno

Bottger was paying for with his mercenary noney . . . the very highest
death toll possible to the Rebels. The head of the Nazis wanted Genera
Mabota's men to kill themall, |eaving no survivors.

"They come now," Binda said. "Lozo is running to bring us the news."

"Spread the word. Tell everyone to wait until they begin to set up their

floating bridge. Then I will give the signal. The nortars will pound
their tanks and trucks to pieces. This will be a short fight. The
rockets will destroy their flying helicopter gunships. Bruno Bottger and
his governnent will be nost pleased."

As he said this he heard a noise fromthe skies.

Of in the distance the hanmer of a helicopter gun-ship's bl ades reached



Mabot a.

"Here come the helicopters,” he said, turning east. "Let our Zulu
nmercenaries train their rocket |aunchers on these Rebel netal birds, but
only after the engineers try to set up the bridge."

"W have our nortars and | aunchers well hidden in the forest canopy,"”
Bi nda said. "The Zulus from Zanzi bar were trained by Bottger's best nen.
They will not mss."

Mabota, the self-styled general of a group of bandits and raiders from
Zambi a, plus half a hundred or so Zulu nercenaries, were good at their
speci fic jobs.

He had every confidence his arny woul d easily defeat this force. But as
he thought about what he'd heard regarding this General Ben Rai nes and
his 501 Brigade, he had experienced sone doubts.

Engagi ng 501 of the Rebel Army was Bruno Bottger's responsibility, and
t he noney being paid to Mabota and his Bantu people was to elimnate
only those attenpting to cross Mabota's territory.
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The hammrering of the gunships grew | ouder. "They are near us now," Binda
sai d.

Lozo trotted up to the edge of the riverbank where Mabota and Bi nda were
wat chi ng the predicted crossing place.

"They come. The singing birds made of nmetal are in the sky as we speak
you can hear them"

"Take your position," Mabota snapped, training his field glasses on the
rain forest skies, where the sounds of helicopters could be heard.
"Only three of the chopper gunships,” he said to Binda, adjusting focus
with his thunb and forefinger. "W could shoot them down easily now, but
we nust wait for the tanks and the trucks. W do not wish to turn this
arnmy back into the jungle, or to the high country plateaus. It is very

i mportant that we crush this brigade and destroy it completely. Bottger
says that bunch has been nipping at his flank for many nonths."

"They come," Lozo prom sed, taking off into the jun-gle.

Mabot a t hought about what he knew regardi ng The SUSA-el even states in
the former United States who banded together and sent forth this Rebe
arnmy to put down the Nazi novenent-their focus now on Africa, where
Bruno Bottger commanded forces |oyal to The New Wrld O der

Thi ngs had gone wel |, according to news broadcasts on television and

radi o, until General Ben Raines showed up in various regions with his
Rebel arny. They were good fighters, well trained, heavily arnmed, and
determ ned. It was no wonder they' d been able to defeat so many triba
warlords in other African states so easily.

O course, Mabota thought, those other warlords were not as good as |
am Mst of themknew little of nbdern weapons,
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thinking the old rifles they had were adequate to the task of defeating
Ben Rai nes and his troops.

But that woul d soon change, Bruno had proni sed, now that he had new
equi prent and hel i copter gun-ships fromthe Soviets, and nore nodern
tanks. Sone were on their way to Zanmbia now, along with officers to
train Mabota's nen how to use them

"The battle will soon begin," he said to Binda. "W will be victorious.
W will quickly earn the noney Bottger has offered us to elimnate this
nui sance. "

The first thundering blast of nortar fire and the hiss of a rocket
| auncher announced the attack on the Rebels.

A huge helicopter gunship, hovering above the river, was struck by a
Soviet-nade m ssile froma hand-held | auncher. The helicopter expl oded
with a mghty roar, becoming a ball of flame, an inferno ablaze in the
sky until it came apart in pieces, surrounded by a fireball so large it
reached from one side of the Zanmbezi River to the other, igniting palm
| eaves and linbs as its highly expl osive fuel sprayed the forest canopy
when the tanks ruptured.

"Yes," Mabota whi spered, watching fromhis canoufl age net where he
directed his men in the attack on the elusive enenies of The New Wirld
Order. This was going to be sinple, as easy as he'd told Bottger it
woul d be if he paid himthe right anount of noney for his brave jungle
warriors to join the fight.

Now t he tanks were com ng. The huge, canvas-backed trucks began to

unl oad sections of the portable bridge even as one of the Rebel force's
hel i copters was shot down. Mabota could hear the clank of steel tracks
nmovi ng through the jungle toward the river. The Rebel sol -
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diers were firing back into the forests beside the river, but they had
no targets, were sinply spraying bullets in all directions.

They were fools, not the good soldiers Bottger said they were,
continuing with their bridge building as if they could cross over any
time they wi shed. Their Intelligence was very poor, for they did not
know Mabota's arny was hidden all around themnow, waiting until he gave
the order to launch a full-scale attack

"Gve the signal for the nortars to fire," he said to Binda

Bi nda spoke softly into the wal ki e-tal kie, speaking in Swahili so the
eneny woul d not understand even if they sonehow could scan their radio
transm ssions. "They have their bridge conpleted, and now the tanks wil |
try to cross."

A nmortar sent a shell speeding into the turret and steel tracks of a



tank m dway across the floating bridge crossing the Zanbezi. The tank
burst into flame. Then its payl oad of shells expl oded, blasting the
bri dge sections into fragments. Flying steel ripped through the jungle
undergrowt h, shredding everything in its wake just as the tank's fue
caught fire.

"You see?" Mabota said to Binda.
"Yes. Qur plan is working."

Mabota smled broadly. "And because | was expecting themto send scouts
ahead to see if all was clear, our deception was perfect. We let their
scouts think the way was open, when our Zulus could easily have anbushed
themin the jungle."

"You are a great general indeed, Mabota. Al of Zanbia will soon know of
our glorious victory over the Rebels.”

A sudden burst of automatic weapons fire cane from behind them fromthe
wrong pl ace.
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Mabota jerked his head around to see where the shooting was com ng from
"What was that?"

Bi nda was just as puzzled. "I do not know, General. W have no warriors
t here. "

Seconds | ater a chorus of heavy bore automatic rifles burst to life in
the jungle. Men were screaming in agony, and fear, as the gunfire continued.

Mabota frowned. "Sonething is wong. Go and see what it is, and who is
doi ng the shooting."

Bi nda was clearly frightened. "It nust be a group of the Rebels. How did
they slip up behind us?"

Mabot a wheel ed on Binda. "That was your responsibility, to see this did
not happen. You were ordered to post |ookouts at our rear and our flanks."

"But | did, CGeneral. They are good nen.
"Not good enough," Mabota snapped. "Those are the cries of our wounded."

"But it cannot be," Binda protested as he watched Lozo and his younger
brother, Ml oa, stagger froma stand of trees clutching their bleeding
bellies wi thout their weapons.

Mabota tasted fear on his tongue. "The Rebels have tricked us,"” he said.
"This is not possible!" he screamed, his heart hamering in his chest.

Shadows moved all around Mabota's command post now, and he knew they did
not belong to his warriors. Hs heart was poundi ng, and sweat was
runni ng down his forehead and into his eyes. He could snell his own
fear-sweat, and then he heard the nortars slow their rhythnmc firing
toward the eneny. And another sound cane fromthe skies, nore of the



deadl y helicopter gun-ships approaching the river

Mabota turned again to Binda. "Your carel essness may get all of us
killed," he yelled, jerking his 9mm
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pistol fromits holster. "I trusted you to nake certain no eneny
sol diers could get behind us! You betrayed ny trust!"

He ainmed for a spot between Binda's dark brown eyes and pulled the
trigger of his automatic Steyer. Seven shots barked in rapid succession
fromthe nuzzle, hard to hear above the thumping of the helicopter
gunshi p's bl ades as he screaned, "You betrayed ne, Binda! You betrayed
all of us!"

The back of Binda's skull was torn apart as the bullets passed through
his brain. Bits of hair, bone, and brain tissue flew away from his head
as he was lifted off his feet, landing linply on the jungle floor bel ow
t he canoufl age netting covering the commuand post.

"Traitor!" Mabota cried, ejecting the spent clip fromhis pistol. He
felt no renmorse for having killed his longtine scout and friend. Mbota
felt nothing at all. The general of an arny could not afford enotions
when he uncovered a traitor in his mdst.

More automatic rifle fire came fromthe jungle undergrowth behind his
soldiers' lines. He shoved a fresh clip into his gun, cupped one hand
around his nmouth, and yelled an order to turn and fight the eneny
approaching fromthe rear

As he prepared to shout his orders in the Bantu tongue, a bullet froma
CAR-Colt automatic rifle-entered his chest, cracking open his rib cage.
He staggered backward, feeling incredible pain shooting through his
entire body. He tried to nmove, to run for cover, but his arms and | egs
woul d not obey his commands.

He slunped to the ground on his knees as though he neant to pray, stil
holding his 9nmin his right fist. A thousand strange thoughts passed
t hrough his nmind at once, and he feared he m ght be dying.
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When his knees would no | onger support his weight, he went to the ground
face-first, his vision blurred.

He opened his eyes, but his vision blurred as helicopter gunships began
to strafe the positions his nen held al ong the banks of the Zanbez
River. Al around himhis soldiers were screaning, dying. Everything had
gone wong and Binda, his |ead scout, was to bl ane.

A fuzzy shape appeared above him He blinked in spite of his terrible
pain. He saw a hazy apparition

"You must be General Mabota," the figure said softly, smling as if they
were at a formal tea at the enmbassy, showi ng rows of even white teeth.



"Before | open you up for the ants and hyenas to begin feeding, | want
you to see, that your little anbush did not work as well as you'd hoped."

Mabota coul d barely hear the words with the chopper bl ades thunping over
the river and the bangi ng of guns, yet he understood that the phantom
speaker seened to be enjoying hinmself when he told himhis plan had
failed. And now, he meant to kill him

He tried to speak. "How. . . did. . . you . . . know?" he gasped,
finding it hard to breathe

"Al'l too sinple, Ceneral. You did the nost obvious thing, trying to
attack us where we'd be forced to cross the Zanmbezi. Any child could
have figured this out."

"What ? A chil d?"

The apparition gave hima mrthless smle. "Enough tal king, General. W
have a river to cross, as soon as we anni hilate every soldier you have .
t hose who haven't already run away to hide in the jungle."

A hand came down suddenly, and Mabota felt a blade tear open his flesh.
H s eyelids batted cl osed, and he began the | ong sleep of his Zanmbi an
f or ef at her s.
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Col onel Marsh wi ped the blood off his hands, using the pants leg of his
fatigues. He stared down at the corpse of General Mabota, his thickly
nmuscl ed ebony body still quivering with death throes.

The jungle and river bottomstill rang with battle sounds, the chatter

of machi ne guns and the occasional roar of a diesel engine as another
tank maneuvered its way across the float bridge after the damaged tank
was towed away. A pontoon supporting the bridge in one spot was damaged,
but still able to provide flotation until it could be repaired, she hoped.

Bob Warren, his aide, cane wal king into the shadows provided by the
canoufl age netting, his CARrifle dangling fromhis right shoul der by a
strap. He nodded to Marsh as nosquitos swarmed around them He batted

t he bugs away fromhis face as a nortar thudded cl ose by.

"W | ost one Apache, and just one tank," he said, staring at the dead
guerilla |l eader briefly.

"Yeah." Marsh sighed. "But the tank was one of our Abrans. It shouldn't
have been the first to cross, and | want to know who the hell's
responsi ble."

"Probably Duckworth, seein' as he's in charge of arnored |ineup."
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Bob's southern accent was thick, easily recognizable even in the dark
when he couldn't see his face.

"I"ll have his ass." Marsh said it bitterly, for an Abrams tank was too
precious for his weakened unit to | ose now



"One of the MA8A3s broke down at the head of the columm," Bob said. "One
track sheared a gear, or sone-thin'. | heard sonebody tal kin' about it."

"That's no excuse,"
Abrans. "

Marsh snapped. "We can't afford to | ose a single

Bob tried to change the subject. "This nust be the big bad General
Mabot a, the bastard who was gonna destroy us before we got out of
Zambi a, accordin' to the secretary to Zanbi an President Chiluba."

"That was him He isn't going to win any nore battles after today."

"He's an ugly bastard. Biggest head | ever sawin ny life, an' flat as a
board. So nuch for all the bullshit we heard about himbein' the
toughest warlord we'd face crossin' Zanbia. H man' his Zulu mercenaries
just sat here waitin' for us |like ducks frozen to a | ake."

"Qur Intelligence fromM ke Post warned that Mabota woul d have Russian
pocket rockets. That part was right. | hate it we lost Jimy and his
Apache chopper. Jimy Stone was a helluva good sol dier, and one of the
best gunship pilots in any battalion we have."

"I know," Bob said. "I liked Jimry a lot. General Raines ain't gonna be
happy to hear we lost him™"

"Ben understands the casualties of war better than any man on earth.
He' Il understand. W could easily have lost a ot nore good soldiers to
Mabota if he hadn't been so stupid, to set up for us here.™

"He wasn't too nuch in the smarts departnment, that's for sure. A river
is the first place we expected him Can't figure how come he woul dn't
know t hat."

Marsh wat ched another fifty-five ton Abrans com
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mence the crossing, teetering dangerously when it came to the weak spot
in the bridge.

"These African warlords are smart in many ways, but they haven't had
much experience in nodern warfare. W had hi m badly outgunned, too, if
it hadn't been for those rockets Bottger sent him The one that hit

Ji my sounded |i ke our TOWNDragons, the way it hissed. | was pretty
close to the spot where it was |aunched."

"I got a glinpse of the rocket that got our Abrams. Just |ike our HEAT
antitankers, only maybe a little weaker. Dave Boyd an' Samm e Wt ki ns
were inside. Good Arnored Division nen, only Sanmm e never was feelin
just right after he got bitten by that poi sonous snake. Said he felt
sick to his stomach all the tinme after that."

Marsh wat ched the tank craw out on the far river-bank as the bl asting
gunfire di ed down along the Zanbezi River valley. A pair of APCs entered
t he bridge when the tank was cl ear

"We've all endured a I ot of hardship on this canpaign," he said, a note



of sorrow in his voice he couldn't control. "We've lost a |ot of good
friends in Africa, and it isn't over yet. Ben thinks Bottger will cone
at him hard when he sees Ben's forces pulling back toward the coast.
Let's hope he does. Ben and everybody el se has worked hard to nake this
appear to be a retreat, or a pullout.”

"O Shea radioed in from510. They aren't meetin' any resistance to speak
of ."

"They haven't gotten out of Zaire into Angola yet. That's where Ben
expects things to get tougher. W'll be facing some of The New Wirld's
best troops and war machinery in Angola, if Ben is right."

"Ceneral Raines is nearly always right."

Marsh gave Bob a faint smile. "That's why he's in
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conmand of the Rebel Arny, Captain Warren. He knows nore about guerilla
war than any soldier in uniform H's record speaks for him"

"I"ll say. Ten years or nmore of civil war, and now this here African
canpai gn for SUSA. So many before this one, too. W' ve seen our share of
battles, in nearly every place anyone can think of."

"Ben believes in what we're doing. The concept is what he is fighting to
protect, where people nmust take responsibility for their own actions,
and that includes paying the price if they break the law. | agree with
Ben," he said, after a nonment. "Society isn't to blame for what had
happened before the war. It was people-liberal politicians-and a bunch
of damm civil rights legislation that let a crimnal get better
treatment than sone individual who's honest and works for a living. I'm
glad all that has changed in our part of the world."

The chatter of an automatic rifle crackled froma spot in the jungle,
and someone screaned. Upriver, the deadly whisper of a grenade | auncher
war ned of the explosion imrediately follow ng the |auncher's noi se.
Trees and undergrowt h were ripped to shreds, and there was nore
scream ng follow ng the concussion of the grenade.

Marsh coul d see shadowy figures running away fromthe river. Wat was
left of General Mabota's mercenary arny was in full retreat.

Then it seened the batde sounds virtually stopped, widi only a rare
gunshot or two along the river's edge. Only the hum of the helicopters
rotors filled the silence, and the rustle of forest |eaves fromthe
downwash of the props sounding quietly in the background.

"Looks like it's nearly over," Bob renarked.

Marsh was wat chi ng one of his Scouts, Sergeant Pe-
125

125

ters, make his way through a dense rain forest grove with a prisoner



Peters held a gun to the back of the man's head, shoving himviolently a
coupl e of tinmes when he sl owed down.

"Why is Peters bringing this guy in?" Marsh asked, thinking aloud. "W
aren't taking any prisoners. Those were Ben's |ast orders.”

"Maybe Sergeant Peters thinks this guy knows sone-thin' real inportant,"”
Bob said. "He wouldn't be bringin" himto you, otherw se."

"Maybe." Marsh hoped Bob was right about his guess, that a reason
existed for bringing in a prisoner.

Sergeant Peters ushered a sl ender black boy wearing faded green fatigues
and sandal s over to the conmand post. The kid | ooked frightened, his
hands cl asped behi nd his neck as Peters had ordered.

"CGot sonebody for you, Colonel," Peters said around a plug of chew ng
tobacco. "Listen to what this boy has to say. He speaks real good
English, Iike nost of 'emhere in Zanbia we run across."

The boy said nothing at first, looking at Marsh with a strange
expression on his face.

"Speak up, asshole!" Peters grow ed, "
t hr ough your head."

or I'mgonna put a big tunne

Peters was well known for his penchant for violence. He seened to enjoy
the killing, and he was one of Jackie's nost reliable Scouts.

Scouts were nade up nostly of the sane kind of nen who were known as
LRRPs in Vietnam pronounced Lurps. The letters stood for Long Range
Reconnai ssance Patrols, and the Rebel Scouts were made up of the nopst
vi ol ent troubl e-hunting nen and wonen on the face of the earth.

Li ke the LRRPs, the Rebel Scouts prided thensel ves
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on being the elite of the elite when it cane to murder and mayhem

"Many sol diers from New Order come soon," the boy stammered, his English
accented by his Bantu upbringing.

"How do you know this? And which direction are they comng fron?" Marsh
asked.

"Ceneral Mabota says so. Big German cone to talk to him and he say
sendi ng many sol diers from another place this week. Come down fromthe
north, he say."

"Was the big German's nane Bruno Bottger?"
"I did not hear his nanme," the kid replied quickly, his arns and lips
trenbling with fear the minute he recogni zed the body of General WMbota
| yi ng behind Marsh and Bob. Mabota was no | onger quivering, or
breat hi ng, and the flow of blood had sl owed when his heart finally

st opped beati ng.



Marsh judged the boy was probably only fifteen or so, and it would be a
shane to execute him as his orders said he nust. But he needed to know
i f he knew anything el se of inportance to the Rebels.

"What el se did General Mabota or this German say?"

The young soldier's eyes went askance for a tine, then he | ooked up
"Ceneral Mabota say you all die when big airplanes cone. He say we stay
ot her side of Zanmbezi River after next week, when airplanes come with
bonbs. "

"On the other side?" he asked.
The boy nodded.

"But that was based on his belief that he'd be able to stop us here,"
Mar sh sai d.

Now t he young teenage sol di er shrugged. "That's what General Mabota say
to us. We go across and not cone back until after big bonbs. W hide in
jungle."”

Peters spoke. "Can't trust what anybody told
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Mabota," he said, " 'specially if it was Bottger. Bottger wouldn't m nd
droppi n' bonbs or napal mon his own hired nercenaries, if it suited his
purposes. He ain't got no loyalty to nobody, even these boys who fought
on his side."

"That's true," Marsh said.

He turned to Bob. "Radio General Raines with the information we just
heard. Encode it with the Beta filter transm ssion. Ask the general what
he thinks this neans, if it's propaganda. He nmay want to change our orders."

"Il get it off right away," Bob said, wheeling to | eave the canopy

netting.
"One nore thing," Marsh added. "Informhimthat we have cleared the
crossing, and that General Mabota is dead. We'll continue across, unless

we get different orders.”

"CGotcha,"” Bob said, taking off in a trot for the truck hauling their
speci al i zed radi o gear nmoving with the colum to the bridge.

Marsh gl anced up at a pair of Apache gunshi ps hovering up and down the
river at low altitude, making sure no eneny soldiers with rocket

| aunchers got close to the bridge while the battalion was crossing. The
choppers were equi pped with twin 40mm cannons and M50 machi ne guns,
maki ng them deadly war machi nes during an assault.

Al week they'd been expecting to sight Hi nd M24 D& Russian helicopter
gunshi ps, the best attack helicopters the Nazis had in Africa. But
not hi ng had been picked up on radar, not even a spy plane or a fighter



"Are you done questionin' hinP" Peters asked, punching the rear of the
boy's head with the rmuzzle of his Beretta 9nmm

"No nore questions," he said.

Peters jerked the young nercenary around by his shirt
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collar, and before Marsh could utter a word Peters's gun expl oded three
times at the base of the boy's skull.

Pieces of the soldier's face flew off as the slugs exited through his
nose and one eye socket. A shower of crinson went splattering over the
ground as the boy tunbled forward, |anding on his chest, his pulverized
features scarcely resenbling those of a man.

Marsh did not flinch. In his years with the Rebel Arny he had seen death
in every possible form In the beginning it had bothered hima little,
especi ally when one of his own soldiers was killed in action. But no |onger

But that was |ong ago, when the global conflicts first began, and now he
was hardened. He was the conmander of a crack arny strike force, and
there was no roomfor sentinment of any kind. He had a job to do, and he
was danmm good at it.

"Make sure the nop up is conplete,” he told Peters as he prepared to
wal k down to the floating bridge to have a word with Sergeant Duckworth
about | osing a val uabl e Abrams tank

"Don't you worry none," Peters replied, heading back into the jungle.
"There ain't gonna be none of the sons of bitches left by the time we're
done. By the way, Commander . . . nice job cuttin' up that Genera
Mabot a. Coul dn't have done no better at it nyself."

The remark caused Marsh to pause, and to | ook back at what he had done
to Mabot a.

After a nonent, he shook his head. "Screw it," he said out |oud. "I

don't have tine for this shit!"

He turned and wal ked rapidly toward where his troops were gathered.
"Duckworth, | want your sorry ass front and center, now" he yelled.
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Ben and his team along with several hundred men of his unit, were in
the I ead C130 transport flying over Angol a.

Grabbi ng the intercom m ke hangi ng over his head, Ben said, "Captain,
could you descend to as low an altitude as you're confortable with for a
while? 1'd like to see what the countryside | ooks |ike below us."

A tinny voice answered, "Sure, General, 'cept |I'mworried about SAM
m ssiles. These birds are big and slow, and nmake a tenpting target for
any hostiles down bel ow "

"Don't worry about that, Captain. My Intelligence assures ne there are



no hostiles, and damm near nobody else, left alive in Angola to fire on us.

Bet h grabbed her ears, a pained expression on her face as the big
aircraft went nose down in a rapid dive. "Jesus, it feels as if ny ears
are going to expl ode."

Anna handed her a stick of chewing gum "Here, Beth. Chew this. It'lI
make you swal | ow and equal i ze the pressure in your eustachian tubes.
That'll stop the pain.”

"Thanks. "

Ben |l eaned to the side and stared out the snmall porthole sized w ndows
in the C130. Hair on the back of
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his neck stirred, and goosefl esh appeared on his arns at the sight bel ow.

As far as the eye could see were thousands of buzzards and other carrion
eaters, feasting on the mllions of carcasses spread over the |andscape
bel ow. As they rose and flew and settled again, it gave the appearance
of giant waves on a black ocean, roiling in the w nd.

He turned to Dr. Lamar Chase, sitting on the hard bench next to him
"Doc, are birds i mune to anthrax?"

"Yeah, usually. Why?"
"Take a | ook out your w ndow. "

Chase turned his head and peered bel ow for a nonent, then turned back to
face the interior of the aircraft, his face pale. "Dear God, | hope
never have to see anything |ike that again."

"Wl | ?" Ben asked.

"It seens that the particular bacterial agent Bottger used, whether it
be anthrax or sonething simlar, affects only manmals. Birds, reptiles
like crocodiles and nonitor l|izards and snakes, and insects don't seem
to be affected.”

Ben shook his head. "I guess it's a good thing. O herw se, those bodies
woul d be there for years, fouling the environment irretrievably."

Chase glared at himthrough red-rinmed eyes. "There is another possible
benefit. If the carrion eaters consunme the bodi es, perhaps the bacteria
won't have tinme to form spores, and soneday the area will be suitable
for human habitation again."

Ben's eyebrows raised. "What do you nean?"
Chase | eaned his head back against the wall of the airplane. "In Wrld
War 1l the allies spread anthrax bacteria over sone islands near the

Scottish coast that were inhabited by Nazis. The bacteria forned spores,
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whi ch can last for hundreds of years in the right climte and then
reawaken, so to speak, to become infectious once again. After the war it
took over twenty-five years and hundreds of nillions of dollars for the
government to eradicate the infection and nake the islands |ivable once
nore. And that was only a few hundred square mles of area.”

He poi nted over his shoulder. "There you have nillions of square nmles
of land that may never support mamualian life again."

Ben shook his head. "Mdre and nore for Bottger to answer for. The man
must be a maniac to unl eash something like that, which he nmust know
can't be controlled, on this land."

Chase shrugged. "What does he care? The only inhabitants are bl ack
peopl e, and we know how he feels about anyone who isn't up to his
elitist standards."

Ben got on the intercomand told the captain he could resune his
previous altitude. Then he turned to Corrie. "Bunp M chaels and nake
sure his scout planes have checked out our |anding sites just south of
t he Angol an desert, and that there is no sign of the anthrax infection
there."”

"Sure thing, Boss. But why worry? W've all been inocul ated."

Doct or Chase waggled his finger at her. "Corrie, ny dear. One nust never
assune that what killed all those people and animals down there is the
same strain we've been vacci nated against." He shook his head. "I, for
one, sure wouldn't want to take it on faith that's the same bug Bottger
used in Caneroon, not w thout running a lot of tests first. In fact,
given a choice, | wouldn't set foot in Angola unless | was wearing a
Racal biohaz-ard suit."
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Corrie nodded. "In that case, neither would I, Doc Lanar."

She bent over her radio, shielding the nouthpiece with her hands to try
to bl ock out some of the noise fromthe four big engines of the Cl130 as
she spoke to M chael s.

Chase turned to Ben. "Any word of Cooper or Jersey yet?"

Ben's lips were pressed tight. "No, but | don't expect to hear for
anot her twenty-four to forty-eight hours, at |east."

Chase nodded. "I feel sure they're all right, Ben. Jersey wouldn't |et
anyt hi ng happen to Cooper, nor he her. For two people who fight all the
time, there is a real deep affection between them?"

Ben lips curved in a slight smle. "I'd give anything | own to hear them
goi ng at each other again. | mss it."

Looking at his watch, Ben said, "OK team W've got another four hours
of flying tine, so break open your rations and try to get sone food and
wat er down. We may not have much tine to eat and drink after we unl oad."



Anna | ooked at him "Why? Are you expecting trouble?"

"We're gonna be close to the border of Nam bia, and | have a sneaking
suspicion that's where Bottger is going to draw a line in the sand. He
can't pull his troops much farther back and still keep us out of flying
range of his base in South Africa."

"So you feel that the action is going to heat up as soon as we near the
bor der ?"

He nodded. "If not before. Renmenber, we're not exactly dealing with a
man who has both oars in the water.

133
133

It's hard to predict how an insane man will react. But it's certainly
what 1'd do if | were in his situation.”

Anna | ay back on the bench. "In that case, I"'mgoing to try and get sone
shut-eye. | don't want to mss any of the action later."

Chase pointed a finger at her. "First, young |l ady, do as Ben says and
put some protein and fluids into your system Renenber, here in the
tropi cs you can becone dehydrated very rapidly, and you can't very well
fight if you' re suffering from heat exhaustion.”

Anna gave hima nock salute. "Yes sir, Doctor." Then she grinned and
popped open a MRE packet. "Tal k about fal se advertising," she said,
reading the label. "This says Meals Ready to Eat-Pork and Beans."

She turned up her nose. "I doubt if there's enough pork in this package
to register on a mcroscope.”

Beth held up her packet. "I think MRE stands for Mnkey Rations,
Extraordi nare."

M ke Post, getting into the spirit of the gane, showed his bag of
spaghetti and neatballs, saying, "Mne is Mrgue Rermains, Entrails."

Ben shook his head, |aughing. "Ckay, gang, enough is enough. Wen they
said an army travels on its stomach, they definitely weren't referring
to MREs. Just eat 'em and shut up about it."

It was just under three hours later, thanks to favorable tailw nds, when
the big birds | anded in southern Angola, just beyond a | arge expanse of
sand dunes and desert scrubland. They hadn't seen any bodies for over a
hundred niles, so Doctor Chase said he thought it was safe to put down.
As the Cl130s were being unl oaded of men and materiel, Ben met with John
M chael s to discuss their plan of action. They went into the CP tent and
spread a map of Africa on a table, then bent over it together
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"John, | think we should just nmount the troops in an offensive |line and



drive straight south, curving a little to the west toward the area
around Johannesburg and Pretoria. |If Bottger has a conmand post in South
Africa it'll probably be in one of those two areas."

M chael s nodded. "I agree. |'ve heard fromlke and the 502, and he's
nmovi ng south fast, just inside Zanbia near the Angol an border. The only
resi stance he's faced so far are renegades and punk gangs, no real arny
or organi zed forces at all."

Ben | ooked up. "Did you warn himto stay out of Angol a?"

"Yeah. He says there're quite a few dead bodies in eastern Zanbia too,
probably due to crosswi nd contam nation of sone of the anthrax bacteria
fromAngola to the east.”

"Either that or sick animals traveling across the border before they
die, and infecting others."

Corrie stuck her head in the tent. "Excuse ne, Boss. Col onel Marsh is on
the horn, and wants to speak to you."

Ben took the radio and said, "Hey, Colonel. How are things going for you
and the strike force?"

"Pretty well, General. W've totally destroyed General Mbota and his
so-called arny. They tried to take us as we crossed the Zanmbezi, just
like you and | discussed."

"Did you suffer many casualties?"
"W | ost an Abranms and an Apache.™
"Dam! W can't afford to | ose many of those."

"Tell me about it! One of ny nmen is now spending nost of his tine
wal ki ng, since he can't sit down after | chewed his ass off about it."
Ben chuckl ed, feeling sorry for anyone who got on Marsh's bad side. "OK
Col onel . | know you'll be careful. Were are you now?"
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"Just across the Zanbezi, on the south side in northeastern Zi nbabwe. W
heard sone strange stuff froma prisoner we interrogated yesterday. He
said Bottger told Mabota's men not to go across the river into Zanbia
after they killed us. Do you have any idea what he was tal ki ng about ?"

"Yeah. Bottger bonmbed Angola with bacteriol ogical warfare bonbs. The
bastard killed just about every living thing in Angola. Evidently, if
Mabot a had elininated your battalion Bottger was going to follow up with
an air strike agai nst Zambia, and do the same thing there."

"Jesus! There nmust he seven or eight mllion natives in Zanbia, General."

"Not to mention the wildlife in the rain forest. If he spreads nuch nore
ant hrax around, he could upset the ecology of the entire world by
essentially killing the rain forests here," Ben answered. "I guess he
didn't dare try, since your air support was still intact. Guess he



didn't want to risk losing what few |l ong range aircraft he has to you.
You may have saved the world, Marsh."

"Well, General, right nowl'd settle for a shower, and sone sleep.”
"You doing all right, Marsh? You need any reinforcements, or materiel?"

"No thanks, General. Like | said, we haven't |ost that nany troops, so
"Il keep pushing nmy men hard south through Zinbabwe. | hope | get to

that son of a bitch Bottger before you do. | want to have a few words

with him"

Ben | aughed again. "l sincerely hope for his sake he never gets to neet
you, Marsh. But you be careful. | have a feeling Bottger's going to nake
a stand soon, and that neans you may be up agai nst sone of his New World
troops in Zi nbabwe, instead of the African troops you've faced so far."
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"We'll kick their asses too, Ceneral."

"Don't underestimate his troops, Colonel. They won't be near as easy as
the Africans, and they'll have air support and maybe even heavy tanks
and artillery, too."

"Yes, sir. |I'mnot overconfident, but I know ny nmen, and
nobody-especially jerk off, self-styled Nazis-can stand agai nst our
troops. | guarantee it, GCeneral."

"OK, Marsh. You take care, now. Qur entire force is noving together in
one | arge pincer novenent, so try to keep in touch with Mke Post. He's
in charge of coordinating the movenent of all the battalions so nobody
gets their toes stepped on."

"You got it, General. Marsh out."

Ben handed the radio back to Corrie. "See if you can raise Ceci
Jefferys, Corrie. | need to check with himand see what the situation is
in SUSA "

While Corrie nmade the connection, Ben and M chaels spent a few ninutes

di scussing their upcom ng tactics with the other brigade commanders who
were fighting their way south toward Bottger's conmand post, somewhere

in South Africa.

After a few m nutes she handed Ben the microphone. "President Jefferys
is on the horn, Ceneral Ben."

"Cecil, how are things going stateside?"

Jefferys's voice sounded tired and stressed, as if he hadn't been
getting much sleep. "Not good, Ben. My Intelligence tells ne a major
coup i s possible outside our borders.”

Ben nodded. "I warned you something |like that was inevitable, Cece.
There is just too much jeal ousy anong the other states about The SUSA.
They can't stand our brand of freedom It becones |ike an infection, and
if left alone will spread through their areas and undermne their



| eader shi p. Once peopl e see how wel |l true
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freedom and i ndependence from governnent bureaucracy and interference
wor k, they're gonna want sonme for themnselves."

"Well, you were right, Ben. Sonme of that seems to be happening as we
speak. There are reports of near riots in sone of the cities of NUS and
EUS, and of people revolting by not paying the high taxes and fees the
governments there are inposing to pay for their welfare prograns. Just
as in the old USA, the number of people working to support those who
elect to live on the dole is getting smaller and snmaller, and taxes are
getting higher and higher. The workers are getting fed up, and quite a
few are migrating south to join us."

"They won't stand for that very long, Cece. Has your Intelligence picked
up any indication of buildup of the arm es of your nei ghbors?"

"Yes. | wouldn't be surprised to come under attack within the next few
nmont hs. \Wat have you found out over there?"

"There is evidence sonme of the people in Anerica are supporting Bottger
with nercenaries and materiel." Ben gave a | ow chuckle. "I guess they
want us tied up over here so we can't be of any assistance to you if

t hey decide to confront you head on."

Ben could hear Jefferys sigh over the radio. "Wll, try to wap it up as
soon as you can and get back here, Ben. | have a feeling the kettle is
going to boil over sooner rather than later."

"You take care, Cece. Remenber, the easiest way to kill a snake is to
cut off its head. Keep your security tight agai nst assassination attenpts.”

"WIl do, Ben. See you soon, | hope."

"Rai nes out," Ben said and handed the radio back to Corrie. He spoke to
M chael s. "John, let's nount up
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and get going. You heard Cece. W need to finish Bottger and go back
home as soon as we can."”
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Jersey lay next to Cooper, her arns wrapped around his shivering,
sweat i ng body. She had treated the wound on his left shoulder as well as
she could, boiling river water to wash it and sprinkling antiseptic
powder on it fromtheir small first aid kits.

It hadn't helped. His entire |left shoulder and armwere swollen and
inflaned with infection now, and pus was forming in the hole in his
shoul der.

Last night he had started having chills and high fever, so she took his



clothes of f once again and lay next to him trying to keep himwarmin
the chilly night air.

He nmunbl ed and noaned in his sleep, alnobst delirious at times, ranbling
on in a disjointed speech about her and the other team nenbers. At one

point he rolled over and began to try to kiss her, his arnms around her

his body reacting with evident |ust.

Odinarily, she would have decked him but fromhis words it was obvious
he was incoherent, thinking her sonmeone fromhis past. She gently

di sengaged his hand from her breast and made himroll back over,
speaking softly to him trying to soothe himback to sleep

As they lay there she began to have real doubts they would make it back
to the team By her reckoning they still had al nost ten klicks, about
eight mles, to go to
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reach the Congo River, then no telling how far fromthe coast they had
wander ed.

When norning came Cooper's fever finally broke, and he fell into a deep
exhaust ed sl eep

Jersey gently untangled herself, covered himw th his clothes, and went
searching for food. In case there were hostiles in the area she left her
rifle and took only her K-Bar conbat knife, not wanting to nake any
sounds which might give away their position

Next to a small water hole she found a fanmily of feral hogs wallowi ng in
the nmud. She managed to catch and kill one of the smaller pigs. She took
it back to their canp, built a fire, and soon she and Cooper were eating
roast pork on a stick

He sliced a generous hunk off the steam ng neat, and as he gnawed on it,
| ooked at Jersey. "I was pretty bad |ast night, huh?"

She smirked. "No nore incoherent than you al ways are, Coop. Hell, nost
of the time you tal k nonsense, even when you're not sick."

He | ooked sheepish. "Uh . . . did | say anything . . . incrimnating?
She cocked an eyebrow at him "Ch, is there something |I should know?
Sone deep, dark secret you're afraid you m ght have bl abbed about in
your deliriun®"

He smiled, "Yeah, |I'ma sissy boy. I don't like girls."

Jersey, thinking of the night before and his naked body, blushed scarl et
red and quickly | ooked down at her neat.

Cooper caught the [ ook and becane worried. "Uh-oh. Wat's that nmean?"
"What ?"

"That |ook. |I saw you blush. Wat's going on? Did | say sonething | ast
ni ght ?"



She shook her head. "It's not what you said, it's what
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you did. Wiile | was lying there, trying to keep you warm and stop your
shivering, you . . . uh . . . you made it quite obvious that you do I|ike
girls.”

He turned pale, then he blushed as red as her. "Ch no. | didn't-"

She | ooked up quickly, a disgusted expression on her face. "Of course
not. You were the one who was delusional. | wasn't, so that couldn't
happen. "

He | ooked relieved. "Thank God."

She smirked, "But there was something said about a lady, if | may use
the terml oosely, naned Candy, | believe."

"Ch shit. | didn't ... go into any details did I?"

Jersey went back to eating her nmeat, "No, not nuch. Just something about

whi pped cream and strawberries, and putting themin non-traditional places.”

Cooper bl ushed again and | ooked away. "Uh, Jersey, | was out of my mnd.
You got to promise nme not to nmention this to the team when we get back."

"I"ll see," she said, |ooking snug. "It depends on you, Coop. If you
treat nme with the proper respect-"

"Forget it, it's not worth that." He stuck out his lower lip in a pout
and went back to gnawi ng on his pork. "Just tell the whole world, see if
| care."

Bef ore she could reply they heard a branch snap fifty yards off to their
right, and a flock of parrots flew screanming froma nearby tree.

Jersey and Cooper froze. Then both slowy noved so that their weapons
were within easy reach.

Cooper spoke low, still eating his pork. "I think we have conpany."
"No shit, Sherlock. Now what are we going to do about it?"

"On three, I'Il grab the SAWand roll to ny right into
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the brush. You take the M16 and roll to ny left. If we separate
there's |l ess chance they'll get both of us."

She took a quick look at his swollen arm and the trickle of bl ood
runni ng down his skin.

"No deal. We're not separating. You can't handle the SAW not with your



shoul der |ike that. When we get behind cover, give it to ne and you take
the 16."

"No- "
Her voice becane firm "Don't argue with ne, Coop."
After a nonment, he nodded, reluctantly.

Jersey glanced right and left, dien whispered, "Now, one . . . two .
three!™”

On her command they dove into the heavy brush next to their canp,
grabbi ng their weapons as they rolled to the side.

Cooper grunted in pain as he fell on his wounded arm draggi ng the heavy
SAWw th him

As they scrambled behind a thick tree their canpsite erupted with
machi ne gun fire. Bullets sprayed the fire and the places where they had
been sitting, sending showers of sparks and flames in the air.

Jersey handed Cooper the M 16 and picked up the SAW straining under its
wei ght. In one quick nmotion she jacked the ejector |ever back, stuck the
barrel around die tree trunk, and pulled the trigger

The gun expl oded in her hands, rocking her back on her haunches,
spraying nolten lead into the area where the shots had cone fromearlier

Two nmen screaned and fell fromthe bushes, bodies riddled with bullets,
bl ood punping to soak into the humus and soil of the jungle.

Firi ng one-handed, Cooper began to pepper the adjacent bushes and trees
with bullets, sweat running down his face as the CAR ki cked back agai nst
hi s shoul -
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der and caused bl ood to begin to ooze fromhis left arm

Anot her scream fromthe distance, and a black nman ran from cover, firing
his AK47 fromthe hip, shouting and yelling in some dial ect neither
Cooper nor Jersey coul d under st and.

Jersey took aimand cut himalnost in two with a burst fromthe SAW
bl owi ng hi m backward out of sight anong the bushes.

After less than thirty seconds, all sounds stopped. The clearing was
covered in a |l ow cloud of gunsnmoke, and Cooper and Jersey's ears rang,
deaf ened by the | oudness of the firing.

They waited for five minutes, watching for any sign of life across the
cl earing. There was none.

Cooper said, "Cover ne," and slowy crawl ed on hands and knees to circle
around behind their attackers.

Jersey lay on her stomach, the SAWout in front of her, sights trained



on the bushes near the bodies. After a nonent she heard a | ow whistl e,
their teamsignal that all was clear

She picked up the SAWand wal ked from behind the tree, finding Cooper
standi ng over a pile of bodies, the M 16 on his shoulder, his face pale
and sweati ng.

He | ooked up at her. "It's cTver. W got themall," he managed to say.
Then his eyes crossed and he fainted, falling on his face in the soft dirt.

It took Jersey alnbst an hour to revive him during which she redressed
his arm applying a pressure dressing to help stop the bl eedi ng.

"Did | |eave you agai n?"

She sm | ed, watching the surrounding jungle so they wouldn't be
surprised again. "Just for a short while."

She cut her eyes back to him "Do you think you can wal k, or am | going
to need to carry you to the river?"
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He struggled to his feet, face pale and sweating. "That'll be the day,
girl. Let's go."

She carried the SAWin her right hand and slung the M16 on its strap
over her back. Placing his right armover her shoul ders, she half
carried and half supported his weight as they made their way slowy

t hrough the jungle.

It was late in the day when they finally cane to the banks of a wide,
sl ow nmoving river.

"This has to be the Congo," Jersey said, glancing at her conpass to see
whi ch way they had to turn

Cooper inclined his head to the right. "The coast lies that way, to the
east. Just put the sun at our backs, and let's make tracks."

She shook her head. "No can do, sport. You're about ready to drop, and
I"'mtired, too. Let's nake canmp, and let's hope we can make the crossing
at Soyo by tonorrow night."

He took his armfrom around her and flopped to the ground, |eaning back
against a tree trunk after first making sure there were no snakes or
spiders on it.

He | ooked up at her standing before him shoul ders sl unped, exhausted
and sweaty. "I know why you want to make canmp here."

"Ch? Wy is that, pray tell?"

"You just want another night to lie next to this magnificent body of
mne, to worship at the altar of mnmy manhood. "

Jersey threw back her head and | aughed. "Boy, you're getting del usiona
again. If | wanted to worship at the altar of your manhood, |'d need a



magni fyi ng gl ass."” She arched an eyebrow. "Don't you renenber, Coop
|'ve seen all you've got? There are no secrets between us any nore, so
don't try to bullshit nme."

He waved a hand at her. "Don't remind ne. |I'Il prob-
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ably never live this down, assum ng | somehow survive the night."

She arranged their weapons next to them as darkness fell suddenly, as it
does in the tropics.

"Don't worry, Coop. Your secrets are safe with ne .. . as long as you
don't piss me off, that is.”

H s eyes closed and he snuggl ed back into her arms, w apping them around
hi m and hol di ng t hem as he began to shiver when the tenperature dropped.

Jersey noticed his body tenperature was sky high, and she gave a short,
silent prayer that he would be okay.

She was thirsty and hungry, but didn't dare make a fire, as she knew
there were bound to be hostiles this close to the river. She woul d have
to worry about getting sone safe water and food tonorrow.

It pronmised to be a long night, and an even | onger day tonorrow. She
knew i f she didn't get Cooper sone nedical care soon, the infection
woul d turn septic and enter his bloodstream and he woul d die.

She fervently hoped that woul dn't happen. Life just wouldn't be the sane
wi t hout Cooper to spar with. No one el se on the teamhad his quick wt
when it canme to verbal jousting.

Jersey realized for the first time in their [ong association just how
much she treasured Coop's company.
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Bruno Bottger's gaze passed across the assenbled New Wrld field
conmanders. No one knew his eyes were brown, that their blue color was
due to contact |l enses. Nor did any nmenber of his staff know his brown
hair was dyed blond to hide an ancestry he despised, for his nother had
been Jew sh.

A Nazi could never be considered pure if he admitted to Jew sh |ineage,
and even though the great Hitler had a simlar background, Bruno neant
to take his genetic secret with himto his grave.

An underground room serving as his headquarters outside of Pretoria,
South Africa, had been fortified against any form of aerial bonmb or
rocket attack, with a highly specialized air purification systemto
guard agai nst the anthrax spores Bruno's New Wrl d pl anes and rockets
had previously rel eased in Canmeroon

Bottger's anger showed, his cheeks a flamng red bel ow a shock of his
dyed bl ond hair.



"Ceneral Raines and his 501 Brigade have marched through western
Caneroon, Gabon, and Cabinda as if he were in sone kind of festival
parade. | want to know what the hell is being done to halt his advance."

Bottger stared directly at Colonel Walz, his officer in charge of attack
hel i copter air support for the New
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Worl d Brigades assigned to stopping the Rebel armnmy in Cameroon. WAl z had
si xteen Hi nd M24 gunships at his disposal, based in Pretoria.

Then Bruno turned his hard gl are upon CGeneral Li-gon, the germwarfare
speci al i st who had engi neered rocket heads for |aunching deadly anthrax
spores his nedical research team had devel oped for rel ease in eneny
territory.

Ceneral Ligon spoke first, |ooking nervously at Walz as if asking for
some help in convincing Bottger it wasn't his fault Raines had not been
st opped i n Caneroon

"They have clearly been inoculated with sone sort of anti-bacterial
serum We've heard they were working on one at SUSA. Apparently .

obvi ously, they have perfected a vaccine |like ours now. No human coul d
wal k through that part of Cameroon wi thout devel opi ng anthrax, unless
t hey had been i mmuni zed, as our sol diers have been."

Li gon paused to wi pe sweat off his forehead with a handkerchief. "W
dropped enough active spores there and in Angola to w pe every human and
ani mal out of the entire Republic-which it has done quite successfully
anong the native tribes. The entire western sector is full of rotting
corpses and skel etons. W have aerial photographs showi ng bodies by the
t housands. Aninals are dead, both wild beasts and donesti cated
livestock. Virtually every warm bl ooded creature there has perished, yet
CGeneral Raines marched through both sectors without mshap. It can only
be that they have a new serum They nust have been i muni zed before they
cane to Africa.”

Miscl es worked in Bottger's thick neck. "Then your plan has failed,
Ceneral . And you have failed our cause. The New World Order will not

tol erate i nconpetence. "

Ceneral Ligon shrugged, his eyes darting back and
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forth between Bottger and Walz, as if pleading for understandi ng.

"W had no way of knowi ng. They are defeating our Intelligence sources
there . . . unnmasking our very best undercover agents, killing them off.
How can | be expected to produce a germ weapon when we don't know if
these Tri-State soldiers have the correct vaccine and have al ready been

i muni zed agai nst our anthrax nutation?"

Bruno knew what General Ligon said was true. New World spies were
turning up dead all over the Western Heni sphere, all killed in the nost



brutal ways. It seened the Rebel soldiers and undercover agents had
special training in all forms of interrogation, and to nake matters
wor se the sol diers under General Ben Raines were highly skilled in
battle. Efficient, too damed efficient, and virtually unstoppabl e.

Bruno eyed Col onel Walz again. It was abundantly clear the col onel had
no better explanation for his failures.

"And what of the H ND strikes, Col onel ?"

Wal z gl anced down at his hands, folded on the table-top. "W have | ost
five M24s to heat-seeking rockets, and the Rebels anti-aircraft gunners
are crack shots. The Rebel's 502 Brigade, commanded by an | ke MGowen
according to our sources, is on the Congo, evidently nmoving south Iike
Rai nes and the 501 Brigade."

He waved at a topographical map of the region as he talked. "The area is
heavy jungle, making McGowen's forces alnost invisible fromthe air

hi nderi ng the effectiveness of any type of air strike. Qur fighter

pl anes are roughly equal in the air to their PUFF twin engi ne assault

pl anes, the AC47s. However, fighter planes do not function well in the
jungle. If they fly | ow and sl ow
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enough to strafe or bonmb ground forces, they are exceedingly vul nerabl e
to the Rebels' SAM nissiles and hand-held rocket |aunchers."

He | oosened his collar, beginning to sweat under Bottger's steely,

unrel enting gaze. "And those dammed Apaches they have are nore
maneuverabl e at low altitudes than our M24s, allowi ng themto drop bel ow
the rain forest canopy and pop up behind our pilots to knock them down
with their forty mllinmeter cannons and twi n mounted machi ne guns."

Bottger slanmmed a fist onto his desk. "Damm it, men! Don't you have any
good news for me?"

Wal z nodded rapidly, grinning weakly. "Yes. Qur ground forces report
sone success with our own handhel d rocket |aunchers. W were told a
force of Zanbian nercenaries was able to bl ow one of the Rebels' Apache
hel i copters out of the sky with a Russian ZIP rocket. It was during the
engagenent on the Zanbezi River-"

"I remenber the report, Colonel," Bruno snapped. "They shot down one
Apache gunship just before the Rebels destroyed General Mabota's entire

arnmy."

He shook his head and turned his back on his two officers, staring at
the map on the wall. He began to stonp around the room waving his hands
in the air as he tal ked, perhaps in unconscious imtation of his hero,
Adol f Hitler.

"These fools who call thensel ves generals in Africa, |eading bunches of
primtive tribesmen who don't know the first thing about technica
warfare, are a waste of our tine when we try to train themw th nodern
weaponry. They seemto neglect even the nost sinple maintenance
procedures, using the equi pnment until it stops working, then discarding
it and headi ng back into the jungle."



He turned to look at the two officers, spreading his
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hands, making an effort to sound reasonable. "It is sinply nore proof of
white suprenacy, gentlenmen. These stupid Africans are nothing nore than
naked savages who don't belong on this planet any |onger. Their

useful ness has passed, and when they no |onger serve any of our purposes
during this canmpaign we will annihilate themw th viral and bacteri al
devi ces. "

He pointed at the map of Africa. "This is a very fertile country that
will serve New Wrld Order agricultural and m neral needs. These

i gnorant natives will have to be elinmnated conpletely in order to
devel op Africa as it should be. Perhaps of far nore |ong range

i nportance, we stand for white racial purity, and ultimtely these

bl acks must be ... renoved fromthe world' s genetic pool."

He turned fromthe nmap to | *an both hands on his desk, staring intently
at the two generals sitting before him

"At some point, after we rid this continent of Ben Raines and his
Rebel s, we shall undertake a viral destruction programto be initiated
as soon as we pull out of Africa for a time. It must be cleansed of al

bl ack natives, and even these dammed white Dutchmen in South Africa, for

they contain their own racial inmpurities. Qur New Wrld will be designed
for peoples with no genetic inperfections. W have viruses and bacteria
that will do the job nicely. Ceanly, so to speak.”

Li gon gl anced at Wl z, who gave a snall shake of his head, warning him
not to interrupt. Ligon ignored himand decided to speak his m nd

"That coul d be dangerous," General Ligon warned.
Bottger turned to him staring as if he couldn't believe anyone woul d
guestion his plans.

"Viruses have a way of nutating, surviving in many
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new forms," Ligon continued, sweat form ng on his forehead and running
down his face

"Remenber the HFV virus back in the eighties and nineties? It nutated
froma green nonkey virus into one that al nost w ped out the entire
worl d before a vaccine could be found."

Bottger growl ed, "Wat does that have to do with us?"

"W m ght face the same thing here,"” Ligon continued. "A nmutant virus
could potentially formhere if we drop the wong types of viral rockets
in these warmclinmates. New host creatures could show up, and we woul d
have nothing to halt their spread."



He shook his head, alnmost pleading with Bottger now. "Herr Ceneral Field
Marshal, | strongly suggest another method. We coul d becone victins of
our own weapons if a new nmutant virus for which we have no preventative
drug or serum spreads to other continents which we inhabit."

Bruno's anger returned. "First, Ceneral Ligon, we have to stop this
brazen bastard Ben Raines and his armes."

He wal ked around to stand behind his desk, glaring at General Walz and
CGeneral Conreid, his conmander of ground forces in the south, as he
spoke. "W don't seemto be doing well at the task."

Wal z bl ushed and | ooked away, while Conreid bristled and started to
speak, to make new excuses for his failure to control Raines' Rebel armes.

Bottger held up his hand, cutting himoff. "I will organize an all-out
effort to crush himbefore he enters Botswana and Zi mbabwe, or Nami bia
They appear to be conming at us in a strange pattern, with sone
battalions nmoving toward the Atlantic coast while others cone straight
for us fromthe north. There is surely a
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means to Ben Rai nes's madness, for he has proven to be a worthy
adversary. W nust find a way to strike his flank. Locate a weak spot,
so we can break his armes apart a fewat a time. By concentrating our
best equi pnent and nost highly trained soldiers on a specified target,
there is no doubt we will be victorious."

"Col onel Marsh's unit," General Conreid suggested, snapping his fingers
as the idea occurred to him "You called it a strike force, | believe.
W coul d send fighter planes and helicopter gunships over Zanbia."

He stopped to consult a sheaf of papers in his hand. "She has just
crossed the Zanbezi River, according to our latest intelligence reports.
That neans she's headed into either Botswana or Zi nbabwe."

Bottger nodded, as if the idea appealed to him "And just how would you
attack this strike force, General Conreid?"

"As soon as the Rebels are |ocated Wal z could send our bonbers over

t hem droppi ng napal m and Agent Orange, or a nerve gas, perhaps even the
old reliable nmustard gas, since the anthrax bonbs have failed. He could
followup with the attack fighters and HHNDs. Then | will order a march
on themwi th an arnored division and infantry wearing gas nasks."

The general cane to attention and practically clicked his heels

toget her, standing ranrod straight. "I can personally assure you that
with a well-orchestrated air and | and assault, we will wipe this strike
force off the face of the earth.”

For years, Bruno had trusted CGeneral Conreid' s instincts, for he was a
proven mlitary tactician with a nunber of solid victories around the
globe to his credit.

"Can you devi se such a plan?" Bruno asked.

Ceneral Conreid nodded. "OF course."”



154
WIlliamW Johnstone

"How long will it take to designate the nunber and type of aircraft and
ground forces, and the weaponry?"

"A day. Perhaps less." He glanced at Walz. "If Colonel Walz agrees to
cooperate with me onit."

Bottger fixed Wlz with a steely stare. "That will be no problem |
assure you."

He | ooked back at Conreid. "But only one day? | want diis attack well
t hought out-"

"I"ve been working on it for the past few days, waiting to mention it to
you until | was sure of its success.”

"Finish it imrediately," Bruno said, slammng his hand down on the desk.
"Bring it to me the very minute it is ready in every detail. And | want
an estimate of howlong it will take to get our forces in place for an
attack on the strike force. W'll pay back this bastard Col onel Marsh,
for his one-sided victory over General Mabota-if it can be called a
mlitary victory to crush a Zulu warlord arnmed with weapons he scarcely
knows how to use."

"I"ll notify you later this afternoon,” Conreid said. "I'll have every
detail specified."

"Good," Bruno declared. "I respect your nmilitary judgement, Ceneral
Devi se the plan."

Col onel V&l z cleared his throat. "W have ten H NDs | ocated in Nami bia
At | east a dozen fighter planes ready to fly. They could be I aunched
behind a triad of bonbers dispatched fromour airstrip here, bonbers
carrying the gas and napalm One of our air surveillance reports

i ndicated this woman's battalion only had three Apache gunships in
flying condition. They abandoned five nore in eastern Zanbia, and we
presune it was because they were unable to fly. Three, or even four
Apaches, should offer little resistance. W will control the skies above
Battalion 12."

Bruno rubbed his angular chin. "W must find them
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first. In those rain forests it can be difficult for a spy plane to get
us anything."

"We have an informant west of the Zanbezi River," Walz said after a
monent of thought. "A local Bantu tribesnman. W supplied himwith a
radio. I'lIl see if we can contact himto find out if he has seen any
Rebels. Fromthe air it may be easy to hide fromus, but noving heavy
tanks and other arnor is inpossible w thout naking noise or |eaving
signs. The Bantu will know if they are there, and in what direction they
are noving."



"CGet us that information,'
time as it is."

Bruno said. "Do it now. W have wasted enough

Col onel Wl z pushed up fromhis chair and wal ked quickly to a security
door. A pair of arned guards |let himout.

Ceneral Ligon spoke again. "I will see what our napal mbonb inventory is
like, and I'lIl check on the nerve gas. However, | amquite sure this
Rebel arny will have gas masks. They al ways seemto be well equipped.”

"CGet moving on it," Bruno told Ligon, his nmind on other things,
wonderi ng about Ben Rai nes and where he was now.

Rai nes was an enigma, according to all reports. He had a sensitive side,
and even kept adopted children along with himon many campai gns. But he
was a predatory hunter when it came to fighting eneny soldiers in the
field, and his own brigade was w dely known for cunning and ferocity in
battle. It could be an interesting neeting if the two shoul d happen to
nmeet on a battlefield, a gane of deadly chess.

Ceneral Conreid stood up. "If that is all, | will prepare the final
touches on ny battle plan for both Botswana and Zi mbabwe, and we wil |
strike this bastard wherever he may be," he said, his face w thout
expr essi on.
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"Not hi ng nore," Bruno replied. "Get back to me as soon as you can."

Conreid left the underground neeting room and now Bruno was alone wth
his thoughts. He was confident that his | eaders could cone up with a
smashing bl ow for his New Wrld forces against Battalion 12. But what of
Ben Raines and all the other brigades noving across Africa?

Bruno wi shed he could [ ook inside the mnd of General Raines to see what
t he Rebel commander had up his sleeve with all these strange novenent
patterns across central and southern Africa.

There was a Special Forces brigade |led by Jerold Enger in Nam bia now,
headi ng north and searching for Raines and his 501 Brigade, who were
supposedl y somewhere in Angol a. Perhaps Major Enger would radio a report
soon. Ceneral Ben Raines was the key to Rebel successes. If he could be
assassinated, or killed during battle, the Rebel arm es would fal

apart.

157 Sevent een

Jersey cane awake with a start, her hand refl exively reaching for her
9mm pi stol on the ground next to her. She strained her eyes in the
early, pre-dawn gloom trying to see what had awakened her

She junmped as a howl er nonkey in a nearby tree gave out another
hi gh-pitched scream calling for its mate.

Damed nonkeys, she thought, between them and the macaws, the jungle was
never quiet. Traveling in Africa was a lot like living in a large city
back in the states-after a while you got so used to the noi se you never



noticed it, unless it wasn't there.

Rel axi ng agai n agai nst Cooper's back, she laid her pistol back down on
t he ground and put her arm around him

He nust have broken his fever, she thought, noticing that he was no
| onger shivering and shaki ng and his body tenperature seemed nore nor mal
to her as she lay against him spooning himfrom behind.

The darkness rapidly lightened and dawn came, bringing with it alittle
wel cone heat, relief fromthe chilly night air. As the daytinme aninmals
and birds began to stir, getting up for the day and maki ng noi se and
calling back and forth, Cooper noved.
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"Wake up, soldier,"’
hi m

Jersey said, starting to unwap her arns from around

He grabbed them holding on tight. "No, not yet," he munbled, still half
asleep. "Just a few minutes nore."

She rel axed agai nst himagain. "Ckay, just a few minutes, you |azy
sl ugabed. "

He chuckled, lowin his throat. "I'mnot lazy, |I'mjust enjoying the way
you feel against nme, and the way you kept me warmall night."

Jersey's voice got harder. "You're not conming on to ne, are you, Cooper?"

He stiffened, turning his head to | ook back over his shoul der at her
"Hell no. Do | look that hard up to you, girl?"

"OK, then." She paused. "Then | guess I'Il let you live another day."

"I was just commenting that you were nice to cuddle with, no sexua
i nnuendos i ntended. "

"Well ... | can't say | didn't enjoy it, too," she answered, her voice
getting softer. "Sonetines, the sleeping bag in a tent routine gets
kind'a old."

"Tell me about it! And the weeks that go by with no time for any social
life . . . 1'll tell you, Jersey, war is hell."

"Coop, did you ever think about just chucking it all and going back to
SUSA, beconing a normal citizen, and starting a famly?"

"Sure, all the time. | guess that's what we're all working toward,

except for the Scouts, who'll be the only ones disappointed when this is
all over. But as long as the world's in the shape it's in, that would
seem | i ke the coward' s way out."

"Me, too. Sonetimes | fear 1'mgoing to end up forty years old, a
gray-headed little old lady, still fighting in
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this dammed war with no husband, no kids, sleeping every night with ny
M 16 by ny side instead of a good man."

"\eah. There doesn't seemto be any end to it, does there?"

"No, and fromthe way Cecil Jefferys is talking, when we finish with
Bottger here and go back to the states there's going to be nore civil
war there."

He snuggl ed back against her. "In that case, let's just lie here all day
and | et soneone else fight the war."

She squeezed himfor a nonment, then pulled away and said, "1'd | ove to,
Coop, but we've got to get you back to base and get that wound taken
care of, or the war is going to be over for you sooner than you want."

She crawl ed out fromunder their pile of clothes and stood up. Cooper
started to turn over, noticed her nakedness, and turned away so she
could get dressed in private.

As she pulled her clothes on he slipped into his pants and shirt,
nmoani ng as the novenent fired up the pain in his |left shoul der

"You all right?"

"Yeah, it's just that every nuscle in ny body is aching It feels as if
I"'mturning to stone a litde at a tine."

"That's the infection. | think it's spreading through your bl oodstream
causi ng sepsis."”

He tried to stretch, finding his left armand shoul der were so stiff he
couldn't raise it above his head without a fiery pain shooting up into
hi s neck and head.

He gl anced up at her, pain in his eyes. "Maybe you'd better go on
wi t hout ne, and conme back for ne when you get to Soyo and the rest of
the troops."

"Not |likely, partner. You know we never |eave a team nenber in the
field. It's just not done."
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"Jersey, I'mserious. | don't knowif | can go on nuch | onger, and
don't want to slow you down."

"What you want doesn't nmatter, soldier. I'msenior to you by a couple of
weeks, so | give the orders here. So, off your ass and on your feet,
Coop. W got places to go and people to nmeet, and we're burning daylight."

"Yes, ma'am " he said, giving her a nock sal ute.
They gathered up their gear, Jersey carrying both weapons on straps over

her right shoul der and Cooper's right arm draped over her |eft shoul der,
and began to wal k west. They followed the river as it wound toward Soyo



and the coast.

The underbrush was thicker near the water, so they curved inland a bit

to make the wal king easier. Their pace was significantly slower than on
t he days before, with Cooper barely able to wal k and conpl etely unabl e

to jog.

They stopped a couple of times, to let Cooper rest and to pick bananas
and other fruit fromtrees when they found them Mst of the fruit was
partially rotted, but they were so hungry that they wolfed it down, anyway.

Cooper gave a halfhearted smile as he chewed on a rancid, blackened
banana. "Be a hell of a note if ny bullet wound didn't kill me, if | got
food poisoning instead and died fromit, wouldn't it?"

"Just don't start puking on ne, that's all | ask," Jersey said. "I don't
m nd hal f-carrying your lazy butt, but | draw the line at w ping vonit
of f your face."

Suddenly, two bl ack nen appeared out of the brush on the trail ahead of
them with AK47s | evel ed at Cooper and Jersey.

The pair spoke rapidly in what sounded |ike the singsong syllables of
Bantu, notioning at Jersey with their rifles.

161

161

Cooper said, "Do you speak English?"

He was nmet with blank stares and uprai sed eyebrows.

"How about French?" Jersey asked in her highschool French, trying to
smle and | ook di sarmi ng and non-t hreateni ng.

The natives just scowl ed and notioned again with their rifles, the
ritual scars on their cheeks showing themto be fromone of the warrior
tribes, the ones that usually sided with Bottger and his troops in the
civil wars in Africa.

Jersey took her arm from around Cooper's shoul der and slowy, so as not
to draw the nen's fire, |owered her weapons to the ground.

As she bent | ow, she whispered out of the side of her nouth to Cooper
"On ny mark, create a diversion, faint or sonething."

Cooper glanced at her, eyebrows raised, know ng w thout asking what she
pl anned to do. That was one of the advantages of fighting for many years
al ongsi de the same team menbers-you began to think alike and act in

uni son, often w thout saying a word.

"\bu can't take them both on by yourself," he whispered back, while
continuing to stare at their enemes. "I'll take the one on the right,
you get the one on the left,"” he said, smling at the nen and noddi ng
his head, as if agreeing with their orders instead of planning howto
kill them

The two men shouted angrily, ainmng their ARs at the pair and jerking
the barrel s up and down.



Jersey straightened up. "I think they want us to quit talking and hold
up our hands. G ve them a good show, partner."

Cooper bent over partially, a grimce of pain and distress on his face.
He raised his right arm pointing at
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the swollen, red area around his | eft shoul der, show ng he coul dn't
raise it.

The natives stared at himfor a noment, then grinned. One of the two
| ooked at his partner and shrugged. Wen Jersey saw that, she knew it
was now or never. She could tell the hostiles had decided to kill them

As they raised their weapons agai n Cooper took a step forward and
stunbled, falling slightly toward the nmen, holding his armand crying
out |oudly.

Both nmen cut their eyes at Cooper, giving Jersey a chance to pull her
K-Bar fromits scabbard unobserved.

In one lightning fast novenment she flipped it in the air, grabbed it by
its blade at the point, and threwit at the man on the right.

The razor-sharp knife turned slowy over three tines, as it was supposed
to, and then inbedded itself up to the hilt in the native's throat.

He screaned and fell back, his AKA7 firing into the trees as his finger
tightened on the trigger in a death spasm

H s partner, eyes wide with fear, pointed his rifle at Jersey. Before he
could fire Cooper straightened, took one quick step, and | aunched
hinsel f in a headl ong dive at the man.

Cooper hit his target just above the knees, bending himover so that his
AKA7 fired harmessly in the dirt over Cooper's back

He and Cooper fell to the ground, and he began to beat Cooper on his
back with the AK47, all thoughts of Jersey forgotten

Jersey took two quick steps closer to themas they grappled, |eaned to
her left, and flashed out her right leg in a spinning side-kick

The toe of her boot caught the native on the fore-
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head, snappi ng his head back and making himdrop the AK47. Cooper rolled
to the side, exhausted by his attack and sickened by the pain coursing

through his left arm and shoul der

Jersey stood there, feet planted firmly on jungle hunus, waving at the
native to get up and cone and get her



The man grinned slowy, gingerly feeling the egg-sized knot on his
forehead where she had kicked him He clinbed to his feet and held his
hands out at his sides, fingers fornmng into claws, baring his teeth in
a snarl.

He was well over six feet tall, making Jersey wonder for a nonment if he
were one of the famobus Watusi tribe, known for their height and for
eating cows' blood mixed with nmlk.

Jersey spoke softly. "Come and get some, big guy. | prom se you a dance
you'll never forget as long as you live . . . which | figure will be
about thirty nore seconds."

Evidently figuring his size and strength woul d overwhel m her, the man
charged straight at Jersey, not even bothering to feint one way or the
ot her.

As he reached for her throat, yelling in triunph, she stepped quickly to
the side, spun on her heels once, and hit himin the forehead again wth
a rik-hand-her fingers curled into her palns and her fist swng with a
straight elbow, |ike a hanmer on the end of a string, and with the sane
effect.

The native was knocked to one knee, where he stayed, trying to uncross
his eyes and to think past the throbbing pain in his forehead.

Jersey stepped behind himand swng a hard, place-kicker type kick at
his butt, the toe of her shoe catching
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himin the balls and lifting himto his feet with a horrible,
ani mal -1i ke scream

As he turned, holding his crotch, noaning and crying, probably for
nmercy, Jersey drew back and swung a knife-hand strike with the side of
her hand just under his chin, crushing his |arynx.

H s head snapped back and he grabbed for his throat as he sat down hard
on the ground. He gurgled and tried to breathe through his broken
wi ndpi pe, to no avail

After a noment his eyes widened in fear, frothy bl ood bubbled fromhis
nout h, and he di ed.

Jersey i mediately went to where Cooper lay on the ground, holding his
| eft shoul der and cursing. "Dam, that hurt like a bitch!" he snarled
through gritted teeth.

"I told you to let me handle it, dunmy.

He | ooked up, grinning through his pain. "If | hadn't saved your butt,
you' d be wearing about a dozen AK47 slugs as jewelry right about now, girl."

"Bullshit! | could have taken him easy."

She inclined her head toward the dead body lying on its back behind her
"Hell, | didn't even work up a sweat on that bastard.”



Cooper shook his head. "That's typical. The nman saves the mai den, and
gets no credit whatsoever."

Jersey smiled as she examined Cooper's arm trying to stop the fresh

bl eedi ng his exertions had caused. "What makes you think I'ma mai den?"
Cooper snorted in pain at her prying fingers. "
to have ever had a man."

' Cause you're too ugly

Jersey, instead of getting angry, just grinned and tightened the bandage
on Cooper's armtighter, making hi mnoan again.

"That's where you' re wong, Coop."
He stared at her for a second, then shrugged. "Well
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that is why God invented al cohol-so ugly girls could get laid, too.

Jersey | aughed and turned away. She went over to the dead men and began
to go through their packs.

"What are you | ooking for?"

"A couple of canteens filled with water, and food, real food, of any
ki nd. You need protein to hold off that infection, or you' re never going
to make it to the base."

"Bull shit," he said, as he struggled to get to his feet. "Don't pretend
you're doing this all for me. | know you, too well for that, |ady.

You' re just |ooking for chocol ate, 'cause you're probably going through
wi t hdrawal from not having your daily candy bars.”

"Bi ngo," she said, pulling two canteens out of the men's packs. She
pi tched one to Cooper and she i mediately took the other and began
drinking fromit.

Cooper used his shirt to wipe the nouth of his canteen, "You' d better
wat ch out who you drink after, Jersey. Remenber, this is the continent
where eighty percent of the population has HV."

After wi ping the canteens spout for about thirty seconds, he finally put
it to his lips and drank as fast as he could swal |l ow

After a few nmonents Jersey found sone tins of canned neat, a couple of
hunks of cheese, and a bag of cooked rice. She spread the bounty out on
t he ground and she and Cooper ate their fill, watching over their

shoul ders in case the gunshots had brought any nore hostiles.

When they were finished she wal ked toward the river

"Where are you goi ng?" Cooper call ed.

"I"ve got to go powder ny nose, you oaf. Some of us, even in the nost
difficult conditions, remenber what it's like to be a |lady," she said.
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Cooper | ooked over at the two men she had killed with her bare hands and
snort ed.

"Watch out for crocs. This part of the Congo is full of them and
they're not too particular about what they eat."

After a noment Jersey cane running back into the clearing. "Hey, Coop
this is our |ucky day."

Cooper | ooked down at his swollen, throbbing shoulder, "Ch? Is that so?
' m wounded and probably dying, and we're God only knows how many mil es
fromour lines in jungle filled with hostiles . . . now just why do you
think it's our lucky day?"

"Because these two asshol es nust have cone here in a boat. | found one
pul l ed up on the bank over there in the bushes."

"Holy shit," he said, "that neans no nore wal ki ng."
"Even better," she said, "the river flows toward the coast, so we won't
even have to row very hard."

"Jersey, for once you've outdone yourself." He wal ked to her and put his
good arm around her shoul der, sweat running down his face fromhis
fever. "Take nme hone."

After two hours on the river, letting the current do nost of the work,
Jersey and Cooper cane to the port of Soyo. Wen they saw the helicopter
still on the edge of the river and the nedical team canped out around
it, they began to shout and call out.

Soon, the nedics were hel pi ng Cooper out of the boat. Wthin ninutes
they had an 1V going and were pouring nmassive ampunts of antibiotics
into his veins.

One of the young nen said, "I don't know, Cooper. W may have to operate
on that wound. It |ooks pretty bad."

Jersey put her hand on her pistol and stepped to Cooper's side. "No one
touches that arm except Dr. Chase.
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Now, unl ess you want to see one pissed-off, crazy female, you' d better
get us to him pronto!"

The nmedic blanched. "OK. . . OK" He turned to the helicopter pilot and
said, "Let's go, Sarge. W need to get this man to CGeneral Raines's canp

as soon as we can."”

"Sooner," Jersey said, patting her pistol, "sooner, if you know what's
good for you."

As the medics | oaded Cooper's stretcher onto the chopper, Jersey grabbed



one of the Scouts by the arm
"Hey soldier, you got any chocolate in your duffel bag?"

Cooper raised his head and said, "Better give it to her, son. She gets
downri ght nasty when she hasn't had her chocol ate.”
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Movi ng carefully along the Atlantic coast jungles in western Nami bia
Maj or Jerry Enger checked his maps and aerial recon photographs with
Tonmo, his best Zulu tribesman and scout, |ooking over his shoul der

Li ke its geographical counterpart in North America, the African

sout hwest is desert country, with Nanibia taking its nanme fromthe
Nam b, the great swathe of desert that stretches the length of its

ei ght -hundred-m | e-1ong Skel eton Coast. This Nam b desert is one of the
driest places on earth.

Scattered nmountain ranges run north to south, and punctuate the

| andscapes of the central plateau and southern steppes. Only along the
rivers on the northern border with Angol a does the jungle grow |l ush and
thick, fed by the waters of the Kunene River on the Angol an border

In the northeastern corner of the country, in the Caprivi Strip, there
is thick jungle, courtesy of the kavango, Zanbezi, and Kwando Ri vers
that flow fromthe north.

It was here in this hot, hum d, sweltering jungle brush that Enger and
his men searched for Raines and his elusive 501 Brigade, just north of
t he Nam bian city of GChopoho.
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In the heat of the jungle, the men in Enger's Dark Horse Brigade were
sweat i ng profusely. Enger had reliable information from Bottger's
Intelligence agents that the dreaded 501 Brigade | ed by General Ben
Rai nes was to the northwest of himin southern Angola, moving steadily
south toward the New World headquarters in Pretoria.

Soneone had to stop them Enger saw it as his chance for his finest hour
as a nmercenary for The New Wrld Order-to halt the Rebel s and def eat
them soundly. He had little faith in the stories the natives had told of
what fierce warriors Raines and his nmen were, putting them down as
excuses by the natives for their |lack of success against the 501

Bri gade, and nothing nore.

"W nove northwest right here," he told Tono, his chief Zulu | eader of
nmercenaries from Zanzi bar, pointing to a river shown on the map running
west toward Angol a.

"Send several dozen of your best men to scout the way. Have them fan out
on both sides of this river."

Tonmo spoke English with a British accent. He was huge, very nuscul ar, so
dark that his skin |ooked Iike black satin while he was sweating. He was
a weapons expert, if any Zulu could be called an expert w th nodern
weaponry. He understood the Soviet-nade portable rocket |aunchers, and



trained his nost trusted nen how to use them accurately. And Tonb was a
fierce fighter with an AK47 or in hand-to-hand conbat. He could be
counted on to take a deadly toll in any type of confrontation wth

sol diers fromthe Rebel armes.

Hs warriors, of the Herero tribes, were traditional allies of the
CGermans and had been since the 1800's when the German farnmers first
col oni zed Nani bi a.

"River be best way," Tonp said. "It flow north, toward
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Angol an border. W go slow. Maybe no cross over into Angola if we no
find Ben Raines in Nambia."

"Why is that?" Enger asked, for Tonb seemed worried about sonething in
Angol a.

"Many die there, get sick in Angola. Bleed frommuth and nose and ears.
Die in three or four days. Thousands are dead, rotting in the jungles
and villages. "

"The damm Rebel s have let | oose sone kind of germ agent we don't know
about ?"

"No, Major. It be anthrax. CGeneral Field Marshal Bottger order it be
dropped fromairplanes. Kill all jungle animals, all |ions and

el ephants, all Bantu tribes living in snmall villages in Angola. M
scouts say bodi es be everywhere. Nobody alive in Angola but birds and
lizards, they say."

"We' ve been inocul ated agai nst our own ant hrax bombs and rockets. It
won' t bot her us."

"I don't know what this mean . . . inoculated. But all are dead in
Angol a. Maybe Raines and his men dead, too. | no think my men will go
into Angol a."

"We're immune to it. The shots they gave us in the butt in the last six
nmont hs keeps us fromcontracting anthrax. | heard this from General
Li gon hinsel f, so stop worrying."

Tomo wagged his head, uncertain. "A Zulu no understand this thing, the
needl es, how so many people die fromanthrax and we do not di e because
of the needles. M ssionaries say same thing about the Slins disease,
what you white nmen call AIDS, but many still die in spite of needles. My
men are frightened. They say they no go across into the Angol a where
everyone die."

Enger was frustrated over the Zulu's ignorance of medicine and germ
warfare. Trained by the old East
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German arny specialists in these matters, he had no patience with



i gnorant savages who were incapabl e of understandi ng things even when
they were properly expl ai ned.

"Prom se your nmen the shots. The needles make it safe. They will not get
sick."
"They still be afraid," Tonp said. "Sone refuse to take the needles.

They say it be a bad thing. Sone say needl es cause Slins di sease, maybe
al so cause anthrax." The big man shrugged, as if to say such things were
beyond hi m

Enger couldn't have cared less if they lost a few Zulus to anthrax. He
held his tongue. Tonmb and a few nore had agreed to the vaccinations, and
hi s European nercenaries were all inocul ated against the anthrax spores.
Tomo' s scouts had to find Raines so his |location could be pinpointed for
aerial strikes. He could not allow themto refuse his orders.

"Spread them out on both sides of the river until we get to the border
i nto Angol a. Maybe Raines and his 501 Brigade have already crossed over
into Nam bia, if the anthrax didn't get them We'll find him and cal
in air support and sone arnmor when we do."

Enger wanted to sound very sure of their success, to help convince Tono
and the others to foll ow orders.

Tomo turned away fromthe map, swatting nosquitos away fromhis fierce
| ooki ng black face. "I tell my scouts what you say, Major. W go as far
as border, but not cross into Angola."

Enger watched the giant Zulu wal k soundlessly into the tropical forest,
gathering his scouts in a small clearing where vines dangled from
towering |inmbs surroundi ng an open space near the shallow river. The
river would be infested with crocs and poi sonous snakes. He
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thought it was best to I et men who knew the jungles go ahead of his
Speci al Forces col um.

Wth over two dozen Russi an-nmade Spi der Rocket |aunchers in the hands of
the best trained nen in Dark Horse Brigade, Enger felt confident they
could handl e any sort of engagenent with Ben Raines and his Rebe
soldiers, even if it came down to close-quarters fighting.

Enger prided hinself on the conbat training he' d given his nen. Most
were armed with razor-sharp bayonets or machetes, sawed-off automatic
shot guns, and .45 caliber pistols and grenades. His denolition squad had
Trictoff Soviet land mines to lay in Ben Raines's path if they found his
arnored machi nery noving toward South Africa and New Wrl d headquarters.

And with a heavy rain forest canopy to hide them Enger and his Dark
Hor se sol diers woul d be hidden fromdetection fromthe skies. He had
ordered all his tanks, cannons, and notorized equi pment to hold their
positions along the coast to wait for coded instructions | sent by radio.

Tormo led nore tfian a dozen Zulu soldiers across a | shallow spot in die
river, the water only reaching their waists. A huge croc slithered off
one nuddy enbanknment, and in the sanme instant Tonmp shot it in the head



witih a single round fromhis Steyer automatic pistol

The fifteen-foot croc began twi sting, rolling over in | the water
thrashing its tail, leaving a trail of dark blood in the brown waters
flowing toward the Adantic. These saltwater crocs were the nost
aggressive of dieir species and it had happened nore than once that a
croc hidden bel ow the surface of some river had |unged out to grab a nman
and pull himunder to his death.

Enger turned to Captain Walter Zahn, an East German, his second in
conmand of the brigade.

"Let's nove out," Enger said.
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Col ums of men in canoufl age unifornms began wal king into the dark
shadows beneath the forest canopy, AK47s cocked and ready.

Enger hoped they would find Raines and his 501 Brigade this side of the
Angol a border, so there wouldn't be any problemw th Tomp's natives. He
hoped Li gon was wong, and the anthrax wouldn't kill Raines and his
troops. He wanted that pleasure, and the glory that would follow, to be
all his.

Enger was weary after days of slow progress through jungles along the
river. Tonmo had nothing to report, only enpty forest and hundreds of
crocs sunning on the riverbank. As the sun set on their third day

mar chi ng toward t he border of Angola, while he was becomi ng nore
convi nced than ever they would never find the Rebels, the staccato

di stant machine gun fire startled himinto a battle-ready state.

"Fan out!" he cried, waving his armto direct his nen into the jungle.
Enger knew the sound of the American weapons all too well. Tono, or one
of his scouts, had stunbled into an anbush sonewhere upriver.

Now machi ne guns began to blast fromall directions, acconpanied by the
occasi onal expl osion of a grenade, their noise filling the rain forest
like peals of thunder. Men were screaming in pain and yelling in fear
when the thunp of a nortar being fired suddenly echoed froma bend in
the river, followed by a terrific blast.

A New Wrl d soldier ran into the river shall ows, spraying nmachine gun
fire back and forth to the west. He fired until his clip was enpty,
unaware that a giant croc was sw mming toward his spl ashing sounds,
undul ating Iike a snake in the water, using its tail to push it forward.

Anot her nortar round boonmed in the jungle, fired
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at Enger's troops from some position he couldn't see. He did see the
croc leap out of the water to grab his soldier by the leg, jerking him
off his feet until he sank out of sight where he'd been standing, bel ow

whi te foam and bubbl es.

One of Tonmp's Zul us staggered out of the forest with bl ood pouring from
his belly. Half of his face was mi ssing, so that when he turned his head



one side of a grinning bl oody skull was showi ng. The Zulu fell to his
knees, shrieking in agony as bl ood pool ed around him

Anot her of Tomp's scouts cane back downriver in a linping run with a
bl oodstai n darkening the leg of his fatigues. He ran a few steps nore
and toppl ed over in jungle undergrowh, but now the sounds of battle
raged up and down the river, and one nan's cry was lost in the thunder
of guns, nortars, and expl odi ng grenades.

Enger turned to his radio engineer. "Call for air sup port. Gve them
our coordinates. And tell the bastards to get it here fast."

"Yes, sir," stanmered a Bel gi an mercenary naned Kl aus, taking his radio
out to begin transnmission to Pretoria, where npost of the H ND M4
hel i copt er gunshi ps were stationed in the south. They woul d then check
their maps to find the nearest M24s to Enger's position and relay the
coor di nat es.

Enger prayed they weren't too far off, for they were in a desperate
situation here. Only a chopper could maneuver along this twisting river
to get any firepower directed at the enemy positions.

"Bl ack Horse Brigade calling HQ Send in the HHNDs at-" Hi s coordi nates
were drowned out by a nortar blast ripping trees and vines apart in
front of Enger.

A rocket hissed fromfar upriver, following the river's course froma
hand- hel d | auncher. The Rebels' Dragon rockets were unusually accurate
for short distances.
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However, they needed heat to sense a target, and Enger wondered why the
rocket had been fired when they had no tanks or aircraft to attract them
toa hit.

Very qui ckly he saw the Dragon explode at a site where his nmen set up a
nortar. The concussion of such a powerful explosion shook | eaves and
vi nes above Enger's head.

"Make sure they understand we're under fire!" Enger shouted to Kl aus.
"Tell themto get their asses in the air right now or we'll be shot al
to hell. And warn themthese Rebels have rockets!"

Anot her thuddi ng bl ast nmade the ground under Enger's boots trenble.
Upriver, men screaned at a spot where trees were bl own out of the ground
by the roots.

"Dam, " he whi spered. Tonmp was one of the best African scouts in The New
Wrld Arnmy and he'd been fooled, tricked into an anbush

Machi ne gun and smal | automatic weapons fire crackled all over the
jungle, fromall directions, nonstop. Wth his forces surrounded, Enger
knew t hey had encountered a very |large Rebel force, and he was puzzl ed
how Tomp had mi ssed some indication that they were there, setting a trap
for them

A grenade | auncher sent a ball of fiery death into a squad of Enger's



riflemen, blowi ng themout of their hiding places. Bits and pi eces of
bodi es, uniforms, weapons, boots, and caps cane flying into the air.

"How t he hell?" Enger asked hinself, listening to Kl aus radio
instructions to soneone at Pretoria. The gunships would arrive too | ate.

A wall of rmuzzle flashes Iit up the forests on both sides of the river
as the Rebels advanced toward Enger and his troops. It seened not hing
could stop so many guns Firing in unison

"Pull back!" he cried when it was clear he and his
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bri gade could not hold their position wthout taking huge nunbers of
casual ti es.

A Zulu tribesman ran headlong into the forest, retreating as fast as his
legs could carry himuntil a bullet struck himin the back. The front of
hi s camoufl age shirt disintegrated in a splash of blood and tissue and
fabric when the high velocity slug passed through him

"Ayiii!" he cried as bl ood bubbled fromhis throat after the bullet
ri pped open his lung. The Zulu fell in md-stride, disappearing into the
under gr ow h.

Enger wheel ed around, for now bullets were whizzing past his head,
shreddi ng pal m| eaves, striking the bark on rubber trees with a
resoundi ng crack

Maj or Jerry Enger took off, running for his life, leaving his nen to
fend for thenselves, ignoring the cries and pleas for help conming from
his enbattl ed sol diers.

Apparently, quite by accident and without Tonp being aware of it unti
it was too late, they had run headl ong into the Rebel 501 Brigade and
General Ben Rai nes.

Gone from Enger's nmind were all thoughts of glory and victory . . . now
all he was concerned with was survival, getting away from Rai nes and his
men, who did indeed fight like the devils the natives said they were.
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Captain Boris Dahn flew the coordi nates relayed by radio fromPretori a,
checking his instrunments. Luckily, his squadron of HI ND helicopters had
been bi vouacked in the Nami bian city of GChopoho, and didn't have far to fly.

H s radar showed nothing and yet he was close to the reported site of
the Rebel attack in the jungle areas along the Kunene River. The throb
of the twin turbines on his H ND M4 forcing the blades through the air
filled his ears. H's heat sensors showed nothi ng other than scattered
jungle wildlife. It was as if the battle had never taken place.

"Red Leader One. Nothing on ny screen.”

Boris led a squadron of five, Russian-built helicopter gunships. H's
pilots were experienced, seasoned veterans of close jungle air wars, and



t hey understood conditions in Africa and the terrain. Equipped wth
HUDs- Heads Up Di spl ays-for targeting an eneny, the M4s were good
ai rshi ps capabl e of quick maneuvers and heavy firepower.

They had tw n nounted machi ne guns and dual forty millineter cannons,
but their real power cane from side-nmount, heat-seeking rocket |aunchers
capabl e of destroying even a heavily arnored Abrans tank

180

"Red Leader," a voice crackled back over his headset. "No sign of
anything, and | amalready at the river."

Eric Strauss was a top gunship pilot, Dahn's best helicopter marksman,
t he nost experienced flyer in the squadron

"Check back with air control in Pretoria about those coordinates. | may
be m staken, or ny readings may be off. | can see the river and no sign
of anything."

"I don't see a damm thing, either. 1'Il change frequencies and verify."

Boris trusted his instrunents. The HI ND choppers were as good as any

nodi fi ed Apache gunship. An M24 was reliable as hell, instrunent
accuracy beyond anything the Soviets had ever built. But when they had
parts failures it was virtually inmpossible to repair them. . . Cenera

Bottger was having nore and nore trouble securing parts.

"Red Leader One. This is Red Five. | see snoke. Look to the west, where
the river turns."

Boris did see snoke curling froma part of the rain forest north of the
river.

"That's it. Zero in. Watch for anti-aircraft fire. |1've got nothing on
nmy screens." He reset his HUD and touched the zoom button

He was concerned about his ships being easy targets for the hand-held
rockets Enger had reported the Rebels had. Boris's ships were painted in
brown and sand earth-tone colors, perfect canouflage for the desert and
savanna terrain that nmade up ninety percent of Nam bia. Who woul d have

t hought they'd be called to provide air support over the only snall
jungle area in the whole dammed country?

The thunmp of rotors changed when Boris swung toward the snoke. Sonething
was wrong. No Rebel brigade would push through this jungle w thout air
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support. His intuition was quivering, telling himto beware, so he kept
an eye on his radar screen, |ooking for dark blips representing airborne
Apaches or fighter planes.
"I"ve still got nothing," he said, pressing the radio transmt contro
button with his thunb while keeping the stick and throttles in proper
posi tion.

"My screen is blank," Red Five reported



"Not hi ng here, either," Red Two radi oed. "Not so much as a blip on any
of ny displays. Maybe we got here too late. It may be over for Dark Horse."

"There has to be sonething, "Boris assured the others. "I can't believe
we don't see any air traffic.”

"They may be down | ow. They can do that, so the trees block themfrom
our radar."

Boris knew all too well how | ow an Apache gunship could hover and not
show up on a radar screen. In numerous battles in the skies he'd seen
t hem appear as if out of nowhere. Apaches had a snaller rotor span
allowing themto hide in tiny open spots in the jungles.

"Keep on | ooking," he said, grow ng nervous.

A Rebel force wouldn't be noving toward Pretoria wi thout air support of
some kind, unless this was a snmall, recon group scouting the way for an
arnored battalion. The lack of air support nmade hi m wonder. Dark Horse
had radi oed they were under heavy attack. So where the hell was the
Rebel army?

"Red One!" a voice cried, Eric's voice. "lI've got a hot spot on ny
scope. They've got sonmething with infrared trained on us ... targeting ne!l"

"Drop down!" Boris said.

The vapor trail of a GTA mssile left a thick sector of the forest
canopy. "Watch out! Avoid! Make a ninety west turn!"

The ground-to-air rocket struck Eric Strauss's H ND
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and the aircraft expl oded, an expanding fireball ripping the helicopter
gunship apart at less than a thousand feet of altitude, showering the
forest below with burning fuel and shredded netal

Boris trained his ATG rocket |auncher at the spot where he saw the
mssile rush fromthe trees. He set the paranmeters and centered the
markers on his HUD before he squeezed his stick-nounted trigger

The whoosh of a mounted rocket was followed by its vapor trail away from
the M24, causing his craft to swing to the left slightly as a right-side
| auncher fired. His gaze remained fixed on the HUD screen projected
before himon his wi ndshield, awaiting a hit.

An explosion and fire near the river announced the arrival of the
rocket. Trees burst into flame as they disintegrated |ike kindling wood,
and the distant roar of the concussion was |oud enough to be heard even
above the rotor's noise.

"A mss, Red Leader One," soneone said into the radio from another HI ND
"They had a heat shield in place. W hit a damm pi ece of sheet netal
with an infrared honming device planted on it. W were tricked. The
rocket was fired by renote control. There is no one down there. Repeat,
we bl ew up an unmanned | auncher."



When an expl osion of rocket fuel or any other anmunition did not follow
the hit, it was painfully obvious the New Wrld airmen had been fool ed.
A snol dering crater in the jungle floor was all he had to show for
firing a val uabl e rocket.

"Damm it all," Boris hissed. "They have tricked our best deep sensors
again. The Russians insisted the nodifications would work."

He wat ched what was left of Eric Strauss's gunship go
183
183

down, twisting |ike a wounded duck, a flam ng, wounded duck crashing
into the rain forest bel ow

"There is nobody down there, Red Leader One. They set this whole thing
up to draw us in, a fire burning in the jungle and an infrared beam
coming froma worthless piece of tin and a renpote rocket |auncher.”

It was information Boris didn't need to be rem nded of, for he had
qui ckly cone to the same concl usion hinsel f.

He gave the air around them a quick visual inspection. Wen the Rebels
gave them sonething like this to shoot at, it was npst often a trap of
sone ki nd.
"Poor Eric," another voice crackled over the radio. "He will be m ssed.

He had nore air kills than any of us in the squadron. He was ny instructor."

Boris ignored the expression of sorrow by one of Eric's fellow pilots,
sensi ng that even now sonme sort of ground missile might be trained on
his squadron. Yet his instruments gave hi mnothing. There was absol utely
no indication that he or his nen were being targeted by any
radar-controll ed missiles. Were can the bastards be? he thought,
twisting his head fromside to side, hoping to see sonmething his

sophi sticated Russian instrunents had m ssed.

"Red One! Red One! |I've got a blip behind us!"™ It was Hans Rutger's
voi ce from Red Four guarding their rear

That was one of the M24's faults-their radar sensors could not cover a
blind spot directly behind the aircraft. Boris swung his chopper around
in a sweeping, diving turn, dropping |ower out of the flight pattern to
avoid a collision with one of his own aircraft.

And suddenly there it was, a flashing marker on his HUD, foll owed by a
warning chirp that his M4 was being targeted by sone infrared device
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"Down! Down!' he cried into his headset. "They have a marker on ne!l"
He changed pitch suddenly on his rotor blades and dropped |like a stone

to less than a hundred feet above the treetops, his prop wash causing
the jungle below himto swirl madly, driving nonkeys and birds into



flight in every direction

"Red One!" Hans cried into his hel net earphones. "I have a GIA | ocked on
nme. "

Hans's voi ce broke off the instant a resoundi ng boom thundered above
Boris's M24. He | ooked up when the aftershock of a direct hit nade his
chopper sway, forcing himto use nore thrust to hold his position above

the trees, for his ship was hovering dangerously close to the highest |inbs.

Hans Rutger's HI ND was engul fed by fire. The tail section and rear rotor
snapped of f, |ooping away fromthe body of the flam ng craft as though
it had a flight path of its own, dropping toward the jungle in perfect
arcs driven by the tail rotor

Boris caught a brief glinpse of Hans-his hel neted body swaddled in a

bl anket of flame flying upward, turning head over heels while stil
belted into the pilot's seat, his arms flailing helplessly until he was
cut in half by a spinning blade on the main rotor separated fromthe
shaft by the expl osion

Then all was fire and noi se where Hans Rutger's chopper had been only
seconds earlier. Flam ng weckage fell across the rain forest, narrowy
m ssing Boris's rotors and al nost taking his chopper down with it as it
fell.

Anot her blip showed on Boris' HUD, and his warning system chirped
faster, louder, screaming a warning to the frightened pilot.

One of the Rebels was trying to train a rocket on
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him even at an altitude that should have hidden himfroma | aser beam
"CGot a hot spot!" Boris shouted. "I have no choice but to put down now "

He fully understood the consequences. Crashing in die jungle treetops at
| east offered a slight chance he m ght survive.

"Red One! | have a hot spot!" The voice belonged to the pilot of Red Three.

"Go down! Go down!" Boris bellowed into the mcrophone as he cut the
throttle on his own chopper, hoping it would drift slowy into the
treetops and catch sonmewhere anong the tree |inmbs w thout expl oding.

He saw a fireball erupt off to his left while he was goi ng down. Red
Three came apart like a child' s toy, and the clap of the explosion was
acconpani ed by a screamtransnitted over the radio. Then the scream
ended abruptly as die helicopter's fuel tanks exploded into a secondary
fireball.

Boris felt his M24 strike an object below Then the machine tilted
crazily and main rotor blades began to chewinto leafy |inmbs and jungle
vi nes, shaking the cockpit as though he were in an earthquake. The tai
section twi sted upward, and then the cockpit gl ass shattered. The noise
around hi m was deaf eni ng.



He had the presence of mind to reach for the control panel to shut off
the electrical system hoping to prevent a fire, just as the H ND nade a
nosedi ve anong the branches toward the jungle floor. For sone reason one
of his machi ne guns began to fire, out of control, blasting the ground
rushing toward himwith a spray of arnor-piercing bullets.

"Dear Cod," he gasped, watching in horror what awaited hi mupon inpact
whil e the | ast remaining
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bl ade of the main rotor chewed through everything in its path.

Just before the nose of his ruined H ND sl ammed to the ground, sonething
caught, jerking himforward against the restraint of his seat harness,
suspendi ng hi mand what was left of his chopper a few feet off the ground.
Sonething in his neck had snapped. Hi s head lolled over until his chin
touched his chest. Then, wondering if he m ght be dying, he | ost

consci ousness.

Boris blinked his eyes open. Excruciating pain throbbed in his neck and
head and down his back. Soneone, sone voice, was talking to him Ws
this a drean? Was he still alive? How | ong had he been unconsci ous?

He found hinself hanging fromthe pilot's seat, trapped in the safety
harness, staring down, unable to turn his head or lift it. He saw the
shape of a man wearing fatigues, holding some kind of rifle with the

muzzl e pointed up at him

The sol dier spoke to himin English. "Looks Iike your bird broke its
wi ngs, Nazi."

"Help me," Boris stammered.
"I"'mgonna hel p you, asshole. |I'mgonna help you all the way to your grave."

"Who are you? Are you one of Enger's troops? Why are you aimng that gun
at me?"

"My nanme's Ben Raines. |I'msure as hell not one of you. I'"'mainmng this
rifle at you because |I'm gonna send you to hell with it, where you belong."

The nane Ben Rai nes was vaguely famliar, although Boris was too badly
stunned by the crash to think clearly.
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The pain in his neck and back was excruciating, making his vision blur
and consum ng his thoughts.

"Adi os, asshol e," Raines said.
Boris Dahn heard the hammering of gunfire, and felt his body being

jerked back and forth in his flight harness. Then all went black around
himand, nmercifully, the pain disappeared and he felt nothing.



189 Twenty

When Jersey and Cooper, his armin a sling, entered Ben's CP tent, their
t eam nmenbers gat hered around, slapping Cooper on the back and huggi ng
Jersey.

Anna said with tears in her eyes, "W're so glad to have you two back
W never gave up hope you would make it."

"W m ght not have, if Ben hadn't left that nedical teamwth the
chopper at Soyo," Jersey said.

She gl anced at Cooper. "Coop was in pretty bad shape by the tinme we got
down t he Congo."

"Yeah, if it hadn't been for the way Jersey took care of nme, | would
have been a goner for sure," Cooper added.

A voice fromthe tent's doorway booned out, "Speaking of wounds, | want
to see you in ny hospital tent right away, young nman."

Doct or Chase was standing in the doorway with his hands on his hips, a
grin on his face. "And as for you, young lady," he said, pointing a
finger at Jersey, "one of mnmy nmedics says you threatened himw th a gun."

Ben | ooked at her, his eyebrows raised. "Is that true, Jersey?"

"No, of course not . . . I just told himl mght be a little perturbed
if he started cutting on Coop's arm before Doc Chase had a chance to
ook at it."
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"That's not the way he tells it," Doctor Chase said, w nking at Ben
"Now cone on, Coop, let's go take a look at that armbefore it falls off."

As he wal ked toward the door he called back to Jersey. "And you-in ny
tent later for a full physical. No telling what you night have picked up
running around in the jungle like that."

After Doctor Chase and Cooper left, Ben poured Jersey sone coffee, "Tel
us about what happened. Did you see any nore hostil es?"

Jersey nodded. "Sure, Boss, but could it wait just alittle while? W
haven't had anything to eat but rice and rotten fruit for three days."

Beth and Anna both rushed to her side. "Conme on, we'll take you to the
mess tent."
Ben held up his hand. "Corrie, stay a few mnutes. | need you here.

want to bunp Cecil Jefferys in the states.™
"Sure thing, Boss."
After the others had left, Corrie got on the radio. It took her twenty

m nutes to establish a connection with Jefferys's office, then another
ten mnutes while they transferred her back and forth to his new CP



An inpatient Ben Raines asked, "What's taking so long, Corrie? Trouble
wi th the equi pnent?"

"No, sir. It seenms there was an attenpt on Jefferys's life."

n \N]at ?II

"Yes, sir. He's in a hospital facility. They wouldn't tell me where,
'cause security's still pretty tight and they didn't want to transmt
his | ocation over an open line."

"Dam! Things are heating up in the states faster than | anticipated."

Ben shook his head, pacing around his CP tent, thinking out I|oud.
"Corrie, we're gonna have to finish up

191

191

here as quick as we can. I'mafraid if we don't get back to the States
soon to give SUSA sone support, the NUS and EUS are going to join forces
and attack Cecil. | don't know if he has the wherewithal to survive a

conbi ned assault without our forces backing him"

Just then, the radio buzzed. After talking for a few m nutes, Corrie
handed the transceiver to Ben

"Cecil Jefferys is on line, Boss."
"Cece," Ben said, "how are you, and what's going on over there?"

"I"'mfine, Ben, thanks. | was very lucky. One of nmy bodyguards took a
bull et that was neant for me. | just got a nick in the arm"”

"So, do you know who's behind the assassination attenpt?"

"Yes. W captured one of the team of assassins. Before he nanaged to
kill himself, he tal ked. You were right, Ben. The NUS and EUS have
officially joined together, under one | eader, and they' re going to cal
t hemsel ves The NEUS."

"Any idea who canme out on top?"

"No, we were just getting to that when he killed hinmself with a cyanide
pill hidden in a nolar."

"So, they nmust not believe us when we say we will not be conquered
wi t hout bringing conplete devastation to the States.™

"You know how the old |iberal establishnent thinks as well as | do, Ben
They simply cannot believe anyone in his right mnd wouldn't want to be
under their socialistic | eadership. They evidently think all the people
living in The SUSA actually want their governnent protection and handouts."

Ben nodded, even though Jefferys couldn't see him "Yeah, | discussed
that with some reporters fromthere not too | ong ago. They're unable to
conpr ehend why
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anyone would risk his life to remain free of governmental intrusion

Hell, they're still convinced that nost people abhor viol ence and
private ownership of guns, so the thought that our citizens live with us
of their own free will is anathema to them"™

"Ben, how long until you're done over there?"

"No nore than a couple of weeks, |I'd guess. Al of my brigades are
nmovi ng south, facing very little organi zed resistance so far."

Ben grunted. "OF course, that's soon going to change as we get closer to
Bottger's headquarters. | have a feeling he has pulled all of his New
Wrld Order troops back to provide a final front to protect himand his
ot her | eaders sonewhere in South Africa."

"In that regard, ny Intelligence sources here have been tracking quite a
few | ong range transni ssions between the headquarters of the EUS and NUS
and Pretoria, South Africa."

"Is that so?"

"Yes. If | had to nake a guess, 1'd give you two to one odds Bottger has
hi s headquarters either in or near the city of Pretoria.”

"Thanks for the info, Cece. I'll radio ny brigade commanders and tel
themto start tracking their forces toward Pretoria. That should give us
some qui ck response, increased opposition fromnore professional troops,
if Bottger is headquartered there."

"OK, Ben. | have to go now. The security types have decided it's time to
nove ne again, to soneplace nore secure. They feel another assassination
attenpt is on the way."

"You take care, Cece. SUSA needs your |eadership now nore than ever.
Rai nes out."

"Thanks, Ben. You, too. If they're trying to kill ne,
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it's only logical to assume you're high on their hit list, also. Wtch
your back, old friend. Jefferys out."

"Corrie," Ben said as he handed her the radio transceiver, "see if you
can get John Mchaels in here. W need to discuss a strategy for ending
this African canpai gn as soon as possible.”

Five mnutes later M chaels wal ked through the door, followed by Cooper
Jersey, Beth, and Anna.

"I see you rmust have eaten your fill,k "
and Cooper.

Ben said with a smle to Jersey

"Fruit and rice, especially rotten fruit, is highly overrated as an
energy source," Cooper said with a scow .



He gl anced at Jersey. "Not to say that Jersey isn't a wonderful cook
who' Il no doubt nake sonme man a wonderful w fe sone day, but | hate
sharing ny portions with maggots and worns. "

Jersey gave hima | ook. "Well, after nursing a |ayabout, |azy man who
pretended his wounds were worse than they really were, hunting and
gathering all our food by nyself, and defending said | azy brute fromthe
forces of evil all day, | feel | can be excused for not coming up to his
cul i nary expectations."

Cooper gave her a bow. "\bu're excused, and your nursing skills and

sel f-defense skills are above reproach. In fact, | highly recomend to
all and sundry that if they ever get stranded and wounded in the jungle
t hey have you as a compani on, ny dear."

"OK, team Let's get down to business for a while," Ben said. "Ceci
Jefferys tells me the EUS and NUS have joined forces, and he fears an
attack before too I ong and perhaps even a coup in the US. That neans we
have to get this unpl easantness in Africa over with as soon as possible."
M chael s nodded. "Things are going well with the other brigades, Ben
From the east coast over in Mzam
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bique to the central areas of Zi nbabwe and Botswana, all our forces are
nmovi ng very rapidly to the south. They all report resistance has been
m ni mal at best, except for Col onel Marsh, who for sone reason has cone
under fairly severe attacks recently."

Ben grinned. "Couldn't happen to a nore conpetent commander. |f | know
Marsh, he kicked sone butt."

"Yes. He's suffered only minimal troop | osses, but his | osses of
mat eri el have been slightly higher than the other commander's.™

Ben got up fromhis desk and wal ked to a bulletin board where he had
tacked up a map of Africa. He put his finger on the area surroundi ng
Pretoria.

"I have fairly reliable information fromCecil's Intelligence sources
that Bottger is nost |likely headquartered in Pretoria, or sonewhere
close toit."

He turned fromthe nap to face Mchaels. "I want the rest of the
battalions to turn and concentrate their novenents to heading for Pretoria."

"That shouldn't be a problem Ilke's 502 Brigade is just a few hundred
kli cks behind us, running down the Angol a- Zanbi a border. He's not facing
much resistance. It seenms the native warriors who usually fight for
Bottger are afraid to travel too close to Angola, because of the anthrax
deaths there."

Ben nodded. " Good. How about the ot hers?"

"Thermopolis's 19 Batt is still tracking south through the mddle of the
country, toward the mddle to eastern Zi nbabwe."

"How about Pat O Shea and the 510?"



"They started on the coast and have cone straight south, from Somali a,

t hrough Kenya, and are now about hal fway down Mbzambi que. He states he's
had relatively little opposition, other than native gangs and a few
smal | bands of neres.”
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Ben studied the map for a nmoment. "John, | want everyone to curve their
bri gades to make a path straight for Pretoria. lIgnore anything else. If

Bottger's there we'll cut the head of the snake off, and the body will die."

He gl anced at his team nenbers, sitting around watching him "That was
one of the weaknesses of the old Nazi regine, and has no doubt been
copied by Bottger. The | eaders were all too paranoid to have well
trained men in place to take over in case they were killed or cut off.
If we can isolate or destroy Bottger, his whole army will disintegrate
t hrough | ack of secondary | eadership."

"OK, Ben. Anything else?" Mchaels asked.

"Yeah. When you talk to the brigade commanders, tell themto let the
troops knowit's going to get a |lot tougher the closer we get to
Pretoria. Bottger will have stationed his best troops and nost nodern
equi prent cl ose by his headquarters, to protect hinself."

M chael s was maki ng notes on a small pad as Ben tal ked. "Wat are we
going to do next, Ben?"

"I plan to take the 501 to the east a bit, to avoid the worst of the
desert country in Nam bia. W'Ill skirt the desert by traveling on the
central plateau, heading south at high speeds over the grasslands. Wen
we get to Wndhoek, about in the center of the country, we'll take a
hard left to the east and head toward Botswana. If we angle slightly
south, we'll pass just below the worst of the Kal ahari desert."

M chael s frowned. "Boss, that's going to | eave us awfully exposed. That
country is nothing but grass plains, veld, and desert. There'll be
absolutely no cover if we come under attack."

"I know, but it can't be hel ped, John. If we take the safe, |ong way
around, all that we're fighting for back
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hone may be lost. We're gonna haul ass across the open country, travel a
ot at night, and depend on our air superiority to keep us safe. Let the
troops know there'll be damm little sleep for the next week or so."

"Yes, sir," Mchaels said, still frowning as he left the tent to radio
Ben's orders to the other comranders.

Bet h | ooked up from sone old travel brochures which she had been readi ng
whil e Ben and M chael s tal ked.

"Ceneral Ben, it says here that Nanmibia is the driest place on earth,
and takes its name fromthe Nanbib, a great swathe of desert along the



ei ght -hundred-m |l e-1ong Skel eton Coast. It also says the central plateau
savannas you told John we're going to cross are at an altitude of five
t housand feet!"

"That's right, Beth. That neans the troops are going to have to carry
all our water with them and the fatigue factor is going to be high at
that altitude. In fact, the only free flowing rivers in Nam bia are at
the extrene northern and southern borders, with practically no water in
bet ween. "

He stood up and pointed to the map on the wall of the tent. "In
addition, as we progress farther east, toward Botswana, we'll run into

t he Kal ahari sandvel d, thousands of acres of red sand dunes, well
vegetated with thornbush and high grass, but no surface water at all.

W' || probably have to use the C-130s to transport our water to us as we
travel then, 'cause it will be inpossible to carry enough water with us
for the entire journey."

Cooper shook his head. "All in all, Boss, it sounds |like a delightful
trip we're enbarking on."

"It won't be fun, that's for sure, Coop. Especially if we cone under air
attack, as | expect us to when Bottger

198

197

realizes our entire army has turned toward his headquarters in Pretoria."
"You think he might get alittle excited, Chief?" Jersey asked.

Ben grinned an evil grin. "To say the least, Jersey, we'll certainly get
his full attention."”
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Maj or Marcus Cheli, conmander of a New World Special Forces Unit with
two Bantu scouts showi ng themthe way through inpenetrable jungles in
Zi mbabwe, was growi ng increasingly wary.

Their informant west of the Zanbezi River in Zanbia radioed that Rebe
Battalion 12 had suddenly turned southeast at the Chizarira National
Park area and headed into the heart of Zi nbabwe. |Imediately, the entire
battalion sinply di sappeared.

Aerial recon had found nothing, no trace of a huge arnored battalion
with Abrams fifty-five ton tanks and the main battle tank enpl oyed by

t he Rebel s-the MA8A3-whi ch was usually protected fromthe sky by Apache
hel i copt er gunshi ps.

Cheli's small Cessna recon planes had found nothing to report other than
a sea of green jungle, apparently undi sturbed by an arny passing through it.

Not hi ng so | arge was capabl e of vanishing like this- an entire

bri gade- al t hough the Russian spy plane had been shot down by a missile
before it could cover enough of northern Zi nbabwe to be absolutely sure
there were no mlitary units nmoving through the rain forest.

Movi ng as quickly as he dared northeast fromthe
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Zi mbabwe city of Bul awayo, where his forces had been stationed, into
northern Zi nbabwe, Cheli had been charged with finding the Rebel strike
force.

Hi s instructions were clear, and he was told not to bother to return if
they weren't carried out to the letter. He was ordered to send

coordi nates for a massive air strike against Col onel Marsh and his
strike force by forces being gathered in Pretoria, to be commanded by
CGeneral Conreid and Bruno Bottger hinself.

It was a huge responsibility, with close scrutiny by Bottger and
Conreid, and Cheli did not intend to fail. Leading a squad of fifty-four
Speci al Forces soldiers, some armed with handhel d Sovi et rocket

| aunchers, Cheli followed his native Zi nbabwean Bantus al ong a qui et
stretch of river, staying in contact with them by two-way radi o equi pped
with scranblers.

Nal a, a towering Zulu giant, noved west of the river, using all his
jungle skills to keep from being detected. Ckobe, a wiry Bantu from near
t he abandoned stone city of G eat Z nbabwe, had been a Iion hunter nost
of his life, and his cunning and know edge of this jungle nore than made
up for his Iimted use of English

Cheli pushed the transmit button on his radio. "Anything yet, Nala?"

A short crackle of static, then a whispered voice. "No, Mjor. There be
not hi ng. "

Cheli frowned, sleeving sweat off his face, irritated by a spider bite
swelling on his forearm He hoped like hell the spider, whatever it was,
wasn't poi sonous.

"Damn! Where the hell can that Marsh bastard be?" He said this to
Captain Schmidt, his XO wal king through the jungle beside him

"No telling," Schmdt replied, his red beret soaked with sweat, his face
encircled by swarns of nosquitos lured to the sweaty canoufl age
greasepai nt on his face,

201
201

as if they savored the taste of it. H's AK4A7 hung | oosely under his arm
by a strap. "An arnored battalion cannot sinply di sappear. If nothing

el se, we should be able to pick up their helicopters when they | eave the
ground. "

"At | east we oughta be able to hear '"em" Cheli agreed as he wondered
about Okobe noving al ong the opposite bank of the river, follow ng an
overgrown trail through the forest that had once been used by | oggers
and nomads harvesting sap fromrubber trees.

"Yes, we should,"” Schm dt said, alnbst stunbling over a tw sted mass of
vi nes crossing the abandoned road.



Cheli changed frequenci es and spoke into the nouthpiece. "Do you see or
hear anythi ng, Ckobe?"

kobe was positioned nore than a mle upriver fromthe colum, allow ng
himplenty of tinme to warn Cheli if he sighted the eneny.

More static. "No," Ckobe answered in a hoarse voice. "No nen. No soldiers.'

"Any tracks? Anything at all?"

A silence, lasting too long. "See one footprint in river nud. Be a big
boot. Sone man cross over. Not be afraid of crocs."

They had seen dozens of giant saltwater crocodiles basking in sunny
spots along the water's edge. These reptiles were very aggressive and
territorial, not shy like the inland crocs found in fresh water. A few
had made threatening charges toward sonme of Cheli's men.

"I wonder why someone wearing a heavy boot is out in the jungle here,"
Cheli said, shifting the weight of his AKA7 to the other shoul der and
asking Schnmidt, "crossing a damm croc-infested river in boots?"

"A Scout, perhaps," Schm dt suggested. "The Rebels may be having as nmuch
trouble with recon as we are. This forest canopy is too thick for
reliable air recon
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thus they are left with the sane choices we have . . . making an ID from
t he ground. "

Cheli pushed the transmit button again. "Who could it be, Ckobe?"

This time, Okobe's voice came back quickly. "Soldier. Jungle people
don't wear big boots. War sandals. He not fromthis place, | sure.”

Cheli warned, "Keep your eyes open. Let me know if you see even one nore
track. O anything el se.™

Before Cheli could turn off his radio and put it back in his belt, he
heard Okobe speak

"Ckobe have bad feeling. Somebody be watch nme. | hear voice of spirits
tell me to go back."

The maj or scowl ed. He spoke to Schmi dt. "These superstitious bastards
aren't worth the gunpowder it would take to kill them They're afraid of
their own damm shadows."

Schmidt didn't sound so sure. "Perhaps his senses have picked up
somet hing, only he doesn't recognize what it is yet. Bantus know the
jungle, its sights and sounds. | wonder if he has seen or heard
somet hing he couldn't quite identify."

Cheli put the radio away. "Let's keep pushing. General Field Marshal
Bottger and General Conreid are expecting to hear fromus, and I dam
sure don't want to be the one to tell either of themwe haven't found a
friggin' thing."



"Sadly, it would be the truth," the captain replied. "But no one wants
bad news, | suppose. In this case, the bad news is that we haven't found
a trace of Marsh's strike force . . . just that one bootprint where a
man who isn't a native crossed over this section of river."

"No," Cheli answered, shaking his head. "The bad news is that if we
don't find that Marsh bastard and radi o his coordi nates back to Genera
Bott ger, you and
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I mght just as well junp into that river and | et the crocs eat us,
‘cause it'd be a better way to go than if we have to tell the general we
failed."

He | ooked sideways at Schmidt, an ironic smirk curling the corners of
his mouth. "In fact, if we do fail, | intend to just keep traveling
north until | can find someplace to hide where he'll never find ne."

Dusk made the forest so dark Cheli couldn't see much of anything. Al
day they had marched northeast and found nothing to report to Pretoria.
Bottger and Conreid would be furious, and even with nothing to report
Cheli knew he had to radio themwi th the bad news.

"These nen are tired," Schnmidt said. "W should call a rest stop and | et
them eat their provisions.”

Maj or Cheli nodded. "I'Ill radio Nala and Ckobe that we're stopping for
an hour."

Whil e Captain Schnmidt passed the word along their colum, Cheli nade a
radio call to Ckobe.

"Ckobe, we're stopping for an hour. Let me know if you see or hear
anyt hi ng. "

Hal f a minute passed without any reply, with only dead air on the radio.
"Come in, Ckobe! Answer nme, if you can hear ne!"

Agai n, nore silence. Perhaps Okobe, being on the stupid side, had turned
his transmitter off. Cheli switched to Nala's frequency and said, "Cone
in, Nala. W're stopping for a while to rest."

When he got no answer to his call to Nala, sonmething twisted in the pit
of Cheli's stomach. Schm dt came wal king up with a pint bottle of vodka.

"I can't raise Nala or Ckobe. | know sonething's wong," Cheli said,
sl eeving sweat off his forehead.
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Schmidt took a hurried sip of vodka, glancing at the thick vines and
undergrowt h around them "Perhaps sonmeone got to both of them before

they could warn us."

Cheli's face paled. "Wat kind of man could sneak up on a Bantu in the
jungl e without himknow ng it?"



When Schm dt shook his head, sweat running down his face, Cheli suddenly
grabbed himby his shirt with both hands, sticking his face in close.
"Tell the men to forma defensive perineter right now" Cheli snapped.

He rel eased Schmidt's shirt and swung his AK47 around on its strap

where he held it with whitened knuckles, jacking back the | oading

mechani smto chanber a round. "W could have visitors any minute-" H's
voi ce was suddenly drowned out by a wall of machine gun fire comng from
all directions, w nking muzzle flashes acconpanyi ng the deafening bl asts
fromthirty or forty guns.

Men began screaning all around themas Cheli hit the dirt on his belly,
searching for a target with his AK47, finding so many that he sinply
pull ed the trigger, spraying bullets back and forth.

Schmidt fell down beside him "Son of a bitch! They have us surrounded!"

Cheli was nonentarily angered by somet hing so damm obvi ous coming froma
seasoned soldier like Schmdt. "Start shooting!" he yelled as his
magazi ne ran dry.

Schmi dt sent a burst of fire into the forest. "But | can't see them
Major!" he yelled. "It's too damm dark!"

Cheli slamed a new mag into his rifle. "Spray '"em You'll hit sonething!"

Now a fierce battle raged back and forth, guns blasting fromboth sides
am d screans of agony and shout ed
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war ni ngs when soneone spotted an eneny in the hazy darkness.

For five mnutes or nore the gunfire seemed endl ess, and Cheli's ears
were ringing fromall the noise, his nose stinging fromthe heavy cl oud
of gunsnoke hanging in the humd air Iike winter fog. The heavi est eneny
gunfire came fromthe far side of the river

Schmidt raised his eyes above a clunp of ferns to get a better |ook at
where he was shooting. At that instant his head snapped back. Cheli saw
t he back of the captain's skull split open. Blood and brains and hair
flew froma giant hole below the rear hatband of Schnmidt's beret.

"Auuugh!" Schmi dt cried, flopping over on his side, staring at Mjor
Cheli with three eyes . . . what appeared to be three eyes in the dark
with one centered between the pair he was born wth.

Bl ood squirted fromthe hole in his forehead, cascadi ng down his
surprised face before he collapsed linply in a patch of deep grass, one
f oot quivering.

Cheli swal |l owed back bile. Somehow, they had all owed thensel ves to be
surrounded by a Rebel force. H's troops were taking a beating. Dozens of
men were dead or wounded along the jungle trail.

Shadows moved through the forest upriver, and then cane the sound of
pistol fire, the heavy thud of clubs, the occasional glint of an axe
bl ade where Rebels were attacking his squad at close quarters.



"Dam, " he whi spered, unable to | ook at his dead friend s bl oodi ed face.
Cheli started shooting at the shadows until yet another clip was enpty.

Whi |l e he was rel oadi ng, something struck the back of his head with
tremendous force. He fell over on his face, releasing his rifle, too
stunned to nove. Through a fog he saw a pair of feet walk away fromhim and
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then he noticed blood running down his neck. Hi s skull throbbed with pain.

He tried to push hinself up fromthe grass and vines until a wave of

di zzi ness and nausea weakened himtoo nmuch. He fell back down with his
face resting on the stock of his AK47. Cheli found he was paral yzed,
conpl etely unable to nove.

He felt sleepy, and closed his eyes to escape the agony of a wound
sonewhere on the back of his head. The battle sounds around himfaded to
silence as he was dinly aware he was | 0sing consci ousness.

Maj or Cheli opened his eyes, discovering that night had passed and a
brilliant norning sun beaned through openings in the jungle canopy. How
| ong had he been unconsci ous?

Very slowy, he raised his head, blinking furiously to clear his brain.
What he saw all around himgripped himwith a terror such as he had
never known. Dead bodies, swarmng with flies and feeding ants, |ay
ever ywher e.

H s skull ached fiercely when he turned to | ook in another direction
the jungle trail behind him More bodies, nore flies and ants. He had
never seen so nuch blood in his life. His shirt was covered with dried
bl ood, and hundreds of ants were crawing over him... he could fee

t hem nmovi ng on his neck and back and shoul ders, and feel their stinging
bi t es.

Cl ouds of black flies hovered above him buzzing, some clinging to his
cheeks and filling his nose so that it was hard to breathe.

Cheli happened to glance toward the river when he heard a splash and
ot her noises. Five or six big crocs were dragging the bodies of his nen
toward the river.
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Then, to his horror, he saw a huge croc crawing in his direction. "Ch,
no," he whispered, a feeble, dry sound.

A sight just as terrifying awaited himon the riverbank, where two |ong
stakes had been driven into the nmud. Atop one stake was Okobe's severed
head, his sightless eyes staring at Cheli. On the other stake, Nala's
ebony head was also aimed at him his jaw hangi ng open, flies swarning
around it, crawing in and out of his nouth.

The Rebel arny they'd encountered had | eft a nmessage for anyone who



found the battle site. The severed heads woul d soon be only fleshless
skulls after the flies and ants fed, grinning at all who happened to
pass this way.

The giant croc, at least fifteen feet |ong, canme cautiously closer,
scenting Cheli's blood. He tried desperately to get up and run away, but
he was too weak to hold his head up any longer and let it fall back on
his rifle.

He could hear the croc hiss, and the slither of its powerful claws
nmovi ng through grass and ferns and vines. He caught a glinpse of rows of
needl e-1i ke teeth as the creature opened its jaws.

"Pl ease, no," he gasped, panting, fear causing himto trenble from head
to toe. He was about to be eaten alive by a crocodile, the worst form of
death he coul d i nmagi ne.

The croc grabbed his arm between its teeth, biting dowmn as it shook its
massi ve head. Cheli felt the bone in his forearmbreak, and he heard it
crack. He shrieked in agony, struggling to free hinself as he was being
dragged slowy toward the river

For sone reason the croc let go nonmentarily. Then Cheli felt its teeth
tear into his side just below his rib-cage.

He screaned again, the noise echoing back and forth
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anong the trees before he was pulled down a rmuddy embanknment, then
subnerged beneath the water, strangling off the last sound he ever made
while the croc began to twist violently, jerking pieces of his flesh
away from his body, taking himto the bottomto stuff himunder a |og
until his flesh rotted enough to becone an appetizing neal.
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"Tell Ceneral Field Marshal Bottger that General Dorfmann is here from
Berlin. | rnust speak to himat once."

Bruno Bottger heard the voice through a crack in his office door |eading
to the secured waiting area in his underground bunker, where his private
office was protected fromair attack

Why i s Dorfmann here? he wondered, cringing inwardly.

Dor f mann conmanded t he Gestapo in New Germany. The New Nazi Party now
governed nost of what had once been Europe, held in an iron grip by Nazi
forces. Their takeover had been swift and unexpected, and the Rebels
were al ready making plans to return to Europe.

Dor f mann answered only to Kaiser Wlhelml1l, political |eader of New
Germany. Bruno feared only one thing fromDorfrmann . . . that he m ght
di scover his racial inmpurity, his Jewi sh nother, even though Bruno had
made certain all her birth and death records had been destroyed.
Dor f mann was tenaci ous, always digging to expose enenies of the New
VWrld O der.



While Bruno held a higher mlitary rank and commanded The New World
Order Armmy, he continued to worry that sonehow Dorfrmann woul d di scover
hi s dark
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secret, even though Bruno's New Wrld forces were nore or |ess
politically independent of New Nazi Germany.

No one told Bruno Bottger what to do, quite sinply because he had held
the power, the mlitary might, to crush anyone who stood in his way .
until this upstart Rebel arny |ed by General Ben Raines came to Africa.

Rai nes was proving to be a nore difficult adversary than Bruno had

t hought in the begi nning. Among the worst bits of news, Raines' forces
Battalion 12, headed by that bastard Col onel Marsh, had w ped out one of
Bruno's elite Special Forces squads in Zi nbabwe.

The Rebel troops killed themdown to the |ast man, including the squad's
conmander, Major Cheli, a feat Bruno had thought was inpossible. Chel
had been anong his best recon specialists in difficult terrain. To take
himand his Bantu scouts by surprise inplied an expertise in jungle
warfare Bottger could only envy, and fear

Bruno's trusted bodyguard, Rudolf Hessner, stuck his head through the
doorway. "General Dorfrmann is here fromBerlin to see you."

"Show himin."

Ceneral Dorfmann entered the expansive office where an old Nazi flag
adorned Bruno's back wall. Dorfmann saluted, his stocky, muscul ar body
still fit even though he was well past the age of fifty. He wore a copy
of the old Nazi uniform as did all New Nazi soldiers, right down to the
knee- hi gh, bl ack | eather boots and bill cap

Bruno nerely nodded, not returning Dorfmann's salute as a show of
superiority. Neither did he stand up behind his desk. He gave Dorfmann a
casual stare.

"What brings to you Pretoria, Herr Dorfrmann?" he
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asked, feigning indifference, as if whatever it was could hold no
significance to him

Wt hout being asked Dorfrmann took a seat across the desk and renoved his
cap, pushing a hand through his naturally blond hair, pale blue eyes
riveted on Bruno.

"A matter of great urgency," he said in his heavy German accent. "Wrd
of several military defeats for The New Wrld Armmy has reached Berlin.
This Rebel Arny has the Kaiser worried, wondering if they will turn
toward New Germany sometinme in the future.”

"I do not intend to |l et that happen, Herr Dorfmann."



Dor f mann nodded, plainly unconvinced. "W have | earned a great dea

about this General Raines froma man who fought himin the western

hem sphere. That nercenary arny was soundly defeated by Raines. These
Rebel s grow stronger, acquiring nore equi prent and nore followers. Their
so-call ed Manifesto continues to attract people fromall over the world."
"I'"ve heard of this Manifesto," Bruno said, suspecting there was nore
behi nd Dorfmann's unexpected visit. He was, after all, Gestapo, not a
mlitary field commander. Bruno still wondered why Dorfrmann was here,
and if he posed a threat to him

"It has tremendous appeal to the oppressed, to starving men who believe
in the foolish tenets of denbcracy. SUSA has been built on these
principles. But Raines has mlitary power as well as gilt-edged promni ses
to offer believers, and now it appears he has too much mlitary strength
for you to contain him As | said, the Kaiser is worried."

Bruno gave Dorfrmann an enpty smile. "Tell the Kaiser not to worry. Al
is going according to plan. | amluring Raines and his army across the
continent toward South Africa. There we shall cut off all his sources of
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supply. He is doing exactly what | had hoped he would do."

Bottger yawned, as if bored by the conversation. "I have pulled ny nost
ef fective troops back to the South African borders, in order to attack
Rai nes after his supplies are no |onger forthconing."

"But the | osses. W hear of so nmany of your defeats at the hands of the
Rebel s | ately-"

"Sol di ers nmust be expendable to serve the cause, CGeneral Dorfnmann. Most
of the nen we have | ost to Raines have been these sinplem nded African
natives- Bantu tribesnen, and especially Zulus. They are continually at
war with each other, and when | offered the nost powerful of the triba
war | ords a handsome sum of noney to fight for our cause the greedy
bastards accepted, as | knew they would. They die quickly, and
willingly, believing they are naking thenselves rich. Very fewlive to
collect the wages |'ve offered, and those who do will be exterm nated
when we unl eash the bal ance of our chenical and germ weapons on them as
we pull out of Africa to cleanse it ... after we destroy Raines and his
Rebel s. "

Bottger waved a dism ssive hand, as if the deaths of the natives neant
| ess than nothing to him

"As you know, " Bruno continued, "our ultimate goal is racial purity on
this planet, as it was when the great Adolph Hitler unified nost of
Europe. Had it not been for the dammed American intervention against the
Fuh-rer, we would live in a perfect world where no genetic inpurities
exist."

Dor f mann gl anced over his shoulder. "May | cl ose the door so we can
speak privatel y?"

Bruno felt adrenaline rush of fear course through him making his heart



pound like a trip-hamrer. Was
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Dor f mann about to reveal sonething regarding his own racial nix? Had he
di scovered Bruno's Jew sh |ineage?

"OfF course, Ceneral. Close the door if you wish." As he said it, Bruno
pressed a hidden button under his desk, to alert Rudolf of the
possibility of trouble.

Dor f mann got up and cl osed the door gently. Bruno noted he was carrying
a Luger in a holster belted to his waist. Dorfrmann sat back down, giving
Bruno a piercing | ook.

"You mentioned racial purity before,” Dorfnmann began. "I wanted to
i nformyou of sonething, in strict confidence, of course.™

"OfF course," Bruno said, sensing the direction Dorfmann was headed,
wonderi ng how nuch Dorfrmann suspected, and how rmuch he actually knew.

"There have been runors in high circles having to do with you."
"Hi gh circles? Who do you nean? And what are these runors?"

Dor f mann continued to stare at himcoldly. The Gestapo was a place for
men with ice in their veins, and Dorfmann fit this nold perfectly. He
woul d have served Hitler well, Bruno thought.

"The Kai ser hinself has nmentioned it to nme, as has General Borgdahl
Soneone was | ooking into your past . . . for reasons | do not know. It
seens not hing can be found about one side of your German fanmily. There
are no records concerning your nother. It is as if she did not exist.
The Kai ser and General Borgdahl wonder if you can explain this, and give
me sone information about your nmother so | can informthose who need to
know. "

Bruno tensed, but tried not to showit, reaching for a desk drawer.
Ceneral Borgdahl was head of Schutztaf-fel, the Black Shirts, a death
squad enforcing policies
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wi thin New Germany by neans of executions, killing enenies of the State.
Bruno began a well-rehearsed story he'd told German officials before.
"My nother was a sinple wonman. A peasant from Bavaria. She was born at
hone, and never registered with the governnent because the famly was so

poor, sinple farners who did not understand The Order."

As he spoke he took a counterfeit file fromhis desk, containing forged
records of the birth and death of a Gertrude Fest, his fictitious nother

"I did, however, finally locate a few docunents in the basement of a
building in a small village in Bavaria. Here are my nother's docunents,
those | was able to find."



He tossed the file in front of Dorfnmann, waiting, assunming a bored
snmle, as if he were totally unconcerned about the inquiry and
Dorfmann's veiled threats.

Dor f mann, his gaze still fixed on Bruno, did not bother picking up the
file. "Cone now, General Field Marshal Bottger. Those records are fal se.’

"Fal se? Explain yourself." Bruno sat up straight in his chair. He was
not used to his word bei ng questi oned.

"Your nother was not Gertrude Fest. | know who she was, or should |I say
I know what she was?"

"You must explain, and please tell me who el se you have told about
what ever you suspect."”

Dor f mann smil ed wi ckedly, enjoying himself. Bruno's right hand noved
closer to the Steyer automatic pistol he kept in the sane desk drawer.

"As you say, there are no records. However, | did find an old woman who
knew your nother from chil dhood. | searched for a good many nonths to
uncover this information."

"What information?"
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Dorfmann's smile broadened. "That your nother was a Jew. "

Bruno knew what he had to do, what nust be done. "I wll deny it, of
course, since it is not true."

"But it is true, Herr Bottger. | took down a statenent fromthe old
worman nysel f. Your nother was Gertrude CGol dnan, not Fest as you have
cl ai med. She was even the daughter of a rabbi."

"Utter nonsense. The old woman is lying."

"No. She gave nme exact details as to your birth, when and where.
However, all records had been renoved. I'mquite sure you renoved them
personal ly, so no one woul d know of your genetic weakness

impurity, shall | say."

"Have you inforned the Kaiser or Borgdahl of these false charges in
order to defame ne in Berlin?"

"Not yet. | want to strike a bargain with you. I amsure you will agree."

"What sort of bargain, Herr Dorfmann?" Bruno asked, sitting back in his
chair, relaxed now that he had deci ded what was to happen

"I want to |l eave New Germany and join your arnmy. In the end you wll
control most of the world, in nmy opinion, unless this General Raines is
your undoing. | wish to be on the w nning side when these wars are over."

Now it was Bruno's turn to smle. "You would beconme a traitor, Herr
Dor f mann?"



"You know precisely what | nmean. Calling me a traitor is using the wong
word. You are German, even if you are not of pure blood, fighting for
New Germany as well as your New Wrld Oder. It is sinply that | wish to
be a part of what you are doing."

"And you'll use blackmail in order to do it?"

"Again, you have used the wong word."
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Bruno pulled out his Steyer, aimng it across the desk. "I call it
bl ackmail. Where is this statement you were given by the old woman?"

"I left it in Berlin for safekeeping, a formof insurance policy. | am
surprised that you feel it necessary to point a gun at ne." Dorfrmann's

eyes showed no fear, as though he was confident of his position in this
t ender ed bargain.

"Where in Berlin, Herr Dorfrmann? Your life hangs in the bal ance.™
"I'n a bank safe-deposit box. Only one person has the key."
"And who m ght that be?"

"You don't really expect me to tell you, Herr Bottger. | would be at
your mercy. And | know you won't shoot ne, either."

Bruno felt sure he could | ocate Dorfmann's safe-deposit box and open it,
using force if necessary. Few people in New Germany woul d chal | enge him
not even the Kaiser hinself.

"Then | must informyou of your terrible mstake, Herr Dorfmann. You
have m sjudged nme, thinking | could be blackmailed. I will find your

saf e-deposit box, and destroy the statement you were given. But you will
not be here to see it happen.”

Now Dor f mann drew back, his cheeks paling. "You cannot think you will
get away with killing nme."

"I"'maquite sure of it," Bruno replied.

As Dorfrmann funbled at the flap covering his Linger, Bruno pulled the
trigger on his nine mllinmeter automatic.

Seven hol | owpoi nt slugs tore through General Dorfmann. H's body jerked
in the chair seven tines. Blood splattered all over the floor of Bruno's
of fice,
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just as Rudolf Hessner canme rushing in with his pistol in his fist.
Dor f mann sl unmped to the concrete floor, making a wet sound when his body

| anded in a growi ng pool of blood, groaning, his |legs quivering in death
spasns.



"I was listening over the intercom"” Rudolf said quietly, lowering the
muzzl e of his automatic. "But you did not say the code word to come in
and kill him"

"Take his body to the lower |level incinerator and cremate him W pe up
the bl ood. Contact whoever flew himdown here to Pretoria and tell them
that General Dorfnmann has not kept his appointment with me. Tell them
I"mvery concerned. Informall guards to say that General Dorfnann has
not been seen entering the conpound. If he has a driver waiting, go up
there and summon himto the [ower |evel. You can say the general has
asked to see himat once. Then kill himand put his body in the

i ncinerator along with Herr Dorfmann."

Rudol f bent down to lift Dorfrmann's |l egs, then he hesitated. "He is
still breathing."

"What does it matter, Rudolf? Put himin the incinerator, anyway."

"I"ll have to get a body bag to carry himdown. If | drag himhe'l
| eave bl ood all over the hallway and stairs."

"Do what ever you nust," Bruno said, too bored now to bother with
details, putting a full magazine back in his Steyer. "Mike sure you take
care of his driver and any aides he brought with him If you need hel p,
ask Johann to cone with you."

"I won't |eave anyone alive who cane here with him" Rudol f prom sed.

As Rudolf left to get a body bag, Bruno gave Dorfmann a final glance.
The head of the New German CGestapo, the only man in Gernmany who coul d
di scredit
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himfor being part Jew, would be dead in a matter of mnutes. Now, al
Bruno had to do was fly to Berlin and |ocate Dorfmann's deposit box.
Then he woul d have Rudolf kill the old woman who gave the statenent to
Dor f mann about his nother, and destroy the paper. Hi s secret would
remain buried forever. Utimtely, he would have to execute Rudolf, for
over heari ng what Dorfmann said about his nother being a Jew

He put his thoughts back on General Ben Raines and his slowy advancing
Rebel arny. It was not true that Raines was falling into Bruno's trap

as he'd told Dorfmann. Somehow, Ben Rai nes was overconi nhg every obstacle
Bruno put in his path, marching straight for Pretoria.

He wondered briefly if Raines knew of the location of his headquarters
in Pretoria. No, it was one of his nobst closely guarded secrets, only
menbers of the highest command | evel knew where his bunker was. There
was no way Raines could have discovered its | ocation

Bruno did not |ike being the hunted instead of the hunter. Sonething had
to be done to halt the Rebels. He reached for a two-way radio on his desk.

"Gve me Ceneral Conreid," he said gruffly into the nouthpiece

A clear voice answered nonents |later. "Yes, CGeneral Field Marshal ."



"What has cone of the strike against Col onel Marsh's unit?"
"W have been unable to |locate themso far, sir. | amsorry."

"What the hell is happening? An entire arnored battalion with air
support cannot vanish into thin air."

"It is far nmore difficult to find themin the jungle. W are doing the
best we can. Mjor Cheli evidently
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found them but was unable to report their coordi nates before he and his
command were . . . ah, elimnated."

"Do better, General Conreid, or I will be forced to remove you from
command and find soneone el se.”

"I understand, sir," he said, sudden fear in his voice. "W are taking
new measures even as we speak. | have sent Major Hans Schultz and a
consi derable force to the | ast coordi nates reported by Mjor Chel
before we | ost contact with him"

"Let's hope he can succeed where Cheli failed, or I may have to nake
some personnel changes in my command structure, CGeneral, starting with
you," Bruno snapped, clicking off, tossing the radio on his desktop in
frustrati on. He wondered what could be done to halt these dann Rebels
sol diers. Nothing was working as it shoul d.
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Maj or Hans Schultz rode in his specially equi pped arnored personnel
carrier down twi sting jungle roads. They were deep in northern Zi nmbabwe,
in atropical rain forest where a report froma Zulu nercenary from
Zanzi bar claimed the sought-after Rebels were creeping through the heavy
undergrowth at a snail's pace, hidden fromthe air by a canopy of trees
so thick that aerial photographs showed nothing. But the Zulu insisted
an arnmored columm was traveling an old road used by game wardens in
Cubango Province to halt ivory poachers years in the past.

Since the area was near Major Cheli's last reported position, Schultz
decided to investigate the Zulu's claim

Schultz had hal fway expected to find the Rebels farther south, perhaps
as far as the Matobo Hills, as he led his arnored brigade north past the
abandoned city of Geat Zi nbabwe, whose carved soapstone birds and
nmonol i t hs had been abandoned and gi ven over to the baboons, yet they
negotiated this difficult terrain with their Bulldog fifty ton tanks and
lighter Mnsk twenty-two ton tanks wi thout sighting the eneny.

But now, as they crept into the rain forests of the northern pl ateaus
and hi gh nountain ranges, where an entire squad of General Field Marsha
Bottger's Speci al
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Forces had been wi ped out, he knew they were on the verge of engaging a
Rebel arny. He could feel it in his bones.

"This heavy jungle has its advantages," he told Captain H nz, his aide.

Fritz H nz drove the APC, fighting the steering wheel over rough spots,
t hr ough narrow openings in the vines and trees and brush.

"How is that, Major?" Hinz said without daring to take his eyes off the
treacherous jungle trail. "I can't see a hundred yards in front of us
nost of the tine."

"They can't hit us fromthe air, Fritz. No helicopter gunship on earth
can navi gate through these linbs and vines, not even their Apaches in
the hands of their very best pilots. W will be safe from air-to-ground
rockets."

"W have the sane di sadvantage, Major. W can't get our HI NDs through
either. Nothing can fly through this, not even a humm ngbird."

The clatter of heavy steel tank tracks moving in front and behind them
was a conforting sound, Schultz thought. Wth ten of his smaller M nsk
tanks in front of them and twenty-seven nuch heavi er Bul |l dogs bringing
up the rear with big 105nm cannons and .50 caliber machi ne guns guardi ng
trucks and APCs filled with infantrynen-nore than three hundred of
Ceneral Con-reid's best, the Praetorian Guard-he was ready for the
Rebel s even wi thout air support.

"The Rebel commander we seek chooses not to fight us in the air, Fritz.
There are staying under every bit of jungle cover they can find because
Marsh has so few gunships. | suspect his Apaches are being transported
on trucks."

"Perhaps that is why they're moving so slowy, Mijor. If they are here,
t hey have not covered nuch ground since defeating Major Cheli's forces,"
Hi nz said.
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Schult z nodded. "General Conreid says our best estimate is that Marsh
has only three Apaches left."

"But they have a nunber of Abrans tanks, according to the report Cenera
Conrei d gave you, and three tinmes as many of the Anerican-nade MS8s.
They are said to be very nmaneuverable and quite fast, although we have
never actually faced themin battle."

"We shall give themtheir ultimate test, Fritz."

"The report says Ceneral Field Marshal Bottger is angry with Genera
Conreid for being unable to locate the Rebels in his sector. Let us pray
the Zulu's information is good, or we will be peeling potatoes sonewhere

or worse."

Schultz picked up his two-way radio, turning to the frequency used by
his scouts. "Cone in, Beta G oup. Have you spotted anything yet?"

A moment was needed for a voice to answer. "Nothing, Mjor, only nore of



this damm hot jungle. There is one thing, however | don't know what it
means. "

"And what is that?"

"Before there were hundreds of how er nonkeys and parrots and nmacaws and
that sort of thing scattering away fromus. Now the jungle appears to be
enpty. It's very strange."

"Perhaps the wildlife hears us com ng," Schultz suggested, "or they may
hear the tanks fromthe strike force approaching fromthe north."

"Could be, Major. Only time will tell."

Schul t z t hought about what his Scout said, how the jungle seened to be
enpty of animals. "This may be what we've been | ooking for. Stay on the
alert. Let me know the m nute you see anything at all."

"WIl do, Major. Right now we can't see a damm thing at all. You'll be
glad to know this road is w dening out
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about a mle ahead of our colum. The going will be easier for our tanks."

Schultz gave sone thought to the possibility that Rebels planting I and
nm nes had scared the nonkeys and birds away. But his scouts should have
found at | east one or two of the mnes by now, unless only the |arge,
heavy-1 oad variety were planted. A man on foot would not set one off.
Coul d they be pushing ahead into a nmine field? he wondered.

Later, as Fritz negotiated a | ow nuddy spot in four-wheel drive, Schultz
deci ded against it. H's scouts were too clever not to have noticed sone
sign of mnes being planted.

The earthshaki ng concussion of a Mnsk being blown to bits caused Mj or
Schultz to stiffen in his seat. "Wat the hell was that?"

Fritz brought the APC to a sudden halt. "Either a nortar or a |land m ne
has bl own up one of the Mnsks. The turret and cannon went flying into
the jungle, and the body is on fire. The fuel and cannon shells wll
expl ode any second now. "

Before the words left Fritz's nouth, a mghty secondary expl osion rocked
the jungle. A ball of flane curled upward into the rain forest treetops,
setting some of the upper branches on fire.

"Dear CGod," Schultz whispered when a M nsk tank just in front of the
first to be hit erupted in steel shreds anmid the roar of a rocket strike.

"Handhel d rocket launchers!" he cried above the clap of another
explosion. "Pull off into the jungle!" he shouted into the mouthpi ece of
his radio, instructions to all tanks and trucks. "Take evasive action at
once! "
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A M nsk swerved off into a tangle of vines, where it struck a |l and m ne
al nrost i medi ately. The tracks blew off in sections as the body and
turret convul sed.

Schultz turned around when an even | ouder expl osion came fromhis rear
A huge Bulldog fifty ton tank disintegrated when it drove over a nine
only a few yards off the roadway. The Bul |l dogs had a weakness- ar nor
plate too thin to protect their underbelly-and when a heavy charge was
set off underneath it, the tank canme apart like a tin can

"Son of a bitch!"™ Schultz cried. "There are mnes all over the place."

Fol l owi ng the first crippling blast under the Bull dog, a secondary

expl osion of its 105 mllineter shells scattered fragments of the tank
i ke shrapnel, cutting down trees, pulverizing every plant in its path,
igniting even the greenest vines and bushes when sprays of flam ng fue
covered them

Suddenly the thunmp of nortars being fired sounded fromoff in the
jungle. A nortar shell |anded sonewhere at the rear of the colum, and
Schultz heard men scream ng.

Anot her rocket sizzled into a Mnsk across the road from Schultz's APC
The turret went spinning away |like a hat blown in the w nd, surrounded
by fire and snoke, but the sound was | ost when nore nortars and cannons
went off. Some of his gunners were taking aimat the eneny, and the
poundi ng of shells landing in the rain forest was |ike sweet nusic.

Fritz glanced over his shoulder at the mgjor. "Were shall | drive?" he
yelled to be heard above the battl e sounds crashing and bangi ng from al
directions.

"Stay here!" Schultz replied in his |oudest voice. "It could be a
m st ake to nove now "

A Bul | dog tank, noving deeper into the jungle, struck
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a mne, and despite its great wei ght appeared to | eave the ground as the
charge went off under it. Scraps of flam ng nmetal flew up to the highest
treetops before the arnored vehicle fell off its tracks and axles,

engul fed in snmoke and flanmes, the nen inside screaning in agony as their
flesh literally nmelted in the intense heat of the flames.

The chatter of machine gun fire filled brief pauses in the exchange of
cannons and nortars. Sonewhere to the north another expl osi on announced
a rocket strike on a tank

They are too heavily armed, Schultz thought, and we drove right into
their trap. He recalled what the scout told himabout the absence of
bi rds and nonkeys in the forest. He should have known then that

somet hing was wong, and called a halt until the scouts found out what
it was.

A nmortar shell fell very close to the APC and t he concussion shook its
frame, interrupting sonething Schultz was listening to on the two-way
radio, a command to infantrymen fromthe back of the col um.



"We nust get out of here!" Fritz cried. "W'll take a hit any tinme now
if we sit still!"”

"Wait. W will gain an advantage very soon, | feel sure, and | nust be
here to direct our return fire."

"W may not be alive, Mjor!"

"Nonsense. Bottger's Praetorian Guard is spreading out into the jungle.
It won't be long until the advantage is ours. Stay where we are!"

"Yes sir " Fritz's voice was drowned out by a rocket striking a
Bul | dog tank very close to them A peal of thunderous noi se al npst
deafened Schultz for a noment, and Fritz hunkered down in his seat,
covering his ears with his hands, his face gone pale with fear

Schultz hit the transmt button on his radio. "Al
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units! Mve deeper into the jungle! Attack all eneny nortar positions at
once!"

The roar of diesel engines followed the major's order, and soon nore
than a dozen tanks were noving, crashing through deep undergrow h,
crushing small trees and bushes in their path. But only nonents after
Schultz gave die order he realized his serious m stake, when noving
tanks began to expl ode, running over even nore heavy |and m nes.

"It can't be . " Schultz said under his breath, watching his powerfu
arnored fighting machi nes being blown to pieces to the north and south
of his position. "How could they have known exactly where to put thenP"

"W nust nove!" Fritz yelled. "W are a sitting duck right here. Please,
Maj or . "

"Shut up, you yellow bastard!" Schultz replied, his rage growi ng as nore
of his tanks bl ew up.

"But sir-"
"I said shut up. And remain herel™

Fritz had tears in his eyes when he | ooked into the back seat. "W will
be killed, sir, and | have a famly, a wife and two sons."

"You are a soldier, you insolent fool! And now | discover you are also a
cowardly one."

"I have no wish to die, sir. If we nove carefully to sone place out of
sight, perhaps they won't target us."

"You idiot! I rmust be able to see in order to direct our battle plan."
"Sir, our battle plan is failing. These Rebels are destroying us."

Schultz refused to accept what his eyes and ears told him that every
word Captain Hinz said was true. Hi s tanks were easy targets for rockets



and nortars, and
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whenever they noved they encountered nore |and m nes.

"I must not fail General Conreid or General Field Marshal Bottger!" he
snapped as the noises frompitched battle grew even | ouder

Expl osi ons were occurring up and down his entire colum with increasing
frequency. Schultz knew Fritz was right to be afraid of their present
position in the APC. It was only a matter of time before a rocket or a
nortar shell found them and it was all too clear this engagenent was
about to be |ost.

"Al'l right, Captain,” he said, slunping back in the seat as nore garbled
orders crackled on his radio. "Find some cover for us, but don't go too
far."

Fritz started the notor and ground gears. Pulling forward, he inched
across a tangle of vines toward a thick clunmp of small rubber plants
that woul d hide the APC

Schultz heard nore machine gun fire, and then a chorus of screans. Wre
the fearless Praetorian Guardsnen being cut down by eneny fire?

Fritz guided the APC over a bunp, striking something with the left front
wheel

"What was that?" Schultz asked.

"l don't know, sir,"
t he same bunp.

Fritz stamrered as the left rear wheel passed over

A banging noise filled the inside of the arnored vehicle, and at the
same time Major Schultz felt a powerful force lift himup off the rear
seat, slanming his head into the roof.

"No!" Fritz shrieked, before the expl osion drowned out every other sound.
Yellow fire swept across Major Schultz's face, his chest, and arms and
legs. He tried to suck in a breath of air, but when he did he inhaled a
nout hf ul fl anes.

He tried to scream and spat fire when he did, but
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there was no sound, and it was as if his nother had turned out the
lights in his bedroom the way she did when he was a boy. Everything
went bl ack and silent, and now he felt and heard not hi ng.

The war was over for Major Hans Schultz and the Praetorian Guardsnen.
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Ceneral Conreid cane into Bruno's subterranean office, his face a
ghostly white. He saluted smartly and stood at attention until Bruno
spoke to him

"What is so inmportant that you told Rudolf you had to see ne right away?"
Conreid took a deep breath. "I have bad news, CGeneral Field Marshal ."

"I guessed as much. It nust have something to do with your arnored
di vision tracking the strike force."

"I"'mafraid so," Conreid replied. "I sent one of our best field arnored
conmanders, Mjor Schultz, and alnmost fifty of our M nsks and Bul | dogs.
Three hundred nen fromthe Praetorian Guard went along as infantry
support. "

"And?" Bruno was growi ng inpatient, although he had al ready guessed what
Conreid cane to tell him He stared at the general, drummng his fingers
on his desk, daring Conreid to give himthe bad news he knew was com ng
"W engaged the enemny in southern Zi nmbabwe-"

"It does not nmatter where! Get on with it!"

Conreid swall owed hard, and his hands, pressed to his |legs, were
shaking. H's eyes flicked around the bunker, afraid to | ook at Bottger
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"They destroyed us. Every tank was inmmobilized or blown to bits. Five

men escaped on foot in the jungle. One of themjust radioed me with a
full report The Rebels were equipped with anti-tank rockets and heavy

nortars. Major Schultz is dead, and so is everyone el se. However, | was
told the Rebels captured Captain Kl aus, comrander of the Praetorian
Guard Unit. | suppose they intend to question him"

Bruno nonentarily closed his eyes, fighting back the urge to use his
Steyer on General Conreid. |nconpetence could not be tol erated.

Bruno | eaned his head back, staring at the water-stained concrete
ceiling of his bunker. He sighed. "They will interrogate Kl aus, probably
wi th drugs, wanting to know about our fortifications here at Pretoria so
the information can be sent to General Raines. It is quite clear this
bastard Raines intends to storm our headquarters. There is no other

expl anation for the curious novenments of his battalions."

"I agree," said Conreid. "They nove back and forth to confuse us, but
every Rebel battalion seenms to be noving toward South Africa, toward
Pretoria."”

Bruno glanced at the map on a nearby wall, with its colored pins show ng
the I ocations of Raines's battalions spread across the African
continent. Their novenents of the last few days had altered, so that al
of his forces were now headed straight for Pretoria and the headquarters
of Bottger's New Wrld Order troops.

"There seens to have been a shift recently in Raines's troops novenents.
Their intelligence must have found out where we are headquartered, for



all of his forces are now comng directly toward us," Bruno said.
"I agree, General Field Marshal. Sonehow they have | earned of our
location in South Africa, but it is hard
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to believe they know about our underground fortifications."

Conreid spread his hands, trying to put the best face on the disturbing
news. "Perhaps they only know our general |ocation near Pretoria, and
not the extent of our preparations.”

"WIl this Captain Klaus talk if they torture hin®"

"That. . . would be difficult to say. He is a brave soldier, as his
record shows, but virtually any man will crack under the right anount of
pressure." Conreid was sweating profusely under Bottger's questioning.
"As we know fromthe past, these Rebels are experts in the use of drugs
and psychol ogi cal questioning to gain information." He shook his head.
"I don't know how long Klaus will be able to hold out without telling

t hem everyt hing he knows."

Bruno settled back in his chair. "So your brilliant strategy has failed
us, Ceneral Conreid. You assured nme you could find your objective and
crush them soundly."

Bruno's voice rose until he was al nost shouting as he became nore
agitated. "lInstead, you tell nme we've been handed a crushi ng defeat,
losing fifty valuable tanks and their support vehicles.” He slamed his
hand down on his desk, sending papers and files flying to the floor

Conrei d nodded, having some difficulty finding his voice for the noment.
"Sormehow, they were expecting us at a particularly difficult spot to
defend. The survivor who radioed nme said it was deep jungle, and that

| and m nes had been well placed in the nost strategic and damagi ng areas.'

"Your tanks were drawn i nto an anbush?"

"It would seem so. Schultz was a brilliant field commander, and |'mat a
loss to explain it. | can only offer this, and it will seema weak
excuse. Col onel Marsh has
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virtually no air support, thus his troops stay in the deepest jungles
where our air superiority is of no use. If we could have put the H NDs
on top of them this disaster would not have happened. Col onel Wl z had
air recon over the area, and he found no trace of an entire Rebel unit
in either Botswana or Zinbabwe. W found out where the strike force was
froma Zulu nmercenary. Walz could give us nothing at all."

"Then it would seem | have inconpetent nen directing our aircraft and
our arnored divisions," Bruno told himas his anger multiplied. He
| eaned forward and slamred his fist on the desk again.

Conreid flinched, but said nothing as Bruno fixed himwith a steely-eyed
stare. "You have failed me mserably, General. | will not tolerate



failure. | find I'm surrounded by inconpetence, by idiots! In the days
of the great Nazi regime under Adolf Hitler, both of you would have been
shot for failing our cause. Hitler would not have tolerated this!"

"I understand, General Field Marshal. | sinply did the best | could,

devising the best plan feasible to destroy an army that will not cone
out in the open to fight. The Rebels stay hidden, |eaving us with no
choice but to ferret themout of their jungle hiding places. |I could

thi nk of no other way wi thout cover fromour airships. W had to go in
after them to try to halt their march on Pretoria.™

Bruno's jaw cl anped. "Instead, you |led our nen and materiel to total
destruction!"

"I cannot deny it. | have served you and The New Wrld Order as
faithfully as I knew how. Until we were confronted by this band of
Rebel s, | enjoyed a great many successes in the name of our cause. But

Marsh does not fight with mlitary strategy. It is as if he always
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does the thing we expect least froma well-trained arny. | can offer you
no ot her explanation."

"What the hell will stop himfrommarching all the way to our doorstep
General ?"

For the first tine, Conreid smled, albeit weakly. "If he gets this far
he will be forced to come out in the open. If he turns west to cone at
us across northern Botswana, he nust then face the Kal ahari Desert in
the south. His tanks will break down in the sand. We can direct air
strikes on himuntil he has been w ped out, down to the last man."

"But what if he stays to the east, conmi ng down through Zi nmbabwe,
followng the rivers the way he has in the past?"

"He and General Raines and his other brigade will still have to cross
the Transvaal. Wen they do, we will blow them off the face of the
earth. There will be no places to hide fromour bonbers and rockets, and
our anti-aircraft gunners will knock their Apaches fromthe skies."

Bruno wondered, tapping a finger on his desk. He stared at die map

wi t hout seeing it as his mnd wandered to the past. Wat was happeni ng
now was all too much |ike events that had happened i n Europe nany years
ago.

The weakling United Nations Secretary-CGeneral, Mon, had branded him a
neo- Nazi fanatic and a major threat to world stability. Bruno had raised
a massive arny to realize his dreamof reviving The Third Reich in the
post - apocal yptic world. He had formed an elite Mnority Eradication
Force in Switzerland, and al nost 250,000 veteran troops to prepare for
war agai nst Ben Rai nes and ot her SUSA arm es.

After several nonths of bloody fighting, Bruno had called for a meeting
in Ceneva. There, he had nade
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his racial position clear-the | ands he controlled would be his enpire
forever, and he vowed to fight to the death to defend it, an enpire
where he would all ow no Jews or blacks or any other minorities. By then
his army had risen to al nost 3,000,000 nen.

And it was in Geneva where Bruno had related that his scientists were
devel opi ng a serum whi ch caused infertility, which he planned to

i ntroduce to the drinking water supply in Africa and Asia, to thin the
world's minority popul ations.

When the tal ks grew ugly Bruno's nen staged an attack and captured
President Blanton, with a notive-to fake his rescue and wi n gl oba
synmpat hy. Ben Rai nes had exposed his plan before he could put it into
action.

Since then, he and Rai nes had becone sworn enem es.

Bruno had given Raines an ultimtum be out of Europe in twenty-four
hours, or all-out war would comrence. Bruno had no choice but to back up
his threat and attack, when Raines ignored the ultinmatum

Bruno's enmpire, called the New Federation, all but coll apsed. He was

driven back across Germany, with high casualties, heading for Russia.
Rai nes cut himoff, and Bruno was forced to stage his own suicide,

| eaving his second in conmand, Ceneral Henrich, to show Raines a body
said to be that of Bruno Bottger

While this delaying tactic was going on Bruno took a hundred thousand of
his men and escaped to Africa, to start over

Al this, because of Ben Raines-being forced to quietly rebuild a
power ful army, equipped with the best weaponry on earth while in hiding
in Pretoria, biding his tinme until he was ready.

And now, Raines was coning after himagain. And again, it seemed nothing
could stop him
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Bruno cane out of his reverie and spoke to Conreid. "Tell Col onel Wl z
want a neeting tonight. Inform General Ligon. Perhaps nowit is tinme to
put our germ and chemical weapons to better use fromthe air. W wll
see if General Raines and his Rebels are fully prepared for a new type

of war."

Conrei d seened relieved now that Bruno's anger had passed and he was

thinking rationally again. "I will sumon Walz and Ligon. | agree. The
time has cone to put everything to the ultimate test. W cannot
wi t hstand any nore huge casualties or our weapons stock will be

seriously depleted. W have superiority in the air, or so Walz has |ed
us to believe. Let's test the Rebels in the skies."

Bruno pored over his maps, then studied recon reports, though they were
few and probably grossly inaccurate. He had given up letting others plan
what his New Wrld Order arm es would do, deciding he could devise his
own defense and counterattacks.



Rudol f Hessner | ooked on froma chair across the desk as did Col one
Wal z, General Ligon, and General Conreid, who had arrived only nonents
ago for the neeting.

"They'll come fromthree directions,” Bruno said, talking to hinself as
much as to the others. "One fork, |led by Raines hinmself and his 501
Brigade, will cone fromthe west, across the southern tip of Nambia,

either along the Adantic coast or across Geat Namal and." He pointed a
finger to a spot on the map.

"Qur |latest reports have Raines turning east. Evidently he is taking the
nore direct route toward Pretoria, and is planning to cross the
Kaokovel d plains in order to make better tine."
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Rudol f Hessner spoke up. "That is correct, Herr Ceneral Field Mrshal
Latest reports show | ke McGowen and the 502 Battalion were slowed in
their passage through the Congo area by its dense jungles and constant
attacks by our native and nercenary forces. They are quite a ways behind
Rai nes and his 501 Battalion, and should pose no i mediate threat to us

if we can slow or defeat Raines as he crosses the high desert plains
of Nanmbi a."”

Col onel Wl z nodded. "W will be able to see Raines's troops comng from
the air. Namaland is fairly open. Not many places to hide tanks or APCs
as they cross the veld, so they will be very dependent on their air
cover, both for defense and to attack our forces in advance of Raines's
arrival. Qur radar will pick up their aircraft as they approach. W can
set up anti-aircraft batteries west and north of Johannesburg to limt
their effectiveness. We'll put themin deep bunkers so they can't be

taken out by snaller rockets carried by Raines's fighter planes."

"Good," Bruno said, noving his finger to the Republic of Botswana. "I

know Ben Raines . . . the way his mnd works. He'll send a force of sone
ki nd across the Kal ahari, probably with strong air support, fighters and
hel i copter gunships. Here is where we'll neet himhead-on in the skies,

with tank battalions to back us up."
"A very good idea," Ceneral Conreid said. "W can put a few

anti-aircraft cannons in fortified sand pits near Serpwe, where there is
enough rock to protect them Sending tanks out into the Kalahari will be
somet hing he won't expect. However, our Mnsks can do well in sand or snow. "

Bruno | ooked at Col onel Walz. "Can we give this area enough air support,
Col onel ?"
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"Of course, Ceneral Field Marshal."

Now Bruno turned to General Ligon. "The Kal ahari would be a good pl ace
to drop nerve gas bonbs on Raines and his troops. W know from previous
failures in Caneroon and Angola that they are inpervious to our anthrax

agents. Mustard gas and tear gas will force theminto protective gear
which will slow them down significantly in the desert heat."



"I agree," Ligon said. "Qur inventory contains well over five hundred
nmustard gas cani sters, and over tw ce that many of the tear gas bonbs.
If we drop the right nunmber of both on the forces com ng across the

Kal ahari they will suffer imreasurably in the desert heat, and with the
prevailing winds in their faces the gas will linger for |ong periods of
tinme."

"I want the bastards to suffer,” Bruno hissed, returning to his nap.
"Now all we have to do is prepare our defenses and plan for attack in
Zi nbabwe. "

He pointed to the small country east of Botswana, just bel ow Zambi a.
"Fromthe positions where he was | ast sighted, | feel that the el usive
bastard will cone at us from western Zi nbabwe, using the jungles and
rivers as cover, since he seens to be afraid to cone out into the open
and fight."

He faced his generals. "Any ideas on how we night at |ong | ast defeat
the strike force?"

"Napal m" Col onel Wal z suggest ed.

"Yes. | like the idea of using Napal mthere," Conreid agreed quickly.
"It will set the jungle ablaze," Ceneral Ligon agreed. "If we score
direct hits they will be cooked alive, and then we can go in and nmop up

wi th tanks and infantrynen."
"I hope you are right in your assessment. Marsh has
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been a thorn in ny side for some tinme now, and has defeated us at every
turn.”

He turned back to the map. "The other forces converging on us are not an

i mediate threat. Raines's brigades to the east, traveling down the

coast through Mbzanbi que and eastern Zinbabwe, are far behind. If we can
defeat them it will be a crushing blowto the Rebel forces, and they

m ght even decide to give up on their mad schenme to drive us fromAfrica."

Bruno's eyes glittered with a nmad gl eam as this thought was uttered.
After a noment of reflection, he | ooked up. "Make these preparations,
gentl emren. And be sure of one thing. If any of you fails to carry out
his assignnent, | will personally see to your execution."

"Do not worry," General Ligon said as he got up fromthe table. "Qur
chemi cal weapons will not fail if they are delivered properly.™

Col onel Wl z nodded when he stood up. "Rest assured they will be
delivered correctly by ny aircraft, General Field Marshal Bottger.
will not fail you."

CGeneral Conreid got up last. "I will redeemnyself for what happened in
Zi mbabwe. This, | pronise you."

"Then get started," Bruno said evenly, |ooking around the group with
hooded eyes. "This will be the final defeat of all Rebel forces."

"We intend to make certain of it," Walz said, turning on his heel to be



| et out by Rudolf.

One by one his officers filed out of the room |eaving Bruno alone wth
Rudol f. Rudolf came over to the table with a question on his face.

"Keep a cl ose eye on General Conreid," Bruno said, keeping his voice | ow
"Do you suspect himof treason?" the muscul ar Rudol f asked, frowning.
"Perhaps. Perhaps he is only a clever fool. | may have
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been blind to his shortcom ngs. Report his every nmovenent to ne, and if
he makes a mistake in these preparations, or if he talks to anyone who
may be suspicious, | want to be inforned."

Rudol f smiled, a chilly smle. "Then, if you wish, I will kill himfor
you and nmake him suffer a terrible death.”

Bruno shook his head. "If he is a traitor, or even nerely a fool who has
led our soldiers to their deaths, that is exactly what | have in mnd
for him"
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At three-thirty in the norning, Ben met with a ten nenber Scout squad in
his CP tent.

"Capt ai n Domi nguez, are you and your nen ready, and are you clear on
what | want?"

Captai n Raul Domi nguez stood ranrod straight in front of his general
"Yes, sir! My teamis going to do a night drop into the town of Tshane,
just south of the Kalahari. W are to infiltrate the town, silently, and
set up aradio link to the 501. Qur orders are to watch for any aircraft
or other sizable contingent of forces out of Pretoria and to let you
know soonest, so as to prevent a surprise attack."

Ben eyed the Scouts, the toughest, neanest fighting men in the history
of warfare. They had the dirtiest job in the arny-to go out ahead of the
battalions and find out what the commanders faced ahead of them These
men were used to being on their own in eneny territory, and they thrived
on it. Aside fromlintelligence gathering, they were experts on
infiltration, assassination, and other techniques for sowing fear and
terror in the hearts of the enemy. They had been remarkably effective in
every canpai gn Ben had fought.

"Remenber," Ben advised. "W need you primarily
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for Intelligence on this trip. Try to keep the killing and mayhemto a
m ni mrum Captain.”

Dom nguez smiled with his lips, but his eyes were ice cold and deadly.
"I'"ll do ny best, sir. W won't kill anyone unless it's absolutely
necessary to carry out our mssion."



"OK, men." Ben wal ked up to each of the ten nen and shook their hands
one by one, wi shing them good | uck

As they filed out of the tent, Beth | ooked at Ben and shivered. "Boss,
those nen give ne the creeps. Their eyes are . . . dead.”

Ben nodded, "Yeah. I'mcertainly glad they're on our side, Beth."

The Huey transport chopper, specially rigged to fly al nost w t hout

sound, hovered at five thousand feet just outside the city limts of
Tshane. Any lower, and the residents would be able to hear the chopper's
engi nes.

The pilot | ooked back over his shoul der and gave Raul a thunmbs up signal
Dom nguez nodded and turned to his nen. "Show tinme, gents. Let's fly!"

He dove headfirst out of the door, followed closely by his team They
were all wearing black T-shirts and jeans with bl ack greasepaint on
their faces, and their parachutes were nade of black silk so as not to
be seen agai nst the night sky.

Wthin mnutes the teamwas assenbl ed on the ground and had their chutes
fol ded and packed. Each man carried a CAR, a 9mm automatic pistol, and a
razor-sharp conbat knife. These weapons were al nost superfluous, as each
man was as deadly in hand-to-hand conmbat as a ninja.

245
245

The scouts lined up behind Raul and jogged over two niles of hard-packed
sand toward Tshane. The city was small, consisting mainly of adobe and
brick houses, with few |l arger buil dings.

There were no lights showing at this early hour as the teamran silently
t hrough the deserted streets. On the southern side of the city, Raul
found a three-story building which | ooked Iike an abandoned store of
some sort.

He used his knife to pry the lock off the door and ushered his men in,
CARs at the ready in case there were inhabitants.

Fi ndi ng none, Raul stationed three nen on the roof and two in each of
three roons facing south, toward Pretoria. He set up radios in two of
the rooms and instructed his men to keep their conbat mkes on at all tinmes.

Each of the men carried 70X100 power Bushnell binocul ars, and there was
one 100 Power tel escope which was set up on the roof. After they were
settled in, Raul instructed themto break out their rations and eat and
drink plenty of water.

"It's gonna get plenty hot in this building when the sun comes up, nen,
so keep up with your fluids. W may have a long wait until something
breaks. "

Ben Rai nes | ooked out the back of the |ead vehicle as his arny caravan
drove south at high speed across the kaokovel d of Nambi a.



"Jesus, would you |l ook at that," he said.

The ot her menbers of his teamwho were riding with himall |ooked out
the rear wi ndshield of the big nine passenger SUV Cooper was driving.

There behind them rising fromthe hundreds of ve-
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hi des and transports followi ng them was a huge dust cloud, |ooking |ike
a bank of river fog as it rose in the bright sunlight.
"Bottger's planes sure as hell won't need radar to find us,"
said, "all they have to do is follow the dust."

Jersey

"That's the thing about veld country,” Ben said. "The |arge expanse of
flat, dry land, covered with mninmal anmounts of buffalo grass, is

excell ent for our vehicles to traverse. The problemis we're visible to
anyone within twenty mles or nore, and there's no place to hide or take
cover in the event of an attack."

"Let's hope our scout planes give us enough warning to radio for air
cover should we need it," Cooper said, glancing in the side rearview
mrror as he drove.

"Ch, | have no doubt we'll come under attack at sone point on our
journey," Ben replied. "It's just a question of whether it'll be from
native and nmere forces or fromthe big guns of Bottger's specialized
armes."”

Ben's 501 Brigade had started out early that nmorning, just prior to
dawn, and had al ready covered over two hundred nmiles, traveling at an
average of forty to fifty mles an hour. Even the big Abrans tanks were
able to make forty mles an hour, though it was rough on the drivers and
gunnery officers, who had to be relieved every few hours due to the
shaki ng and bunping of the | arge vehicles over the rough terrain.

Ben, as usual, insisted on being in the |ead car, over M chaels'
objections. He said it was good for norale for the men and | adies of his
conmand to see himout front, "riding point," as he put it.

M chael s wasn't convinced, being afraid Ben would be killed in the event

of an attack by Bottger's arny. Ben told himhe could never ask any of

his nen to do
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t hat which he was not willing to do hinself, and that settled the argunent.
From t he banks of the Kunene River, they coursed due south southeast

toward the city of Khorixas, just below the Etosha National Forest. Gane

al ong the way was plentiful, and they saw dozens of the so-called desert

el ephants, rhinos, and lions roanm ng freely.

Nambi a' s big gane animals had virtually been hunted to extinction in the
ol d days, but since the war, with the resultant marked reduction in



popul ation, the animals had started to make a coneback

Beth called out, "Look, there's a herd of bl ack-faced inpalas. My guide
book says they were endenic to the Kaokoveld, and only recendy have
begun to cone back in I arge nunbers.™

Herdi ng next to the inpalas were several giraffes, with young ani nal s
tagging clunsily al ong behind, |ooking terribly awkward with their
spindly legs and ridicul ously |ong necks.

As the brigade roared across the veld, herds of zebras and the tiny
Damara di k-di ks were also frightened into stanpedes. Ben had his
sub- commanders caution their sol diers against shooting any of the
wildlife, unless needed for food.

Ben pushed his troops on through Khorixas wi tihout stopping, since
Intelligence had information there was a | arge contingent of natives
there who were less than friendly to any white nen, especially Rebels.

Due to the inpendi ng energency back hone Ben had decided to cease his
earlier efforts to help the | eaders of African villages and towns, get
rid of the punks and gangs that had arisen since the war, and to go
straight for Bottger's headquarters to try to end this African canpai gn
as soon as possible.

Fifty mles to the south was the smaller city of Brand-
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berg, where he called a halt to the caravan and |l et the troops get out
of the transport vehicles for a much needed rest and sone hot food.

Mess tents were set up and food and drink and a two hour rest period
provi ded, so the troops would be fresh when the attack that Ben
suspected was com ng arrived.

As Ben's team finished tfieir neal and laid out sleeping bags in the
shade of a building, Anna said, a smle curving her lips, "I'lIl nove ny
sl eeper over here, so Jersey and Coop can bunk next to each other, |ike
they did in the jungle."

She cocked her head to the side, "Is that OK, Coop?"
Cooper never hesitated. "Sure, it's OK by ne. Jersey and | are thinking
of setting up housekeeping together when we get back to the states,

isn't that right, Jerse?"

He nanaged to give Jersey a wi nk where Anna couldn't see it, to let her
in on the joke.

"Sure," Jersey said. "lI've agreed to do all the house-cl eani ng and
cooking and hold down a job, and all | ask of Cooper is that he let ne
sleep with his hunky body at least three times a week. If he does, it
will make nmy life conplete,” she said, staring at Cooper adoringly.

"What!" Anna shouted. "You' ve got to be kidding!"

"As a matter of fact, we are, you nosey little brat," Cooper said,



scowl ing. "And any nore teasing fromyou, Anna, and |'m going to take
you over ny knees and spank your behind."

Anna | ooked aghast. "You wouldn't dare!™

Jersey put her hands on her hips, arching an eyebrow. "If he won't |
will, girlfriend."

"OK, OK, I'"Il keep nmy nmouth shut about your sojourn in the jungle."

Ben | aughed. "If you do, it'll be the first tine you' ve kept your nouth

shut about anything since |I've known you, Anny."
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Wth that, the teamlay down and grabbed some much needed shut-eye for
t he remai nder of the two hour rest period.

Later on, when they were about hal fway from Brand-berg to W ndhoek,
Corrie's radi o squawked.

"Corrie here, go ahead."
"M chael s here, Corrie, put Ben on and hurry."
"Ben here, John. Go ahead."

"I just heard from Captai n Donmi nguez and the team of Scouts we
parachuted i nto Tshane in Botswana."

"What did he say, John?"

"Several squadrons of planes took off |ess than an hour ago, headi ng out
of Pretoria. A group of fighter planes is headed this way, followed
thirty mnutes later by sonme nmedi umrange bonbers.”

" Bonber s?"

"Yes, sir. And the troubling thing is, the bonbers were carrying

cani ster bonbs under their w ngs instead of the high expl osive types we
woul d expect. "

Ben thought for a noment. "Then it sounds like Bottger is going to try
to drop either biological or chem cal agents on us, while the fighter

pl anes keep our air support busy."

"Yes, sir, those were ny thoughts. But since they nust know their

bi ol ogi cal weapons have failed against us in the past, ny bet is on

chem cal agents-nerve gas, tear gas, nustard gas, those kind of things."

Ben sighed. "The man is truly crazy. Ckay, alert our air cover to their
plan, and let's halt the colum and get the troops in anti-gas gear."

"You want the full Racal suits? That's going to be brutal in this heat."
"There's no help for it, John, it'll be a lot |ess brutal
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that dying in convul sions or having the boys' skin peel off fromthe
nmustard gas."

"Ch, there was one other message.”
"Yeah?"

"The Scouts said another contingent of planes flew off nore to the east,
pr obably headed toward Col onel Marsh and the 12 Bat."

"I'"l1l have Corrie bunp Marsh and | et himknow what's headed his way.
Were those planes al so carrying chemical bonbs?"

"No, sir. The scouts said it was mainly H NDs and sone older MG
fighter-bonmbers, and it | ooked nmore |Iike napal mand HE type bonbs on the
MGs."

"And Marsh has very little air support to counter the attack. He's down
to just a few Apache choppers. Can we | end himany of ours?"

"No, sir. Not if we're going to have to fight both fighters and bonbers.
W woul dn't stand a chance of stopping the bonmbers if we divided our
forces."

"Dam! Well, Marsh will just have to make do with what he has. At | east
he's got the jungle for cover. Maybe he can spread his troops out and
hide, to minimze the effectiveness of the napalm"

M chael s chuckled. "Did you ever see Marsh hide, from anything?"

Ben | aughed, too, trying to visualize the tough commander being afraid
of anything or anybody. "No, John. | can't say as | have."

"I"1l alert our air cover and troops while you try to get hold of Marsh
and warn himof what's com ng. OK?"

"That's affirnmati ve. Raines out."
"M chael s out."

Ben | ooked over at Corrie, who was bent over her radio, talking
hurriedly, a frown on her face.
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"You get hold of Marsh yet, Corrie?"

"No, sir. I'mhaving trouble getting through to him 1| can't tell if his
radio's down or if we're being jamed by Bottger's forces."

Ben stared at her. "Corrie, if we don't warn Marsh, they' |l hit himwth
napalm and turn that entire area into a raging inferno. W' ve got to
get through."

"I"mdoing the best | can, Boss. Believe ne, if there's any way to get a
nmessage to Marsh, I'Il find it."



"Good. Now, Coop, break out the Racal suits and anti-gas masks. W' ve
got trouble headed our way, too. | want our troops spread out in a
defensive line, not all bunched up along the road. That way if sonme of
t he bonbers do make it past our air support, they won't have a
concentrated target to aimfor."

"Yes, sir. 1I'll get right onit."

"Corrie, see if you can bunp Col onel Holland, head of our air support team™
A few mnutes later, Ben was talking to Colonel Jerry Holland, |eader of
the small squadron of jet fighters and overall conmander of air support
for the 501.

"Jerry, have you been informed of what's coni ng?"

"Yes, sir. | just got off the horn with John M chaels.™

"What do you think?"

"I think they'll come in low and fast. Since they don't know we're aware
of their approach, they'll probably fly on the deck, about five hundred
feet or so to avoid our radar, and come straight at us, hoping to hit us
by surprise.”

"What are your plans?"

"I'"'mgonna take my squadron up high and try to keep the sun at our

backs, so they won't see us up there. The MGs they're flying have
terrible air-to-air radar, so when we dive on themfromtwel ve o' cl ock

high it'll scare the hell out of 'em
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"What about the Apaches and Huey gunships?" "I'm gonna spread them out
wi de, keeping them about five nmiles off, out of sight. Once the fighters
pass, the choppers will deploy in a defensive |ine between us and the

ol d prop-driven bonbers. Since the bonbers are nuch slower than the
M Gs, the choppers should be able to handle them before they get close
enough to drop their |oads."

"Sounds |like a good battle plan, Colonel." Holland chuckled over the
m ke. "As you know, sir, they all sound good. It's the execution that's

a bitch." "Right on, Jerry. Good luck up there. Raines out." "Thank you,
sir. Good luck to you. Holland out."
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"Jesus, Boss," Beth said, "these Racal suits are hot. | feel like I'min
a sauna."

"It can't be hel ped, Beth," Ben answered, his voice muffled by the

pl astic-faced hood of the orange protective suit. "I figure the MGs are
| ess than ten minutes away, and they' |l be foll owed cl ose behind by the
bonbers with their cargos of nerve, nustard, and ot her noxi ous chenmnica
bonbs. If Holland and his air support team doesn't manage to stop them
these suits will be the only things keeping us alive."



Cooper spoke up. "Yeah, Beth. | don't nmind alittle sweat if it'll keep
us frombeing all curled up in the desert, with expressions of horrible
agony on our dead faces."

"OK, OK, you two. Can't a girl conplain a little without getting a
| ecture around here?"

Ben nodded, though the helmet of his suit prevented her fromseeing the
gesture. "Sure, Beth, complain all you want. Just don't break the seals
on your Racal until the |ast plane has been downed."

Ben had his men spread out in a horizontal |ine, weaving back and forth
across the dry veld grasses so as not to give the hostile air force any
groupings to aimfor. Some of the vehicles were parked in shall ow depres-
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sions on the desert-like plain, but nbst were out in the open

The troops, all of whomwere wearing either Racals or the older, |ess

ef fective rubber suits and gas nasks, were spread out behind the
vehicles, lying on their bellies with weapons trained on the skies. The
| ucky ones were able to hide underneath the troop carriers, out of the
brutal African sun in this driest of all places on earth.

Soon, even the thickness of the Racal helnets couldn't hide the nuted
roar of the MGs' jet engines as they raced toward Ben's troops at seven
hundred miles an hour.

"Cet ready, Coop," Ben said.

Cooper squatted down behind the MO fifty caliber nachi ne gun nounted on
a special pivot on the fender of the big SUV Ben's team was behi nd.

The ot her team nmenbers jacked back the I evers on their M 6s, shoving
shells into the chanbers and aim ng over the vehicle's roof at the
oncom ng sounds.

As the line of black dots appeared over the horizon, rushing at them at
just over five hundred feet of altitude, a nunber of slightly Iarger
dots dived out of the sky above them

"Corrie," Ben said, "tune into Holland's tactical frequency on the radio
and put it on a speaker. | want to hear this."

"Ri ght, Boss."

After a noment of her tweaking her dials, Holland s voice could be heard
above the roar of his engines.

"Bandits at six o'clock low, nen. Dive, dive!"
The jet engi nes' whi ne becane a scream over the
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speaker as the fighters dove on the unsuspecting M Gs bel ow.



"Johnny," Holland said, his voice as calmas if he were directing his
men in a routine training mssion, "take the end MG on the left. Bill,
you target the end MG on the right. | and the rest of the squadron wl|
hit the nmiddle of the pack."

Two of the planes could be seen to dip their wings as they dived,
turning to flank the oncom ng M G squadron

The rest of the Rebel jets headed straight for the center of the group
of fighters below. The chatter of Holland' s cannons and the expl osion of
rockets began to roar over the radio, and the two groups of planes
nmerged in the distance.

Hol | and' s pl anes dove into the squadron of M Gs, scattering themlike
quail, sending two to the veld in tunbling, rolling balls of fire in the
initial attack.

The other M Gs turned wi ngs over and clinbed straight up, afterburners
bl azing as they tried to escape the chattering ruin of the jets' guns
and rockets.

"Sammy, Sammy," Holland shouted, "watch out on your six-you've got a
bogey on your tail!"

Anot her voice could be heard. "Not to worry, Sammy. This is Joe Bob, and
|'ve got your bogey."

Aline of two Rebel jets with a M G between them could be seen spiraling
off to the side, the lead jet jogging and jerking side-to-side to escape
the M G s machine gun fire.

Seconds |l ater, the rear plane opened up and blew the MG out of the air.

As the MG crashed to the ground in flam ng weckage, Samy's jet dipped
its wings in thanks and took off to find another target.

Two nore M Gs went down, trailing snoke, and one
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of the Rebel fighters expl oded, brought down by a M G ATA mi ssile.
"Goddam!" a voi ce shouted. "The bastards got Marcus!"

The tac-frequency chattered for a few mnutes as the pilots warned each
ot her of danger and Hol | and gave instructions to others about where to
attack, occasionally calling out "Good shot," to one or another of his
men as they downed nore of the M Gs.

"If those M Gs keep using dieir afterburner jets like that," Cooper said
as he peered over the sights of his M60, "they aren't going to have
enough fuel to get back to their base.™

Ben chuckled, thrilled at the sight of the air-to-air conbat. "That's
the last thing on the pilots' mnds right now, Coop. Al they're
t hi nki ng about right nowis howto get away fromus."

As | arger dots appeared over the horizon, flying |ow as the M Gs had
been, Anna pointed her finger. "Unh-oh, |ooks |like the bonbers are maki ng
t hei r appearance."



Just as she spoke the bonbers started to clinb, trying to get to an
altitude where they could safely drop their bonbs wi thout bei ng caught
in the explosions.

As they clinbed, the bonbers were joined by darker, smaller shapes
arching in fromeither side and slightly higher altitudes, flamnes
vi sible fromthem side-nmounted Gadi ng guns on the choppers.

"Al'l right!" Ben shouted. "There conme Hol |l and's Apache and Huey gunshi p
choppers. They're pouring the lead into the bonbers, making them scatter
as they clinb."

Hol | and' s chopper pilots could be heard communi -
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eating over the radio as they picked their targets and sighted the
bonbers in with their Gatling guns and M50 machi ne guns, manned by nen
strapped in the open cargo doors of the Hueys.

"Wthout the air support of the MGs, those old, slow bonbers are
sitting ducks for the Apaches," Cooper said.

Ben's team and his troops scattered out behind him watched in awe as
Hol land' s air force destroyed the M Gs, one by one, and as the Apaches
and Hueys bl ew the bonbers out of the sky.

O the ten bonmbers in the assault, only one managed to get past the
choppers, and it was com ng straight over Ben's area.

As the bomber passed overhead, Cooper pulled the trigger on his MO,
| eadi ng the plane and watching as his tracer bullets curved toward the
bonber's belly.

Two | arge canisters separated fromthe airplane just before Cooper's
tracers | ocked on and bl ew one of the plane's engines into scrap netal
The plane went into a slowroll until it was upside down, diving, w ngs
waving as the pilot tried to regain control, until it crashed in a giant
fireball several mles beyond Ben's troops.

The cani sters expl oded when they hit the ground, sending waves of

yel  owi sh mustard gas billowing up into the desert wi nds, to be bl own
directly toward Ben and his troops.

As the cloud approached them several of the choppers swooped down and
used the prop wash fromtheir rotor blades to disperse the cloud,
blowing it to where the twenty knot desert winds could whisk it away.
Ben stood and sal uted as the choppers roared past overhead. "I|'ve never
seen a braver thing," he said. "Those pilots aren't wearing any
protective gear. If that

258

WIlliamW Johnstone

gas had gotten into their cockpits, they would all have been killed."



"One thing you can say for the air force-they're not short on cojones,"
Cooper said, as he, too, waved at the pilots as they passed.

Ben nmotioned Corrie over to him "Did you ever manage to get hold of
Marsh and warn him of the aircraft headed his way?"

Corrie frowned. "No, sir. | assume sonething nust be wong with his
radi o equi prent, or they're so deep in the jungle they can't pick up ny
transm ssions. | got no answer at all."

"God help them then. If Bottger's airplanes catch them by surprise,
they could wipe out the entire command. O K., people."

"We're burning daylight, and | can't wait to stand face-to-face with
Bottger in Pretoria."

"I wish | could be there when he finds out his air attack fail ed
m serably,” Anna said.

Ben smled. "So do I, Anna, so do I."
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Col onel Marsh had been careful to avoid the city of Bul awayo, the
capital of Zi nbabwe, staying to the north and east in the denser jungle
areas. Since he was short on air support and his troops were exhausted
following the battle with General Schultz, he wanted to keep them well
hi dden until they had tine to rest and regroup

As he led his troops through the jungles, he mulled over the history of
Zi mbabwe. There had been both tragedy and drama in the struggle between
Eur opeans and Africans for this land that |later came to be known as

Zi nbabwe.

In the early days, the San-bushmen travel ed the country, |eaving behind
a rich | egacy of rock paintings on outcrops all over the land. These
hunt er gatherers were overwhel med and defeated by the arrival of the
agricultural Bantu peoples, one group of which built the medieval town
the rebel forces were approachi ng, known as G eat Zi nbabwe. The stone
ruins of Great Zinbabwe were at first considered a place of great
nmystery because European di scoverers refused to attribute their creation
to Africans.

Marsh t hought that was typical European smugness- to think only whites
could build great cities-and part
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of the reason people like Bottger could still survive and find foll owers
in this nore enlightened age.

The Shona people who built Great Zi nmbabwe and several other great cities
such as Kham, whose ruins |lie near Bul awayo, were overcone and defeated
by the Matebele tribes, who used the Shona peoples as their slaves.

The Matebele, in turn, were defeated and conquered by the early white
settlers who came in search of gold and di amonds-such as Cecil Rhodes



fromBritain, who |later named the country after hinself, calling it
Rhodesi a.

Marsh shook his head as he wal ked with his nen through the dense jungle
undergrowt h. Such is the vanity of all nmen, to think they can conquer
and not fear being conquered thensel ves.

Finally, on the outskirts of Great Zi nbabwe, with its surroundi ng
granite hills and massive stone monolith scul ptures and stone dwel ling
pl aces, he decided to give his troops a break and canp early, a few
hours before dusk.

Captain Bob Warren found the CO in his tent before dawn of the next
day, as nmore amunition and arnms were being unl oaded to the troops from
t he trucks acconpanying their march.

"Qur radar is clear," Warren said.

Marsh sat up, pushing his nosquito netting away from his bunk. "Keep the
trucks under heavy guard," he said sleepily. "I don't want the | oca
natives to get their hands on any of our materiel. The bastards woul d
probably use it against us."

He hesitated as he rubbed his face, trying to cone fully awake. "I
haven't heard from General Raines. Sone sort of radio problem | hope."

"Shoul d we wait?"
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"No. We proceed according to plan until we are notified of a change. Ben
will get word to us, even if he is nmaintaining radio silence. Bottger

may have broken the code on our scranblers by now "

"I"menmptying several trucks and plan to | eave them behind. W're
runni ng short of all manner of supplies, including gasoline."

"I know. This keeping to the denser jungle trails has its tactica
advant ages, but it plays hell on keeping our |ine of supplies open."

"If we don't get in touch with Raines soon and arrange a rendezvous with
the supply planes, we're gonna be in deep shit. And, let's hope they
have parts for our Apache gunshi ps and can get themto us soon."

"W al nost don't have a chopper left w thout sone sort of problem"”

"I"'mwell aware of the problem Captain. Just enpty the damm trucks and
| eave the worrying to me. I'mgood at it."

"W haven't seen any sign of mercenaries or any New Wirld soldiers. The
skies are clear. So maybe you shoul dn't worry, Conmander."

"Wirrying about my soldiers is ny job. Get the trucks going and stop
trying to make me feel better. No one will rest easy until we are
re-supplied and noving again."

Captain Warren wheeled and left the tent. Rows of transport trucks, many
of them dented or otherw se damaged by the battles they had fought



crossing central and southern Africa, sat near the canpsite with drivers
wai ting.

"I hope Ben wants us to keep nmoving this direction,"” he said to hinself,
swinging his feet off the cot. "It would be a help if he sent word to us
about what's going on in the other sectors.™
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" Col onel Marsh!"

He heard the voice and peered outside. "Yes, what is it?"

A private, whose face was sweating and flushed, stamered, out of breath
fromhis run to the tent.

"Cap'n Warren said to get you real quick. He says radar picked up lots
of planes on their way here."

"Ch shit!" he said. "And here we are out in the open out of the jungle,
caught with our pants down."

He foll owed the boy toward the radar tent, buttoning his pants as he
ran, cursing hinself for being so foolish as to canp next to this stone
city on a hill above the jungle.

"Captain Warren, what've you got?"

"Looks |ike a squadron of planes headed straight toward us. Luckily,
they're flying high enough to be picked up on our radar, or we'd never
have seen them coning."

"How | ong do you figure until they're here?"

"Hour, maybe an hour and a half at the nost."

"Dam! That doesn't give us enough tinme to get back down the hills into
t he jungl e and under cover."

The private, who had followed Marsh into the tent spoke up. "Col one
Marsh? | have an idea."

He whirled around. "Well, private, what is it? Speak up. W don't have a
ot of time."

The boy pulled a fol ded piece of paper fromhis hip pocket. "Mybe we
could take cover in the city. There's a huge anphitheater area
surrounded by stone walls over thirty feet high."

Marsh arched an eyebrow. "How do you know about that?"

"I couldn't sleep last night, so | took this brochure fromthe house
where they used to let the tourists in,
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before the war. It had these maps, so | did alittle exploring on nmy own."

Marsh snatched the map fromhis hands. "If this works, son, you'll get a
field pronotion to |lieutenant. Now where is this place you' re talking
about ?"

The three of them bent over a table where Marsh spread the map out.

The boy pointed. "Right here. It's called the Great Enclosure. It used
to be called the House of the G eat Wman, and was probably the

resi dence of the queen nother and the royal wives. It's a huge,
elliptical structure about as wide as a football field, and it's
surrounded by a massive outer wall that's about thirty or thirty-five
feet high and fifteen or twenty feet thick."

"Jesus," Marsh said, "the place is huge. This map shows a circunference
of over eight hundred feet."

He turned to Warren, speaking rapidly. "Get noving, Captain Get all our
troops and as nmany of the trucks and Apaches inside as you can. The nmap
al so shows some high towers inside where we can set up our Ms0Os and

ot her machi ne guns and a couple of SAMs. W may just nmake the bastards

sorry they attacked, after all!"

Marsh never found out why-headw nds, m sdirection, or what-but the
aircraft arrived over two hours after Captain Warren picked them up on
radar .

By then Marsh's strike force was ready and waiting. Al of the trucks
and supplies and Apache helicopters were arrayed behind the thirty foot
hi gh and seventeen foot thick stone walls, and the many towers within
the Great Enclosure bristled with M60s, SAMs, and even sone old, fifty
cal i ber, water-cool ed machi ne guns.

As the planes attacked the position, Marsh calmy gave the order to
fire, and hundreds of nmachi ne guns and M 6s an even a few .45 automatics
opened up on the aircraft.
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The first plane in, a MGwth |arge, pointed napal mbonbs on its w ngs,
was engul fed by thousands of rounds of bullets and burst into flane,

di sappearing in a giant fireball so hot that virtually no weckage fel
to earth.

"Jesus!" Marsh exclained to Captain Warren when he saw t he expl osion
"That M G was carrying napalm™

He nodded, his face grim "I wonder if the others are, too.

H s question was answered nonments |ater when two planes made it through
the fusillade of bullets to drop cluster bonbs of napal mon the

encl osure. Because of the height and thickness of the ancient stone

wal I's, the strike force survived the firebonbing without injury to nen
or nateriel.

As nore and nore planes tried to penetrate their defenses w thout
success, until finally the |ast bomber had been shot down, Marsh | ooked



at Warren. "Captain, find ne that private. | want to personally shake
his hand and pin his sergeant's stripes on his shirt. He saved all our
lives."

Warren shook his head. "Just think, Colonel, if we'd canped in the
jungle like we usually do, we'd be barbecue by now "

"You're right, Captain. W would never have survived the napal mw t hout
these stone walls."

He | eaned over to pat the wall, saying, "Thank you, Queen Modther, for
giving us sanctuary in our tine of need.”

Two hours later, Marsh was resting in his tent while Captain Warren nade
sure the troops and nateriel were ready to march south.

A gruff voice called fromjust outside the tent flap
"Yes, what is it?"

"Sergeant Peters, sir. |'ve got a prisoner for you."
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He wal ked to the opening and peered out. Sergeant Peters, the |ead
Scout, was holding a man wearing a tattered New Wrld Order officer's
uni form by the shoulder. Peters held a gun to the man's spine.

"What is it, Peters?" he asked.

"I caught a spy,'
tent.

Peters said, marching the officer through canp to the

The man stood up straight, alnost clicking his heels as he canme to
attention. "I amnot a spy," he said in a heavily accented voice. "I am
Captain Hel mut Gruber, pilot in the New Wrld Order Air Force. My serial
nunber is-"

"Why are you bringing himto nme?" Marsh asked, interrupting the man as
he buckl ed on his Beretta.

"Because he's got a story to tell. | had to bang himon the head a few
times to refresh his nenory."

The German officer was bl eeding fromcuts on his forehead and | eft cheek

"I'd say you banged hima little too hard, Sergeant. But go ahead and
tell me what he had to say."

Peters pushed the nuzzle of his pistol against the man's spine. "Tel
t he commander what you just told ne," he growled. "An' don't |eave out
no details, or this gun is liable to go off accidental."

The officer was clearly frightened. "I nust protest this treatment of a
pri soner of war, Commander. It's conpletely against the Geneva Convention."

"In case you forgot, Heinz, or Helnut, or whatever your nane is, your
| eader Bottger never signed any treaties, certainly not any protecting



the rights of prisoners.”

"Be that as it may, Colonel, we're both reasonable people, civilized
peopl e, and again | must protest-"

"Protest this, Heinm ," Peters said as he held the pistol against the
officer's head.
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Marsh nodded toward Peters, speaking to the German. "I guess you'd
better tell me what Peters wants, Captain, before he blows your brains
all over ny tent."

When the German officer hesitated Peters slapped the barrel of his gun
across the rear of his prisoner's skull. Guber wi nced and bent over,
clutching the back of his head.

"Speak up!" Peters snapped. "Don't force me to hit you no harder."

Gruber sighed, and began tal king. "General Field Marshal Bottger has
many cannons and tanks set up in southern Zi nbabwe and northern South
Africa. They are well hidden, between here and Pretoria, waiting for
your arrival just in case you are to escape our air attacks."

"When was all this done?" Marsh asked.

"Recently, in the last few days. Since you defeated Captain Schultz the
Fi el d Marshal has been obsessed with killing you," G uber said as nore
bl ood fromthe new wound to his head trickled down his neck. Peters was
good at getting information this way, Marsh remenbered

"Can you show us where these tanks and cannons are set up?" Marsh asked.

"They'll kill me if they see me show you where," he said, stuttering in
hi s awkward use of English

"We're gonna kill you if you don't show us," Peters warned him

"I do not want to die," the German begged.

"Just one way to keep fromit," Peters continued, after a glance in the
colonel's direction. "Start talkin', and start showin' us where them
guns are bein' hid."

"I"ll show you," the man said softly, touching the blood on his head and
shoul ders. "I do not want to be a traitor, but | want even less to die."
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"What el se has Bottger been up to?" Marsh asked.

"He's been offering a lot of nobney to the natives, men who have no
nmoney, to show hi mwhere your battalions are. Sone of them in spite of
their dislike for Germans, take the noney. They have many hungry
children and wives to feed."



"How about you, Fritz-you got any children?" Peters asked.
"\es, two, a boy and a girl."

"The only way you're gonna live | ong enough to see "emagain is to
cooperate with us. You show us where them cannons are hid, an' maybe
we'll let you live."

The officer nodded quickly, despite the pain it caused when he noved his
head. "I'Il show you. Just stop hitting ne with that pistol."

Marsh held up a hand for Peters to stop pushing the prisoner. "W won't
shoot you if you show us where Bottger is putting the guns."

"I'"ll show you. 1'll show you," he said again.

Marsh turned to Peters. "Take himto the nmess tent and show hi m sone
maps. Have him point out where the gun batteries are hidden. |I'msure
they've put antiaircraft guns in place, as well as anti-tank rockets and
gun enpl acenents. Mark themwell on the map."

"Way mess with all that when we can just avoid the areas?" Peters asked.

Marsh turned to the flatbed trucks carrying their Apache helicopter
gunshi ps. "Because tonight, we'll give our pilots the coordi nates and
let themdrop a few firecrackers on Bottger's new traps.”

"We've only got four that can fly, and one is devel opi ng sonme heating
problems in this desert country," Peters said as he, too, |ooked at the
trucks bearing the partially dismantl ed Apache gunshi ps.

"I't"ll be cooler at night. 1'Il have our flight com
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mander get the Apaches ready. Renenber, get the exact coordinates as
best you can. W don't have many rockets to spare. | hope we can get in
touch with CGeneral Raines soon for replacenents. W can't fight Bottger
with bows and arrows."
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Bruno stood in their underground War Roomin Pretoria, his hands cl asped
behind him listening along with the others while radi o transm ssions
cane back fromthe night attack on Rebel Battalion 12.

A fleet of ten MGs carrying napal mand nerve gas was only m nutes away
fromthe battle zone in the jungles of southern Z nbabwe, where native
Intelligence gatherers had reported Malone's battalion was canped.

Unl ess his forces could halt Col onel Marsh there, nothing would stop him
from marching strai ght across the border into the Republic of South
Africa, headed for Pretoria. It was beginning to sound like this was a
real possibility, as nore grimreports came back to the War Room

Col onel Wl z seemed particularly unconfortable. H s M4s didn't have the
range to partake in this attack, and thus the M Gs were his only hope of



hitting Marsh at his distant canpsite.

Hs old MG fighter planes were froma nothball fleet in Austria, sone
of thembarely able to fly, their nachine guns in various states of
disrepair with a limted supply of amunition

When he had acquired themfromhis Russian friends at the start of the
war in Africa, Bruno had only meant
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for the MGs to serve as a last resort, or for the destruction of easy
targets without heavy anti-aircraft artillery.

And, to nake matters worse, the Avgas jet fuel for the M Gs had been
dangerously | ow when he ordered Walz to send them after the Rebel strike
force. Walz warned that roughly half of the planes m ght not have enough
fuel to make it back to Pretoria.

Bruno had shrugged, indifferent to his air |eader's whining. At that
point, with Rebel battalions closing in fromall sides, he couldn't have
cared less for the lives of a few pilots.

The war agai nst the Rebels, one that he was once certain he could w n,
was going badly. Adding to his building fury, this would be the second
time Ben Raines and his ragtag, freedom spouting arm es had def eated
himfirst driving himout of Europe, and now his hold on Africa was
bei ng seriously threatened by these inferior nongrels.

Across the room Walz al nobst shouted into the radio, "Conme in, Fighter
Squadron Six, cone in!"

A stormof static followed Wal z' s orders. Then another voice spoke to
the Wr Room "Fighter Squadron Six. W can see the signs of the strike
force now W' re on final approach. The idiots seemto have nade canp
out in the open, on a hilltop, not in the jungle, as was reported. The

Apache helicopters are still on the ground, not even warm ng up yet.
Thi s should make our attack much easier, Colonel VWalz. W'Il be
| aunchi ng rockets the m nute we have range, then we'll swing in a wde

circle and let our payl oads of napal mgo down."

Bruno was satisfied. The M Gs had arrived. "Tell the squad | eader to
split. Send one group directly over the Rebel position on the hill at
five thousand feet, out of range of their smaller gun batteries. Send
the odiers in
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a wde circle to conme fromthe opposite direction. We'll destroy Marsh
and his men, and we shall blow their Apache helicopters to pieces while
still on the ground."

Wal z spoke to the fighter squad |leader. "Split your forces. Send half
your planes in a circle to come fromthe north. Keep the others at five
t housand feet. Rel ease the bonbs. Dunp everything you have all over his
canp, then strafe the surrounding area with machine guns to kill any



troops that try to get away on foot. Fires fromthe napalmw Il be your
cover."

"Yes, sir. W're dividing now " A hesitation. "Scorpion group clinmb to
five thousand. Rel ease your pay-loads on anything you see noving. Bl ack
W dow group follow ne to the north in a wide circle. Then hit themwth
everyt hing you' ve got."

Bruno | eaned back agai nst a desk behind him watching two gi ant radar
screens. "At last," he said savagely, feeling the adrenaline rush
through his arns and legs. "Now we'll see how well this bastard can take
a poundi ng."

He smiled, with no humor in his eyes. "Wl conme to South Africa, you
asshol e. | hope your drawers are the first to catch on fire. A napalm
bath is what you've needed all al ong. Goodbye, Col onel. You gave us a
good show, but it's over now "

Ceneral Conreid | ooked relieved. "Wth Marsh out of the way we can
concentrate our tanks and infantry on Ben Raines to the north and west."

Col onel Walz still seemed doubtful, rubbing his chin while watching the
radar screens. "W haven't gotten rid of Marsh yet, General."

Ceneral Ligon came to Conreid' s defense. "This will be over very soon,
Col onel . Napalmis quite thorough when it cones to destroying a target.
These Rebels won't escape our napal mfires, and even if some of them
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do the nerve gas will drop themlike flies. |I predict there will be no
survivors. "

No survivors, Bruno thought. A twenty-year dream was about to cone true.
Wth Ben Raines and his Rebels out of the way, no force on earth could
stand between Bruno and gl obal dom nation, a triunph rising out of the
ashes of a total annihilation of the Tri-States mlitary machine.

In less than five minutes the radi o crackled again. "Beta Squadron
Captai n Gruber has been shot down. There are three of us left. W are
turning back at once."

Bruno glared at Colonel Walz. "Tell themtheir orders are to stay and
fight. 1'll have them executed by firing squad if they di sobey a direct
order fromne!"

Wal z's hand trenbl ed slightly holding the mcrophone. "Go back. Engage
the enemy. These are orders from General Field Marshal Bottger hinself.
Your M Gs are only minutes fromdestroying Marsh and his battalion. Do
not give up now, for I amsure the tide will turn quickly in our favor."

"But Col onel, they are blasting us out of the sky. Marsh's forces are
canped in sone sort of stone city on a hilltop, as Captain G uber said.
They are behind large rock walls which our machine gun bullets can't
penetrate. Their anti-aircraft batteries are in nassive stone towers
above the city, and are unapproachable."

Walz felt as if he were going crazy. Al his beautiful plans were coning



to nothing, all because of a few cowardly pilots. "Drop your napalm you
idiots! Burn themout!"

"Col onel ," the voice continued, and even over the radio Walz coul d hear
the scorn in it. "Haven't you been listening to me? Marsh's forces are
in a stone city, walled in like a fortress. Stone does not burn,

Col onel . Repeat, stone does not burn!"
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"Do not talk back to nme, Captain! | order you to go back and finish the
fight, to the last man, if need be!"

"But sir, | repeat, we can't find anything to shoot at, our napal m has
no effect, and the Rebel ground batteries are chewing us to pieces every
time we pass over the stone city."

"Turn and fight!" Wal z bell owed. "You are soldiers of The New Wrld
Order. \Were is your courage, your conmitment to our great cause?"

"We all have plenty of commtnent, sir, but our aircraft is not equal to
theirs. This was a trap. W were lured into a crossfire between their

ground-to-air rocket l|aunchers and their cannons. They were waiting for us."

Ceneral Ligon turned to Bruno. "Tell themto turn back, General Field
Marshal, while we still have some MGs left. If the assault has fail ed,
we can still use themas a final defense against Raines and his 501 Batt
when they get to the border of South Africa.”

Wal z, sweat pouring fromhis forehead, nodded, show ng his agreemnent.
"Yes, Ceneral Field Marshal. | still have Captain Kohl in reserve with
his H ND M24s, and they can be ready to attack at first |light tonorrow "
Bruno nodded, for the idea sounded good enough, and even if the |ast M4
pilots were lost ultinmate victory would be theirs at last. "G ve the
order, Colonel Walz. Radio our pilots to take evasive action and cone
back to Pretoria, away from Marsh's canp."

He turned his back on his advisors to hide his disappointnent in the
night's raid, and wal ked to his desk

"Once Captain Kohl's H NDs attack Marsh tonorrow norning, then Genera
Conreid' s ground forces can begin to advance. W'Ill wi pe out the strike
force, down to the last nan."

Wal z spoke to the pilots. "Mwve away fromthe stone
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city at low altitude. Come back to Pretoria, and you can live to fight
anot her day."

There was no answer. Nothing but static filled the underground bunker

Wal z scow ed. "Answer ne, damm you! Cone in, anyone."



As silence continued, interspersed with bursts of meaningless static,
Bruno shook his head and started toward his private chanbers.

He spoke over his shoulder. "I shall see you gentlenen in the norning,
after breakfast, when you can apprise nme of the results of Captain
Kohl's attack."

He stopped just before |leaving the room "And gentlenen, you had better
have something positive to say to ne."
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Corrie called out, "Boss, |I've finally nanaged to bunp Col onel Marsh.
He's on the line now waiting to talk to you."

"Great," Ben said as he reached for the m ke. "Raines here. How goes it?"

"It goes as well as can be expected in this god-danmred hot house the
Africans call a jungle."

"We've been trying to reach you for the past twenty-four hours. Trouble
wi th your radio?"

He heard a | ow chuckl e over the airwaves. "Yeah. A friggin' I|izard had
craw ed into our |ong-range radio transceiver and shorted out a couple
of resistors. Once our radio tech found the problem it was relatively
easy to fix."

"Good. W wanted to warn you that our Scouts had seen some aircraft
headed your way. Did you make contact yet?"

"Yes, sir. And we survived nore through luck than skill. They were
carrying napalm and if we'd been in the jungle instead of in the stone
city of Great Zi nbabwe, we'd have had our gooses cooked by now "

"Lots of great military minds have said luck plays a greater part in the
outcome of war than mlitary planning. Guess they were right, huh?"
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"Yes, sir. Speaking of luck, we apprehended a prisoner who gave us sone
good information. It seenms there are quite a few M nsk tanks up ahead of
your position, waiting to anbush your battalion."

Ben pursed his lips, a puzzled expression on his face. "That's strange.
Qur scout planes haven't picked up any signs of tanks ahead. Are you
sure of your source?"

"Yes, sir. He says the tanks are dug into bunkers and campufl aged very
well to blend into the desert sand. 1'Il give you the exact coordinates
and | et your nmen check it out again."

"OK, that'll be a big help. I'll send Captain Holland and his PUFFs to
take a | ook. How about you? Do you need anythi ng?"

"Just about everything you can imgi ne, General. W' re down to | ess than
two days fuel supplies, low on amunition, and our Apaches have about
enough fuel for one nore mssion. W need anything you can send."

"Il radio supply and have a couple of C130Cs airdrop you everything you



need within four or five hours. That good enough?"

"Excellent, General. I'll give you those coordi nates now, and al so give
you ours for the airdrop. Good luck with those tanks."

"Thanks, Marsh. Wat's your next nove?"

"W al so found out about some anti-aircraft batteries and cannons up
ahead of us. We're gonna send out a little sortie with the Apaches and
see if we can't draw those good ol e boys back here into a little
surprise |'ve got cooked up for "em"

Once Ben had the coordi nates he needed, he had Cor-rie radio supply
headquarters and tell themto get the supplies Marsh needed to him
soonest. Then he called
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a neeting with Colonel Holland to discuss Marsh's information concerning
tanks up ahead of his 501

Whil e Ben was neeting with Col onel Holland, Marsh sent the |eader of his
air support team Captain Sparks, on his night mssion

Capt ai n Dana Sparks kept his Apache flying at |less than three hundred
feet above the ground. Two nore Apaches flanked himon the right, and
one on the left.

Readi ng his instrunments, checking for the coordinates the prisoner had
given them he realized they were very close to the cannon batteries. He
expected to see New Wirld choppers on his scope any second now. The

t hunpi ng of the Apaches' rotors would quickly alert the eneny to their
approach, even if they had managed to stay | ow enough to avoid their
radar. At tines, even the nost nodern nechani zed warfare cane down to
basi cs, the quickest eye, the keenest ear

Wth four rocket tubes mounted on each Apache, Dana and his nen coul d
deliver one hell of a damaging bl ow to New Wirld gun enpl acenents before
they were finished with this mssion. And then things would start to get
hot in the night skies over southern Zi nbabwe.

Dana knew they could count on determ ned pursuit by a fleet of H NDs,
whi ch was exactly what Col onel Marsh wanted-to draw as many eneny
hel i copter gun-ships toward their anti-aircraft batteries as possible.

"Target on ny HUD, Red Leader" a voice said into Dana's hel net

ear phones. "Sonebody's coming up. At least six blips. Now | have two nore."
"CGo!" Dana ordered, twisting nmore forward thrust out of the Apache's
stick-nounted throttle. Every man in the squadron had been assigned
specific targets.

The hanmmrering of rotors grew | ouder. Dana put the
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nose of the ship down, flying as | ow as he dared at his speed. Now he
had a target on his HUD. He primed the rocket |aunch tubes and tried for

a fix. A bleeping noise cane faster, until a single electronic tone
announced a target fix. He fired one rocket tube and watched its vapor



trail shoot away fromthe ship. The rocket gui dance system built into
the nose cone, would do the rest.

More rockets left the gunships to Dana's right and left, a flash of
crinmson followed by a trail of white marking the passage of each deadly
Spi der across dark terrain bel ow.

A brilliant burst of fire and snoke lit up the night in front of Dana's
Apache, followed by the thunder of a terrific explosion

"Bingo!" Dana cried into the radio. "A direct hit on sone sort of
muni tions stores.”

Anot her bl ast erupted fromthe ground, fingers of flame shooting
skyward, turning the undergromh into a wall of fire and snoke.

"CGotcha!" a pilot's voice crackled into Dana's headset. "I don't know
what the hell 1 hit, but it sure does nake one real pretty blaze!"

The patter of distant nachine gun fire with tracers |eading through the
dar kness came straight for Dana's helicopter squadron fromthe forest.

"Go down!" Dana said. "W're still too damm high."

But as he said this he saw the tracers pass high over the cockpit of his
chopper. The enemy gunners were shooting at shadows.

A vol cano of flane shot upward from another spot in the jungle where the
rain forest ended abruptly near a dried up |ake, the start of the
desert. Dana saw and heard one of the Spiders score a hit, in a place he
hadn't expected to find the eneny.
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"Ni ce shootin'!" he exclained. "Woever fired that baby gets a gold star
by his nane."

More tracer bullets and machine gun fire sizzled over the tops of the

| owflying Apaches. Dana, as squad | eader, decided it was tinme to enpty
all tubes and get the hell out of there before a ship went down. They
had damm few to waste

"Fire all rockets!" he shouted. "Let the heat sensors pick a target for
us. W're gettin' the hell outta here. Those shots are gettin' closer
and cl oser."

Spi der rockets whooshed away fromthe Apaches al nbst in unison. Dana
felt his airship sway when the ignited rocket fuel pushed them out of
the | aunchers.

Fol lowing a precision drill his team had practiced since he'd forned the
squad, the Apaches peeled off one at a tine at very low altitude,

swi ngi ng back toward battalion headquarters.

"Looks like we all nade it," a voice said over the radio. "Don't know
what the hell we hit, but it sure nmade a big bang."

"We've got gunshi ps behind us," another pilot warned. "W can't count on



this picnic being over "til we get back to canmp and set down."

Dana wasn't all that worried about the eneny aircraft. They were low to
the ground, hard to detect on ol der targeting nmechanisnms |ike those
found in the HI NDs.

Hs main worry was fuel. H s gauge showed barely enough to get back to
base and safety, and flying this |low used fuel at a prodigious rate.

He tapped on the gauge, hoping the needl e would move. Wen it didn't, he
silently crossed his fingers and began to whistle a tune to nake the
time pass faster.

He prayed he and his squad had enough gas left to |l ead the New Wrld
pilots over the hidden gun batteries Col onel Marsh had positioned for a
crossfire.
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He couldn't wait to see the HINDs come falling out of the sky like so
many rai ndr ops.

Marsh is one hell of a commander, he thought. He was born with a
mlitary m nd.

281

Captain Tristan Kohl had four blips on his radar screen, all flying very
| ow over tropical forest, heading north back toward where that infanpus
Col onel Marsh was reported to be canped-where his boyhood friend and
flight training conmpanion, Helnut G uber, had been reported lost earlier
that day during the napal mattack. God only knew what had happened to
himand the others on that mnission. None of the planes had nmade it back
to canp to report on the sortie.

Flying at the front of the formation, he spoke into his radio as he
gripped the M24's stick with the throttle w de open

"Beta Leader Five. | have themon ny screen. Four airships. Choppers,
probably Apaches. Activate rocket ignition when you can confirma hit"

"' They are too low, Beta Five!" a voice replied from another M4 H ND
flying outer wing in their V-shaped formation. "I have no fix. Repeat.
have no fix."

In this tropical country the heat fromthe ground, even at night, was
often enough to throw off the heat-seekers of their rockets if the
target aircraft were lowto the ground, and these crazy Americans were
flying so low their I anding wheels nmust be hitting treetops.

Kohl knew the Apaches were capable of quick nma-
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neuvers and dangerously low flight, if their pilots knew what they were
doing. It was hard to bring one down fromthe air with the ol der Soviet



rockets they had on board the M24s-small missiles with an out of date
gui dance systemrelying solely on heat which often msfired at a vapor
trail or followed the wash of a turbine engine instead of the flying
ship itself, allowing smart pilots to make sharp turns to avoid their
rockets.

Whil e the Soviet-nade rockets were excellent for ATG air-to-ground
firing-they stacked up poorly against the nore advanced Rebel rockets
with their computerized gui dance systens.

Most frustrating of all, the Apaches sonehow made fal se echoes on The
New Worl d's best screens, causing rockets or cannon fire to go w de.

"Let them have a taste of machine gun fire," Kohl commanded, fli pping
swi tches on his twi n-nmount M60 machi ne guns. These big guns required
visual targeting, a difficult task while flying an M24 in hot pursuit,
and the Russian brand M60s frequently jamred due to rust in this humd
tropical climte.

Col onel Wl z knew about the probl ens aboard the H NDs, and still he
ordered theminto battle with the Apaches as if pilots under his command
and their H NDs were expendable. And as the war |engthened it seemed no
one in the high conmand cared about New Worl d arny di sadvant ages, or
about badly needed repairs to planes and helicopters.

Many of the air wars they fought now were |ike suicide missions. Too
many good pilots had been killed since the Rebel arnmies came to Africa,
and too many of Tristan Kohl's friends would never see Gernmany again
because of Walz and his | ack of nmaintenance protocols.

The chatter of machine gun fire came froma ship to Kohl's left as they
sped over the dark forest bel ow.

283
283

Kohl's altineter read | ess than a thousand feet, and the Apaches
appeared to be hundreds of feet |ower, naking themfar nore difficult
targets for machi ne guns, cannons, or rockets.

He admired the nerve of the Rebel pilots for flying so | ow, and at
ni ght. He knew, as good a flyer as he was, he woul d never have the
courage to attenpt maneuvers such as the Rebels performed routinely.

But with twelve gunships in his squadron, Kohl felt the sheer weight of
nunbers woul d give themthe advantage tonight. Silently, he prayed he
woul dn't be one of the M24s shot down during this engagenent, yet he had
to stay out in front of the formation to show his nmen he had courage in

battle. He could not lag behind . . . his pride would not allowit.

"One of the blips has turned around!" It was Kruger's voice over the
radio. "It is comng back toward us__ "

"I don't see it!" another pilot yelled. "Gve nme a mark! | can't pick it

up on ny screen!"”

Kohl recognized the terror in GQustav Oine's voice despite heavy static
t hrough his headset, a conmon failing of H NDs when the hum dity was
hi gh whi ch caused all manner of electrical quirks in the guidance



systens and in their radios.

"Somet hi ng has been fired! | can see its burn trace. Go down!" Koh
said, feeling his palnms grow wet with sweat on the controls.

"It's a rocket!"
"Evade, evade now "

Several menbers of the squad sent their M24s down to low altitudes to
escape the Rebel missile. Kohl took a quick glance at an M24 when it
nose-di ved out of formation, swooping down toward the jungle.

"I"'mgetting sonetitiing on nmy warning system"
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Li eut enant Kruger scarcely got the words out of his nouth before his
chopper expl oded, sending an aftershock across the rest of the flight
formation.

Kohl wat ched Kruger's helicopter gunship go down in a ball of flanes,
com ng apart as it spiraled toward the earth, |eaving a plunme of snoke
and flanes in its wake.

"Fire! Fire! 1've got a target!"

Cine fired one of his rockets. A finger of orange flame marked its
passage away from his chopper

Kohl watched the rocket shoot away fromdine's gun-ship with his heart
in his throat. David Kruger was already anmpong the dead fromthis
hel i copt er engagenent, and the fight had only begun. He wondered how
many nore of his conrades would die.

"I"'mhit!" a crackling voice shouted. "One of ny rotor blades is-" Hs
cry ended with a terrific explosion off to Kohl's right.

A H ND burst into flanmes, flipping nose-over-tail am d an inferno.
Qddly, the helicopter's machine guns were firing as it went crashing
into the treetops below. Then one of its unlaunched rockets detonated,
bl asting trees out of the ground in a rapidly spreading circle.

Kohl took a deep breath. He saw an Apache making straight for his
squad's formation-a suicidal nove for a helicopter pilot at this altitude.

Kohl fixed his targeting sights on the Apache and pulled a trigger on a
rocket. The swi sh of exploding, burning rocket fuel made a faint sound
above the staccato of his rotor. A fiery vapor trail left one |aunching
tube. Then the Apache gunship suddenly di sappeared on his screen. It was
not possible, and yet he had seen the blip vanish hinself.

"Where is it?" he cried just as the rocket he launched went sailing into
a black hole in the rain forest.
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"It is gone! | don't see it!" someone exclained. "A big chopper cannot



simply vanish like that."

Kohl's rocket ignited a stand of trees, brightening the night sky
briefly. He had nissed the Apache conpletely and it did not rmake any
sense-how could an airship be there at one nmonment, and then di sappear
entirely in a matter of seconds?

It was not logical, he thought. Did these Rebels have sone kind of new
weapon, naking their aircraft invisible? O were their pilots sinply
t hat good at the control s?

"I"'mhit!" a slurred voice screamed from Kohl's headset as one of the
choppers to his left disintegrated in flames, twi sting out of the sky in
| oopi ng arcs. The HI ND went out of sight, exploding upon inpact, setting
nore trees aflame.

A split second |later Kohl saw a flash of light off to his right. A H ND
was struck by a rocket and it went down like a flamng ball of heavy
nmetal, dropping straight down into the forest with a bang.

/ amgoing to die tonight, Kohl thought. How is this possible, against
only four eneny helicopters ?

"Beta Leader!" a voice said. "W are flying over batteries of
anti-aircraft guns. They are shooting rockets up at us, and cannons are
spitting lead all over the jungle bel ow "

Kohl | ooked beneath his guriship. The trees were alive with flashing
lights, a twinkling, staccato pattern of death, and the di stant boom of
cannons coul d be heard above the whine of his turbines and the hamering
of his rotors through the air.

Tracer bullets illum nated the pathways of cannon and machi ne gun
shells, lighting up the night sky like the fireworks displays during
Okt ober fest back hone.

"I amhit. Coing down!"
286
WIlliamW Johnstone

Kohl did not recognize the pilot's voice. H s squad was taking a
terrible beating ... it was alnost as if they had been lured into a nest
of ground-to-air rocket |aunchers and anti-aircraft gun batteries.

Sonet hi ng struck the underbelly of his chopper, and a pain began in his
left foot so intense that Kohl unconsciously let out a yell, |leaving him
gasping for air. His boot went flying past his face, slamm ng agai nst

t he roof of his gunship cabin.

The chopper tilted crazily, driven out of control by the inpact froma
cannon round.

Bl ood sprayed the cockpit, and Kohl noticed in the dimlights behind the
control panel that his entire left foot was m ssing, blown off just
above his ankle by a Rebel cannon. He seened strangely detached from his
circunmstances, alnost as if it were all happening in a dream

Perhaps it is a dream he thought dazedly, hoping agai nst hope this



wasn't really happening to him

Air pressure fell in the cabin and a map, clipped to a visor above his
head, was sucked out of a hole in the M24's steel-plated floor. An
i nvol untary scream canme from his throat.

He cl osed his eyes, gritting his teeth, fighting back the pain racing up
his leg. And now he had no foot with which to control the rudder or the
speed of the tail rotor

He felt the chopper begin what felt |ike an auto-rotating ground-spin
al t hough his altineter said he was still three hundred feet in the air.
H's mind woul d not function properly, due to the pain and his nassive
bl ood | 0ss. Hi s vision becane blurred, and he couldn't focus his eyes.

He rubbed at his face, seeing another M24 break into pieces far to his
right, blanketed by flanmes and snoke.
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Kohl's radi o crackled, but there was no voice fromthe pilot being shot
out of the skies, only static as his | ast nessage never made it to his
squadr on | eader.

The drum of anti-aircraft guns became a rhythm fromthe dark forest,
poundi ng, bl asting away as Kohl's HI ND began a sl ow descent he coul d not
control.

"Son of a-!" Another pilot attenpted a radio nessage in the |ast seconds
of his life, before his chopper was hit by a hail of Rebel cannon fire.

Kohl's life flashed before himhis childhood in Holland, and his
enlistment in the New Federation Army headed by a bl ond gi ant naned
Bruno Bottger. Bottger had nade so many prom ses to his newrecruits,
prom ses of a better world and an easier life for all who followed him

Then came the coll apse of his Nazi-style reginme, after a bitter war
across Europe. Everyone believed CGeneral Field Marshal Bruno Bottger was
dead. Then he had surfaced a few years later with his New Wrld O der
headquartered in Pretoria, South Africa, proclaimng he had nmllions of
followers and a better equi pped army to fight against Denocratic tyranny.

Tri stan Kohl had wanted to believe in this New Wrld O der, as so nany
ot hers had.

H's M4 circled closer to the earth, out of control because he had no
foot to guide it. Sheets of pain ran up his thigh to his belly, and he
felt nauseat ed.

"Swing toward the east!" a voice cried, garbled through the radio by the
sounds of cannon fire and machi ne guns.

Yes, Kohl thought. Turn this helicopter toward the east, toward the
jungl e where the Rebel s have no guns.

Using the stunp where his foot should have been, he placed bare bone and
bl eeding flesh on a rudder pedal and twisted the throttle.
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When his exposed, shattered bone pressed down, stabilizing the rudder
t he pain al nost caused himto bl ack out.

The turbines responded with a roar, lifting the HIND just in the nick of
time. Kohl ignored the white-hot pain in his stunp of a leg to keep
pressure on the rudder pedal

He saw darkness underneath him with treetops noving and waving in the
wi nd |i ke waves of an ocean marki ng the spot where beaches touched the
sea. Only, there was no beach within a thousand mles, only thick jungle
and rain forest.

Wth all his might he kept his concentration on the task at hand,
getting his damaged airship out of the range of the anti-aircraft
batteries before a cannon, or a rocket, shot hi m down.

H s m nd wandered to the report he was given concerning the conmander of
this Rebel strike force

What was his name? The churning of chopper bl ades above hi m prevent ed
himfromremenbering, for the monent. Was it Ml one? Marsh?

"I am goi ng down!" sonmeone shrieked into his headphones, a voice
hei ght ened by hysteria he could not recognize.

/ will not go down, Kohl promsed hinmself. I will stay in the air, no
matter what.

An M24 to his right blew apart, pieces flying, chunks of netal sucked
into the downdraft of his rotor bl ades.

"Ch no!" he gasped, feeling his gunship shudder in mdair when sonething
struck the tip of a swirling blade

He fought the controls with all his strength, but with a naggi ng
sensation that he was | osing consciousness due to the blood | oss from
his stunp. The HI ND woul d not obey his commands when he tried to steady it.
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"Goddam you, Bottger!" he snarled, "making us fly these goddamm Russi an
antiques! Screw you and this stupid war! W can't win it in these flying
bucket s. "

It all went beyond his control when a fragment of a torn M24 sheared off
one of his rotor blades. Tristan Kohl's HI ND flipped over, flying upside
down until it was driven into the trees below, in the jungles of

sout hern Zi nbabwe.

The expl osi on destroyed three Bantu tribesnmens' straw and banboo huts,
and started a fire that threatened the entire village.

Tristan Kohl was killed instantly. He would never again drink beer and
dance with the pretty liebfrau at Cktoberfest, or watch the colorfu



fireworks of the national holiday.
He lost his life to Bruno Bottger's dream of worl dw de conquest.
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Bruno was summoned fromhis private office by Rudolf. "You are needed in
the War Room sir," Rudolf said.

"I's somet hing wong?" Bruno asked, rubbing his eyes sleepily. "Is it
nmorni ng al ready?"

"No, sir. It's around mdnight."

Bruno sat up in his bed, eyes wi de, staring suspiciously at his aide.
"\What has happened?”

"Captain Kohl and his M24 squadron were attacked at the anti-aircraft
batteries we set up on the border with Zi nbabwe by four Apache
hel i copters from Marsh's Battalion 12."

Bruno's face lit up with anticipation. "Good, the bastard finally
outsmarted hinmself. If I'mnot m staken, Captain Kohl has twelve M4s
under his command. Did he conpletely wi pe out the strike force squadron?”

Rudol f Hessner hesitated. He knew full well the danger a nessenger
pl aced hinmsel f in when delivering bad news, especially to a | eader as
unstabl e as Bottger. "Not exactly, Herr General Field Marshal."

"Well, what happened, Rudolf? Surely four Apaches couldn't defeat twelve
M24s, led by our best air commander. Qut with it, man!"

Agai n Rudol f hesitated before answering. "lI'mafraid
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Captai n Kohl took off after the Apaches, and was led north into the
jungl es of Zi nbabwe, where Marsh had set a trap. He had anti-aircraft
batteries set up in the jungle, and anni hilated Kohl's command to the

| ast man and | ast M24."

"What ?" Bruno bel |l owed, |eaping out of bed to grab Rudolf by his shirt
front.

"I"'mafraid Colonel Walz's M24s, as well as his MGs, have failed you,
sir. Walz says they have all been downed by rockets or GIA missiles. He
asked to speak to you i mediately."

"All of then? Al twelve of the H NDs?"

"I did not ask himfor a nunber, sir. He said his helicopters ran into
some kind of unexpected difficulty."

Bruno rel eased Rudol f's shirt and began to pace around his bedroom
muttering to hinmself for a nonent.

Rudol f was afraid at first that the news had caused his | eader to | ose
his mnd, until Bruno turned and stared at himwi th eyes glittering with



hat e.

He pointed his finger at Rudolf, as if ainmng a gun. "If Walz has failed
us | want himexecuted, Rudolf."

"When, sir?"

"I will give you a signal. Then, you take himdown to the |ower |evel.
Tell himyou have sonething to show him And get rid of him"

Bruno began to pull his dress uniformon, still talking over his

shoul der at Rudol f. "Hi s inconmpetence has cost us countless |lives and
al nrost half our flying nachines. He is an idiot, and | was a fool to
have trusted him"

"Shall | incinerate his body?"

"OfF course. As far as the others on ny staff are concerned, he deserted

us. W'll say we don't know where he is, and brand hima traitor to the
cause. You can say you saw himleaving in a jeep after you talked to him'
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"Yes, sir. You give ne the signal, and I'll nmake certain it is done in
accord with your w shes.”

Bruno wal ked over to Rudolf as he was about to | eave through the door

"You are a trusted associate, Rudolf Hessner, and you will be rewarded
when The New Wrld Order is in place.™

"I amgrateful for your trust, Herr Bottger. It is not m splaced.
would give ny life for the cause, and for you, as you nust know by now. "

"OfF course. Your loyalty has never been in question, and you have
performed val uable services for ne. It will not be forgotten.”

"I understand, Herr Bottger. | fear you have entrusted nen with no
courage to lead your nmen in battle. Colonel Walz has al ways been suspect.’

"As is Ceneral Conreid."

Rudol f nodded. "General Ligon believes in his germwarfare weapons.
However, he has trusted others to deliver them Wen the tine is right,
I will also get rid of him"

"You have a keen understandi ng of what is needed, ny trusted friend."

"What is needed is good nmilitary |eadership."

Bruno scowl ed, his eyes boring into Rudolfs. "And you do not feel | have
gi ven ny best tactical know edge to our effort?"

"You have, Herr Bottger. It is the others who have failed you."
"Alas, this is true. | chose the men | thought would lead us to victory."

"I't would seemthey are leading us into a series of defeats against the



Rebel s. "

"Let us not forget that these Rebels are quite clever when it comes to
tactics."
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"Surely, Herr Bottger, they are not nore clever than soneone |ike you?"
"Of course not."

"Then the solution seenms to be sinple. Get rid of the | eaders who are
costing you glorious victories."

"You are right. | have entrusted the wong men with too nuch
responsibility."”

Rudol f gave hima weak smile. "In particular, | believe it was wong to
trust Colonel Walz with our precious aircraft. He has no vision, no
plan, only a frontal attack directed at eneny positions.”

"Yes. A schoolchild could have done exactly the sane thing in our behal f."

"Should I kill himnow?"

"Wait, until | find out the extent of our |osses. However, | doubt the
outcome will suit nme. If Walz has sent our |last remaining M Gs and M4s
into a losing battle, he nmust be ... elimnated.”

"I will doit. Just give ne the killing sign, and I will take himdown

to the [ower |evel."

"It is where he belongs. W have | ost so many brave pilots who were
willing to give their lives for The New Wrld Order. They followed the
orders of a fool without any fighting skills or know edge of military
strategy."

"So it would seem Herr Bottger."

Bruno reached for the doorknob. "Just in case things are far worse than
we believe, have Alexis prepare ny helicopter for takeoff."

"Where woul d you have himtake us?"

"Merely tell himto fill all tanks with fuel. | will not retreat or
abandon our compound until it is clear we have no other choice."
"Alexis will be inforned."

Bruno strode out into the concrete corridor leading to the War Room A
voi ce inside his head warned that
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i ncompet ent men had again cost himthe chance to smash the Tri-States
Arny, and Ben Rai nes.



He shoul d have been nore careful, picking the nen who woul d conmand hi s
air and ground forces in Africa. It was all too clear that he should
have seen to every detail hinself.

Vel |, he pronised hinself, he would not make that m stake again.
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Ben and his team were | eading his 501 Batt forward, even as Col onel
Hol  and and his squadron of jets were forging ahead, seeking out the
M nsk tanks at the coordi nates given to them by Marsh.

As they drove, leading his colum of troop carriers and tanks and
arnored cars, Ben had Corrie put Holland' s tac-frequency on the radio
speaker so they could listen to the air battle as it raged.

Hol | and' s voi ce canme on above the static, squeaky and tinny on the small
speakers of the radio.

"Johnny, you see anything yet?"

"Not yet, Cap'n. But I'mflying at ten hundred feet. If you want us to
pi ck anything out of that desert down there we're gonna have to get on
the deck and fly | ow and sl ow. "

"Roger that, Johnny," Holland answered.

"Billy, you and Joe Bob foll ow Johnny and ne down to the deck. Keep your
eyes peel ed, nmen, 'cause | have a feelin' we're gonna draw sone fire
fromthe krauts down there."

"Roger, Cap'n," Billy answered.

"W got your six, Cap'n," Joe Bob said in his soft Texas draw. "If

t hose boys stick their heads up, I'lIl be on "emlike a tick on a coon
hound. "

298

"Ten-four, Joe Bob. Johnny, let's drop on down and say howdy to the
Germans. "

"CGot cha, Boss," Johnny answered. "I'mon your tail, so don't hit the
brakes unl ess you want some conpany in your cockpit."

The whine of the big Witney-Pratt engines clinmbed in pitch over the
radio as the two | ead planes dived to five hundred feet, flying over the
coordi nates of the hidden tank group to try to draw their fire so they
woul d reveal their position

The rattle of the tanks' 30 caliber machi ne guns could clearly be heard,
even over the radio as the planes flew above the tanks.

Several loud nmetallic thuds were heard, and Johnny's voice broke the
radi o silence, sounding strangely calm "I'mhit, Cap'n. Took six thirty
cal s through ny cockpit plexiglass.”

"Johnny, you OK?" Hol |l and asked, soundi ng worri ed.



"Sure, Boss. Alittle plastic in nmy cheek and a bit of blood on ny
flight suit. Oherwise, I'mflying strong, the bird is sailing okay .
seemto have m ssed the engines."

"I got '"emin ny sights, Cap'n. Look out, you sand lizards, Joe Bob is
deliverin' the mail!" Joe Bob yelled as his engi nes screanmed and he
dove, twin Gatling guns chattering their song of death.

Hol  and cal l ed out, "Let's kick these pigs and get some air under us,

Johnny. We'll nake a high circle and come back at "emw th the Vul cans.™
"Ten-four, Boss. | got the pedal to the nmetal," Johnny answered as he
tilted the nose of his plane at the sky and pushed the throttle forward.

"On your six, Joe Bob, there's a Mnsk to your left at
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ten o' clock. You take him and I'll get the arnored personnel carrier at
three o' clock."

"Roger that," Joe Bob drawl ed in his | aconic nmanner

Thirty seconds | ater, he gave a whoop. "Wioa, Nelly! Take that and
scratch one M nsk. Did you boys see the size of that fireball? Hell, he
nmust' ve been | oaded to the gills with HE shells, probably sone
phosphorus too!"

"Good shootin', Joe Bob," Holland said, his engines screanming in the
background. "Now quit posing and get your butt out of the way. |'ve got
some mail of nmy own to deliver ... air mail!"

The roar of Holland' s cannons coul d be heard, deeper and | ouder than the
chatter of his nmachi ne guns, as he dived on the tanks bel ow

A doubl e expl osion cane over the radio, just as Billy yelled, "Hot dam,
Boss! You got two with that strafe. Good shootin'."

"Cet outta ny way, boys," Johnny said, "lI'mgonna stand this bitch on
her nose and nake sonme sausage down there."

As his engines whined, Billy said, "Pull out to the left when you're
done mekin' barbecue, Johnny, 'cause I'min your wake and I'Il pull out
to the right."
"Ten~four, Billy boy,"
drowned out his words.

Johnny said before the droning roar of his cannon

Two nore explosions could be heard as the two PUFFs conpleted their
di ves and pull ed out, spreading apart like the petals of a desert

bl ooming flower, leaving fireballs and bl ack, greasy smoke bill ow ng
behi nd t hem

Hol | and said, "Good work, men. You can cook for ne anytine. | count siXx
tanks burning or destroyed, two nore with treads off and disabl ed, and
three arnored personnel carriers blown back to Gernany."
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"Hey, boss man, |ooks like the rest of the tanks are goin' hone. Cuess
they don't appreciate SUSA hospitality.”

"You want us to follow themand finish the job, Cap'n?" Joe Bob asked.

After a noment, Holland answered, "Naw, let 'emrun back to papa with
their tails between their legs. I'mgettin' lowon fuel, and | don't see
a gas station on this particular block. Guess we'd better head for hone."
"I sure hate to leave this party just when it's gettin' interestin',"
Joe Bob said, disappointnment in his tone.

"There'll be nmore parties, gentlenmen, that | can prom se you. Now, pul
in behind me and let's boogie."

Ben smled at the chatter of the nmen under his command. He |iked to work
with men who enjoyed their jobs.

It was about fifteen mnutes |ater when the PUFF squadron buzzed | ow
over Ben's columm of troops and tanks.

He had Cooper fire off a green flare, signaling a job well done, and the
pl anes tipped their wi ngs as they passed.

After the planes passed, Ben had Corrie radio the other squadrons that
they were going full out for Pretoria, and the devil take the hindnost.

He | ooked over his shoul der as Cooper sped over the bunpy veld

grassl ands as fast as their SUWV could go. "Ckay, team heads up. There
are bound to be stragglers fromBottger's New Wrld Arny up ahead, and
there may even be anbushes by forces small enough to have been nissed by
the fly-bys, so keep a full netal jacket in your weapons, and keep 'em

| ocked and | oaded for trouble.”

"It's about time we see sone action," Anna grum
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bled. "I"mgetting bored with all the other people having all the fun
lately."

Jersey shook her head. "I'Ill never understand you, girl. Killing isn't
fun . . . well, alnost never, that is. It's serious business, and not to

be taken lightly."

"Ch, I'mnot taking it lightly, Jersey. It's just that riding around
this barren wastel and gets old after awhile. It's action | want, not
necessarily killing."

Beth | ooked up fromthe travel brochure she was reading. "It |ooks like
we' |l be crossing the border into Botswana before |ong."

Ben said, "Tell us about it, Beth. Wat's Botswana |like, as opposed to
Nani bi a?"



"It says here Botswana is larger than France in area, but held only a
mllion and a half inhabitants at the tinme of the war."

Cooper snorted. "Probably a hell of a lot less now, that's for sure.’

"It al so says Botswana has Africa's |argest popul ati on of el ephants,
between thirty and eighty thousand, and with the w | derness havens of

t he Ckavango Delta, the Chobe National Park, the Mirem Gane Reserve,
and the Kal ahari Desert, it was known as the ultinmate safari destination
before the war ended all that."

"Tell us nore about the Kal ahari, Beth. What are we going to be facing
headi ng sout heast toward Pretoria?"

She turned the page and read to herself for a noment before continuing.
"The Kal ahari had its origin as a great inland basin, which filled with
sands bl own in over the ages as the ancient |avas that once covered
southern Africa slowy eroded. Kal ahari sands now extend from Congo and
Angol a right down to the Northern Cape Province of South Africa, and
across the continent fromNam bia to western Zi nbabwe. Kal ahari sands
underlie nore than eighty percent of Botswana.
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Al t hough often called a desert, nost of it is grassland with scattered
bush and trees, except in the extreme southwest. Water is so scarce that
the native word for rain and the name for the country's currency are the
same-pul a. "

"So, we won't have high dunes and massive sandpits to contend with on
our journey?" Ben asked, |eaning over the back of his seat to | ook at Beth.

"No, sir. Not according to this map. It looks as if we'll pass south of
Ghanzi and the central Kal ahari National Park, if we head straight
sout heast toward Tshane."

Ben turned back around. "That's where we're going."

As Cooper pushed the big SUV to its limt, Ben's teamslowy pulled away
fromthe colum of tanks and personnel carriers follow ng them

After about an hour of steady travel across the flat bushl and,
scattering occasional wildlife, Cooper began to slow the vehicle. The
change in speed brought Ben, who had been lightly dozing in the front
seat, fully awake.

He rubbed his eyes, turning his head back and forth to see what caused
Cooper to sl ow down.

"What's goi ng on, Coop? W got trouble?"
Cooper shook his head. "I don't know, Boss. Caught sonething out of the
corner of ny eye a minute ago . . . maybe |I'mjust spooked, but | got a

funny feeling sonmething out there ain't right."

"Keep a sharp eye. Coop thinks sonmething' s-" Ben started to say, when he
was interrupted by Jersey's shout fromthe back seat.



"There, over to the left ... | saw a refl ection-"

Suddenly all hell broke | oose. Two hundred yards off to their left a
canoufl age netting was thrown back fromover a shallow gully in the sand.
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An M6O machi ne gun was pushed up on the lip of the gully on its tripod
and i mredi ately began to stutter and fire. The heads of several soldiers
popped up at the same tine, pointing AKA7s and firing as fast as they coul d.

Hamer bl ows of 60 caliber bullets rocked the SUV, cracking the front
wi ndshi el d, punching holes in the left front fender and down the side of
t he vehicle.

Smal | er dents puckered the thick metal but didn't penetrate as the AK47s
found the range.

"Anbush! " Ben shouted, as Cooper jerked the steering wheel to the right
and fl oored the accelerator, slammng the big wagon around in a sliding
turn.

Both | eft side wheels blew out as the MO slugs tore holes in their
rubber, and the SUV | ost bal ance and rolled three tinmes, finally coning
to rest partially on its side, its roof toward the eneny, engine snoking
and ticking after it stalled.

I nside the SUWV, Ben braced hinmself against the side-wall and popped his
seatbelt, alnost falling into Cooper's lap when it let go.

"Everybody okay?" he asked, glancing over his shoulder into the rear seats.
Anna stammered, "I think so."
"I"'mall right,"” Jersey answered.

"I"mgood to go, but the radio's had it ... smashed to pieces," Corrie
pi ped up.

Wien Beth didn't answer, Ben | eaned back over the seat to see if he
could locate her in the junbl ed equi prent and supplies that were thrown
all over the rear of the vehicle.

Beth was |ying on her side with her eyes closed, blood streanmi ng from
her nose, and her |left armwas cocked at an inpossible angle, apparently
br oken just above the wrist.
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"Shit!" Ben shouted. "Beth's down! Jersey, see if you can check her out."
More slugs pounded into the roof of the SUV, which was made of

reinforced steel to protect against strafing by airplanes and

heli copters. Even the large 60 caliber bullets couldn't penetrate the
doubl e thi ckness of the top of the wagon.



Ben tried to open the door, which wouldn't budge. He |lay back and ki cked
out with both feet at the sane tinme, finally popping it open

He scranbl ed out of the door, reaching back inside to hel p Cooper, who
grabbed his squad automatic weapon as he tunbl ed out of the door and
fell to the ground.

Whil e Ben pulled the rear door open, Cooper crawl ed to peek around the
front fenders of the SUV, bringing his SAWto his shoul der when he saw
eneny soldiers crawling out of the ditch two hundred yards away and
runni ng toward them

He sighted down the barrel, braced hinself against the recoil, and
pull ed his trigger on the machi ne gun. Dozens of slugs expl oded out of
the barrel, kicking it up and to the right as it slanmed back into his
shoul der, rocking himback on his heels as he knelt in the hot sand of
the vel d.

Four of the attacking troops went down imedi ately, screanming in pain as
the bullets tore into them spinning themaround to fall backward, dead
before they hit the ground.

W thin seconds the remmining troops had scranbl ed back under cover of
the ditch, but kept up a steady streamof fire with their AK47s.

Ben managed to get Jersey, Corrie, and Anna out of the wagon, then
craw ed to | ook over Cooper's shoul der
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"What's our situation, Coop?"

"Looks |ike about twenty or twenty-five nmen about two hundred yards
away, hunkered down in that dry wash over there. They've got good cover,
and at | east one M60O along with automatic small arns, AKs, | think from
the sound of them"™

Ben | ooked back over his shoul der. "Damm, we've separated ourselves from
the rest of our troops and materiel. They're not even in sight yet over
the horizon, which means they're at |east several niles back."

"Boss, the radio's had it. | can't even get static."

"How about our conbat m kes?"

"Still operational, but Mchaels doesn't answer, so he nust be out of
range. "

"Anna," Ben said, "How is Beth?"

Anna was bent over the floorboard of the vehicle, her head and upper
body inside as she worked to free Beth fromall the debris covering her

"Unconsci ous, Ben. Probably only a mild concussion, since her pulse is
strong and her breathing is steady. Broken left wist, and maybe sone
internal injuries that | can't determ ne yet."

"Dam! See if you can get her out of there, while | try to figure sone



way out of this nmess."

Jersey crawmed to the rear of the wagon and stuck her M6 around the
corner and fired several short bursts into the soldiers across the sand,
just to let them know she was there.

"Looks |ike a Mexican standoff, Chief," she called, firing another
burst. "If we can keep them from attacki ng, the cavalry should be here
before too long."

"Yeah," Ben agreed, easing his head up to | ook over the top of the
vehicle. "Mchaels can't be too far behind us."

From across the way a deep runbling vibration be-
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gan, and bl ack di esel snpke could be seen to rise in a dark cloud.

"Uh-oh," Cooper said. "I don't like the sound of that ... | think they
may have a tank over there, or at |east sone big vehicles, maybe an APC "

As the campufl age net noved, a sand and brown col ored APC began to pul
out of the ditch, a soldier in the open top behind a post-nounted 50
cal i ber machi ne gun

He opened up with the fifty, sending sparks and chunks of netal flying
off the SUV as he raked the roof and fenders with bullets.

Jersey cursed as she pulled her head back just as the tire she was
behi nd began to disintegrate under the inpact of hundreds of sl ugs.

She smirked, calling out, "Hey, Anna, come on down here. W got sone of
that action you've been hankering for all day."

Anna nodded. "Yeah. Jersey, do nme a favor, will you? Next time | say I'm
bored, just kick me in the butt and tell me to shut up, okay?"

Jersey | aughed. "You got it, girl."

"Ben, | don't mean to rush you or anything, but what the hell are we
going to do now? Qur M6s and nmy SAWaren't going to nake a dent in that
APC, and it |ooks like the troops over there are lining up to use it for
cover as it heads toward us."

"Do we have any LAW or TOWDragon anti-tank nmissiles in the SUV?"

"Not a one," Corrie replied. "W had to take them out when we packed the
Racal suits in. There wasn't roomfor themwth all the germ and
chem cal warfare gear."

"Wait a minute, Boss," Jersey said. "I have an M203 grenade | auncher in
t here sonmewhere. Maybe we coul d
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use it to |l ob sone HE or phosphorous grenades over there. The range is
about a hundred to a hundred and fifty yards."

"Crawl in there and see if you can find it, Jersey. The grenades won't
put the APC out of conm ssion, but maybe it'll slow it down enough unti
we can get some help from M chaels."

Jersey handed her CAR to Corrie, who took her place behind the rear of
the SUV and started to fire intermttently at the APC as it clinbed out
of the ditch, knocking two soldiers to the dirt who were wal king behind it.

Ben stuck his CAR over the top of the wagon and began to fire his
Thunder Lizard fromthe shoul der, making the man in the turret duck for
cover as his rounds pinged off the arnored steel of the big vehicle.

Morents | ater Jersey junped down to the ground, the M203 in one hand and
a flare gun in the other. She handed both to Ben, along with a satche
of grenades and fl ares.

Ben took the flares and | oaded a red one in the pistol, ained it
skyward, and let it go with a |oud bang. The flare arched into the sky,
then exploded in a red fireball high in the sky.

"Maybe that' Il et John know we need sone help up here," Ben said, as he

bent to affix the M203 to a spare M 16 fromthe wagon

He crawl ed up on top of the SUV, ignoring the shells ricocheting around
himas he elevated his barrel at forty-five degrees to get the maxi num
range and fired a fragnmentati on grenade at the APC

It exploded twenty yards short of the vehicle, sending a geyser of sand
and dirt into the air, but causing no damage to the personnel carrier

As the APC and its followi ng troops pulled closer, the
308

grenades began to land on or very close to the vehicle, but still were
not strong enough to slowits advance or to do any real damage.

Finally, Ben was down to two fragnentati on grenades and one white
phosphor ous grenade.

He shook his head. "Looks |like we're down to the bottom of the barrel
team Any ideas?"

Cooper thought for a nmonent, then said, "Not a one.
After he heard it, Ben grinned. "Hell, Coop, |I've got one."

Ben quickly rel oaded the M203 with a white phosphorous grenade.

This time, the white phosphorous expl oded just above the APC, sending
flam ng sheets of burning phosphorous into the interior of the APC

t hrough the turret opening on top

Two sol diers scranbl ed out of the APC, the phosphorous clinging to their
ski ns and cl ot hi ng, which were burning brightly as the screaning nen ran

for a few yards and then fell to the ground, their flesh bubbling and
nmel ti ng under the white-hot heat of the chem cal



Ben and Cooper and Jersey and Corrie then dashed toward the renaining
troops, their CARs bl azing and chattering as they poured hundreds of
rounds into the eneny troops.

Corrie took a superficial wound to the left thigh, making her stunble,
but not knocking her to the ground.

Jersey's kevlar helnet was hit dead center by a round, snapping her head
back and dazing her, causing her to stand still halfway to the APC and
| ook around, as if she didn't know where she was.

The battle was over in less than two minutes, with all the eneny troops
either killed, wounded, or surrendering to the small band of warriors.
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Hal f an hour later, when a Huey gunship helicopter arrived with John
M chaels riding in the rear, manning the MO machi ne gun, Ben and his
teamwere sitting in the shade of their overturned SUV, wth eight
prisoners standi ng before them hands on heads.

M chael s junped down fromthe chopper and ran over to Ben

"We saw your flare and called in the Huey, but it |ooks Iike we were a
bit slow"

Ben grinned. "Yeah, my team has everything under control now. "

Then he grew serious. "However, we do have some minor injuries. Beth has
a broken left wist and nose, Corrie has a flesh wound to the thigh, and
Jersey is still a bit addled. Could you airlift us back to the main
force so Doc Chase can take a | ook at then®"

"But there's no need to hurry," Cooper added, |ooking over at Jersey,
who was sitting with a dazed |l ook still on her face. "This is the first
time since I've known her she isn't talking at full tilt. 1I'mKkind a
enj oyi ng the silence."
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Bruno's defenses were crunbling. Ben Raines's 501 brigade had finally
been joined near the city of Tshane in southern Botswana by | ke MGowen
and his 502 brigade.

Toget her they were marching through Botswana, and had broken through a
peri meter of tanks and how tzers, destroying nost of the big 105
mllinmeter New World artillery bunkered north and east of Pretoria.

Marsh's strike force and two nore arnored Rebel units were pushing
across the southern savannas and m onbo woodl ands and massive granite
dones, or dwal as, of |ower Zi nbabwe, headi ng straight for Johannesburg
virtual ly untouched and unopposed.

There was silence in the underground bunker's War Room while Bruno and
two of his top conmanders listened to frantic radio reports fromall fronts.

Air support for Bruno's enmbattled troops was virtually nonexistent now,



with only a few H ND attack helicopter gunships still airworthy, and
nmost of his MG fighter planes had been downed by rocket fire or
grounded due to mechani cal problenms and | ack of parts to repair the
anci ent engi nes.

"I fear the end is near,"
do to stop them"

CGeneral Conreid said. "There is nothing we can
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Ceneral Ligon nodded his silent agreenent as an artillery brigade
conmander north of Pretoria called in his damage report.

"The men are deserting! Running for their lives! Shells are falling al
around us!"

"Cowar ds," Bruno hissed, his jaw clenched. "No one can win a war with an
arny of cowards."

"They are being shelled to pieces,"” Conreid said, "and in places it has
cone down to hand-to-hand conbat. Qur anmunition supply trucks bound for
Petersburg were hit fromthe air. W |ost everything. They control the
skies conmpletely now in the northern sectors. There is nothing we can
do. Before long our antiaircraft gunners and rocket |aunchers here at

t he conpound will be shooting at their fighter planes and B17 bonbers.

" msure the Rebels know where we are by now, after tracking our radar
and radio signals. They'll be trying to blast us out. General Raines
wi Il have us conpletely surrounded, with our backs to the sea.”

Bruno's rage had reached its full boiling point. "W had every
opportunity to whip these nodey Rebels and their nmongrel gene pools of
inferior races. Field conmanders made poor choices. They | acked
conviction that this war could be won. Fear has been our worst eneny,
gendenen, fear of a nere nortal calling hinself a general. Ben Raines is
no better and no smarter than anyone else. He is, at best, fearless. And
when he faced indecisive cowards on the battlefield he won engagenents
easily."”

CGeneral Ligon turned away froma map of South Africa, where pins denoted
bunkers and artillery and tanks guarding the outer reaches of The New
Wrld Order compound in Pretoria.

"I'f I may say so, General Field Marshal, nost of our
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men have fought with great courage. The Rebels have an uncanny knack for
knowi ng our weaknesses, and they came to Africa well prepared and with
the best mlitary equi pnment, nost of it salvaged fromthe old United
States. We have battled themw th what were primarily inferior

Sovi et-nmade aircraft and rockets. The Southern United States of Anerica
has devoted technical resources to devel opi ng and nmai nt ai ni ng nodern
weaponry, and General Raines has access to whatever he needs in the way
of arms and supplies from SUSA-"

Ceneral Conreid interrupted. "I agree conpletely with General Ligon.
However, it goes beyond that, in my opinion. These Rebel soldiers have a
will to win which | fear may be lacking in our troops. It is a state of



m nd they possess, not just better weapons. They believe strongly in
their so-called mani festo-granting so many liberties, punishnent of the
nost severe kind for those who break their laws. Wiile | believe it is a
concept meant for desperate, hungry people, it seens to have instilled
the Rebels with nore than determ nation. They see thensel ves as a part
of something larger than a country or a region. Calling it a unified
spirit is far too sinple. It defies all logic how conmitted they are to
their political cause and beliefs. They have marched through our best

of fensi ve and defensive efforts with scarcely a pause, hiding when we
have t he advant age, reappearing where we | east expect themto be,
striking our flank at its weakest spots. |I'mnot sure what we could have
done differently that m ght have stopped them Even our anthrax spores
wer e usel ess agai nst them no doubt due to inocul ation, and they were
apparently prepared for our gas deploynment. They marched right through
everyt hing we dropped on them™

Bruno passed a neani ngful glance to Rudolf Hessner, near the seal ed door
into the War Room 1| n addition
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to his Steyer-Hans 9nm automati c pi stol Rudolf always carried a
[ightweight Valmet Oy M2 assault rifle with a tel escopi ng stock
dangling froma strap over his shoulder, a Finnish gun he preferred over
an AK47, due to its smaller size and trenmendous firepower.

Bruno turned his attention back to General Conreid and General Ligon.
Col onel Wl z had al ready been dispatched to the downstairs incinerator

i Mmediately after the failure of the air strike against Battalion 12 in
sout hern Nami bi a.

Two | owranking radi o operators sat at consol es against a far wall,
changi ng frequencies to bring in reports fromNew Wrld arnmies. Athird
of ficer nmonitored radar screens suspended fromthe ceiling, watching
blips fromvarious radar installations all across South Africa. None of
t he conmuni cations officers were arned

"Are the two of you suggesting we surrender to Raines?" Bruno asked,
doi ng his best to disguise the anger in his voice when he spoke to Ligon
and Conr ei d.

Ceneral Conreid took his gaze fromone radar screen. "It would seemthe
best choice, General Field Marshal. In point of fact, we are putting up
very litde resistance now. "

Bruno fixed General Ligon with an icy stare. "And do you agree, GCeneral
Li gon?"

"What ot her course to we have? Qur soldiers are deserting the front. W
have no aircraft to speak of with which to I aunch a meani ngfu
counterstrike. Colonel Wal z has di sappeared, apparently deserting us,
and thus we have no one to direct what few planes and helicopters we
have | eft. The col onel hasn't been seen for several hours, and | am
certain he has nade his escape from South Africa by now. "

"Wal z was an idiot!" Bruno snapped. "Most of our |osses are a direct
result of his mlitary inconpetence."
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For a fleeting noment Bruno considered telling Li-gon and Conreid what
had been done with Wal z-that he was now nerely a pile of ashes, along
with the Gestapo's Dorfmann and his driver.

Bruno decided not to waste his breath, or any nore valuable tine. A exis
and three carefully selected assassins fromhis Praetorian GQuard, nen
who had been with him since the days of the failed New Federation in

Eur ope, had his American-nmade Huey chopper fueled and ready for a quick
escape to Madagascar.

It was | oaded with gold bullion, and Bruno planned to fly | ow over the
I ndi an Ccean and across the Mdzanbi que Channel to avoid being picked up
by Rebel radar. In Madagascar he had anot her cache of gold and silver
and an additional, hand-picked squad of bodyguards waiting for him

There, backed by new allies formng in western China with nmillions in
gol d behind them Bruno Bottger would try again to w pe Ben Rai nes and
his freedom spouting | egions fromthe face of the earth.

He spoke to both generals again. "Someone has betrayed us to the Rebels,
someone very close to ne. Fromthe beginning of die Rebels' canpaign in
Africa they have known where we are, the location of our headquarters in
Pretoria. There is a traitor in our nmidst. | can cone to no other

concl usion. "

Li gon spread his hands. "Surely you cannot believe it is one of us?"

Bruno did not answer him waiting, casting a glance toward General
Conreid, his eyes hooded and suspicious, as if he suspected everyone on
his staff.

"Me?" Conreid asked. "You actually believe | could betray our cause, a
cause | have risked ny very life for?" H's voice changed pitch, clinmnbing
as he alnost whined in his attenpt to convince Bruno of his innocence.
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"Tell me it is not so, Herr Ceneral Field Marshal. | gave up a
confortable life in New Germany to cone with you to Africa. How can you
think | ama traitor to The New Wrld O der?"

Bruno sighed, briefly enjoying the disconfort his highest conmanders
felt. "I do not know the traitor's identity," he said after a | engthy pause.

"Perhaps it was Wal z?" Ligon suggested. "He deserted us at a tine when
we needed him Surely this points the finger of blane at him"

"Yes," Conreid said, nodding enphatically. "It nust have been Col one
Wal z who gave the Rebels the location of our headquarters.™

"I don't diink so," Bruno replied.

"Then you nust believe it is one of us," Ligon said after a furtive | ook
in Conreid' s direction. "But as you said, you do not have this traitor's
identity."

"The solution is really quite sinmple,"” Bruno told themas he took a step
backward-to be out of the way when Rudol f began firing. "The rea



traitor will not admit to what he has done, and as we are rapidly | osing
this battle to Raines and his damm Rebel soldiers there isn't tine to
ferret out the culprit. And in point of fact, it does not really matter."

"It doesn't matter who betrayed us?" Ligon asked. "I find that
pr epost erous. "

Ceneral Conreid stiffened his spine. "I can only assure you | have never
given any information to our enemes. | swear this to you."

Bruno | ooked at Rudolf and closed his right fist, the signal Rudolf had
been waiting for.

Rudol f raised his Valmet assault rifle, pulling the stock tubing from
its tel escoped position. Then he squeezed the trigger, aimng for
Ceneral Ligon first.

The thunder of an automatic streamof bullets filled
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the War Room GCeneral |igon was sl ammed against the wall, w th bl ood
spouting froma dozen holes in his chest and thorax. Hs eyes bulged in
their sockets while enpty brass cartridge casings fell to the concrete
floor, making a holl ow sound.

Wth scarcely a pause, Rudolf unleashed a spray of slugs into the face
and chest of General Conreid. After terrified glances back over their
shoul ders, the radio and radar operators, made a dive for the floor

Conreid went into a curious back-flip over a desk littered with maps.
The roar of Rudol fs machi ne gun was deafening in the confines of the
seal ed room

CGeneral Conreid toppled over onto the floor with pieces of skin dangling
from his bl oody, nmangled face, and neck. He fell with a soft plop in a
pool of his own blood. Conreid groaned once, and then lay still.

Bruno inclined his head toward the cowering conmuni cations officers.
"Kill them too," he whispered, making a turn for the door with his
Steyer in his fist.

A staccato of gunfire blasted back and forth across a tiny space beneath
di e radi os and radar screens. Three nen were turned into bloody pulp in
a matter of seconds by a hail of hot lead. Only one of diemremained
alive long enough to scream as he was dyi ng.

Rudol f rel oaded his machine gun. "Alexis and the others are waiting at
the heliport,"” he said. "W should go now "

"I's the way to the bunker's exit clear and safe?" Bruno asked while
checking die cartridges in his Steyer.

"Yes, Field Marshal. G@unter killed the guards on the other side of the

door with his knife before | cane in, but there are guards on the upper
| evel who will have heard the shooting. Gunter will be waiting for them
on the stairwell if diey try to clinb down here. W will kill
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t he other guards as soon as we reach the top. Your personal APC is
outside. Jules is behind the wheel."

"Let's go," Bruno said. He stood back so Rudolf coul d open the door
bolts, wondering if this mght be a better tine to get rid of Rudolf by
placing a bullet in the rear of his skull. Hi s aide and bodyguard was
the only one left who knew about his Jew sh nother, having overheard
what Herr Dorfmann said when he cane to Pretoria to informhimof the
statenment the old wonman had given him But at the nonent, Bruno
reasoned, Rudolf mi ght be nore valuable to himalive. There could be
nore shooting between the underground War Room and the heliport, and
Rudol f was an excell ent marksman.

Rudol f, with his back to Bruno, tripped back the heavy bolts and peered
into the hallway with his machine gun | evel ed.

"All is clear," Rudolf said softly. "Followne and | will lead the way
to the stairwell, where Gunter is waiting for us."
Agai n, Bruno considered killing Rudolf, for Gunter would believe himif

Bruno told hima shot fromLigon or Conreid had ended Rudolfs life. It

was better to wait, he decided, follow ng his |oyal bodyguard out into
the hall. He would have anple opportunity to kill Rudolf Hessner, after
he was no | onger needed for protection
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Ben Rai nes was enjoying his reunion with his oldest friend, |ke MGowen,
commander of the 502 Batt and Ben's second in command of the Tri-States
forces.

When | ke had finally caught up with Ben's 501 Batt, Ben had greeted him
with, "I don't believe it, Ike. You actually look |ike you' ve managed to
gai n wei ght on this canpaign.”

Ben fingered the skintight jacket. "I guess we're gonna have to have a
tailor ride with the 502 to keep letting out your unifornms if you're
gonna keep this up."

| ke shrugged. "Wuldn't be a bad idea, Ben."

Ben | aughed, then asked Ike to tell himabout how his canpaign had
pr ogr essed.

I ke pulled a candy bar out of his pocket and sat in a chair in Ben's CP
tent. "Wasn't too bad, over all. Had a bit of trouble in the northern
part, which is wet, very flat, and covered with rain forests-which as
you know are virtually inaccessible, due to the |ack of roads. Moreover,
| had to keep a close watch on the troops because of the el ephants,

| owl and gorillas, and especially the friggin' nonkeys, which nust have
nunbered in the thousands. The little bastards kept us awake twenty-four
hours a day with their screeching and howing."
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He paused. "Do you have anything to drink around here? This chocolate is
making me thirsty."

Ben instructed Cooper to see if he could round up sone coffee.

| ke continued, "Once we got to the central plateau it was snmooth
sailing. The area is a succession of rolling, green plateaus. About the
only problenms we had were in crossing the nmany rivers that cut deep
gorges in the soft dirt of the hills and valleys. As you know, the roads
in the central part of the Congo are ampong the best in Africa, and nuch
better dian in Zaire, the old Bel gian Congo. Wat's nore, the altitude
of fifteen hundred to twenty-four hundred feet keeps the climte al npst
bearabl e. "

"How about the natives? Did you face nuch resistance?"

"Some, especially fromthe pygm es. They were a constant nenace, and
even had a few casualties from bl owgun darts."

He | aughed, meking his belly bounce. "Can you imagine, in this day and
age, a soldier getting a purple heart for a wound froma bl owgun?"

"Did you have any trouble with the other tribes?"

"Yeah. The Kongo and Teke tribes were quite ferocious, and seened to be
particularly loyal to Bottger and his ideas. The Vili and M Bochi, on
t he ot her hand, were peaceful as could be."

As Cooper arrived with coffee and served it all around, Ben said, "I'm
glad to have you widi me again, old pal. W' re getting closer to kicking
Bottger's butt out of Africa, and | wanted you to be in on the finish."

| ke nodded. "Me, too, Ben. | hear fromlintelligence there are sone AA
batteries and artillery battalions up ahead that are in need of a good
housecl eani ng. "

"Yep." Ben walked to a map on the wall of his tent
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and pointed his finger at the area just above the border to South
Africa, in southern Botswana. "Bottger has his last |ine of defense set
up in aring, running east and west along the South African border, just
about fifty klicks fromhis headquarters in Pretoria." "Have the flyboys
softened 'emup for us?" Ben smiled. "Yeah. Col onel Holland just got
back fromhis second mi ssion over the area. He said there's practically
no air support left in The New Wrld Order Arny. He and his nmen pounded
the batteries and AA pretty good. He said it |looked to himas if quite a
few of the troops were abandoning their positions and deserting to the
sout h. "

"I"ll bet that's pissin' old Bottger off plenty bad." "I hope so," Ben
said. "And soon as you finish your coffee, we'll nount up and go see
what we can do about clearin' 'emout once and for all."

| ke upended his cup, drank it down in one gulp, belched, then said,
"Let's ride, partner!"
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The Huey sat inside a concrete bunker which hid it fromview at ground
| evel . The bunker was encircled by an electric fence. A nulticol ored
canoufl age net covered the aircraft when it was not in use

As Jul es drove Bruno's specially equi pped APC toward the bunker, with
@Qunter manning a .50 caliber nmounted machi ne gun on the roof of the
arnored vehicle, everyone could hear the whine of the Huey's turbines.
Alexis was ready to take off the nonent all were on board the craft.

Jul es stopped at a guarded gate in the fence. A pair of Bruno's
Praetori an Guardsnmen bl ocked the entrance with AK47s at the ready.

The chopper would hold twel ve nen and a heavy pay-load of gold bullion
al ready secured in unmarked cargo boxes in the center of the Huey's
belly. The gold represented all the wealth in South Africa, taken from
bank vaults in Johannesburg and other cities when Bruno's arm es invaded
hel pl ess countries across the African continent after he was driven out
of Europe by Raines and his Rebels.

Bruno considered the treasure the fruits of war, a generous reward
waiting to be taken in Africa after his
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hunbl i ng defeat in Europe when the New Federation coll apsed.

Rudol f stepped out first when the APC ground to a halt. He gave their
surroundi ngs a qui ck inspection

"Al'l clear," he said, and Bruno was next to depart fromthe vehicle,
casting a worried | ook at the sky.

If any Rebel recon aircraft had flown over, even at a very high
altitude, a squadron of Raines's Apaches might be waiting for themto
lift off and head for the ocean, turning them away from Cape Town and
t he Cape of Good Hope, where Bruno had initially planned to | eave a
false trail on Rebel radar before Al exis swung toward Madagascar

Bruno, Gunter, Jules, and Rudolf hurried past the guards to the narrow
stairway down to the heliport, a pad just |arge enough to allow the
Huey's bl ades to turn.

Al exis was the best chopper pilot in the service of New Wrld armes. If
anyone could make it away from Pretoria w thout being picked up on Rebe
radar, it was Al exis.

The two CGuardsnen followed themdown to the aircraft. A side cargo door
was open, ready for everyone to board. Alexis sat at the controls while
Bruno clinbed in to take the co-pilot's seat.

"How does it | ook?" Bruno asked as the others entered the Huey. He
buckl ed his seat harness, waiting for Alexis to give himan answer.

"W will make it," Alexis replied, twisting the throttle, adjusting the



rotor pitch. "There have been a few flyovers, very high, probably recon
pl anes getting a fix on our compound for their bombers. W won't be here
by the time anything heavy shows up."

"Hold on a noment," Bruno said to Alexis. He slipped his Steyer pisto
out of its holster and beckoned

325

325

the two heliport guardsnen over to the side door of the chopper
The two rmen wal ked up, both saluting sharply.

"Yes, Ceneral Field Marshal. Is there sonething el se you want us to do?"
the senior of the two asked, his eyebrows raised.

"Yes, son. |I'mafraid you have one nore sacrifice to nmake for your
Fuhrer. You have to die to protect nmy secret.”

As the men's faces registered bew | dernent Bruno ained the Steyer and
shot themboth in the face, blow ng them backward to | and spraw ed
awkwardly in death, the surprise still showing on their ruined faces.

Alexis turned a horrified glance on his |eader. "Wy did you do that?"
he yell ed over the noise of the Huey's engines.

"No one must know of my escape, or that | amstill alive," Bruno yelled
back. "It is inmperative that | be given tine to cement our relationship
with the Chinese, without interference or being hounded by Raines's nen
searching the world over for ne."

He hol stered his Steyer and pointed out the front plexiglass w ndshield
of the Huey. "Abandon the plan to fly toward Cape Town," Bruno said. "I
fear we've run out of time to |leave a false trail. Fly directly for the
coast. Stay as |ow as you can. W have to take a few chances now. "

Al exi s nodded and yelled over his shoulder to the others in the Huey.
"Lift off!l"

The Huey roared, its powerful engines lifting it slowy out of the tight
space encl osing the chopper pad. As the craft rose above ground level, a
whi rlwi nd of sand and dust scattered fromthe sides of the open-topped
bunker .

At barely a hundred feet off the ground, Alexis swing the Huey toward
the eastern coastline, flying so close
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to rooftops within the city of Pretoria that even Bruno felt a trace of
concer n.

To take his nmind off the danger while flying so near the ground he

gl anced back to the cargo area, where ten |ocked iron boxes held his
mllions in neWy-snelted gold bars. It would be nmore than enough
conbined with capital fromhis new allies banding together in China, to



purchase nore tanks and pl anes and choppers fromthe world' s black
mar kets, and the Chinese had promised himmllions of soldiers to fight
for his New Wrld O der.

A new beginning lay before him nore full of power than ever, on another
continent. Ben Raines had won the battle in Africa, but the war to
control the gl obe had just begun. Bruno would be forced into hiding for
a tine in Madagascar, planning his nove to China while he acquired nore
war materiel. But when he resurfaced, it would be as a far nore

form dable foe with a | arger, better-equi pped arnmny.

He turned to Rudolf and pulled himclose so the others woul dn't
overhear. "Did you arrange the bodies as | ordered?"

"Yes, sir," Rudolf answered. "I dressed one in your spare uniform and
put your dog tags on his neck. The other | put in one of my uniforns,
with nmy dog tags on him Then | poured gasoline on the bodies and
ignited them™

Bruno nodded. "Good. Then with any luck Raines will think |I conmitted
sui cide, or was killed by mutinous officers before they deserted. If he

accepts our little charade at face value, as | suspect he will since
none of the guards in the bunker have been left alive to tell him
different, he will not be looking for us to surface somewhere el se. That
should make ny ... rehabilitation with the Chinese that nuch easier.”
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He rel axed back against his seatbelt and peered out the wi ndow at the
scenery passi ng bel ow.

The residential section of Pretoria passed underneath the ship in a blur
as Al exis gave the Huey full throttle. Propwash bent small trees and
bushes bel ow t hem bl owi ng shingles off sone of the roofs. The throbbing
hamrer of the Huey's turbine-driven blades filled the cockpit and cargo
space, making it inmpossible to talk until Bruno put on a helnet with a
headset connected to one worn by Al exis.

"Are you picking up any aircraft on radar?" Bruno asked as he inspected
t he scope hinsel f.

"Not hi ng yet, Ceneral Field Marshal. W are still too low for their
radar. What we have to watch for is an eneny plane or helicopter above
us. If they spot us fromthe air, we could be shot down. This Huey is no
match for an Apache gunship, and if they have rockets, we may have a
problem An Apache is much faster, and |I'm sure you know we can't outrun
a heat -seeki ng rocket equi pped with a computer gui dance system"”

"How can we avoid then?" Bruno asked, seeing his escape plan in
potentially grave danger.

"W will fly right against the coast, up to the Mdzanbi que Channel. If
we stay | ow on the beaches, their radar can't pick us up froman inland
station.” The pilot grinned. "At times we will be flying so close to the
ground you'll be able to reach out and pick buttercups."”

"Just don't nmke any m stakes," Bruno said. "Qur lives, and the hope for
a New Wrld Order, are in your hands now. "



Alexis frowned as they flew toward the distant skyline of a small
coastal town on the Indian Ocean named Maputo, little nmore than a
fishing village since the wars had begun destroying its | ocal econony.

"l was told Col onel Wal z has deserted us. | find it so
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hard to believe. He was a dedicated soldier, as far as | knew It
woul dn't be |ike himto abandon us."

"He may have been a traitor, Alexis. | have been given bits of
information that tend to show he may have cooperated with Ben Rai nes and
his Rebels."

"Col onel Wwal z?"

"Some men crack under pressure,” Bruno said. "He cost us a great numnber
of aircraft and human lives. He may have been, as you say, a dedicated
sol di er. However, he lacked the skills to win battles against the
Tri-State's aircraft. And | have good reason to suspect he betrayed us,
although I won't reveal ny sources to you now. "

Bruno caught Rudolf's eye and wi nked. "All in good time perhaps, but a
far nore i Mmedi ate task is to reach our hidden conpound in Madagascar
The fate of our cause rests with you, Alexis."

"I will not fail you," he promi sed, crossing a sem-arid part of the
southern Transvaal with the Indian Ccean in sight, spread across the
hori zon.

Unabl e to bear | ooking at the ground as it passed seem ngly just feet
bel ow the | andi ng gear of the Huey, Bruno watched the clear skies above
them hoping they would not see any eneny aircraft. He let his mind roam
ahead of them and their journey across the Mdzanbi que Channel

He cl osed his eyes and renmenbered a stretch of quiet, tropical rain
forest on the east coast of Madagascar where a very old, stone-walled
villa was hidden deep in the jungles-on a failed coffee plantation
abandoned hal f a century ago by an Englishman who contracted mal ari a.

The villa was a perfect spot to begin planning for the future of The New
Wrld Order. All he had to do was get there

They flew across sl eepy Maputo, attracting hundreds of stares from
curious local fisherman and farnmers. Rows
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of old wooden wharfs passed beneath the Huey, and then Al exis turned
sharply north to hug the forested coastline, dropping down to |ess than
a hundred feet above enpty beaches and coral shoals, well out of sight
from anyone, unless there happened to be a pilot of another aircraft

above them

Bruno checked his watch. They were hours away fromthe safety of



Madagascar, and in a powerful but heavily |oaded, slowflying Huey they
woul d make easy targets for Rebel fighters or Apache gunshi ps.

While it sounded inpossible, what Bruno and his precious shi pnment of
gol d needed was to be able to hide in the sky in a giant green
helicopter. If anyone could pull it off, it was Al exis.

The ocean far below was calm As the helicopter and its val uabl e cargo
got farther across the Myzanbi que Channel, Bruno finally all owed hinself
to rel ax

"W'll make it now," he said.

Al exis was watching his radar screen, staring at it with a frown on his
face.

"Some sort of aircraft is followi ng us, General Field Marshal. It has
been back there for several minutes. It's too small to be rmuch nore than
a recon plane."

Bruno's gaze was suddenly glued to the scope. "I see it, atiny blip on
the screen.”

"It isn't ajet or it would be closing on us, and it does not mark |ike
a chopper. My guess is that it's some type of propeller-driven recon
pl ane who picked us up when we left the coast."

"They may only be interested in our destination.”

"Perhaps. If that is the case we can fool themonce we reach land in

Madagascar. | can |land sone place on the west coast, one of the islands.
There will be no place
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for the airplane to land, and very soon it will run |ow on fuel. When
this craft disappears to find fuel, we'll clinb back up and fly across
Madagascar in the dark of night without |ights. Madagascar is a very
large island. Once this plane |loses us, it will never find us again."

"Good," Bruno said, although a voice inside his head warned it could be
dangerous for Ben Raines to know he had headed in the direction of
Madagascar. H s charade with the burned bodies would all be for naught.
Sonehow, Raines found a way to pick up Bruno's trail no matter where on
t he pl anet he went.

He let his thoughts return to the matter of Rudolf Hessner and what
shoul d be done about him Rudolf was now the only man | eft who knew
about Bruno's Jew sh nother, having overheard what Dorfnmann said. But
who better to send to Berlin to find the key to Dorfmann's bank box?
Rudol f was very thorough. He would find the key and the old wonan's
sworn statenent, no matter how long it took. And the beauty of the plan
was that the idiot was slavishly loyal, to himand The New Wrld Order,
and thus could be trusted to do exactly as he was told.

There will be plenty of time to execute himafter he finds the paper
Bruno thought. Wth all his gold to protect he needed sonmeone he could
trust while they were in Madagascar. It did seem odd that he woul d



consider killing a man he trusted so conpletely. However, it was nuch
too dangerous to | eave anyone alive who knew the truth about his nother
"The blip is gone," Alexis said, ending Bruno's runi nations regarding
Rudol f. "The airplane has turned back. It was probably | ow on fuel."

"Excellent," Bruno remarked, settling back in his seat with a cold smle
on his face. "Ben Raines can't be sure Madagascar was our fina
destination, if the recon plane
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reports our direction to him They may believe Madagascar was only a
fuel stop for us, once they discover sone of us have escaped from
Pretoria ahead of their assault. Hell, Raines won't even be sure who was
on board, and if ny trick with the bodies works, he may believe we were
only sone deserting generals making their escape. Once we land at the
villa we'll cover this ship with netting and nove plants into the
clearing Sergei made for our |anding pad. No one will spot the chopper
or the clearing fromthe air."

"I hope the clearing is |large enough,"” Alexis said. "This big bird needs
pl enty of space. W could lose the tip of a blade comng in."

"I gave Sergei the nmeasurenents,” Bruno replied. "I assure you
everything will be in order when we get there."

He hoped every detail had been attended to, and that there had been no
m stake with the | anding area measurenents. He did know that if Serge
had made an error it would be the | ast the man ever nmade. The penalty
woul d be swift and viol ent death.

"It will be dark. When we get close | will radio to have the | anding
lights turned on."

"Sergei confirmed all preparations had been made. The marker lights are
in place, and he awaits our coded signal to turn themon."

"Good," Alexis grunted, returning his attention to the Huey's control s.
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Ben Raines, his CAR still snoking, stood in the mddle of a street with
his team | ooki ng ahead over numerous bodies of the |last of the troops

known as Bottger's Praetorian Guard.

Ben shook his head, turning as | ke MCGowen wal ked up, his ML6 dangling
froma strap around his shoul ders.

"Ilke, I can't believe the fanaticismof Bottger's people. W had them
boxed in, conpletely surrounded, and offered to | et them surrender."”

ke smled bitterly. "They'd have none of it, | suppose?"

"No, they fought and died to the last man. And for what? To protect sone
raving lunatic with megal oma-ni acal dreans of world conquest.”

He shook his head again. "What a waste-so many good sol diers giving



their lives for that nmonster."

"Have you found his headquarters yet?" |ke asked, |ooking around the
small city square where the Praetorian Guard had nade their |ast stand.

Ben pointed straight ahead, to an opening in a small, square one story
bui | di ng made of reinforced concrete. "I suspect it's in there. That's
the place the soldiers were guarding so faithfully."
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I ke said, "Then let's go flush the bastard rat out of his hole."

Ben readi ed his CAR and nodded to his teamto proceed.

Cooper and Jersey were the first to enter, dashing in and junping

i Mmediately to the side with their backs to the wall, ready for nore

fanatical guards to open fire.

There was only silence, and the stench of burned flesh and gasoline
permeating the dank air of the underground bunker

Ben stood at the head of the stairs | eadi ng down beneath the ground.

"I have a bad feeling about this, Ike. You don't suppose he pulled a
Htler and comm tted suicide, do you?"

| ke shook his head. "Not a chance. The man was too egotistical to ever
kill himself. If he's dead, trust me, it will have been by soneone
el se's hand, not his own."

As Ben started down the stairs Jersey caught Cooper's eye, and they
junped in front of himand I ed the way into the underground lair.

On the way they found at least ten nmen, all with machi ne gun bull et
riddl ed bodies, lying where they had fallen, nost shot in the back while
at their stations.

"Jesus, " Jersey whispered. "Someone's taken out the |eader's staff, and
evidently they weren't expecting it when it cane."

Finally, as they approached the main room of the bunker, the stench of
burning flesh becane so strong they could barely stand it.

They entered the room noticing the |arge, scorched Nazi flag on a far
wal | and the massive oak desk with top secret stanped files, nost burned
beyond reading, lying on the desktop

"This rmust be the war room Bottger's main resi-
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dence," lke said, winkling his nose at the all pervasive odor

"Yeah," Ben answered, and pointed to a far corner. "And | ook over there."



They wal ked over and stood over the badly burned bodies, noticing the
mul ti pl e gunshot wounds on the chests of the victinms. The uniforns were
burned to ash, with only the netal epaul ets and nedal s remaini ng,
partially nelted.

Cooper squatted next to the bodies and pulled out his knife and used the
point to pull the dog tags fromwhere they had nelted into the flesh of
t he corpses.

He handed them over his shoul der to Ben

"One reads Bruno Bottger, and the other says Rudol f Hessner," Ben read.
"Qur Intelligence says Hessner was Bruno's right hand man, his

ai de-de-canp and personal bodyguard."
Jersey snickered. "Doesn't |ook |like he was very good at his job."

Ben pursed his lips. "You were right, Ike. These nen didn't kil
t hensel ves. Soneone took themout with a nmachi ne gun of some sort, then
poured gasoline over the bodies before they left."

| ke nodded. "Looks |ike Bottger was killed by sone people high up on his
staff, who then nust have deserted and run for their lives when they
knew t he end was near."

Corrie was standing in the corner, talking on her handset. Wen she
finished, she said, "Boss, | just got a report of a Huey flying fromthe
city, toward the east coast and Mbzanbi que. The recon plane had to turn
back when it ran out of fuel and couldn't determine the fina

destination of the chopper, whether it turned back into the interior or
headed out into the Mbzanbi que Channel, toward Madagascar."
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ke smled. "That sounds |like our culprits, Ben. Probably some generals
who wanted to nake an escape when Bottger wouldn't listen to reason and
surrender when all hope was |ost."

He turned and started to wal k toward the door

"Hold on," Ben said, a frown on his face.

"What is it, Ben?"

"I"ve got a funny feeling, lke. This is just too pat. | can't believe
anyone as paranoid as Bottger would |l et hinself be caught unaware by
some general s-who woul d never be allowed in his presence carrying
machi ne guns in the first place."

He shook his head. "No. | think this is an el aborate stage set,

organi zed by Bottger so we would think he was dead and woul dn't pursue
t he escapees.”

"You mean you don't think these bodies are Bottger and Hessner?"

Ben's lips curled up in a sneer. "I very much doubt it, Ike. | think
Bottger and Hessner were the occupants of that chopper, and furthernore

| don't think we've seen the last of our little Nazi."

| ke spread his hands. "But Ben, what can he do even if he is alive and



wel |, as you say? Hell, his arny has been destroyed and he's running
like a dog with his tail between his legs, with only the clothes on his
back. How nuch of a danger can he be?"

Ben stared down at the corpses, still smoking as they lay on the
concrete floor.

"I don't have all the answers yet, lke. But you mark my words. Bottger
is not a man to take defeat lightly. He'll be back, and when he
reappears |'mgonna be there to knock hi mdown again."
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Bruno slitted his eyes and groaned as he cane awake. Raw pain prevented
himfrom opening his eyelids fully. A black man wearing a white snock

| ooked down at him applying some sort of white ointment to his burns
with a piece of cotton.

"Ah, you are awake again, M. Bottger." The man had a British accent,
and the lilting tones of someone to whomthe British | anguage was not
native.

For a nonent Bruno coul dn't renmenber anything clearly-an explosion, a
fire, his uniformand face consunmed by flanmes while nen were screaning
whil e he was screaming, rolling in the danp grass follow ng the

crash when a rotor tip caught a tree linb as they were | andi ng.

He groaned again as the nenory of the Huey turning over on its side and
the roar of exploding fuel brought himfully awake. He vaguely
renmenbered trying to put out the fire consunmi ng himand his clothing,
knowing in his heart he was surely dying, being burned alive, rolling
across the ground to try to snodier the flanes.

And later, in a roomsonmewhere with this sane black man, a doctor Serge
had summoned from one of the villages to help survivors of the fiery crash.

"Tell . . . me . . . again what happened,"” Bruno
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croaked, his voice not his own. He felt woozy fromthe norphine, yet the
pain was still unbearable, intruding on his thoughts, causing himto
sweat, which in turn increased the pain even nore in a terrible cycle of
agony.

"Your helicopter crashed while trying to land. Only three of you
survived. You are covered with second and third degree burns, M.
Bottger. However, it appears you will live. There will be a great dea
of scar tissue. |I'mgiving you everything | have for the pain you nust
be suffering, although I'msure it is not enough."

The doctor hesitated, his forehead winkling in concern for his patient.
"I amnot fully trained in burn treatnment when the burns are so
extensive, | fear, and there is none of the expensive equi pnent

avail abl e here locally to repair tissue danage this severe."

Bruno tried to nove his hand to grab the doctor's arm but al nost



screamed at the pain the novenent caused

"Who are you?" he managed to croak through a throat that felt as if he
had gargl ed ground gl ass.

"My name is Mati Ghanna. | was educated in India, and our nedica
training was sorely lacking in many areas. There are but a few doctors
i n Madagascar, and | doubt any of them has the know edge to do nore for

you. | hope you understand. Madagascar is still a primtive country in
many respects, and we are |acking in nuch of what nodern medici ne can
provide. | can only do the best I can for you."

"Who el se survived?" Bruno asked, trying to speak while nmoving his
charred lips as little as possible.

"A man nanmed Jul es. The other is Rudolf."

"I must speak ... to Rudolf inmediately. O to Ser-gei."
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"I"'mafraid Rudolf is still unconscious, as is Jules. Sergei is here,
st andi ng outside the door."

"Send . . . himin."
"As you wish, M. Bottger."

A door opening, then closing. Sergei's face appeared above Bruno's bed,
a winkled face bel ow a mane of curly blond hair.

"The gold," Bruno whispered. "What. . . happened to the gold in the
chopper ?"

"It is safe, General Field Marshal. Sonme of the bars nelted down. W
stored it in the basement roomw th the other gold and silver."

"And only Jul es and Rudol f survived?"

"Yes, and they are as badly burned as you are. Jules may not live, the
doctor said. The chances are fifty-fifty for Rudolf. The burns are quite
bad for all three of you."

"How badly . . . am| disfigured? Tell nme the truth."

Sergei's face showed concern. "You will require extensive reconstructive
surgery. Your face is covered with burns . .. the skin was nelted al npst
down to the bone. The doctor says there will be extensive scar tissue."
"Gvenme ... amrror."

"I woul d advise against it, General Field Marshal. It is not sonething
you would care to look at now. It would be best to wait until tine has
heal ed sone of the worst wounds."

"Cet me amrror!”

Morments | ater, he gasped, then screamed in horror at what he saw peering



back at himfromthe mrror

He lay in bed in the darkened room Three weeks had passed since the
crash. A small mirror rested on a night table beside the bed. H s brain
awash in the gl ow
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of nmorphine, he tried to think logically despite the constant throbbing
of pain fromhead to toe. And to renenber bits and pieces of things
Sergei told himover the past few days, when he was consci ous enough to
listen to and understand what was said.

Ben Rai nes and his Rebels had taken Pretoria, killing or capturing al
New Wrld soldiers. Al of Africa was under the Rebels' control, wth
new gover nnents being established in nost African countries, according
to short wave radi o broadcasts.

Once again, Bruno's attenpt at world dom nation had been snmashed by Rai nes.

Jul es was dead. Rudolf Hessner was recovering. The site of the
hel i copter crash had been covered with jungle plants, and as far as
Sergei knew no one was | ooking for them here.

Sergei, on Bruno's orders, had executed the doctor and taken his supply
of norphi ne and other painkillers. Bruno's recovery wuld be slow, and
it could be nondis before his pain | essened to any extent.

Since there were no rehabilitative facilities in this country, he would
be forced to do it on his own-the constant exercises to prevent
contractures of his joints and skin, the debriding of dead and injured
skin inch by inch, with only the nost m nute anounts of norphine to dul
the terrible agony having his skin pulled off litde by little caused.

They were hidden away in the villa. He was alive, but badly scarred and
partially blind. H s blue contact |enses had nelted during the fire. The
gold and silver was secure in a vault in the villa's basenent. For now,
he was safe here. And he still had a fortune in precious netals.

Very slowy he reached for the mrror and held it up to his face. Wat
he saw resenbl ed a nonster, a disfigured creature from someone's wor st
nightmares. Hi s
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face and skull were nasses of angry red granul ation tissue and newy
form ng white scar tissue. He had no hair, no eyebrows or eyel ashes, and
a twi sted piece of skin for a nose. H s ears had been burned al npst
conpletely off, leaving only ridges of tissue surrounding holes in the
side of his head. His lips were crusted flaps of burnt skin, and part of
hi s tongue was m ssing. When he spoke his words were slurred, and his
food had no taste at all.

To make matters worse, his genitals were nutil ated beyond repair. He
could urinate, though at the cost of incredible pain, but would forever
be wi t hout sexual function. He would never father a child to carry on



hi s dynasty.

"I"ll get you, Raines," he said. "The next tinme | swear | will destroy
you. You haven't heard the last of nme...."

He tossed the mirror on the floor, hearing it shatter bel ow the bed.
Staring at the ceiling, he vowed to nmake Rai nes pay for what had
happened to him

For the present he was in hiding, a distorted caricature of a man, a
hairl ess mass of scars and tw sted flesh that would be frightening to
anyone who saw himnow. Surgery to repair his face would require years
of grafting, and a specialist who knew what he was doi ng.

He could afford the best doctors in the world. Price would be no object.
And as his physical appearance changed, so would his circunstances. He
woul d contact Wi Sing in China very soon, and begin formng his plans
for an alliance with Wi Sing's secret warrior society.

They coul d begi n buyi ng weapons, hiding themin parts of Mngolia,
awai ting the day to |l aunch a new attack on SUSA and the Tri-States.

"I"l1l be back, Raines!" he promi sed, his voice like the roar of a
wounded |ion.
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Ben and I ke were conferring in Ben's new CP in an abandoned building in
Pretoria.

"Do you really think it's that serious?" |ke asked.

"Yeah, lke. Cecil Jefferys bunped ne | ast night. He says he has definite
intelligence that the NUS and EUS have cenented their alliance, are now
calling thensel ves the NEUS, and plan to try to attack The SUSA before
we can get our troops back to back himup."

"Dam! What are we gonna do?"

"I"mgoing to pack up the 501 and as nmuch nmateriel as our Cl30s can
handl e and rush back to the States. It may not be enough to win if they
start a war, but | can damm sure sl ow them down until you and the rest

of the Rebel Arny can get back by ship."

"I don't like this, Ben. Why can't | go with you?"

"Because, old friend, | need soneone w th your exceptiona
organi zational skills to remain here to make sure the troops and
supplies get noving as fast as possible. |I'm gonna need you there as

soon as you can possibly make it."

| ke narrowed his eyes. "There are some corners | can cut to speed up the
process. | was hoping to give the nen a short rest, but |I guess that's
out of the question now "

344

WIlliamW Johnstone

Ben nodded. "They can rest on the voyage back to America. That, along



with the tine it takes you to get the ships |oaded, should give them at
| east a coupl e of weeks."

"How about air support?"

"Captain Holl and has assured me he can get the PUFFs and fighters over
there in less than a week, using air-to-air refueling and sone of the
i sl and bases still friendly to us. Unfortunately the choppers can't be

refueled in the air, and will have to be carried over by ships."

"Hey, we didn't bring all the Apaches and Hueys with us to Africa. There
are still sone ol der nodels, and sonme that needed parts, in the States.”

Ben snapped his fingers. "That's right. | had forgotten that."

He turned to Corrie. "Corrie, get on the horn to the base in Corpus
Christi where they repair our helicopters and tell themto get cookin'.
W're gonna need themready to fly within forty-eight hours.”

"Yes, Boss. I'mon it," she said, as she reached for her radi o m crophone.

"And tell themto double the security on the base, just in case those
assholes in NEUS think of it, too."

"What are you going to do about Bottger, Ben?" |ke asked.

"Not hing for now 1've got to get hone to help Cece out first.
Everything el se has to take a backseat."

He grinned. "Besides, as you said, w thout any noney or troops, what
harm can he cause?"
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Bruno lay in bed while Sergei adjusted the dials on a radio sitting on a
ni ght stand besi de the bed. Sergei |ooked up as he found a garbl ed
speaker's voice on the dial. Radio transm ssions in Madagascar were

subj ect to weather conditions and the strength of the signal, and thus
were frequently plagued by static and overridi ng of other signals.

"They said an announcenent was forthconming froma station in

Johannesburg,"” Sergei said. "It is a special broadcast to be given by
CGeneral Ben Raines. It's being relayed all over the continent of Africa
The speech will be translated into all Bantu dialects as well as English."

Bruno's fists closed despite the pain in his badly burned hands. He
stared blankly at the ceiling while the static crackled fromthe radio's
speaker .

"W have a nmessage from General Raines," someone announced.

A deeper voi ce began speaki ng.

"As advocates and supporters of the Tri-States phil osophy, we believe

that freedom |ike respect, is earned, and nust be constantly nurtured
and protected fromthose who woul d take it away. W believe in the right
of every lawabiding citizen to protect his or her life, liberty, and

personal property by any means at hand, wi thout fear of
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arrest, crimnal prosecution, or lawsuit. The right to bear arnms is
essential to maintaining true personal freedom

"W believe that politicians, theorists, and socialists are the greatest
threat to freedom |l oving peoples, and that their m sguided efforts have
caused grave injustices in the fields of crimnal [aw, education, and
public wel fare.

"Therefore, with respect to crimnal law, an effective crimnal justice
system shoul d be gui ded by these basic tenets:

"Qur courts nust stop panpering crimnals.

"The puni shment nust fit the crine.

"Justice nust be fair but also swift and, if necessary, harsh.
"There is no perfect society. Only a fair one.

"Therefore, with respect to education, education is the key to solving
problems in any society, and the lack of it is the root cause of a
country's decli ne.

"An effective system of education nust stress hard discipline along with
the arts, sciences, fine nusic, and basic skills in reading, witing,
and mat hematics. It nust teach fairness and respect. It nust teach
norals, the dignity of labor, and the value of the famly.

"Therefore, with respect to welfare. Welfare-we prefer workfare-is
reserved only for the elderly, infirm and those who need a tenporary
hel pi ng hand.

"And the welfare systemmnmust also instill the concept of honest work for
honest pay. Instill the concept that everyone who can work nust work, be
forced to work if necessary.

"It nmust instill the concept that there is no free lunch, and that being
productive citizens in a free society is the only honorable path to take.

"And that racial prejudice and bigotry are intolerable in a free and
vital society. No one is worthy of respect
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simply because of the color of his or her skin. Respect is earned by
actions and by deeds, not by birthright.

"There are only two types of people on earth . . . decent and indecent.
Those who are decent will flourish, and those who are not will perish.
No aws | aid down by a body of governnent can nmake one person |ike another

"A free and just society nmust be protected at all costs, even if it

nmeans sheddi ng the blood of its citizens. The willingness of citizens to
lay down their lives for the belief in freedomis a cornerstone of true
denocracy. Wthout that willingness the structure of society will surely



crunble and fall into the ashes of history.

"Therefore, along with the inalienable right to bear arns and the
i nalienable right to personal protection, a strong, skilled, and
wel | -equipped nmilitary is essential to maintaining a free society.

"Astrong nmlitary elimnates the need for allies, allowi ng the society
to focus on the needs of its citizens.

"The business of citizens is not the business of the world unl ess the
rights of citizens are infringed upon by outside forces.

"The duty of those who live in a free society is clear, and persona
freedomis not negoti abl e.

"I'n conclusion, we who support the Tri-State philosophy and live by its
code and its laws pledge to defend it by any neans necessary. W pl edge
to work fairly and justly to rebuild and naintain a society in which al

citizens are truly free, and are able to pursue productive |ives w thout
fear and wi thout intervention."

A pause. Bruno turned his face to the radio.

"This is how we live. W hope the continent of Africa will be governed
that way soneday." Raines continued. "For too |ong the people of Africa
have been dominated by a man calling hinmself Bruno Bottger, and a
political system he has nanmed The New World Order. As of this
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date, The New Wrld Order no | onger exists on the African continent.
This period of Nazi-style government has come to an end. El ections will
be held, and the people of Africa will be free to govern thensel ves.
Bruno Bottger and his arny of Nazis have been defeated. \bu have nothing
to fear fromhimnow He has either been killed or driven fromAfrica,
and his soldiers are prisoners of the Rebels.”

Bruno rai sed his head off the pillow, his face a mask of hatred and
pain. "To hell with you, Raines. |I'lIl be back, and I'll be stronger than
ever!"

A final nessage cane fromthe radio. "Men like Bottger are the root of
all evil on this planet. And we pledge, if he is still alive and hiding
like the true coward he is, to hunt himdown |like the jackal he is, as
wel |l as all others who oppose the freedom of mankind. Africa is free,
and we intend to make sure it remains that way forever."

Bruno sl umped back on the mattress, his teeth gritted behind
fire-scarred lips. Though he was concerned that Rai nes m ght not believe
his staged death, he felt sure no one knew where he was at the present.
"Don't be too sure of yourself, Raines!" he hissed.

Sergei switched off the radio. Bruno closed his scabbed-over eyelids,

pl anning for the future. Raines felt sure his victory was conpl ete,

Bruno thought. / will prove himwong.

"The next tine we neet on the battlefield, Raines, you will face total



anni hil ation. Enjoy your brief noment of triunph, you arrogant bastard.
When | arise fromthese ashes it will be with one purpose ... to destroy
you. And | will!l"



