Crcle OF DEATH

A crowd of ragged nmen and wonen had gat hered around
t he pickup. They were armed with clubs, axes,
kni ves, and spears.

"The wel coming committee,’
softly.

"What do you want here?" a wonan shouted at
Ben and Judy.

"W don't nean you any harm" said Ben
calmy, hoping for the best. "W're just traveling
t hr ough. "

"Way did you stop?" a man called. He held
an axe in his hands.

"People on the roofs with bows and arrows," Judy

Ben Rai nes said

whi sper ed.

"I see them If shooting starts, you
take the south side of the street, 1'll take the
north."

"Al'l right."

"W don't want any trouble," Ben called
out. But he was going to get trouble-and plenty of it!
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Al 1 want of you is alittle servility, and that
of the comonest goddammest ki nd.

Anonynous

Them s ny sentinents.

Thacker ay

This is a work of fiction. Nanmes, characters and
incidents are either the product of the author's
i magi nation or are used fictitiously, and any

resenbl ance to actual persons, living or dead,
events, or locales is entirely coincidental
Pr ol ogue

Ben knew he shoul d feel some sort of regret;
some feeling of sadness or sorrow at |eaving his peopl e-and
t hey were
hi s
peopl e- behi nd.

But the only feeling he could nuster up was a
feeling of freedom

"Free at last," Ben said aloud, with only the
wi nd and the truck to hear him

And t hey gave no reply.

He shook his head at the paraphrasing of



Doctor King's fanous statenent, and wondered how

many young bl acks, a decade and a half after the world
had expl oded in nuclear and germwarfare, could even
say who King was? O for that matter, Ben

pondered as he drove, how many young whites knew

anyt hing about J. F. K, or Watergate?

Most were too busy just staying alive in this world
gone mad, Ben concluded. They didn't have time for
school -even in those areas where school was avail abl e.

He sighed, the rush of cold wind carrying the sound

away, out into the brisk autumm afternoon air.

He was not making very good time, even with the new truck
hi s people had provided for him The hi ghways were getting
wor se and worse. And for some reason Ben coul d not
fat hom hi ghway maps were becoming as scarce as
hen's teeth. Any map printed between '89 and '98
was to be treasured. He had heard that people were killing
over highway maps. A good map could bring food,
weapons, anmmp, and on occasi on, wonen.

Ben could not prevent a bitter laugh from pouring
past his |ips.

If a person could not understand the witten word, how
could they conprehend a map? And Ben knew from
experience that a full seventy-five percent of those
born after the Wrld War of '88 were illiterate.

He had turned west at the deserted Tennessee
town of McMnnville. A crude sign had
stated Hi ghway 70 | eading north was cl osed
to traffic, and another sign had stated H ghway
56 north was closed to traffic. Ben doubted they were
cl osed for any other reason except the whimof a
| ocal warlord or sone religious nut who wanted a
cl osed society to practice his or her munblings
upon.

On inpul se, Ben jerked his Thonpson
submachi ne gun free of the clanps that held it
upright, and laid the old weapon on the seat beside him

"You and me, old boy," he said with a snmile
"are outdated." He patted the snooth stock. "But
we can still spit and snarl, can't we?"

Ben wore a .45 sem automatic pistol
belted around his wai st and a | ong bl aded Bow e
knife on his left hip. In the rear of the
canper - covered bed of the pickup

Ben carried a myriad of survival gear
Tent and sl eepi ng bag, extra clothing, a
case of grenades, and two cases of
.45-cal i ber anmunition. A rocket |auncher
and a case of rockets for the tube. Cases of food
and jugs of water. He had a Weat herby 30-06 with
scope, and a Rem ngton nodel 1100 S.

Wa.t. shotgun with an extended tube that held
enough three-inch magnuns to stop a ranpagi ng Cape
buffal o. Strapped to both sides of the Chevy
pi ckup, and on a special framework built on
top, he carried five-gallon cans of extra
gas. He had enough radi o equi pment in the truck
to transmt anywhere within what used to be known as the
United States of Anerica.
After nore than a decade of |eading his people, constantly



searching for a place to put down roots and |live and
work and grow and rebuild fromout of the ashes, Ben
Rai nes was pul ling out, heading out by hinself.

He woul d be alone. In the ashes.
BOOK ONE
Chapter 1

Ben pulled off the highway just outside of what
remai ned of Woodbury, Tennessee. Tucking his
truck behind a farmhouse on the east side of the
hi ghway, Ben sat for several mnutes, his eyes
searching for signs of life. Falling back
on years of experience, Ben knew after only a
nonment that he was al one.

He inspected the house, cautiously going from
roomto room The house was, of course,
ankl e-deep with the litter left behind by rats and
m ce. Wien the rodents had eaten everything they could
find to eat, they had left. But once they had done
that, the roaches had foll owed.

The house was crawiing with living waves of brown
novenent .

Ben pulled out of that |ocale and spent the night
sl eeping in the cranped space under his canper.

He awakened to a cold dawn, under a sky that
prom sed rain very soon. The dull grayness of the
sky matched the | andscape that surrounded Ben
Everyt hi ng around hi m seened |ifel ess.

He didn't like this area, didn't like the feeling of
foreboding it offered him Skipping breakfast of any
sort, Ben cranked the engine and pulled out, finding
H ghway 53 and taking that until connecting with a
road that would take himto Interstate 40, at
Lebanon. There, he drove over the interstate and
pul l ed off the highway at the outskirts of town.

Smoke from wood and coal fires drifted up from
houses in the cool ness of norning. But, as
Ben had so often sadly observed over the years, the
hones were not centralized or grouped for safety or
wor k. They were wi dely separated, which meant to Ben-and
it had been proved tine after tine-that the people were not
organi zed. And in these tines of anarchy and warl ords, and
roam ng gangs of thugs and punks and creeps and
assorted savages, not to be organi zed was an
invitation to die quickly.

And to let what was left of civilization die.

Ben spotted the gang of young nmen and wonen | ong
bef ore they spotted him

Go on, Ben! he urged hinself silently. Go
on. Just pull out and avoid trouble.

But he knew he would not. That flaw, if it was a
flaw, and Ben thought not, within himwas rearing up

Ben lifted his Thonpson and cradled it,
clicking the .45-caliber submachine gun in his
arms. He got out of the pickup and stood by the hood
of the truck, watching as the young people spotted him

Back in ny day, Ben thought, they would be called
punks.

"1l still call them punks, he thought.

Ben stood tall and rangy and | oose by his
truck. The years had peppered his hair with gray and



had put a few

lines in his face. But as Doctor Chase had
told him "For a man your age, Raines, you're in
di sgustingly good shape."

"Clean living," Ben had said with a snile, know ng
what response that would bring fromthe crusty old
ex- Navy doct or.

"Horse shit!" Doctor Chase had replied.

"You're going to be a dirty old man, Raines."

"What do you nean, "going to be?"

"Hey, Dads!" one of the young nmen call ed.
"They's a toll for passin" through here."

The young man was tall and sl ender and bl ond. He
was dressed in dirty jeans, heavy boots, and
wore a bl ack | eather jacket. His hair was very
long and very dirty and very unkenpt.

The knot of young men and wonen around the punk were,
except for coloring and size, his mrror image.

Punks.

Ben was dressed in tiger-stripe field clothes.

Hs field pants bloused into junp boots. He
had al ready stopped al ong the road and fixed a meager
breakfast, boiling water to shave.

Even after a worldw de tragedy and a nation swarmng with
anarchy, the generation gap still holds true, Ben
t hought .

"Public road," Ben said.

"Not no nore," the spokesman sai d. Ben pegged them
all as intheir late teens to early twentiest he was not exactly in
conversation with a nental giant. Or even a nental
m dget, for that matter. Ben asked the man if he
was froma certain part of the parish

"Yep!"

"That figures," Ben nuttered. Back when the
pari sh had built a new library, severa
residents of that area had said it was the nost useless
building in the parish

Ben knew t hen when he was going to build the first
west war d- stretchi ng outpost. Ri ght here.

"I"ve got several thousand troops canped just
out side of Morriston. Going to be lots of
activity around here."

The voi ce behind the ragged curtains was silent for a
time. "I reckon with you com n" back, we're
gonna have all sorts of laws and rules and sich as
that again, rat?"

"That js correct."

was "Posin" | don't wanna foller
" enp"
"Then | i magi ne sonebody will shoot you," Ben

called cheerfully.
As his words were fading away, Ben saw the nmuzzle
of arifle poked through the rags. He rolled out of the
Jeep, grabbing his Thonpson as he went over the
side. Arifle cracked, the slug popping
t hrough the wi ndshi el d. Ben caught novenent by the
side of the house. A man stepped into view, carrying
an M 16. Ben stitched himacross the belly and
then lifted the SM5 enptying a clip through the
ragged curtains. A scream canme fromw thin the house.



Ben waited; no nore shots came his way. He
ran, zigzagging across the tree-filled and weed- grown
yard, com ng up to the edge of the house. Mdaning could be
heard through the broken wi ndows. Ben thought: | put a
ot of noney into this house, only to have these trashy
bastards screw it all up

He kicked in the door, which wasn't all that
difficult a task ... it was hangi ng by one hinge.

Ben | ooked down at the badly wounded man. The
.45 cal i ber slugs had taken himin the chest.

He lay amid filth on the floor. "You re not
exactly a paragon of neatness, are you?"

"Fuck you, Raines! | didn't |ak your
arrogant ass when you lived here 'fore."

"Hell, man. | don't know you."

"I knowed you," the man managed to gasp
"Al ways | ooki n" down your damm snooty nose at
the res' of us."

"The word is reserved, not arrogant." Ben felt
alittle silly, standing there discussing word neaning with a dying
man.

"Whure's ny brudder?"

"WAs he carrying an M 167"

"Yeah. "

"He's dead."

The man cursed Ben.

"I'f you're quite finished...." Ben | ooked down

at him "Anything else | can do for you?"

"Whut you gonna do with ne?"

"Not hi ng." Ben turned and wal ked back
out si de, across the | awn-1oosely call ed-and got
into his Jeep.

"You jist gonna | eave nme here?" the redneck
hol | er ed.

"That is correct,” Ben nuttered. He
cranked the Jeep and drove off.

It was a hard tinme, and Ben Raines was a hard
man when he had to be. Even when world conditions had
been at their best, before the G eat War, Ben could not
tol erate ignorance, and he was doubly contenpt uous
of those people who were ignorant and proud of that
i gnorance. There had been too many school s, both
traditional and Vo-Tech, for anyone to remain
i gnorant; therefore, he had no patience with anyone
who chose to nuck around in blind nmental blankness.

He met a patrol driving fast up the old
bl ackt op road.

"W heard shots. What happened, general ?"

"A coupl e of people just |learned a hard | esson about
t he val ue of know edge and civility,"” Ben told the
| i eutenant.

The Rebel smiled. "Yes, sir. WII they be
needi ng nedi cal assistance, sir?"

"I'f you want to mess with them go ahead." Ben
| drove on.

Used to be a lot of people living in this area, Ben
nmused, driving slowy along the rutted road. By and
| arge, good people. W're going to be starting from
scratch. He thought of the nmonunental task ahead of
themall.



First we build the outposts, one every hundred
mles, stretching fromthe Mssissippi River to the
coast of California. Little oases of civilization
where nmen and wonen could live in sone higher degree of
safety and build schools and hones and once nore
begin the job of pulling thenselves out of the ashes of
destructi on.

After the recent battles, the Libyan terrorist
Khansi n-the "Hot Wnd," as he called hinself-would
be weeks, maybe nonths, rebuilding his arny.

Khansi n was of no imrediate worry to Ben.

CGetting the first real outpost set up and worki ng was
Ben's main concern at the nonment. That, and staying
alive long enough to do it.

Hi ram Rocki ngham st epped out onto his front
porch and surveyed his own personal little kingdom It
began sone twenty mles from Mrriston-south. That
area had been called, back before the Geat War, the
| ast bastion of ignorance, intermarriage, and
intolerance in that part of the country. And that was only a
m | d exaggeration. Every state, and probably a | arge
percentage of the counties therein, had sonmething to conpare to this
region. Albeit not sonething the Chanber of Conmerce
woul d want to include in any tourist packet.

H ram knew t hat Ben Rai nes was back, and
H ram knew al so that with Ben's return, things were
goi ng to change.

The two nmen had hated each other for twenty
years. Ben, because Hiram was the

personi fication of an ignorant redneck. And
H ram even though he would never admt it,

i ndeed, probably didn't even realize it, had
al ways felt threatened by Ben Raines.

Both nen were strong-willed individualists.

Both felt that their way was the best. The simlarity
ended there.

H ram was ignorant. Ben was a nman of books
and knowl edge. Ben preferred to talk matters over and reach
some sort of gentlemen's understanding. Hram if he
felt slighted, would burn the other party's house
down or shoot his dogs. And then go home and fee
very snug about it.

To Ben's way of thinking, people |like H ramtook nmuch
nore from soci ety than they gave.

To Hiram Ben had al ways been uppity and
snooty. Read books and watched that silly stuff
on the Public Broadcasting TV. Ben Raines
felt that animals had rights. To Hiram s way of
t hi nki ng, that was nonsense; animals didn't have no
rights a-tall.

Back when the world still was spinning in some degree of
order, Hramand his ilk hated the men who worked for the
Wldlife and Fisheries Departnment; "specially
them bastards in the enforcement armof it. To Hirams
way of thinking, a man had a right to shoot a deer
anytime he damm pleased. To try to convince
Hramthat if everybody felt that way, there would
soon be no gane left was tantanmount to beating your
head against a brick wall.

Ben felt that the w | derness areas and the forests and



streans were for the enjoyment of every citizen. And it had not
i nproved rel ati ons between the nmen when it got back
to Hiramthat Ben had suggested an open season on
rednecks. Then you coul d shoot
one, strap it on the hood of your car or truck
and ride around town, showi ng off your Kkill
was 'at damm feller's plunb crazy!" was
H ram s response to Ben's renark.
"That suggestion of yours is a little extrene,
Ben," a friend told him was 'necks are hunman
bei ngs, you know?"
"They wal k upright,"” was Ben's reply.
H ram bel i eved that there never was and never would be no
damm col ored man as good as or as smart as a
white man. Period. Wasn't no Jew worth a
damm; the Hol ocaust never happened. Mexicans
was | azy and no good. You couldn't trust them
slant-eyed folks. Al Wps belonged to the
mafi a. Anyone who didn't |ike bl ack-eyed peas
and corn-bread was ignorant. And so on, and on
i mparting his dubi ous wi sdomto his
ki ds and anyone el se who cared to listen
Ben, on the other hand, believed, along with a grow ng
nunber of people, before and after the Great War, that the tine was
com ng when the nation as a whole would be forced to see that people of
Hrams ilk, regardl ess of color, could no
| onger be tolerated, socially, morally,
econom cal ly, and probably nost inportant,
intellectually.
"Waut the hale's far does all that nmean?"
H ram bl ustered, upon hearing Ben's coments.
"Hit means he'd lak to shoot you," a
slightly nore intelligent neighbor informed him
"I'fn you won't change."
was 'at bassard's crazy!" Hiram hollered
As Ben drove the old country roads, Hiram
sat on his front porch and | ooked out over the
fields he and his kind worked.
They were good farmers; not even Ben would take that from
t hem
The weat her had been good and the crops | ooked fine.
H ram wondered if Ben Raines was going to |et
himlive |long enough to get his crops in.
One thing Ben Raines wouldn't have to worry about was
gettin" colored folks to join up with him There
wasn't no colored folks left around these
parts. H ram and his buddi es had seen to that. There was
some lived over to Morriston, but they stayed to thensel ves
and didn't nmess with white fol ks.
That was the way it ought to be. Hiramrenenbered
when that damm Kasim and his bunch come in; gonna
make this whol e pl ace sonething called New
Africa
But President Logan had sent nercenaries in
and wi ped nost of them out.
Then Ben Rai nes had killed Logan
Funny, Hiram pondered ... the word he'd got
was that Ben didn't even |ike Kasim
Hi ram sighed. Al that was four-five years
back, at least. He couldn't "nmenmber 'xactly.



D dn't rmake no difference noways.

Ben Raines showed his ass down in this area, and
Ben wasn't gonna show it no nore.

Hi ram | ooked up as a pickup rattled over
his cattle guard. Frank Monroe fromup the
road got out and cone wal king up to the porch
"Mornin", Hram"

"Frank. Wat's on your m nd?"

"Ben Rai nes is back."

"I knowit."

"CGot an arny with him™"

"I hear he had hi msone sol di er-boys.

Don't worry me none." That was a dam lie, but

Hiramwouldn't adnmit it for the world. If he hadn't

been worried about it, he never would have thought about Ben
killing him

Frank spat tobacco juice on the ground.

"Five or six thousand strong."

Hi ram gri pped the arnms of his rocking chair so
hard his knuckles whitened. "You a liar!"

Frank backed up and | ooked at Hiram
"W el ected you | eader here, H ram But that
don't give you no right to call nme no liar."

Hi ram t ook several deep breaths. "You rat,

Frank. You rat. | "pologize. You seen this
arny with yore own eyes?"
"I seen 'urn. Just got back fromup there.
Looked |i ke a bunch of beavers workin" live.
Stringin' wire for phones. Ceanin' out houses and
sich. They's winmin soldiers, too. Sonme of them
givin' orders. They tough, Hram They |ean and
they mean and they tough. You know the very first thang they
done yesterday norni ng?"

H ram wai t ed.

"Started school for they kids. \Whol e passel of
kids conme in yesterday, right after the Rebels
hit the parish."”

There were no schools in Hrams little ki ngdom
Hi ram never saw nuch use for them But he knew,
with a sinking feeling in his guts, he
knew,
that once Ben cane into this area, and Ben would, there would
be schools built. Right then and there.

The goddammed pushy son of a bitch!

"Gt the people together, Frank. Well have us a
preachin' and a singin' and a prayin' and a eatin' on the
grounds this night. Then we'll have us a neetin' of the
men. "

"Hiram" Frank said softly, carefully
choosi ng his words, for he knew how rmuch Hi ram hat ed
Ben Rai nes, "you thinkin' about fightin' Ben
Rai nes and his Rebel s?"

Hi ram stood up. "This is our |and, Frank
Qur comunity. My great-grandfather come in here and
cleared this land with nul es and nuscles and sweat. After
the Geat War, Frank, you and me, and all the
others, we formed up and fought the outlaws and the trash
W ain't botherin' nobody down here, Frank*"

That was not exactly true. Travel ers had been
shot dead for sinply wal king along the roads. |f



for no other reason than the parents of those who
pulled the trigger had inparted to their offspring that they were
"better than others."

" we got our own | aw here, and by God no
fancy-sol di er-suited bl ue-nose is gonna
tell me and mine what we can or cain't do. |
ain't a-gonna have it!"

"Il pass the word, Hram"

"You do that. And git hold of Reed. Tell him
tol build us a cross. W'll burn it after the
neetin'."

Ben connected with the old US hi ghway and drove
back into town. The scene that greeted hi mwas one he
had expect ed.

A large crowd of civilians had gat hered around
the Rebel's main CP; a mixture of black and
white

General |ke McGowan wal ked over to Ben's
Jeep. lke cradled his CAR-15.

"This it?" Ben asked.

"Most of the adults that live in town. "Bout a
hundred nore live around the outskirts. They tel
me the real trouble is south of here."

"Yeah, | know "

ke smiled slowy. "I can hear the wheels
turnin” in your head, boy."

| ke was M ssissippi born and reared, and at
times loved to talk as if he didn't have a thought in
his head. But he was highly educated and a former Navy
SEAL. One of the original nenbers of Raines's
Rebel s.

"Ch?" Ben sniled at his old friend. "And what
do you nake out of all the turning and grinding, |ke?"

"That you are going to step out of character, and when you do,
you're going to do it up right."

"You' ve been talking to sone of the townspeople?"

"Ch, yeah!"

"Whi ch one?"

"Several . Black guy name of John
Simons. Wiite feller nane of Rich. Severa
of the townspeopl e who knew you from "way back when
They told me sone interestin” stories about you and a
"neck name of Hi ram Rocki ngham"

"John Sinmmons. CGot to be in his sixties
now. He was a young man out in L.a. when Watts
expl oded. He and several other blacks guarded their
busi nesses with rifles until the trouble was over."

"Yeah? He kill anybody?"

Ben grinned. "John told ne that an L.a.
cop got all upset when he saw them guarding their
pl aces of business with guns. Asked them
what was going on. John told himthat if any
nigger tried to burn his place, he was gonna get
shot. Cop told him 'allyeah. Well, just don't
wound anyone." his

| ke laughed. "Cecil's been talkin' with
John ever since you pulled out this nornin'.

i magine he's told Cec the story."

CGeneral Cecil Jefferys was yet another

Rebel who had been with Ben for years. A forner



G een Beret. The black man was one of the nost
honorabl e nmen that Ben had ever known.

Ben wal ked over to the knot of people and shook hands with
those that he renmenbered. John Simmons sniled
at him

"Been a while, Ben."

"Fifteen years, John. M ght have known you'd
still be kicking. You're too damm ornery to die."

"Been cl ose a couple of tines, though.
made the mistake of driving down into the Stanford
Conmunity one day." He net Ben's eyes and | et
Ben figure out the rest.

"They put lead in you, John?"

"Sure did."

"Why, John?"

The man shrugged still nuscul ar shoul ders.

"Because |'mnot the right color, Ben. They asked ne
what the hell was | doing down there? | told themit
wasn't any of their fucking business.™

Ben | aughed al oud at that. "John, had you been
dri nki ng?"

"No. | was just driving around. Hell, |1
wasn't bothering a soul, Ben. But rednecks and
white trash and niggers irritate the hell out of
ne."

Ben cl asped himon the arm "You won't do,

John. You just won't do. Let's talk about sonething
nore pl easant than Hi ram Rocki ngham Who's the
| eader of Morriston now?"

"No one. And that's the shame of it all. The town
is still divided ... just like it was twenty years ago.
Hel |, a hundred years ago!"

"That's going to change, John." Ben's words had
steel behind them

"I knew that when we got word your colums were
heading this way. But | warn you, Ben. It's going
to be one bl oody son of a bitch."

"l expect so, John." He | ooked at
Ri chmond Harris, who had been standing quietly,
listening. "Rich. You and John are now the
adm ni strators of this area. Appointed
by me. Start drawing up plans for this community."

"How much area, general ?"

"What used to be the entire parish.”

Ri ch arched an eyebrow. "I can tell you a
bunch of people who won't like that at all."

Ben smiled. But it was not a nice snile
"I"mcounting on that, Rich."

| ke | ooked at his friend. He knew that Ben
Rai nes was not a man you wanted to get crossed-up
with ... for Ben had said that if this nation was ever to be
rebuilt, ignorance and prejudice were two things that
woul d have to be eradicated. Either educated out, or
killed out.

Chapt er
Two

Ben had called a nmeeting of his top personnel
He thunped a part of a parish map. "Stanford
Community. We'll have a little resistance froma few people
in and around Morriston; but not very much. They're starved



for progress. They were starved for progress twenty
years ago," he added drily. Again he thunped the
map. "But here is where we'll have the fighting. And
don't, don't, sell these ol' boys short. They
may be trash and "necks and people you m ght not want
your sister or brother to marry, but they're
woodsnen ... every one of them Keep that in mnd at
all tinmes."”

He | ooked at his daughter, Tina, who commanded a
unit of her own. "Excuse ne.
Wodspeopl e. "

"Thank you general." She smled at him

"These people living in that area, general," Col one
Dan Gray said. "How woul d you best describe
t hen? Cretinous, backward, savage,
superstitious? ..."

"Al'l of that you just naned."

"My word!" The Englishman frowned. "Wat a
dreadful grouping."

"Now, then," Ben said, "to lighten up sone.
Further on westward, along the old interstate, we
have our old friend, Em| Hite. He's back in

busi ness. "
Everyone | aughed at that.
"Em | is running his scans again. He is of

no danger to us. Leave him al one. As |long as he
stays out of our imrediate area. OK. lke, order a
fly-by of this area. If the pilots are fired on
return the fire and return it hard!" He | ooked

at Cecil. "Are all the planes in?"

"Yes, Ben. They're out at the
regi onal airport.”

"I want a Puff along with them First |ight
t onmor r ow. "

"Right."

A Puff was a truly awesone piece of flying
machi ne. A twi n-engine prop job that was filled with
weapons of war: .60 caliber machi ne guns,

.50 caliber machi ne guns, electrically fired,

al ong wi th nunerous rocket |aunchers. One Puff
could effectively neutralize an area roughly the
size of three football fields.

Neutralize: meaning its firepower would kill any
living thing within a given area.

VWen all the armanent on a Puff was being fired
si mul t aneously, the plane would rattle and shake
and look like it mght fall out of the sky. But nothing
lived under its flight path. Nothing at all

"I want the guards at the M ssissippi
River bridge to stay alert,"” Ben ordered.

"Vi cksburg proper, so I'mtold, has been

taken over by the Night P." He shook his head.

"What puzzles nme is where these people are conming frony why
we haven't seen nore of them over the nonths."”

"W haven't been in the cities much in years,
Dad, " Tina said.

"That's true," Ben acknow edged. "But why are
t hey suddenly poppi ng out of the woodwork?"

"I have a theory, Father," Buddy spoke up
Al'l heads turned to | ook at the handsone, heavily



nmuscl ed young man. Ben's son; his flesh and
bl ood.

Buddy had j oi ned the Rebels a few nonths
back, meeting his father for the very first time and i nmedi ately
fitting in. The young man was very much aware that Ben woul d
someday be forced to kill his nother, a nut who called
herself Sister Voleta. The young man was not | ooki ng
forward to that day.

Li ke his father, Buddy carried a Thompson SM35
.45 caliber. But unlike the other Rebels,
Buddy did not wear a beret on his head! He
wore a bandana tied around his forehead.

"Handsone, rakish-1ooking rogue, isn't he?"
Col onel Gray had once renarked.

"And your theory, son?"

"Fat her, everything fromthe place once known as
Washi ngton, D.c. north is supposed to be
destroyed, right?"

"That is nmy understandi ng, yes."

"Have you personally wi tnessed this?" the son asked.

"Well ... no," Ben adnmitted. "But
| have spoken with pilots who said it was."

"How reliable was their testinony?"

Ben thought on that. He had heard radio
broadcasts just after the bonbings, a decade back
The broadcasts said the eastern corridor of the
United States had taken hot hits. Any
nunber of peopl e Ben had spoken with had confirmed that. And
t hat

Air Force General he'd killed down at
Shaw AFB ... hadn't he said that?

No, Ben thought, turning away fromthe group and
wal king a bit, pacing the room No, he had
intimated that. That's all.

Ben turned to face his son. "Neutron
bonbs,"” he said. "They kill the people, but |eave the
bui I dings intact."

"That is ny theory, sir.
Ben's statenent.

"Go on, son. No! Wait! | personally
got very close to the eastern corridor. | had
instruments with me; they showed hot. Deadly,
dangerous | evels. ™

"Yes, but how long after the bombings did you
approach these areas?" Colonel Gay inquired.

Ben t hought back over the years. "Just a
few nmonths. "

"Well, they probably would have still been hot then
But not now," |ke nused al oud.

The roomwas silent.

"Every nessage we've ever received over the years
said that New York City was destroyed. Gone.
Nothing left. If that isn't the truth, then who?

Buddy confirnmed

He stopped, then smled know ngly. "Sure,"
Ben said, his voice no nore than a whisper. "Wo
el se but the Night P. They've kept that area for
their own for years, sinply by sending out false
messages. "

"That is ny theory, Father," Buddy said.



"Think of the treasures,"” Ben whispered. "The
nmuseuns, the libraries, the recordings, the art
galleries."” He | ooked at IKke.

"Two- hundred-man team |ke. Rations for an
ext ended journey. | want you and

your people outfitted for hot areas. When can you pul
out ?"

"Two days, Ben."

"ol "
ke left the roomas Ben's eyes touched the
gaze of his daughter. Tina said, "There will have

to be scouts, general."

"You think you can handle it, Tina?"

"I'f I didn't think so, | wouldn't have brought
it up.”

"Cet your teamtogether and get cracking. Pull out
as quickly as possible."

Ginning, she tossed hima salute and ran fromthe
room yelling for her Scouts to group up

Ben | ooked at Buddy. "You understand why |
want you here with me, son?"

"Yes, sir. Besides, | think the people you' re sending
are better qualified to handle it than I."

Ben smled. "Always the diplomat, aren't you
boy~?"

"Full of shit, is the word," Cecil said
drily. "OF course, he is your son, Ben."

"Ch, Lord!"™ Hiram Rocki ngham
procl ai med, raising his hands heavenward. "Wy have you
sent us this human pl ague call ed Ben Rai nes?

W have all been Your good and faithful servants,
Lord. And we do not understand this."

Hi ram sixth-grade educated, and with about as much
wor ki ng knowl edge of the Bible as a platypus duckbill, had,
many years back, announced that he was taking over as
God's Main Man in the Stanford

Conmunity. There had been a preacher in the area, but
he'd been defrocked after he was caught screw ng the
church piano pl ayer.

The piano player, one Ms. Rosie My
Hel en Jean Seager, and the preacher had left the area
shortly after that. H ram Rocki nghamt ook over the
duties behind the pulpit, and with that, religion
reverted back to the dark ages.

Hiram s church, originally Baptist, had
becone the First Church of the Holiness, Praise
Be. And Hramdiffered sonewhat fromthe teaching in the
Bi bl e. Since many of the residents of the Stanford
Conmunity could read but little, and none born during the
past two decades could read at all, the fol ks
accepted whatever Hi ram said as straight out of the
Cospel, not realizing it was Gospel according
to H ram

And the Praise Be church of Hram after
Hramsaid it was OK had taken to polygany I|ike
a fish to water. Hi ram had four w ves, and
fourteen children, the oldest in his thirties. Even
H ram had a hard tine keeping up with what kid
bel onged to which w fe.

But they were, to Hiram s way of thinking, all



good kids. Bubba WIllie was a tad on

the crazy side, but that was to be expected, since his
nmot her was Hirams first cousin-or was it double-first
cousin? Hiramcouldn't remenber-but that didn't

make no difference. Not really. Hramloved them

all. Wves and kids. 'Course, ever now and then
he had to take up a piece of stovewood and beat
the hell out of the kids ... and occasionally the w ves.

But that was sonething they all expected and accepted as
nor mal .

Then, too, Bubba WIllie's retardation just
m ght have been caused when he was a little boy and
H ram popped hi mup side the head with a poker when
Bubba WIllie wouldn't mnd. But even if a team
of worl d-renowned doctors had said that was the
cause, H ramwoul dn't have believed them To say that
H ram was set in his ways would be |ike saying a nule
i s stubborn.

But a nmule did have a few attributes that
Hiramdidn't have. You could teach a nule a few
t hi ngs.

"Ch, Lord!" Hiram squalled, just before the
huge cross, wapped in rags and soaked in
kerosene, was ignited. "Gve us a sign."

The Lord just m ght have been listening that Iight. For as
soon as the cross was flaming, it began
to rain, coming down in torrents

"Piss on it," Hramnmuttered

"That was an unusual stormlast night,"
Cecil said. He and Ben were having breakfast in one
of the many ness tents around the area. "Blew in and
slew out |ike none I'd ever seen before.”

It was just breaking dawn. The sounds of planes |ow
overhead runbl ed through the early nmorning. "I hope
t hose assholes in the Stanford area have enough sense to know
not to fire on those planes," lke said, sitting
down at the table.

"They don't," Ben told him taking a sip of
coffee. Colonel Gray joined the group. "If
they fire on Puff, there will be some funerals
soon. "

Ben sipped his chicory-laced coffee. He was
actually getting used to the stuff. "They'll fire
on the planes. Bet on it."

"Then they're awfully stupid people, general."
Dan sipped his tea. The Englishman would only
rarely drink coffee.

"That they are.”

"Ben," |ke chewed on a biscuit, "I
hate to dunp cold water on your plans, but have you
considered this: OK we'll be successful in

setting up the twenty-five or so outposts between here
and the coast. That's only a little sweat. But there nust be
hundr eds, maybe thousands of comunities like this
Stanford. "

"l have considered that, yes."

"So we're going to have little comunities of |earning
dotting the land. Wat's goin" to pull the thousands of
i gnorant asshol es in?"

"Nothing." Ben lifted his eyes, neeting



| ke's gaze. "Nothing at all."
Cecil waited in silence. He knew Ben's
plans. And while in a civilized world they would be

consi dered outrageous ... the world was no | onger
civilized.
"Then? ..." lke lifted one eyebrow

"I plan on giving the people a choice. Do | have
to spell out to you what that choice is?"

"Ben, you can't! ..." lke choked it back in
anger .

"Ch, hell, Ikel Gve nme credit for nore
conpassion than that! |I'mnot going to send Rebels in
to engage in whol esal e sl aughter. Good God,
l ke."

"But you're sending a gunship down there right now
Damm, | can still hear them™

"l ke," Ben spoke softly. "Have you forgotten
so soon the only thing a redneck understands?"
| ke shook a finger in Ben's face. "Boy,
don't you
tell me about rednecks! | was born in rura
M ssi ssippi! You forgetting Megan?"
"I"'mnot forgetting anything, |ke. But
apparently, you have."
"They ought to be there in about a minute." |ke
rose fromthe table and wal ked outside. "Wat's
wrong with I ke?" Cecil asked. "Nina's
pregnant." Doctor Lamar Chase spoke fromthe
other end of the long table. "You all know how lke is
when it comes to kids. He's just thinking about the little children
that mght be hurt or killed down there today."
"And you think I haven't?" Ben asked. The old
doctor net Ben's eyes. "I know you have, Ben
And | know you're just as sick of it all as I am
But | also know that you have to nake the decisions. And so
does lke. And," he sighed, "I also know that
whil e your way m ght not always be the npbst humane,
considering the tine and place, it is certainly the nost
expedi ent . "
"Big ol' flyin'" machine a'comn," Daddy!"
Axel Leroy yelled to Hiram "Can
shoot at it?"
Hi ram | ooked up at the plane and deci ded he
didn't like the looks of it at all. Big
bl ack- pai nted sucker. Had guns stickin' out al
along the left side, out of the nose and out of the tai
and out of the bottom Sucker |ooked bad.
"Axel Leroy!" Hiramhollered. "You |ay
that rifle on the ground and wave friendly-like to that
pl ane. Don't you be makin' no hostil e noves,
boy. "
" Awwy, Daddy!"
"Shet your sassy nmouth, boy. Before find ne a
chunk and bus' your head with it."
Axel Leroy put his .30-30 on the ground.
"You wave, boy," the father told him "You grin
and wave. Jist |ak your daddy's doin'."
Fat her and son waved. The planes noved on.
H ram took a deep breath. "Sonebody's
fixin' to get killed this day," he prophesied



correctly.

"Goddamm sorry-ass Ben Raines," he
cursed, resisting an urge to shake his fist at the
departing planes. He held back, knowing in his
guts that them pl anes carried enough guns to bl ow
Hiram and his kin clear into the next world. And
H ram was snmart enough to know for an iron-clad fact
that Ben Rains would just [ove to do that.

Hiram heard a single shot. He watched as the
bi g bl ack-painted plane started trenbling,
unl eashing its firepower: four 20 mm Vul can
cannons, six-barreled Gatlin guns, capabl e of
firing more than twenty-five hundred rounds per
m nute; four pairs of 7.62 nmachi ne gun
nmodul es, al so six barreled, all capable of four
t housand rounds a minute. Fore and aft were two 40
mm Bof ors that could punmp out a hundred two-pound
rounds a mnute.

Hi ram wat ched as Billy Randell's house and
barn and sheds disintegrated as the gunship nmade a
slow circle around the grounds. Nothing was gonna
live through all that, H ram thought. Not nothing at
all.

"Holy shit!" Axel Leroy said. The young nan
t hen pissed his pants and went running for the outhouse.
He had a sudden urge to take a dunp.

"That stupid Randell kid," Hramsaid, as
wi fe nunber two cane rushing out of the house, her
face

pale with fright. "He just had to take a shot at that
pl ane. "

Wfe nunber two fell to her knees and began
speaki ng i n tongues.

Col di e Lorrai ne cane runni ng out of the
fields, hollering to her father. "Hit's the wath of
God, Daddy!"

"No, it ain't," Hramsaid disgustedly.

"It's the wath of Ben Raines."
Chapter Three

Hrams spirits kept getting | ower and | ower the
cl oser he got to Morriston. He had never seen
so many sol dier-people in all his born days. Men and
worren. And they all |ooked |like they could take a
tank on, with their bare hands.

And he just couldn't understand a |lot of things about them
Oh, there was folks of all colors there; he would
expect sonething like that from Ben Rai nes. But sone of the
men had beards; sone had short hair, some had | ong
hair. Just didn't look like no arnmy Hi ram had
ever seen.

And Lord God Almighty ... the guns! There was
big guns and little guns; tanks and hal f-tracks
and APC S and rocket |aunchers and, why, Hiram
had never seen the |ike.

He began to taste the bitter copper sensation of
defeat in his nouth.

He had tasted sickness in his nouth earlier that
nmor ni ng, when he and his boys couldn't find enough of the
Randel | boy to even bury proper. The whol e area
around the place was tore up so bad it |ooked |ike



OF Scratch hisself had seared it.
Hi ram spotted a bl ack sol di er and holl ered
at him "You boy! Gt over here."
Hi ram suddenly found his chin being propped up by the
muzzl e of a .45, cocked and ready to bang.
"Did you wish to speak with me, sir," the nman behind
t he gun asked.
"Yes, sir," Hramsaid. First tine in his
life he'd ever said that to a colored. "I surely
did"
"What is it you wish to know?"
"I would like to find Ben Rai nes, please."
" Cener al
Rai nes! "
"Yes, sir. That's him"
A crowd of Rebels had begun to gather around, and
behi nd the Rebels, John Simmons and Ri chard
Harris were standing, both of themsmling.
Hiram s ol dest, Billy Bob, had
acconpani ed his dad to town. It used to be a treat.
Not this tine.
"Poppa," Billy Bob said. "Don't do
nothin' foolish. Les' us both swaller our
pride and wal k soft."
Billy Bob did have sone sense. He did have a
fourt h-grade educati on.
The nuzzle of the .45 was renoved from under
Hiram s chin. The Rebel said, "There is an
ol d bank building just west of town. That is
General Raines's CP. You'll find himthere."
"Thankee kindly."
"You' re wel cone."
The crowd parted, and Hi ram noved out, the old
pi ckup snoking badly.
Ben saw themconme in and told his aide to show t hem
into his office. He waved Hiramand Billy
Bob to seats, after H ram had introduced his son.
"You just had to come back, didn't you, Ben?"
"I wasn't planning on it, Hiram But then
| got to thinking this place was as good as any pl ace
to start."
"Start whut?" Hi ram asked, suspicion
thick in his voice
"Why, Hiram..." Ben could not suppress a
smle, "the slowreturn to progress.”
"Are you sayin' that we is backward?"
"Sone of the worst | have ever w tnessed, Hram"
Hi ram grunted. "You never did dance around no
i ssue, did you, Raines?"
"Never did, Rockingham"
Hi ram gave out a |long sigh and rubbed his face.
For a very brief instant, Ben alnost felt sorry for the
man. Alnost. And it passed very quickly.
"Get it said, Ben."
Ben studied the nan. There was no way he could
put anything to Hramin a subtle manner
Stupi d people do not understand any form of nuance. As |ke
knew only too well, rednecks understand force.
Sort of like the mule and the two-by-four. You have
to get their attention.



"I"'mnot just talking |law and order, H ram"™
Hrams eyes were filled with hate. It was
somet hing he made no effort to disguise. "Spell it
out, Raines."
Onh, hell! Ben thought. Let's give it a
try. He studied the nman. Hi ram and Ben were both
m ddl e-aged. And both were in fine physical
condi tion. But back in the mid-seventies, when both
had been young bucks, Hiram had made the
nm st ake of trying Ben. Once. Just once. Ben
fresh out of one of the military's toughest
outfits, had literally stonped the
man into the ground. H ram had never forgiven Ben
He had |l ed the men who burned the cross on Ben's
front yard; sent himthreatening letters through the mail.
Had shot one of Ben's dogs. And with that action, Ben
knew then for fact what he had al ways suspect ed:
People like Hramwere cowards. Al night-riders are
cowards. . ..
"Why you starin' at me, Ben?"
Ben told himthe truth. "I"'mtrying to nmake
up my mnd whether to try reasoning with you, or just
outright killing you and having done with it."
Billy Bob pal ed under his deep tan. Hiram
shifted unconfortably in his chair.
"You could have kilt ne twenty years ago
Rai nes. Why didn't you do it then?"
Ben saw his opening and took it. "Because it was agai nst
the law, Hiram Mral law and witten |aw
Do you understand that ?"
"You blam n' ever'thang that happened back yonder
on nme, Ben?"
"Who started it?"
"You cone down where you wasn't wanted."
"Public roads, Hiram | violated
nobody's property rights."
"That ain't it." The man clung stubbornly
to his | opsided phil osophy.
VWat ever the hell it is! Ben thought.
"Then what is it, Hiran®"
"Man's got a right."
"To do what, Hi ranP"
The man struggl ed for words that he could not find.
"Hiram perhaps if you' d had a bit nore education
you mght be able to tell nme what's on your nind."
"I git along jist fine, Raines. | don't
need no fancy education.”
"Well, Hram | guess that is your right.
You're a grown man."
H ram coul dn't believe that Ben Rai nes was
sitting there agreeing with anything he had to say. Cone
as a surprise
"W burred a boy this day, Raines. Al that
we could find of "im"
"He fired on a lowflying plane, Hram"
"Hs right."
Ben | eaned back in his chair. Right there, he
t hought, sits the stumbling block to progress. And
| don't have the tine to go into each little bastion of
i gnorance and sit down and talk with the thousands of people like



Hiram So what the hell, then, do |I do?

"Hiram let me stop attenpting to nicely
step through that quagmire you call a mind and give it
to you flat-out."

"I reckon you. "bout to start stonpin" on ny
rights, ain't you, Raines?"

"Hiram" Ben said with a sigh, not really wanting
to use verbal force with the man, although he knew that was
i nevitable. "Wen your self-proclained rights start
conflicting with the rights of others, sonething has to give.
You with me so far?"

"I got aright to "tend the church I wanna
"tend, Raines."”

Ben stared at him "Hram | don't give
a damm what church you attend.™

H ram bl i nked. "You don't?"

"No. That's your right under the Constitution of the
United States. And I'mtrying to keep as nany
rights as possible during this awful tinme."

"I got nore'un one wife," Hramsaid

sul l enly.

"l don't care, Hram | don't care if
you have twenty w ves."

"You
don't ?"

"No. That's none of mny business.”

"Wai, whut the hale do you want, Ben?"

"CGivility, among other things."

" Haw?"

"Politeness. The respecting of other people as |ong
as they respect you. The right to come and go as one
pl eases. The understandi ng of and the general observance of
custonms conducive to the welfare and the good of society
as a whole...."
" Haw?"

Ben | ost his tenmper. Several of his aides had
been |istening outside the open door and all knew t hat
t he general had just about reached the bl owi ng stage.
"Coddamit, Hiram what in the nane of God
does it take to get through to you?"

"Wai, damit, Ben, why don't you talk
pl ain and maybe | coul d understand you?"

"Why don't you get sone education so you can understand
simpl e English, you ignorant bastard!" Ben
roared.

"I never had no tine for nothing |ak
Hi ram nush- nout hed

"That's a goddamm lie and you know it. That's the
same bullshit that people of your ilk have been using for
decades. | didn't buy it when we had a worKking

society and | damm sure don't buy
it now The bottomline was and still is that you were too
goddammed lazy to try to inprove yoursel f. Under the
nmyriad of laws we were wallowing in twenty years
ago, there was dam little anybody could do with people Iike you

but 1'm no [ onger bound by any of those |aws."

"You cain't force nme to | earn no book-stuff."

"No, Hiram | can't. But | can sure
shoot you!"

It had been the nost humiliating, degrading and

at,



di sgusting, and horrible experience in all of
Khansin's |ife. Dann Ben Rai nes!

Leading his nmen into Atlanta, know ng those disfigured
and horrible creatures were there, waiting for them
Canni bal i stic savages! Khansin was still trying
to regrouped his shattered forces; nunber the dead.

They had fallen back to m d-Ceorgia,
gradual |y working their way back to South Carolina.

But since he had pulled nearly all his forces out of
South Carolina, the Americans he had ensl aved

had now revolted, rising up, seizing arns, killing
the troops Khansin had | eft behind. Everything was
it was just ... well, all fucked up

Lance Ashley Lantier had gathered his forces
around himand beat it back to North Georgia.
Pi ss on those disgusting Night People and piss
on Khansin, too. Damm Arab was nuts!
He thought he'd take his men and head on up
toward Kentucky. Set up there. Hell with Ben
Raines ... at least for the tine being.
Hi ram | ooked at Ben. He felt something
cold and sliny, sort of an oily-feeling, turn
over very slowy in his stomach. R ght then and there,
H ramrealized sonething that he should have known and seen in
Ben years back: Ben was dangerous. Al them good
ol " boys he'd growed up w thand knowed all his life
wasn't shit when held up to Ben Raines. Them
ol'" boys liked to talk and brag a | ot "bout
how bad they was, but then they'd go run in packs,
like killer dogs ... not none of them ever had the
balls to go off alone and try Ben
He shoul da seen that.
Ben al ways had been a lone wolfer ... and | one
wol ves are danger ous.
"Lay it on the line for nme, Ben,'
finally said.
"It's really very sinple, Hram Perhaps that is
why you' ve never been able to understand it."
"l reckon that's it, Ben." There was a subdued
note to Hiram s voice
Ti na stuck her head into Ben's office.
"Runni n" late, Dad. Pulling out now " She
ki ssed himand smiled at him
"See you, kid. Stay out of trouble and keep in
daily contact with lke. If the Big Apple is
still there, you and your teamw |l be the first to see it. Take
a picture of it for me, will you?"
"WIl do. "Bye, Pop."
She was gone.
Hi ram sai d, "Your daughter?"
"Yes. She conmands a team of Scouts."
"Whut's about apples? They ain't ripe yet."
Ben softened his smle. "New York City
is, was, often referred to as the Big Apple."
" Ch!
"Hiram have you ever really cared what went on
out side of your own little world?"
"Not really. How s that gonna hep ne put
food on the table?"
Good question, Ben thought. "Qher than broadeni ng your

Hi r am



| evel of know edge, Hiram it might hot help you feed
your famly."
"Thought so."
St eady, now, Ben cautioned hinself. Don't
boggle his mind this early in the game. "H ram ny
Rebel s are going to secure this parish. |
nmean make it secure so all residents current
and future will be safe. You with me, HiranP"
"I reckon. There's gonna be nore people comn" in
to live?"
"I hope so. Does that upset you?"
"More people neans nore trouble.”
"Not if they're the right kind of people, it doesn't."
"Are we the right kind of people, Ben Raines? Me
and Billy here?"
"You can be."
"Po-lite way of sayin' we ain't."
"You're right, Hram"
"Why don't you jist go on, Ben? Go on
to another spot and set up your fancy doin's?"
"Because this spot is ideal, Hram And if you

think "'mbad, Hram... wait until you
nmeet Khansin. And you'll meet him"

"Khansin ... who?"

"Means the Hot Wnd. He's a terrorist from
Li bya. "

That got through to him "Lak that fool that took our
peopl e hostage down in |-ran back a-ways?"
"Ten tinmes worse."
"Way woul d he be com n' here, Ben Rai nes?"
"Because he doesn't |like ne, Hram"
"I can understand that," Hiramsaid drily, and Ben
had to |l augh at the expression on the man's face.
"Hiram we might never be friends, but that
doesn't nmean we have to be nortal enemies.
"Il level with you: | don't like you. And
really don't see any change in that position.
don't know whether this shaky little truce of ours wll
last, or not. That is strictly up to you and your people."
H ram was equally honest. "And | don't |ak
you worth no nore than a pile of dog shit, Ben
Rai nes. | personal thank all you gonna do is
screw things up for ne and mne."
"That's fair enough, Hram W've made our
positions clear. School starts Monday norning
at eight o' clock. Have any child between the ages of five and
seventeen at the school conplex on Matthew

Road. School will run for six hours daily."

"And if | don't, Raines?"

"I will personally lead the troops into your
conmuni ty, take every child between six nmonths and twel ve
years, and you will never see themagain. |'ve done it
before, Hiram Don't ever doubt that. At

| east half of the children you'll see around here are
adopted. "

"You tal k big about right and wong and al
your high and nighty ways, and you'd do that to nothers and
f at hers?"

Ben picked up a book fromhis desk and tossed it
to Billy Bob. "Read it!"



Billy Bob could not. He could not make out half
the words in the first sentence.

"He's at least thirty years old, Hiram
And he's illiterate.”

"He ain't done it! Me and his ma was married in
the church!"

"Coddamit, Hram | said illiterate,
not illegitimte. He can't read, man!"

"He can plow and plant and harvest. He can hunt
and fish and trap! He don't need to know not hin’
el se.™

"Hiram are you aware that about half the game and
fish you' re eating have been, to one degree or the
ot her, contam nated? Do you know how to check for it?
Tell me, Hiram of all the babies born
during the last twelve years, how nany were deforned
mental |y retarded?"

H ram woul d not neet Ben's eyes. "Cod's
will,"” he finally muttered.

"Cod's will?" Ben shouted. "It isn't God's
will! It's your own goddammed stupidity,
man! Did you see all those cattle trucks
arriving when you cane in? W' ve been breeding a
stronger, hardier breed for years ... free of
contam nation. Did you ever think about things |ike that,
Hi ran®"

H ram refused to answer.

"After the bonmbs came, Hiram... and the
survivors began trickling in, did any of your
peopl e take them as w ves or husbands?"

Hi ram | ooked at Billy Bob

"I see," Ben cal nred down, |eaning back in his
chair. "Your kids, Billy ... how are they?"

"Different,” the nman said

"How different?"

"They ain't right. Sone of them was borned blind; sone
of themborn ... all twisted and ugly. Only
two of themlived."

"I"'msorry, Billy. Your wfe?"

"First one died. | kept it in the famly since
then. ™

"No doubt," Ben nuttered.

Keep that up, Ben thought, and you'll eventually
get the sane results.

"Start bringing your people in tonorrow norning, Hiram
First light. I want themall to have conplete
medi cal check-ups."

"I don't reckon | got no choice in the

matter, does |, CGeneral Raines?"
"No, Hiram | reckon you don't."
Chapt er Four
"Makes ne feel |like sonme dammed commandant of a

concentration canmp,"” Ben said to Dan, after H ram and

Billy Bob had |eft.
Dan nodded. "Somretines, general, one has to do

things that are distasteful, but for the good of the mgjority."
"Thank you, Dan. Take a battalion down

toni ght. You have parish maps?"
"Yes, sir. Found them at what used to be the

Chanber of Commerce office.”



Dr. Chase wal ked in, Cecil right behind him

"You're late," Ben bitched.

"My, haven't we becone the punctual one?"

Chase sat down. "Blow it out your beret,
general . "

One thing Ben could al ways count on was Lanmar Chase
bringing himdown to earth, and if he didn't do it,
| ke woul d.

Ben outlined his plans.

Chase nodded his head in agreenment. "I have teans
cl eaning up the hospital now It really
isn'"t in that bad a shape. Some progress was
actually tried here in this community, Ben."

"Took a damm war to do it!"

"He's quite argumentative today," Dan said.
"Comes with having sonething |oosely called a conversation
with cretins, | should inmagine."

"Thank you, Dan," Ben said. "I couldn't have
said it better."

| ke had been standing at the door. "Don't
conpliment that Liney too nuch, Ben. He gets the

bi g head."
"ldiot!" the ex-Sas officer said to the
ex- Seal
"Stuffed shirt!" lke fired back
"Hllbilly!"

"Al'l right!" Ben ended it. "You getting your
equi prent |ined out, Ike?"

"Right. It's goin'" on so snoothly we'll be
able to pull out in the nmorning. |I'mtaking Dr.
Li ng, La-nar."

"Good man. |If there is sonething he doesn't know
about radioactivity, it hasn't been witten
yet."

"Who have you chosen as XO | ke?"

"Maj or Broadhurst. Tina's going
to range out about two hundred niles ahead of us.
Here's the route, Ben." He laid a map on the
desk. "From here to Menphis, then we cut east
to Nashville, Knox-ville. W know D.c.

took a hot one. That's fact. So we'll stay
on Eighty-one all the way into Maryl and. After that,
we'll have to play it by ear."

"Sounds good, |ke."

"OK. | got things to do. I'Il |eave you

boys to your roundin' up of rednecks. See you in the
mornin', Ben." He grinned and left the office.

"You want nme to take ten or twelve deuce
and a halfs down into his wetched conmmunity,
general ?"

Dan asked. "To further hasten any
recal citrant recluses?"

"Yes. Cood idea. Dan, |I'll be blunt.
These peopl e have been borderline | awl ess for decades.
Don't fuck around with them First one to bow up,
butt-stroke himand put himon the ground. Force
is the one thing they understand."”

"Yes, sir."

"Has Col onel West and his nercs pulled in
yet, Cec?"



"Yes, Ben. They're bivouacked about
ten nmles east of town. Strange man, that
Col onel West."

"Yes. Lamar, how are we fixed for
nmedi ci nes?"

"Pretty good. It's doubtful these people have been
i nocul at ed agai nst anything. So that is the first order of
busi ness. This area has reverted back swiftly
since the bonbings. Ml aria and typhoid fever
worry me. But ny big concern is typhus.™

"Wy typhus, Lamar?"

"Transmitted by fleas and lice."

"I agree." He called for an aide. He
stuck his head into the room "Have the school grounds and
bui | di ngs sprayed top to bottom And have a
del ousing tent set up."

"Yes, sir."

"Dan? After the people have been noved out tonorrow, have teans
sent out to inspect each home. If they're living in
squalor ... burnit."

"Yes, sir."

"That's not going to win you any friends, Ben,"

Cecil rem nded him

"I amwell aware of that, Cec. It's just a
matter of tine before Hramand his bunch elect to do
one of

two things. They'll either pull out in the mddle of the
night, or they'll fight."

"You're that sure, Ben?" Lamar asked.

"Yes. Hiram despi ses ne. A ways has.

The first tinme sone kid tells himthat we're teaching
agai nst his philosophy, that's when it's going to hit the
fan."

"The children are the hope for the future, general, ™
Dan spoke up. "W cannot allow a child to be brought
up in ignorance."

"I don't intend to allowit, Dan. That is why
nost of the time, just a whole |lot of those kids fromthe
Stanford Community will be spending the night with various
Rebel families here in town."

"That isn't going to nake you any nore popular with the
"necks, Ben," Cecil told him "But | have
to appl aud your plan."

"I never cared about being popular with trash, Cec.

They have no place in ny plans.”

"You know, Raines," Dr. Chase said, "it's just
a damm wonder sonebody didn't shoot you back
when you were ranting and raving with the witten word."

"They tried, Lamar. They tried. It was then that
I knew |'d touched a raw nerve." He turned
to look out the still-dirty wi ndow of the old bank
building. "It was only then that | fully grasped
t he seriousness of the problem N nety-five percent of the

people like Hiramw |l never change. But there is hope for the
kids. And whether it's right or noral for me to do

what |"'mdoing ... God will have to judge nme on that

point. For now, | can do only what | think is

best for future generations."
"What are we gonna do, Hiran?" The question was
thrown at himfromanid the white-robed and



coned- hatted crowd who had gat hered in the darkness.
The cross had burned down to only a faint glow

"W got to go along with Raines till we can cone
up with a plan." Hram s oldest, Billy, had
refused to attend the nmeeting this night, and that both
confused and hurt Hram Since the nmeeting earlier
in the day with Raines, Billy had been noody and
unt ouchabl e. The boy acted |i ke he had somet hi ng heavy
on his mnd

"They's too many of "emfor us to fight, Hiram

And that's what | think Ben Raines wants ... a
fight."
"In a way he do," Hi ramagreed. "If it

was jist us, he would. But Ben's got plans for the
younguns. | don't know what they is, but that sneaky
bastard's got sonethang up his sl eeve.

Y all can jist bet on that."

"Furst time one of them nigger Rebels gives
me an order, |'m a-gonna bus" his head," a
pus-gutted man | oudly proclai ned.

Hi ram renenbered the nuzzle of that gun stuck
up under his chin. Humliating! "No, you won't,
neither, Carl. You'll jist do "xactly whut he
tells you to do. We're so bad out numbered by them
Rebel s we ain't even in the ballpark, nuch |ess
in the game. | don't know yet what we're
gonna do. And until | can cone up w th sonethang,
we just play 'er easy-like."

Billy sat on his front porch and t hought of the

man cal |l ed Ben Rai nes. There was sonet hi ng about the
man that both drew and frightened Billy Bob. And it
was enbarrassi ng about that book. Billy had never
told his father, but he didn't |ike not being able to read
right. Billy always thought that all them books he'd
seen all piled up in stores and libraries and
homes had to have been wit for sone reason. And he
figured that there was good to be had in a lot of them

Probl em was, he coul dn't nake out the words.

And them Rebel soldiers; they just seened so
wel |, busy, he reckoned. Like they knowed they had
a good purpose in life and was right eager
to get crackin" on it. And ever'where he'd | ooked
t hat day, he'd seen nen and wonen and kids w th books
in they hands. There had to be sonmething to it, or else
all themfolks wouldn't be foolin" with it.

And what was that word General Raines had used?

Yeah ... civility. N ce-sounded word, Billy

t hought. Felt good on the tongue. Problemwas, he
didn't know what it meant. Get right down to the
truth of it, Billy didn't know hal f of what
General Raines had said.

And it just, by golly, shouldn't oughta be that way. A
man ought to be able to have sense enough to know what the other
feller is tal king about.

Billy watched as his brother, G over Neal
rode his horse up to the porch of the house.

"Billy," the young man said. "Daddy was sone put-out
"bout you not goin" to the gatherin' this night."
"Had things to do, G over."
"Whut ?"



"M nd things."

"Whut ki nd of thangs?"

"Thinkin' to do."

"Ch. "

Billy's older boy, by w fe nunmber two,
cane out onto the porch and sat down in
front of the old TV set that rested on the porch.
"Magi ¢ box," the boy said.

For some unexpl ai nabl e reason, that statenment got

all over Billy. "It isn't a magic box,
Richard Lee. It's just an old television
set."

"Mster Gb. says it's a magic box," the
boy sai d.

Billy alnpbst said that Mster G b. was a fool
and had been for as long as Billy had known him But
then he remenbered that G b. was his pa's best friend.
"Yeah, it's a magic box, Richard Lee,"
Grover spoke up.
"Shut up!" Billy's tone was harsh toward his
brother. "Don't be fillin'" the boy's head with
crap. No such thing as magic."
"Ummm " Grover backed up. "I bet you
won't say that to A d Lady Pauly. She put
a hex on you, boy."
"Co on back home, Grover. You're talkin'
like a fool!'"
"I'"'ma-gonna tal e Daddy on you, boy!"
Grover swung back into the saddle.
"You do that. Right now, you beside' just get on out of
here.”
"If this here ain't a magic box," the boy
asked, after his uncle had ridden off into the night,
"what then be it?"
Billy sighed. "Son, back when | was just about
your age, we had sonething called TV. Fol ks
could send pitchers ...
pi ctures,
through the air and they'd formup on that screen and we could
wat ch shows that cone all the way from well,
Mon-roe. "
The child drew back fromthe set, suddenly fearful
of the set. "No!"
"Ch, yeah, Richard. But it wasn't nothing
to be afraid of."
"Can you make it do it agin?"
"No, boy. I"'m..." Then he admtted the
truth. "lI'mnot smart enough.”
"I bet Grandpaw could do it!"
"No, boy. He can't do it, neither."
"But G andpaw knows ever'thang."
He just thinks he do, Billy thought. If | was
a big enough man to tell you the truth, G andpaw is
nearabs as dunb as | am
"But | seen a man today that probably coul d nmake
that thing light up. O if he couldn't, |
betcha he's got some people with himthat can.”
"Who he be?"
"Man nane of Ben Raines."
The boy | ooked at his father. "But G andpaw says



Ben Raines is evil."

Billy then took the first step toward breaki ng out
of the bonds of ignorance and near-barbarism "Your
Grandpaw i s wong, boy. General Ben Raines
ain't evil."

"Then what he be, Pa?"

"Smart. | think he's got the in-sight,
boy. "

The boy gasped. "I be fearful of that man,

Pa. "

Billy shook his head. "No need to be. \at
you need to do is learn fromhimand his kind."

Behi nd the screen door, wife nunber two was standing
in silence, hands to her nouth, listening in shock. Her
husband was tal king agin the | eader.

And it was the code that she had to report him

An hour before dawn, and Ben and | ke were sitting
alone in a nmess tent, having breakfast and tal king.

"I'f New York City is still intact, Ike,
it's a good bet that's the headquarters of the N ght
P. Wiat was it we were told in Atlanta.

The Judges. Yes. The Judges are the
council; they make the rules for the Night P."

"And the place is gonna be swarmin' with those
heat hens. "

"Yes. | think that's why they eventually had
to branch out. New York couldn't support them
all. So they began fanning out. If what we're
saying is true, the Ni ght People could be the biggest
threat we've ever faced."

| ke shuddered. "Can you just imagine a
mllion
of those creatures, Ben?"

"M nd-boggling, isn't it?"

"To say the least."

"I"'mthinking that if New York City is
intact, and inhabited, the city is probably
cordoned off by various groups. Street punks and
war | ords probably control parts of it; N ght People
control other parts; decent citizens m ght have a
stronghol d there. W just don't know. "

“"I'll find out, Ben."

"l ke, I amgiving you a direct order
Keep your big

ass out of the city. Do you understand me, |ke?"

"That's a big ten-four, Ben." The
ex- Seal grinned at Ben.

Ben stuck out his hand and lke took it. "Luck
to you, lke. And |l ook after ny little girl."

"WIl do, Ben. | spoke to Cecil and Chase and
Dan | ast night."

“"I"l1l keep an eye on N na for you."

ke smiled. "Tell you what, Ben. As testy
as she's been the last few days, |'mglad to get
gone! "

Laughi ng, the two nmen noved out into the quiet of
early morning.

Ben stood in the darkness and watched as |ke |inked
up with his two-hundred-person unit. They had a
long and dirty and dangerous route ahead of them



Ben knew Cecil was mldly pissed at himfor not
havi ng been chosen to go; but Ben needed Cec here.
Cecil had a calmng influence about him The nman
al nost never lost his tenper-however when he did, one
had better stand aside, for the former G een Bennie was
awesone in a fight, and for his age, still amazingly
powerful . When it come to adnministration and | ogistica
probl ems, Cecil was the best.

Wien the last vehicle in Ike's columm was
gone, Ben wal ked back into the ness tent and drew
hi nsel f anot her nug of what currently passed
for coffee. He sat alone with his thoughts.

Hi ram had taken everything too calmy to suit
Ben; he figured the man's brain was working overtine,
trying to cone up with a plan to outfox the man he hat ed
nore than anything on the face of the earth. Ben's thoughts
went wi ngi ng back, sailing

through the years. ..

" "at's himover yonder." Ben heard the

voi ce conme frombehind him He did not | ook around.

"The skinny feller with the beer?"

"Yeah. "

"He don't |ook |ak much to ne."

Favorite redneck gane; bait the stranger and
see if he'll fight.

Al real men fistfight. Ever'body knows that.
If he won't fight, he's probably a queer

Late afternoon, years before the G eat War would alter
the Iives of every human being on the face of the earth for
untol d generations to cone. Ben had stopped, against his
better judgnent, at a 'neck honky-tonk a
few nmiles from Mrriston.

"Bring us a beer, Carol," Hi ram had
called. "A long neck. Ast that |anky drank of
water at the bar ifn he'd |lak a sodee pop
He | ooks too sissy to be drankin" a
man' s drank."

Ben smled at the waitress. "I'll pass.”

Ben knew exactly what was com ng next, and
H ram di dn't di sappoint him

"You too good to drank with us, boy?"

"That's H ram Rocki ngham m ster,"” the
barmaid said in a hoarse whisper. "He's bad."

"He certainly snells that way," Ben said,
rai sing his voice

"Waut's "at?" Hiram hollered. "Wut'd
he say 'bout me?"

"I said you stink like shit, you ignorant
not her -fucker,"” Ben said. He still had not turned around.
He was wat ching the 'neck in the mrror

Hi ram stood up and balled his hands into fists.
"Ah thank ah'Il jist whup your ass for that."

"l doubt it."

VWhen Hiram was two steps away from him Ben
turned and hit the redneck in the face with the beer
mug. Bl ood and beer went flying. Ben grabbed
H ram by the seat of his dirty jeans, the other hand
on his equally dirty neck, and drove hi m headfirst
into a wall.

Tur ni ng, Ben picked up a pool cue and hit



the first 'neck he could find in the teeth.
Tobacco-stai ned pearlies went flying. The other

"neck went racing for the door. Ben jammed the

busi ness end of the cue stick between the man's cowboy
boots and brought himdown ... then kicked himin the
head.

The others in the joint had not nmoved. But Ben
heard one say, "Best pass the word to | eave that son
of a bitch alone.”

Ben ordered anot her beer and sipped on it unti
H ram began to groan and nove. Ben then poured the
rest of the beer on his head.

Ben stepped back and waited; stepped back far
enough so that Hi ram could not kick or grab him

"W was only funnin" wift you," Hiram
said, getting to his feet.

"It is a joke only when all parties find it
anusing. But | don't suppose soneone as
i gnorant as you coul d ever possibly conprehend that."

Hi ram swung. Ben grabbed the forearm and put
H ramon the floor with a bit of applied judo.

Then he kicked H ramright on the ass just as
hard as he coul d.

Hi ram squal l ed and cussed. He rolled to his
feet and charged Ben, trying to get himin a bear
hug. Ben tripped himand once nore sent the
"neck to the floor.

Ben kicked himin the face. The sound of bones
crunching was loud in the barroom Hiramfel
back, unconscious, bl ood and tissue and gum and
bits of teeth |eaking out of his swollen nouth.

"Call the sheriffs departnment,"” Ben told the
bar mai d.

The deputy was anused. Obviously, he had little
use for the people of Stanford ... probably even | ess
than nost, since Ben was sure he had answered many
calls to that area.

"So Hiram said he was gonna whi p your ass,
huh, M. Raines?"

"That's what he said."

"You want to file any conplaints, Carol?"

"Not a one. Hiram and his buddi es got
exactly what they deserved."

"But we was only a-funnin", deputy!" one
"neck holl ered.

"Shut up," the deputy told him He swung
his eyes to Ben. "You want to file a conpl aint,

M. Rai nes?"

Ben shook his head. "No, it's over as far as
"' m concerned. "

The deputy sniled. "Maybe the fight
is, but you don't know this bunch, nmister. You' re from
I[Ilinois, sol'll bring you up to date. These
guys are Kl uck-ers."

"l beg your pardon?"

" KKK. "

"I's that supposed to fill ne with fear?"

The deputy | aughed. "You may be a Yankee,

M. Raines, but you're all right. Just watch your
back from now on, 'cause they ain't never gonna



forget or forgive you for this. They're white trash
M. Raines."

Ben | ooked at the deputy.

"You see, M. Raines, here's the way it is.
You got bl ack people, you got col ored people, and you got
ni ggers. You got white people, you got rednecks, and you
got trash. Blacks and whites never have had any
trouble."” He turned around and |eft the dark
barr oom

"Vell, I'll be dammed!" Hen said
Chapter Five

H ramrinsed off his dentures and stuck themin his
mout h. He'd worn them ever since that goddamed
Ben Rai nes had kicked his teeth out, years ago.

Son of a bitch didn't fight fair.

Hell, they'd only been jokin".
Man coul dn't take a joke, either

Hi ram had heard the trucks and Jeeps go
by his place during the night. And he knew what
they was wi thout even having to get up out of the bed.

Them damm sol di er-peopl e conme to see that all the
fol ks around here got into town |like good little boys and
girls.

He'd been too busy today to go and see Billy;
somet hing was sure wong with him Gover Neal cone
by after the cross-burnin' and said his brother got al
uppity with him Hramwasn't going to have that. Not
none of it.

He sat down and ate his breakfast, conscious of the
.jeep parked in front of his house, with a machine
gun stuck up in the rear of it.

Goddammed Ben Rai nes was pushin'. That's what
he was doin'. Pushin'.

But al ready, Hi ram coul d see by | ooking out his kitchen
wi ndow, people were | eaving for Morriston.

Just like good little boys and girls.

H ram sat, his stomach sour, and cursed Ben
Rai nes.

Tina had halted her Scouts just south of
Memphis. The team to a person, sat in their
vehicl es and stared at the huge sign by the
side of the road.

MEMPH S OFF LI M TS. DEATH
TO ALL WHO ENTER

"You think they're trying to tell us sonething?" a young
man asked Tina, a smile on his face.

The Rebel s were human; of course, they knew
fear. But none of themlived with it on a day-to-day
basi s. Many had been raised in Rebel canps,
fromCalifornia to Georgia. Myst of them had been
fighting since they were barely into their teens. They were
solid, hard-nosed, professional soldiers, and
they did not frighten easily. They had, to a person
faced hi deous nutants; armes of warlords;
street gangs; they had faced the troops of the
Russi an, Striganov, and his IPF ... and they
had defeated them all

More inmportant, they had all been trained by Ben
Raines ... he had witten the training manual
The Rebels could be totally ruthless in their seemngly



never-endi ng quest to bring some formof stability
back to the shattered nation. And they rarely took
pri soners.
One either agreed with the Rebel philosophy, or
t he choices were plain. Leave the area or attend your
own funeral
"Well, whoever put that sign up can go right
straight to hell. W' ve got to cut a route through
Memphis. Matt, you and Chuck range out a
mle in front of us. W've got to clear this
two-forty |l oop for Ike. Mowve out."
The point men saw their first pile of bodies just
after entering the city limts. They waited unti
Ti na and her group had joi ned them
"Damm," Tina said, eyeballing the pile of
stinking bodies. "That's a fairly fresh pile.
And they're all been carved up."
"The choi ce cuts taken," another Scout said.
Tina stood for a noment, pondering their situation
If they advanced further and got thenselves cut off,
surrounded by ... whatever eneny was in the city, they
could acconplish nothing. Getting thenselves killed would
prove or solve nothing. But on the other hand, if
they didn't clear the route, lke's main
col ums woul d have to cut off the Interstate sonmewhere around
Batesville and wind their way north on
secondary roads until reaching I-40.
"It's probably N ght People responsible for
this," she finally said. "I won't order any of you
to your deaths. Let's vote."
That, al so, was the Rebel way.
Al voted to continue on into Menphis.
"We're not exactly traveling light, Tina,"
t he ranki ng sergeant said. "W've got .50's and
.60's and
rocket launchers and expl osives. And we've
got daylight on our side. Let's put the
vehicles fifty yards apart, everybody on
alert, and roll in."
"Heads up, people," Tina ordered, clicking her
M 16 off safety. She turned to her driver
Sharon. "Let's take the point."
And head into the unknown, she thought.
"And top of the mobrning to you, sir!" Dan called
out cheerfully to Hram The nan had just stepped out
onto his front porch.
"Soldier," Hramreturned the greeting,
sort of. "Don't trust us, soldier-boy?"
Dan smled at the man. "Inplicitly,
sir."
Hi ram grunted. He figured he'd been
i nsulted but wasn't sure.
"Me and mine will be along directly,’
told him
"W'll wait," Dan said pleasantly.
Hiram figured there wasn't no point
in puttin it off no | onger. He pl opped his hat
on his head and started hollerin' for his w ves and
ki ds.
It was quite a parade that cane rattling and bangi ng and

Hi r am



snoking i nto town.
"The western people had a nane for people |like Hram" Ben
said to Cecil. "Rawhiders. They didn't build
anything to last; just laced it together with rawhi de, know ng
it was going to fall down sooner or later."
Even the normally mld-mannered Cecil was
di sgusted with the sight. "There are literally thousands of
abandoned vehicles around the |and. There is no
need for vehicles to be pieced together with wire!"
"Yes, but that would require sone initiative
Cec. It's easier to just ... "war hit up" and
let it flap."
"And these people were like this when the world was whol e?" Cec
asked.
"To one degree or the other. There were, at one
time, many good, decent families living in the
Stanford Community. But they were al ways out nunmbered by the
Hirams of this earth.”
"I wonder what happened to then®?"
"They probably left after all senbl ance of
| aw and order was gone. Wuldn't you?"
"No," the black man said, sonme heat in his
voi ce. "I would have picked up a gun and fought the
Hirams of this earth.”
"My, ny!" Ben kidded him "How
mlitaristic we've becone."
"Stuff it, Raines!" the
ex-teacher-turned-Rebel said with a grin. "Let's
go see how Chase is doing."
"Fumi ng, | should inmagine."
They found himat the delousing tents, arguing with
Hi ram and several other nen.
Buddy Rai nes had wal ked al ong with his father and
Ceneral Jefferys.
"I ain't gonna stand for bein' treated |ak no
gawddam cow " Hiram hollered. "I jist ain't
a-gonna do hit."
"Don't get too close, Ben," Chase
warned. "The man is crawming with fleas."
"I know," Ben said drily. "I had to have ny
office fum gated after he left. Hram go to that
tent over there and take a shower. Then conme to this tent
here for del ousing."
"Ah'd lak to see you nake ne do that!"
Ben smled. "I kicked your ass years ago,
H ram You want me to do it agai n?"
Wth a |l ow curse, the nman glared at Ben, raw
hate in his eyes. "You "barrassin"” ne in
front of ny people deliberate, Raines."
"Everybody is being treated the sane, Hiram
You singled yourself out by your behavior."
"Why don't you take the treatnent, Raines.
Show us how hit's done."
"Because | don't live in squalor. | take
baths daily, and | don't have fleas and lice.
Move, Hram"
"Il kill you someday, Raines," the "neck
swor e.
"You'l | try."
"What do we do with their clothes, general ?" Ben was



asked.

"Burn them"

"They's snoke down yonder!" a 'neck
hol | ered, pointing.

"Lot's of snoke!" another yelled. "Wut the
hal e' s goi n" on?"

"Some of the hones are being burned,” Ben told the
group. "Your possessions were noved out and put in
enpty homes ... after being del oused and
fum gated," he added, nore than a nodi cum of
di sgust in his voice

"My daddy built that there house!" a man
yel | ed.

"Yes," Ben told him "And |I knew your
father. He was fine nman. A good, decent man. He
woul d have had no part in following scumlike this,
jerked his thunmb at Hiram "I can't hel p but
wonder what happened to change you." He | ooked at
Buddy. "Take over here, Buddy. Del ouse

Ben

them™
"Yes, sir."
"Come on, Cec. The odor is overwhel ning."
"See you in Hell, Raines!"™ Hiram

swore. "l hope it snells better than this,"”

Ben call ed over his shoul der.

"Blow it," Tina finally said, after inspecting the
barricade on the 1-240 | oop. "But be sure it
isn't booby-trapped. Let's back off and put
a rocket into the nmess. If it's wired, that should
tell us."

The rocket knocked a hole in the barricade
and the rest was quickly shoved to one side. Rebels
stood on both sides of the overpass, weapons at
t he ready, eyes constantly searching the area bel ow t hem

Ti na checked the sky. It would be getting dark in
a couple of hours. She did not want to be
caught inside the city limts after dark

Sergeant W/ son caught her glance. "It's
going to be close, Tina."

"There's a barricade of sone sort every nile,"
Tina's wal ki e-tal ki e popped.

"W're not going to make it," Tina said. Then
softly cursed. "The airport is right over there.

O what is left of it. Let's hole up there
for the night and establish radio contact with Eagle
Base and with Ike."

The twenty-five person team of Scouts nade
their way to the airport ... and inmediately ran
into trouble.

"I do not wish anytime soon to go through

anot her day like this one," Chase bitched, pouring
hinmself a stiff drink of bourbon

About an hour before dark, and the nen were sitting in
Ben's office. "I still feel like |I've got lice
craw ing on ne." Chase downed the drink in one
gul p and poured anot her.

"I have to say this, general,"” Dan said. "Is it
worth all this? To settle in this particular spot, that
is?"

"Il admt that some of it is purely



personal ," Ben said. "But we're going

to be hitting pockets like this no matter where we go.
W might as well practice here and get it down

pat. W've got to show the people that we nean exactly
what we say. W can't run a bluff."

"I can't begin to tell you all how much | m ss
the tranquility of the old Tri-States," Ceci
sai d. "Tal k about your good ol d days."

"W could do it again," Ben said. "But what would we
have acconplished by doing so? W would be safe inside
our seal ed borders, but people |like H ramwould be gaining
strength outside. Very soon, we'd be even nore
out nunbered than we are now. "

Al present silently agreed with that.

"Fat her." Buddy spoke. "Wy didn't you just
send planes to do a fly-by of what is left of
New York Gity?"

"I will eventually, son. But first the ground teans
have to check out and cl ear runways; check fue
depots. We have to make certain the planes have a
pl ace to set down."

"I see." The young man rose and wal ked to the
wi ndow. Sonebody had washed it during the day.

"Somet hi ng on your mnd, son?"

The son turned to face the father. "You speak of
cl asses of people, father. | had never understood
it fully until this day. But it's still confusing to ne.
A rational person would surely understand that if one is
to prevent disease, one nust bathe. Even aninals
make some attenpt to clean thensel ves. Wat makes
t hese peopl e behave as they do?"

"Lack of education is part of it, Buddy. And the
way their parents brought themup has sonmething to do with it.
For years, so-called experts did their best
to convince people that there is no such thing as a person's being
born bad. | never believed a damm thing those
so-cal |l ed experts had to say. |'ve seen too nuch
proof otherwise. My belief is that once a
person hits adulthood, few will change. Part of
them m ght want to change, but sonething within them has
over powered that urge."

"Then ... so we can change the children of these people,
hopeful Il y. But what about the adults?"

"Fear is the great motivator, Buddy. To cut
through all the grease and get to the stew, you' ve got
to understand that all governments are based, to one degree
or another, on fear. Fear of punishment for breaking
the rules.”

The handsome young man was silent for a nonment. Dan
wore an anused | ook on his face. Chase was
studyi ng his glass of whiskey. Ceci
kept | ooking fromfather to son

"Al'l right," Buddy said. "I can see where that is
true. Governnents must assune the sane position
as a parent toward a child; am| correct in that
assunpti on, Father?"

"Unfortunately, yes, Buddy. |I'mafraid
that is the case.”

"But the Rebel philosophy is not so rmuch to that
degree. "



"That's right. That's why it's so difficult for so
many people to understand us."
"This H ram person? ..."
"He will never understand it. Hiramis the worst
ki nd of person, Buddy. He is ignorant and very
proud of that ignorance. And because of that, Hramis very
dangerous. He preys on the fear and superstitions
of others Iike him You ever seen a shake pit,

son?"

"Ch, yes, sir!"

"That's what we're dealing with ... with nost of the
adults of the Stanford Community."

"Then someday, Father, you will have to kill this H ram
person. "

"I'mafraid so, son."

"It's a very distasteful business, isn't
it, Father?"

"Yes. Yes, it is."

An ai de stuck his head into the office. "lke just
called in. He can't nake contact with Tina's
Scouts. "

Chapter Six

Tina and her team had pulled up under the canopy
of steel and concrete, left guards with each
vehicle, and slowy entered the littered airport
concourse. Tina was the first to notice what appeared
to be a bundle of rags behind a car rental counter

next to the wall. She nptioned the other team nenbers
back to the shattered electric doors and lifted her
M 16.

The creature cane off the floor, out fromunder the
rags, its horrible twi sted face ugly with hate,
the unnaturally white eyes hot with fury.

Tina pulled the trigger, the slugs catching the
creature in the chest, stopping the horrible howing. The
| ower concourse was suddenly filled with Night P. The
Scouts sent a dozen of theminto that |ong sleep and
then rang out to their vehicles.

"That hangar over there!" Tina pointed. "It's
smal | enough that we can clean it out quickly but |arge enough for
us to store our vehicles."

There was still enough light in the sky to prevent the N ght
Peopl e from |l eaving the safe darkness of the airport's |ower
deck.

But a Scout sent a long burst of M 60
machi ne gun fire into the | ower deck, just for insurance.
The insurance paid off. A long while of agony
erupted fromthe di mess of the concourse.

One horribly disfigured creature braved the
light, running out just as the overhang was ending and the
vehicles could break free of the dimess. Tina's
Jeep struck the thing and sent it over the hood, to |and
in the small back seat, packed with supplies.

Tina felt bloody fingers clawi ng at her neck

They were accelerating fast out of a curve, and the
driver had all she could do fighting the wheel. Tina
twisted in the seat and cane face to face with the
foul -snelling and hi deously deforned being. daw ng
at her .45, cocked and | ocked, she fired through the
seat, the big .45 slug striking the thing in the



belly. Wth a howl of anguish, the N ght Person
toppl ed out of the Jeep, only to be run over by the
truck behind Tina.

Her driver, Sharon, cut her eyes at her and
grinned. "How d you like to bed down with one of those
beauti es?"

"Pl-ease!" Tina took a deep breath. The
fetid smell of the creature still lingered around her.
She wrinkl ed her nose.

They nmade it to the hangar w thout seeing anot her
Ni ght Person, but with the darkness qui ckly gathering, al
knew t hey were bei ng wat ched.

"Chuck, take two and clear the hangar to the
left,"” Tina shouted. "Matt, take two and do the
same to the hangar on the right. Sharon, Bernie,
Ham come on!"

The rattle of gunfire was loud as the Rebels

cl eaned out a nest of N ght People in the |left-side
hangar. None were found in the other two buil dings.
"Find buckets and barrels, people. Take your

entrenching tools and fill themup with dirt. Ham
check out those punps over there. See if the tanks
still hold fuel. We'll saturate the dirt with

jet fuel and set them around the outside of the hangar
Ignite them when the creatures cone at us tonight. And
you can bet they damm sure will. Let's go, people!™

"Eagle One to Shark," Ben spoke into the mc.

"Shark here."

"What's wong with Tina, |ke?"

"Don't know, Ben. |'m about a hundred and
twenty-five mles south of Menphis.

Been trying to reach her for an hour. No
response. "

"Son of a bitch!" Ben cursed.

"You want ne to pour on the juice and try to find
her ?"

Ben then nmade the decision that separated himfromthe
others, placing himin that lonely position of commander
"No, lke. Tina knew the risks when she
vol unteered. Your job is to get to New York

City. I'll try to contact her with our equiprent
here. 1'Il get back to you. Eagle One out."
"Shark out."

| ke | ooked at his XO Broadhurst shook
his head. "That's one hard nan, general."
"Mbst good soldiers are." lke's reply was
curt but not unfriendly. "It goes with the territory."
"Eagle One to Big Apple Scout. Do you
read ne, Big Apple Scout?"
"Rel ax, Eagle One." Tina's voice

cane through the speaker. "I've been listening to you and
Shark grow .'
"Don't get smart-assed with me, girl!" Ben

said with a grin, as relief flooded him "Wat's the
probl em at your twenty?"
"N ght People, and from what we've seen so
far, Menmphis is filled with them W' re hol ed
up at the airport."
"Whi ch one?"
"Big one just south of the Two-forty loop."



"How s your position?"

"Pretty good, | believe. It better be,

"cause we're sure socked in here for the night, and
I got a hunch it's gonna get interesting.”

"You still have about a half hour of light left. Have
your people work in pairs and check for portable
generators. Place should have plenty of them
especially in the hangars. Then find the plug for the
outside floodlights. You ten four this?"

"Thanks, Eagle. 1'd forgotten about that."

"Stay in contact. Eagle One out."

"Whut you gonna do 'bout Billy Bob's
tal kin" agin you, Pa?" Jimy Luther asked his
f at her.

"I don't know. Nothin' yet. Gve himtine.

He'll screw up big the next tine. Bet on
it."

"And then, Pa?"

"You know what the code says, boy. Sane as
| do."

H s son nodded his head. "I don't |ak
ny new

house. Wfe does, though. She's al
thrilled with it."

"Wmmn would be. They ain't got no sense no
how. If it wasn't for what they got "tween their
| egs, we be huntin" themlak deer. W ain't
gonna raise no fuss just yet. Play along with
Rai nes, you hear?"

"Yes, Daddy. Uh, Daddy? ..."

"Whut it is?"

"Precious was makin' eyes at one of them
sol di er-boys today. | seen her."

"I"lIl take a strop to her ass! My little
baby Precious Thrill ain' gonna get

i n-volved with no nigger-lovin' soldier-boy. You
see her doin' that agin, you cone tell ne, you hear
Ji mmy Lut her ?"

"Yes, Daddy."

"An tell the others to watch Billy Bob
Ah thank he's all tooken with Ben Raines's
big words and highfalutin' ways."

"Yes, Daddy."

"I hate that goddammed Ben Rai nes!"

At full dark, the N ght People began to circle
t he hangar, noaning and filling the air with
prom ses of dark and bl oody torture. Inside,

Ti na had gone her dad one better. She'd had her
teamrun three strands of wire conpletely around the
bui | ding, ankle to chest high, securing it with

i nsulators taken fromlight poles and other

hangar s.

The teanms had found three portabl e generators, and
Ham had connected them together and then grinned up at
Ti na.

"When they hit those naked wires, Tina, it's
gonna be the last time for sone of them"

"What do you nean, "some of thent?"

"Enough of themgrab it, it'll short out,
probably. But not before it does a hell of a lot of



danage. "
"We save the wires for last,"” she ordered.
"This building is netal; it isn't going to burn
W' ve got enough firepower anong us to stand off one
hell of a crowd. If it cones to it, we can bust out and
take our chances outside. But that is really a | ast
resort."
was "Course there is something el se you'd better
know, too," Ham sai d.
"I don't like the sound of this.
smal |l snile
"These are bi g-assed generators. They just m ght
t hrow enough juice to nelt those wires we strung up."
"Thanks, Ham But | could have done without that

Tina tried a

know edge. "

"W can always try prayer," he suggested.

"Believe nme," Sharon said, "I have!"

Then came the sound that chilled themall, cooling the
bl ood and raising the hair on the back of their
necks, making rational human flesh feel like it was
craw i ng.

"Die ... Die ... Die ... Del"

The chanting was acconpani ed by the sounds of hundreds
of marching feet.

"Sni pers up on the scaffolding,"” Tina
ordered. "Everybody el se take your positions and
stand hard."

The Rebel s nmoved to pre-assigned posts. They
wai t ed.

The chanti ng becane | ouder.

"Sweet Jesus Christ!" a sniper muttered.

"What do you see?" Tina called fromthe hangar
fl oor.

"Hundreds of them One great big human wave

of robed and hooded ... whatever the hell they are.™
"Pick your targets and fire!" Tina
or der ed.

The hangar echoed and rocked with the sounds of .223,
.308, .50, and .60 caliber amo. The din was
enornous inside the netal building.

Qut side, the howing and crying of wounded was harsh in
the night air. The first wave of Ni ght Peopl e never
even got close to the hangar. Those that had tried now
lay in bloody heaps on the concrete, severa
hundred yards fromthe hangar. Those still alive had
run back into the dark safety of the night.

"Cease firing!" Tina called. She wal ked the
hangar floor, going to each position, chatting
briefly with the Rebel stationed there. No one had been
hurt by the N ght People, although a couple of arrows had
managed to penetrate the broken wi ndows of the hangar

"How far away is the nearest group?" Tina
called to a Rebel on the scaffolding.

was ' Bout three hundred nmeters. Pretty good
bunch of them"

"Ham set up a nortar just outside the door
and lob a couple of HE S into that knot of
gar bage. That might shake up their little world." She
| ooked up at the Rebel on the scaffol ding.

"G ve nme coordinates."



The klicks were called out as Ham
adjusted the leveling bubble. "Drop one in," he
or der ed.
The rocket slid down the tube. The
hi gh- expl osi ve round rocked the night.
The spotter called down adjustnents.
The second HE dropped right in the mddle of the
Ni ght People, hurling bodies and pi eces of bodies
in all directions.
"Now start dropping in white phosphorous,"
Ti na ordered. She stood just outside a small
hangar door.
The WP rounds were cranked out as fast as could be
dropped down the tube. The WP sparked the night,
the burning shards igniting the clothing of the N ght People,
burni ng deep into flesh, sending the N ght People
scream ng and squalling and running off in search of
relief.
But there was no relief fromW;, the shards would
burn all the way through bone.
"Cease firing!" Tina said. "Back inside,
Ham That shoul d give us sonme breathing room™
An hour passed in near silence. The N ght
People, up to this point, had been accustonmed to dealing with
civilians, wthout any effective organi zation
training, or |eadership. This band of N ght
Peopl e had never before encountered anything |like the Rebels.
Tina accepted a hand-rolled cigarette from
Ham The tobacco, years old and dry, was harsh
agai nst her throat. Like her father, she snoked but three
or four cigarettes a day; she felt that she m ght
add to that before this night was over
The generators were runbling, the racket
reverberating around the hangar. Ham had not vyet
connected the insulated wire that was hooked into the naked
wi res around the hangar
"Here they cone," a Rebel called in a hoarse
whi sper. "They're crawing on their bellies.”
She felt Hami s eyes on her. "This time, we
give thema taste of the wires."
He grinned in the gl oomand nodded his head.
"Light rain outside," Pam call ed
"That's even better,” Hamsaid with a | augh
"They'l| be wet when they hit the wire. Get
ready for some fireworks."
"CGet your wel com ng cocktails ready,’
cal | ed.
The Rebel s had gathered up boxes of enpty
bottles and filled themw th gasoline, stuffing rags
down the necks of the bottles.
"I wish we had sone flour,"
bi t ched.
"Yeah. "
Fl our added to the gasoline sticks when the
cocktail blows, burning into flesh
"They're close!" the spotter whispered.
"They' ve got spears.”
"Hit the juice, Ham"
Ham connected the wire and quickly ran around the
i nside of the hanger, briefly glancing out the broken

Ti na

a Scout



wi ndows, inspecting the wires. "They're hol ding."

"They're here!" a Rebel called softly.

A wild, hideous shrieking filled the night; nore
scream ng was added as other N ght People hit the naked
vol t age- charged wi res around the hangar. |nhuman
how ings filled the m sty darkness as the juice was
transmitted t hroughout danp bodies. The hangar was
conpletely ringed by Night P

"G ve themeverything you got!" Tina yelled,
jerking her M16 to her shoul der and squeezing of f
three-round bursts.

Mol et ov cocktails were hurled into the mass of
stinking, hate-filled N ght P. The burning rags

hit stinking human rags and burst into flanes.

Once- human beings were turned into |iving torches,

raci ng shrieking into the dark mst, briefly

illuminating the night before falling to the concrete to lie
ki cking and howing as the flames ate the life fromthem

Ham cut the juice to save the wires as the
Ni ght Peopl e began falling back. But this tine, they were
running away with a finality to their nmoverments. They had
had enough of the little band of Rebels. Wat had first
| ooked so easy had turned into a death trap for them

"Cease firing!" Tina called. She watched the
nm sshapen and grotesque forns vani sh into the gl oom
"They've had it."

She wal ked to her Jeep and pulled out a food
packet and a canteen of water. "Eat in shifts,"”
she called. "Then we'll set up a guard
schedule. We're pulling out at first light."

"Big Appl e Scout to Shark," Tina
radi oed.

"Shark."

"What's your twenty, Shark? You sound awful |y
cl ose.”

" Her nando. "

"Come on. We're just now clearing the | ast
bl ockade. Try to ignore the buzzards around the
airport.”

"Ten-four. Be there in a few and then you can fil
me in."

The Rebels in Ike's command | ooked at the
circling and bl oated buzzards as they passed the
airport.

"Looks |ike they counted coup last night," Ike
said to his driver.

"Sure does. Look over there." He pointed.

"That buzzard's so full he can't even get off the
ground. "

They wat ched until they were past the point. The
buzzard had given up trying to fly. He sinply
sat like an ugly blot, too bl oated on human
flesh to rise

Tina's scouts were waiting for themon Interstate
40, just off the exit where the artery cut east. |ke
halted his colum and wal ked up to Tina.

"Fill me in, Tina."

She gave her report quietly and quickly.

"W're going to be doing this with every city we cone
to," Ike said. "And if | renenber



correctly, Nashville is a bitch to get through
But we've got to secure the Nashville airport
for planes. Let's try to make it to just west of
Nashvill e today, Tina. We'll bivouac outside
the city and hit the airport at first light tonorrow "
"Yes, sir. Rolling now "
VWhen Tina's team had pulled out, Ike radioed
back to Base Canmp One and brought Ben up
to date.
"How s things with you and the rednecks, Ben?"
"Tense. Dan | eft some of his personnel down
in that area and the fol ks resent the hell out their
presence. It's only a matter of time before we're
going to have to go in and kick ass."
"Any word from Khansi n?"
"From what we've been able to decode, Khansin
has his hands full. The citizens over there have risen
up inrevolt. | don't think we'll have to worry
about the Libyan for a long tinme. Least | hope we
don't."
"I"ll check in with you just as soon as we nake
canp this evening, Ben. Shark out."
| ke wal ked the | ong colum, inspecting the
Jeeps and trucks. There hadn't been a vehicle
of any type manufactured anywhere in the world in
al nrost a decade and a half, and special care was
given to Rebel vehicles. Werever the Rebels
went, parts trucks went along, with skilled
nmechani cs acconpanyi ng. Somet hi ng was al ways breaki ng
down.
| ke spoke to every driver, every Rebe
who met himduring inspection. These men and wonen were
| ke's special team There were few anpbng t hem who
could be called young. Mist were in their thirties and
forties. They were all hardened conbat veterans,
survivors of half a hundred battles.
What ever weapon they handl ed, machi ne gun, nortar,
rocket launcher, flame thrower, rifle ... they
were all experts. And they would stand to the | ast person
Most of the nmen had been in the U.s.
mlitary-years back-all in sone hard-assed
outfit. And the wonen were all highly trained
guerrilla fighters, informal graduates of
Rai nes' s Rebel training courses.
"Hey, Ceneral lke!" a man called. "Wen
are we gonna see some action? Boring so far."
That was net by a laugh fromall wthin hearing range.

"You'll get your chance, Lutty," |ke
call ed. "Keep your pants on."
"He better," a woman | aughed. "I didn't

cone along for romance."

"You think New York City is still there,
| ke?" a man with a Bronx accent called. "I
sure woul d |ike

to see ny old nei ghborhood. "

"If it is, Sinon," ke
answered, "it's probably got rats as big as
cats runnin" around."

"That'd be a definite inprovenent. Had rats
as big as dogs when | lived there!"



More | aughter.

"How you doin', Dana?" |ke asked a wonan
who sat behind the wheel of a pickup

"Hangin' in, general."

| ke wal ked on. "Walt." He spoke to a
bl ack man. "You know we're gonna have to skirt
Baltinore."

"I know, general. | just want to get close enough
to see if anything is standing."

He had | ost every menber of his famly when the
bonbs cane.

"Lee," lke spoke to an oriental nman.

"That's a hell of a big truck for sonmeone as little as
you are," he kidded him

"I lowered the seat and put bl ocks on the
pedal s," Lee grinned at him

| ke | aughed and wal ked on, cradling his
CAR-15. At the end of the |ong columm, he
waved for his driver to come pick himup

Hi s Jeep drove slowy back up to the front
of the colum, with I'ke yelling out every few
feet, "We're gonna push "em hard, people.

Heads up and stay alert."

At the head of the colum, Ike balled his right
hand into a fist and punped his armup and down.
"Let's go!"

Chapt er Seven

"You got anything to say to me?" Ben asked Dr.
Lamar Chase.

Chase had marched into his office and pl opped down
wi thout a word. Sat and gl ared at Ben.

"Ben, | ama tolerant man, you know that."

Ben | aughed out | oud.

"Just button your |ip, Raines! Wl

musually a tolerant man."

"That's better."

"My doctors just finished with their report on that
freak show we conducted. "

"You' re speaking of the physicals on the people fromthe

Stanford Conmmunity."

"OfF course. It isn't tinme for your physica
yet."

Ben smled at the crusty old bastard.

"It came as a surprise to ne, but the kids are
not mal nouri shed. Their diet could probably stand sone
variance. But by and large | found no
problems there that can't be corrected. It's ... the
physi cal abuse that's bothering ne."

"What the hell did you expect, Lamar? You
saw t he cal i ber of parents.™

"You do then agree that children of abusive parents
usual ly grow up to abuse their own?"

"I"mgoing to surprise you, doctor ... yes,
| do believe that, for the nost part."

"My God, Raines!" Chase feigned great
shock. "There's hope for you yet. | can see it
now. Ben Raines for President, on the Libera
ticket."

Ben waited until Chase finished hooing and
hawi ng and sl appi ng his knee. Get one over on the



general ... and Chase was good at it.

"What do you want ne to do about it, Lamar?"

The doctor rose fromhis chair and poured a gl ass
of water, then wal ked around the room taking an
occasi onal sip. He sat back down and | ooked at
Ben. "Now |'m going to surprise you, Ben
What | am going to suggest is very Owellian, and
very out of character for ne."

"You want ne to physically take the kids and
nove theminto Rebel famlies, right, Lamar?"

"Sometines you spook ne, Ben. |I'm
begi nning to believe there night be some truth to those
runors about you."

"Horseshit!"

For years, beginning shortly after the Geat War
runors had persisted, then grown all out of
proportion, about Ben Raines's being some sort of
God. There were tribes of people in the deep tinmber and
i n the nountains and under ground-those call ed the Underground
Peopl e-who actively worshi pped Ben Rai nes.
Erected carved statues of him

And even the old man who called hinself the
Prophet predicted dire things would happen if

peopl e persisted in worshi ppi ng Ben Raines. *

There were the Wods Children who lived in the tinber,
and they, too, worshi pped, and on occasion, fought
al ongsi de the Rebels. They woul d never be convinced t hat
Ben Rai nes was anything other than a Cod.

And so many nore.. .

"WIl you do that, Ben?" Chase asked.

"No. "
"“I'"'mthinking of the children, Ben."
"So am |, Lamar. No. |'mgoing to take

the kids, Lamar. | will not have them growi ng up to be Iike

their parents. But the kids have to see that their parents are
fools. They have to be shown, personally

shown, that their parents are ignorant, and will never
make any attenpt to clinb out of that disnal
guagmre. "

Chase sipped at his water and was silent in thought
for a few heartbeats. He lifted his eyes. "Ben
that's tougher than just seizing the children."

"Yes, | know. But there is a reason for it,
too, Lamar. |'mthinking that sone,
sone
of the parents will be so shaned by their ignorance, they'l
learn just in order to keep their kids."
"And sone of the parents will be so angry they'll try
to kill you, Ben."
"They've tried before, Lamar."
"All right, Ben ... we'll play it your way.
Hel |, ny suggestion would just get us into a fight as
qui ckly as your way." He sighed. "I've got
years on
*Fire in the Ashes -- Zebra
you, Ben. I'man old man. | never understood
a government who would allow children to grow up
i gnorant . "
"Ch, | can answer that, Lamar."

"I just knew you could." Lamar's reply was as



arid as Death Valley. "Well, don't
just sit there, elucidate.™

"Don't play the fool with ne, Lanmar.
W' ve been together for too nany years."

Lamar sighed deeply. "Problemis, Ben ..
| leaned that way nyself for a good many years. My
heart just broke over the plight of the poor, the
honel ess, the needy."

"And many of them did need hel p, Lanmar.
W're in agreenment there."

"Finish it, Ben."

"There were sonme in our government who wanted a
cl assl ess society. Unfortunately, while it
| ooks good on paper, it's a lie. Anyone who
doesn't believe there are classes of people is either very
nai ve or a dammed fool! But there was certainly
no |l aw that said a person couldn't clinb out of their
predi cament. Thousands, millions, did. The
probl em was, and to many people, | suppose, still is, there
were no guidelines to go by. It's like a good cop's
hunch when he | ooks at a buil ding and thinks,
'Something's wong in there." He knows it, or he
feels it, but under the law, he's powerless to act.
Sane with what used to be called pornography.
Remenber the Justice who said that he coul dn't
define it, but he knew it when he saw
it?"

Lamar chuckl ed and | eaned over, pouring a cup of
coffee. "You never had any politica
aspirations, did you, Ben?"

Ben shook his head. "Not a one, Lamar. Oh,
I'd be lying if | said that | didn't, on
occasion, think what I mght do if | sat in that
hi gh office. But running for office ... hell,
no! No way."

"Since we're waxi ng phil osophical, Ben

why not ?"
"Run for office?"
"Yes."
"Hell, Lamar!" Ben | aughed. "I was an

ex-soldier for hire. A nercenary, if you wll. |
fought in brush wars all over Africa. Before that,
I was a spook for the Conpany. Nothing nmore than a
government hired gun. Politically, | was
| abel ed an ultra-right-winger ... which, to sonme extent,
was true. The press woul d have destroyed ne. You know
as well as | do that a good segnent of the press had
set thenmselves up as the so-called Guardians of the
Ameri can Way. Ah, hell, Lamar!" Ben
waved his hand. "Don't get ne started. We got
a long day ahead of us."

Dan had been |istening at the door, not
eavesdr oppi ng, for both Chase and Ben had seen
him He stepped inside and took a seat. "Now
we'll have a quorum ™" he said with a grin.

"Ch, Lord!" Ben rolled his eyes. "The
Engli sh have arrived."

"Do continue, general," the Englishman urged
him "In retrospect, what could have been done
to prevent the world from coll apsi ng?"



"An astute awareness on the part of the American
peopl e woul d have hel ped. But that never happened. W were too
busy nerchandi si ng ourselves into
financial and noral bankruptcy."
Al'l of his staff and half a dozen civilians
fromthe Morriston area had stopped work and were |istening
out si de the door.
Many of the Rebels were in their twenties; too young
to be fully cognizant of what had happened before the
Great War. One day there was a working governnent with
everyt hing | ooki ng good, the next day, mllions around
the worl d were dead.
Ben had started to wite the history of what had
happened. He'd had no thoughts of beconing a | eader
of anything. But since he was a well-known witer and
soneti mes comentator, whose views were
har d- conservative, when the word got around that he was stil
alive, a novenent grew to put Ben Raines in
charge. For nonths Ben had ducked those people.
It had been Lamar Chase, anmpng a few
ot hers, who had convinced himto grab the reins of
| eadershi p; shortly afterward, the Tri-States had
been forned.
And the | egend of Ben Rai nes had begun to grow,
spreading all over the battered and shattered | and once
known as the United States of Anerica.
And the people flocked to Ben Raines and his Rebels
by the thousands; only about half of those would or could
live under the Rebel philosophy. The rest would
wander of f and never be heard fromagain, falling victim
to the ever-growi ng bands of outlaws and warlords and filth that
lurked all over the ripped-apart nation
And anong those people who filled the hall outside
Ben's office was Billy Bob Rocki ngham He
tried to blend in with the crowd, to listen, and to learn
Ben refilled his coffee cup and | eaned back in
his chair. "I think many of the American people got
exactly what they deserved."
"Wy, general ?" Dan asked. The ex-British
SAS officer was a highly educated man, and |ike so
many ot her Rebels, his quest for know edge had never
been extingui shed. And perhaps that was one of the keys
to fitting in with the Rebel movenent. One's nmind could
not remmi n stagnant or in neutral
"Because this nation was built on the beliefs in
liberty and freedom the pursuit of happiness; the
right to be safe and secure in one's homes and
possessions. But a certain group, or groups,
al ways fought to take those rights fromus. There were people who said
it was wong to defend oneself and one's possessions with a
gun; they placed the rights of crimnals above the rights
of the | aw abi ding and taxpaying citizens."
"Why, general," a woman spoke fromin the
hall, "didn't the American people do something about it?"
"Because," Ben smiled, "never in the history of the
world has a well-fed, well-clothed, and
wel | - housed general popul ace ever risen up in
arnmed revolt. And nost of us were all of that.
"The nation either had to get nmentally tough, or die.
You all know what happened. Thinkers, those who



weren't overcone by their own purported brilliance,
saw the end coming ... but nobody would listen to them
Toward the end, though, there were some people who opened their
eyes to what was

t aki ng pl ace around them But they went about doing
somet hing about it in the wong way. They becane
very vocal survivalists and founders of hate
groups. And those types of groups always attract the
wrong types of people. So, Big Brother stepped on
themlike bugs. Rightfully so. They bl aned people not of their
race or color or creed for all the nation's woes
and ills. But the nation was rotting fromw thin. W were
given little direction by our elected officials. The
machi nati ons of governnment and of |aw becane too
ponderous. Many people just quit caring. I was one of those
who dropped out in total frustration

"Qurs was a land filled with hypocrisy. W
wanted the very best people to run for public office. But
t he best people never ran, for no one wanted their guts
ri pped out by the press, so consequently, the best people
never sought the higher offices.

"And what did | do? Not nuch. Sat back and
wrote ny books and | aughed while the world went
to hell in a bucket of shit.

"And so here we are. Wthout a stabl e government
anywhere in the world, that I know of. We-the
Rebel s-are the only group of people in this Iand who are
trying to restore the nation to at |east some of its
greatness. | don't know if we can do it. But | will
tell you all this: as long as there is breath left in
nmy body, | amgoing to try. And we
begin right here." Ben thunped the desk. "Here is where
we start obliterating ignorance and prejudice.
Ri ght here is where we begin restoring the work ethic.
There is no roomfor troubl enakers. No room for
i gnorance. No room for those who want sonething for
not hi ng.

The door is closed to them"

John Si mons stepped into the doorway. "There
was a cross-burning |ast night, Ben. Do | have
to tell you where?"

Ben stood up and picked up his Thonpson
"Show e, John. You ride with me. Dan, get
some peopl e together."

"Yes, sir," the Englishman said. "Going
to get interesting, general ?"

"That's one way of putting it."
Chapt er Ei ght

Billy Bob sat on the steps in front of the
ol d two-story bank building, thinking about the
Ceneral ' s speech. Made sense ... as far as
Billy Bob could understand it. He had m ssed a
whol e bunch of words. And, he realized, that wasn't
nobody's fault "cept his own.

Billy thought that no man had the right to be dunb.
There was sone, |like his brother Bubba
Wllie, who couldn't help it. But if a person
had a right-workin" brain, he owed it to everyone around
himto get some learnin'.

And Billy al so knew the shit was about to hit the



fan down where he lived ... and he knew he

wasn't goin' to live there nuch |longer. He'd get

his famlies and nove out. Get closer to town so's
he coul d maybe go to a school for grown-ups. And he
knew sonet hi ng el se: he wasn't about to go back near
hone on this day. CGeneral Raines was fixin'

to kick sonme ass.

Ben jerked Hramoff the front porch and
t ossed

himto the ground, knocking the breath out of the man. A
whol e gaggl e of kids was peeking out of w ndows, out from
under the house, from behind trees and even from behind and inside
t he out house. Ben waited until Hiram had
crawl ed to his feet, man stood before Ben, so
angry he was trenbling with rage. "Wwt for you do that
to me, Raines?"

"Because you're a stupid fool! Ampbng other things.
Al right, Hram |I'mgoing to try one nore tine.

Just ... one ... nore ... time. Hear me well. A
new day is upon us, Hram W're all starting
over. Fresh."

"Under your gawddamm rul es, right, Raines?"

"You got it, Hram?"

"Maybe | don't want to play by your rules,

Rai nes?"

"Then get out. But the kids stay. Just like
told you before."

About a hundred peopl e had gathered, |eaving their homes
and followi ng the Jeeps and trucks when they barrel ed
past .

"No nore cross-burnings, Hram Unless it's
Hal | oween, if | catch anyone wearing a sheet,

' mgoing to shoot themon the spot."

"Gawddamm you, Raines! They's a whol e
passel of niggers in Mrriston that's arned up and
talkin' revolution. Talkin'" about killin" whitey
and makin' this place sonme sort of New Africa."”

"Ch, I'll get to them H ram Bet your
boots on that. And I'll treat themthe sane way
I"mtreating you."

"What do you nean, sir?" a man asked, stepping

out of the crowd. "Do you nean you're conmn' down just as
hard on col oreds as you is on us?"

Ben turned to face him "Nobody will be treated
differently, mister. We're all going to obey the
sane set of rules.”

The man | ooked at Hiram "But Hram you
said he was just pickin' on us."

"It is the truth!™ Hramhollered. "Y all
cain't see that Raines is playin' us for fools,
that's all. Hell, he was onest narried to a nigger
gal. Don't believe nme, ask him"

"I's that true, general ?" the sane nman asked.

"That's what she told nme. She called herself a
zebra. Her father was white, her nother was bl ack. So
what ?"

"What happened to her?"

"CGovernnent troops killed her during the
battle for the Tri-States, back in
"ni nety-eight. She was pregnant at the tine,"



he added.

"The Klan's been strong down in this area for a
hundred years, general," a man called out of the
crowd.

"It just ceased to be," Ben said flatly. "And the
same is going to apply for any black-mlitant,
white-hating group. | told you, we're starting
all over. Get it through your heads."

Hi ram stuck out his chin. "You know what you is,
Ben Raines. You a comoni st. That's what you is.

A dam commoni st . "

Ben smled. "Are you attenpting to say
communi st, Hiran®"

"That's whut | jist said. Comonist!"

"No, Hiram A conmunist is a nenber of the

Conmuni st Party. There is no such word as
conmoni st. A conmoner is a person not of the
nobility. Do you have all that straight now,

H ran?" A child | aughed. Hiram spun around and
pi cked up a stick of wood, drawi ng back to throw
it at the child.

Ben jerked the wood out of the man's hand and spun
hi m around. "She was | aughi ng because you were nmade to | ook
foolish, Hram And when people are nmade to | ook
foolish it is usually because they are. If you would rather not
| ook foolish, why don't you learn to speak
Engli sh and get some education.”

Wthout waiting for Hramto stop sputtering | ong enough
to reply, Ben wal ked to the young girl, about nine
years old, and pretty. Kneeling down, Ben
smled at her. She shyly returned the snile

"What's your nane?"

"Betsy Ann."

"Well, Betsy Ann. Are you | ooking forward
to going to school Monday norni ng?"

"No, sir."

"You're not! Why? Don't you want to | earn about
all sorts of things?"

"Yes, sir," she said with the honesty of a child. "But
Granpaw Hiram says that book learnin" is
all a bunch of nonsense."

Ben smled. "Your G andpaw H ram | ooked and
sounded a little silly a mnute ago, didn't he,

Bet sy?"

She grinned. "Yes, sir."

"I'f he had hi msome book | earning, he woul dn't
have | ooked so silly."

"You learn that from books?"

"You can learn all sorts of things from books,

Betsy. You can learn everything from Azygous and
Aye- Ayes to Zebus and Zwitterions."

She | aughed out loud. "You're funnin' nel"

"No, |'mnot, Betsy. Have you ever seen noving
pi ctures?"

"Pitchers that nove?"

"Pic-tures, Betsy. Say it."

"Pick-tures."

Ben | aughed. "That's cl ose. Ever seen one?"

"No, sir. Ain't that black nmagic?"

"There is no such thing as magic, Betsy." He



started to explain about illusions, but didn't
want to confuse the child. "Soneone who believes in
magic i s not very smart."

"I"mgonna go fetch Ad Lady Paul y!"

Harry Larry Rocki ngham shouted. "Show you
sumt hang, Ben Rai nes. She put a hoo-doo
on you."

Ben | aughed at him "OK Go get her."

Harry Larry was gone in a rattle of fenders
and a cl oud of snoke.

Ben | ooked at Betsy. Then he gl anced at a
Rebel in Dan's conmand. Becky Carver. Her
husband was an intelligence officer, and they were
childl ess. He pointed at Becky and then pointed
at Betsy. Becky grinned and nodded her head.

"Betsy, how d you like to spend the weekend in town
with that |ady?" He pointed toward Becky. "I
m ght be able to arrange for you to take a ride in an
ai rplane. Wuld you like that?"

"Qoohhh, yes. Ifnit's all right with ny
dad. "

"It's all right with him Believe ne, it is,
child. | amabsolutely totally positive he
isn't going to open his nouth about it. You go over
to Becky. You'll

i ke her. She speaks English and takes
bat hs. "

"Gawddamm you, Ben Raines!" Hiram hissed
his hate. "You snake-sneaky bassard!"

Ben just grinned at him

Ben turned to face the crowd of adults. "How
many of you adults believe in black magic ..
voodoo and hoodoo?"

About two-thirds of those present raised their
hands.

Ben turned to face the children. "Your parents are
wrong. They've been teaching you nonsense. Wuld you
believe ne if | could prove it to you?"

The youngsters all solemmly nodded their heads in the
affirmative.

Ben | ooked at Hiram "Bring on your
voodoo woman, Hram"

Ashen-faced, shaking with rage, Hi ram could but
nod his head. "She'll be here. And when she cone,
she's a-gonna put a hex on you."

"Horseshit, Hram"

The crowd of kids giggled.

Ben turned his back to Hiram and wal ked of f
to stand beside Dan. "Here's what |'m going to do,
Dan. And may the Lord God in Heaven forgive
ne."

The Englishman arched one eyebrow

"This old woman deals with dried frogs and
lizard | egs and snake skins, Dan. But you can
bet your ass she's anything but ignorant. She's
made a living off of these ignoramuses for years.
And you can bet your boots she's heard all the
runors about ne, too."

Dan smled. "I love it, general."

"Let's see if it will work."



Harry Larry cane roaring back, a wonan
dressed in black sitting beside him The nmen hel ped
her out of the truck. She | ooked at Ben and her
face pal ed.

"She's heard," Dan whispered. "W should
charge admi ssion for this, general.”

Ben stifled a | augh and wal ked toward the voodoo
worman. She held up a hand. "I nean you no
harm Ben Raines. None at all."

The crowd hi ssed and drew back.

The kids were all knotted up together in fear

H ram was | ooking at the two of them not understandi ng
what in the hell was going on. A d Lady Pauly
had never behaved like this before.

"I"'mtold you can put your magic to work on ne,
| ady." Ben raised his voice so all could
hear. "Al'l right, shake your voodoo stick at
me. Cone on."

She shook her head. "I can put no hex on
you, Ben Raines."

"Why?" Ben's word was harsh

"I sinmply cannot." She knew better than
to use the word magic.

Easy, Ben, he cautioned hinmself. Don't |et
this backfire on you. Avoid the words powers or
magi c. She's a smart old gal, and she'l
twi st those words around and use them agai nst you. She is
bei ng careful not to use them herself.

Both were right to a degree

"Don't you ever again fill these kid' s heads
full of garbage, old wonman. You hear ne?"
"I hear you and I will obey your commands. Shall |

| eave the country?"

"That won't be necessary. Just stay out of nmy way and
keep your mumnbo-junbo to those

i gnorant enough to believe it." He | ooked
straight at Hramas he said it.

The man's mouth was open so wide it |ooked like his
upper plate might fall out.

"Take her back, boy," Ben told Harry
Larry.

Harry Larry got back in his rattletrap
pi ckup so fast he | ost one shoe.

"Betsy Ann," Ben |ooked at the little girl.
"Do you live here in this ... place?" He waved a
hand at the shack

"Yes, sir, M. Raines."”

"CGet your things. Just a few things. W' re going
to give you new cl ot hes when we get to town."

"Yes, sir!" the girl ran into the shack

Ben and Hi ram wal ked around each other like a
couple of stiff-legged dogs.

"That's cold, Ben Raines. Takin' folks
kids fromthem"

"Come on, Hram" Ben tossed his Thonpson
to a startled Rebel, who luckily managed to catch
it. "Come on. Let's do it, Hram Fight for
| eader ship. You and me. Best man wi ns, the other
pul I s out. How about it, redneck?"

H ramwanted to do just that ... sort of. But he



still had very vivid menories of a barroombraw with

this man, during which not only did Ben kick his ass,

but two other pretty salty ol' boys as well.

"You'd lak "at, wouldn't you, Ben?"

"Ch, yes, Hram Very nuch."

"I'f you thank you so nuch smarter than
me, Ben Raines, how cone it is you fight?

t hought smart, uppity people didn't do sich thangs?"
"That's where you're wong, Hiram Boo!" Ben
suddenly junped at Hiram and the man al nost fel

down trying to get away.

Al the kids and a goodly nunber of adults got
a laugh out of that.

"Smart people, Hram have had to fight, in one way
or another, for thousands of years. Sinply to keep
i gnorant assholes |like you fromtaking over the world.
The garnering of know edge has al ways been an uphil
struggle, Hiram Because fools Iike you keep trying
to push us back."

"Whup him Daddy!" Efrom Silas yelled.

"Whup his ass good!"

"I"'mwaiting, Hram Cone on. Let's go
a couple of rounds."

"Straight-up fist-fightin", Raines? None
of that tricky stuff?"

"Why, sure, Hiram" Ben then stepped forward
and | anded a right on Hiramis jaw, knocking the man
down.

Hi ram junped up, shook his head, and canme in
flailing, both fists punping.

Ben stepped aside and cl ubbed the man
on the back of the neck, knocking himto the dirt again.

Hramtried to knee-tackle Ben and got a
boot in the belly for his efforts. He craw ed around
on the ground, gagging fromthe boot in the gut unti
he caught his breath.

Ben took that tine to take a drink of water fromhis
canteen. He replaced the canteen in the
canvas-covered cup and snapped it cl osed.

"Hiram is this the best you can do? You want ne
to get one of ny wormen Rebels to conme finish the
j ob?"

Wl liam Watson started junpin' up and down.

He threw his hat on the ground. "Ain't no

dammed woman gonna whup no man." He stepped

out of the crowd and screaned. "Cone on. Any of you

bi tches wanna fight me? Just step up here and have a

go at it." He looked at his father. "I'Il take

over, Paw. "

Hiram was sitting on the ground, both hands
hol di ng hi s achi ng stonmach.

A Rebel stepped fromthe ranks, handing her Uzi
to a friend. Ben sniled. Tana. One of Dan's
cl ose-conbat instructors. An expert in
j udo.

Tama said, "Wuld it not grieve a
worman to be overmastered with a piece of valiant
dust? To make an account of her life to a clod of
wayward mar| ?"

"Haw?" W I Iliam Wat son squal | ed.



"Shakespeare, you dunbass!" she told him
never stopping her wal king toward him
Tama ki cked hi mon the kneecap with a boot,
spun as gracefully as a ballet dancer and ki cked
himon the kidney. WIllie went down squalling
and did not nake any attenpt to get up
She faced the crowd of stunned and silent people.
"Any of you wormen who would like to learn to defend
yoursel ves, cone on into town and |look me up. I'll be
happy to teach you. It's sonething you should all know. "
"Ch, shhiitt!" one man said.
Wllie tried to grab hold of Tama's
ankl e. She stonped on his hand. The sounds of bones
crunching was loud in the still air.
WIllie rolled on the ground, screamng in
agony, hol di ng his broken hand.
"You!" Ben pointed at Charlie Jinmy.
"Sar?" Charlie Jimy hollered. "I ain't
done nothin'!"
"Did | say you had? Bring that fool there," he
pointed to Wllie, "into town, to our
hospital. We'll fix up his hand." Ben wal ked
to the porch and swept up Betsy Ann in his arns.
He | ooked at the knot of kids. "It will be
all right with your parents if you conme into town with us.'
He | ooked at the adults. "Wn't it?"
They munbl ed and nodded their heads.
"How many want to come in and spend some tinme with us?"
Nearly all of them

"Well, then ... pile in the trucks, and
let's go!"

Ben grinned. "You don't have to worry about getting
anything. You'll get new cl ot hes when we get
to town."

After the sounds of the last vehicle had faded
away, Hiram pounded his fists on the dirt and
cursed Ben Raines. "I'Il kill you, Ben
Rai nes. Gawddamm you, "Il kill ya!"

But he was speaking to only a few people. Mst had
left. They wanted no nore trouble with Ben Rai nes and
hi s Rebel s.

Chapter N ne

"It's eerie," Sharon said to Tina as they drove
closer to Nashville. "The | ast human bei ng we
saw was a good forty-fifty mles back."

"Yeah. | know. And Nashville is just
about fifty mles away. What are your thoughts on
it?"

"I think people have noved away fromthe cities as far
as they can."

"I"'mw th you." She checked her map. "Pul
off at the Kingston Springs exit. Let's check
it out."”

The area was devoid of any living thing, human
or ani nal

But there was a good, easily defended place for a
canp, and after testing the water, the Scouts found it
safe to drink. At a service station by the Interstate
they found a full underground tank of fuel; that would be
used in topping off the tanker trucks that travel ed



with themand to fill up other vehicles.

By the time they had checked out the area and marked out the
bi vouac site, the first of lke's convoy was pulling
in, lke in the |lead Jeep

"The last fifty mles was |like traveling on the

moon, " lke said. "I didn't see any
sign of life, Tina. How about you?"

"Same here. | think Nashville is going to be
craming with unfriendlies.”

"Yeah." |ke | ooked around and nodded his
approval of the bivouac site. "Double the
guards tonight," he said, nore to hinmself than anyone el se.
"Tina, when the canp is secured and everyone in,
lay O aynores outside the perineter.”

"Yes, sir."

The el ectronically detonated C aynores woul d
bl ow when any hostile cane within a certain distance,
br eaki ng a beam

| ke gl anced up at the sky. "Be dark in
| ess than two hours. Let's get cracking,
gang. "

The Rebel s worked quickly but carefully in the
setting up of canp; it was sonething all had done
hundreds of tinmes. There were no neat little rows of
tents, which would allow any hostiles to snoke hal f
the canp with one burst. Sonme slept under trucks;

others pitched tents in staggered fashion; still others
chose to utilize only a ground sheet and
bl anket .

The eveni ng neal was cooked, then the fires
ext i ngui shed. Guards woul d mount and stand a two-hour
wat ch; two hours was |ong enough with all senses working
overtime. Anything past that created a totally unnecessary
strain. The canp became dark and silent.

At full dark, all were very nmuch aware of qui et
nmoverrent in the thick underbrush that had grown
wild for years, sonme of it nearly inpenetrable.

"Not going to be much sleep for us this night,"
Maj or Tom Br oadhur st sai d.

"Christ!" a Rebel bitched. "Don't those

what ever they are out there ever bathe? The stench is

si ckening. "

"They certainly seemto have an aversion to water,"
Tina said, sniffing. She remenbered only too
vividly the fetid body of the N ght Person and the
stinking hands clawi ng at her neck at the airport.

The ni ght suddenly roared as the dami ng beam of
light was broken and a C aynore unl eashed its
fury, sending hundreds of |ead and steel pellets
into the still air. The explosion was soon foll owed by the
sounds of wailing and screamnming as the nangl ed bodies
coughed up bl ood and spat out life.

Automatic rifle fire split the darkness;
few sparks could be seen, since the Rebels used
flash suppressors. The biting barking of a .60
cal i ber machi ne gun yammered and the scream ng of the
wounded grew | ouder.

A spear jamed its steel head into the door of a
pi ckup; arrows began slanming into the ground; a few
hostile rifle and pistol shots came from outside



t he perineter.

"Take positions and return the fire!" Ilke
yel | ed.

And the night roared and sl anmed with Rebel
gunfire

"Grenades!" |ke shouted. "Fire-frag."

The grenades, probably the nost |ethal ever
manuf actured, split the night with steel and fire.
Bur ni ng, howl i ng shapes could be seen racing through the
woods and brush, some with their hair on fire,
to fall shrieking to the earth, kicking out their life,
illum nated by the glow from burning forns of other
unfriendlies.

"Cease firel" lke shouted down the din of
battle. "Report!"

The posts began calling in. Several wounded
Rebel s, none seriously, no dead.

"Put an end to any suffering that you can see,"
| ke ordered.

Vel | - pl aced single shots cut short the terrible
shri eking of the wounded or burning N ght P

"Quard shifts change," |ke ordered.
"Heads up and drop anything that noves outside our

perimeter."

"You'll die like all the rest!" The shout canme from
the tinber. "Only nore slowy and
horribly ... | promse you all."

"Keep it quiet," lke said. "Pass the word.
Let's see if we can get a fix on his
position. Tina, set up nortar teams. HE and
We. "

"Yes, sir.
gl oom

"Die, die, die, die!" The chanting began.

" St ubborn bastards, aren't they?" Broadhurst
spoke softly.

"Let's keep themtal king, Tom | figure
no nmore than a hundred yards out."

"Just about right. Hey, Stinky!" |ke yelled.
"Why don't you crawl back into the hole where you
cane from before you piss us all off?"

Wld cursing ripped the night.

"Tell Tina to drop in a few Let's see
what happens. "

In a few seconds, the area a hundred yards
out was ripped and torn by nortar fire.

"Goddamm tubes are up all the way,

She slipped away, into the

general ," a nortar crew chief called.
"Rake it with machine gun fire," |ke
or der ed.

The chuggi ng of big .50's hamered, every
third round a tracer, and the position of the N ght People
was spotted.
"Rifle grenades!" |ke yelled.
The area was bl asted and pounded and torn unti
I ke yelled for a cease-fire.
No nmore chanting or cursing was heard.
"Cet sone sleep,"” lke told his people.
"We're gonna need sone rest before we tackle that
airport in the norning."



Ben shut down his office and stepped outside
to sit on the steps of he old bank buil ding.
Dan had stopped by just before dusk to tell himthat al
the kids they'd brought back with them were housed and safe
and content.

Ben hadn't seen Denise since the Rebels had
pulled into the area. She had volunteered to work with sone
of Chase's nedi cal people and was stayi ng busy. And
away from Ben.

The Rebel s had set up one firm outpost, in
Great Bend, Kansas, back early in the sunmer.
And fromall indications, the outpost was doing well.
One tiny dot of civilization in the mddle of
i gnorance and barbarism and the ashes of war. And soon
t here woul d be anot her out post.

One nore tiny step toward restoring order
out of ruin.

But we still have such a long, long way to go, Ben
nused.

Buddy wal ked out of the gl oomof night to sit

beside his father. Ben sniled at his son. Buddy was
square-jawed and tanned, very heavily rmuscled. H's
hair was dark and curly. The young nan was handsone, but
not in the pretty-boy way. H's was a solid, rugged
handsonmeness. And he was never w thout the bandana tied around
his forehead. Like his father, Buddy carried a .45
cal i ber Thonpson SMG

"Have you had word on CGeneral |ke and Tina,
Fat her ?"

"Spoke with both of them about an hour ago.
They're settled in just outside of Nashville.
They' Il clear the airport in the norning. Were the
hel | have you been all day?"

"Cetting to know the lay of the land."

" And?"

"It's flat."

Ben |l aughed in the night. A friend of his had once
said that flat, comrercial |and produces flat,
conmer ci al people. He wondered why he had thought of that
NOW.

"How d you get around, son?"

"Found a notorcycle. A
Har | ey- Davi dson. Took a little work, but I
got it running. Monroe is filled with N ght
P." He added that last bit with no nore enotion than
if he were discussing a slice of apple pie.

"You went there?"

"Yes, sir."

"Don't do it again. Not by yourself. Do | have to nmake
that an order?"

"No, sir. | will admit it was a bit rash on
nmy part."

"No, son. It was just plain stupid.”

"Yes, sir."

"I thought you found a girlfriend?"

He smiled in the night. "Several of them
Fat her."

"Going to play the field, huh?"

"What a quai nt expression. But, yes, that
sums it up rather well."



"Thank you. Since you seemto have a lot of tine
on your hands, and are not married with children to hel p | ook
after, perhaps I'd best assign you sonething to do."

"I thought perhaps that would be coning."

Ben | ooked at him The young man's expression
was bl and. But his eyes were tw nkling.

"Tormorrow norning, first thing, you tell Cenera
Jefferys I've OK' D a full platoon for you
Draw rations for a full week. Double quota of
amo for each person.”

"Yes, sir. And then what?"

"Cl ean out Monroe."

"Yes, sir. Consider it done. There are severa
houses that were filled with Night P. W won't have
to worry about them though."

"\Nhy 2"

"Because | took care of themtoday."

"Boy! You are fool hardy, you know that?"

"Li ke father, like son, sone m ght say."

Ben grunbl ed under his breath.

"Any further orders, sir?"

"Why, you got a hot date?"

"Anot her quai nt expression. No, | just thought
I'd turn in early.”

" Goodni ght, son."

"CGoodni ght, Father."

Ben wat ched hi mwal k away. He snil ed,

t hi nking: Oh, to be twenty-one agai n!

That primal sense that conbat personnel soon
devel op took over as a warning light clicked on
in Ben's head. He threw hinself to one
side just as the rifle barked, the slug whining off the
concrete steps.

Ben burned a clip of .45 amo just as
Buddy' s Thonpson was barking out the sane
nmessage. Both men saw a man stand up on his
ti ptoes and do an odd dance of death across the
street. In less than thirty seconds, the area
was ringed and seal ed off by Rebels, and Ben and Buddy
were standing over the bullet-riddl ed body of the man who
had just tried to kill Ben from anbush

"You know, him general ?" Ben was asked.

"Unfortunately. That's one of Hirams
sons. His nane is, was, Harry Larry."

"Shanme, " Buddy sai d.

"You mght say that," Ben replied, |ooking at
his son. "Or you could say there is one |ess
redneck in the world."

"Yes, one could."

Cecil pulled up in his Jeep and Ben cli nbed

in. "Buddy will be in to see you in the norning. 1've
assigned hima full platoon."
"To do what ?"

Ben expl ai ned. When Cecil remined silent,
Ben asked, "Aren't you going to say what a foo
thing it was for himto do?"
"No. Hell, you'd do the sane dam t hing.
You're notorious for it."
For the second time that evening, Ben grunmbl ed under his
br eat h.



"No point in bitching about it. You knowit's
true.”
"Are you aware there is a novenent in town, anong
bl acks, to start a New Africa?"
"I'"d heard," Cecil said drily. "And no,
I"mnot going down to talk to them | have
absolutely no patience with those nitwits."
"Why, Cec! | thought you were all brothers?"
Cecil glared at him "How would you like the
troops to see two mddl e-aged nmen duking it out in
the middl e of the street, Raines?"
Ben threw back his head and | aughed.
The snell of gunsnoke had not yet dissipated.
"Al'l right, Cec. | just thought it'd be better
if you did the tal king."
"I'll talk to them Ben."
Cecil put the Jeep in gear and drove off
into the night.
The nedi cs who were | oading the body of Harry
Larry into the back of a neat wagon | ooked at each
ot her.
One said, "Have you ever noticed that all officers
are weird?"
"Have the kids been told about Harry's shooting
[ ast ni ght?" Ben asked Cecil over breakfast
coffee. Still a good hour before dawn. They were the only
ones in the ness tent.
"Not to my know edge. And Hiram cane for the body | ast
night. He doesn't believe that his son took a
shot at you. Their kind never does anything w ong.
It's always the other person.”
Cecil touched his arm "You know, of course,
Ben, that | amthe exception when it conas
to bl acks?"
"I knowit, Cec. So is John Sinmmons.
So was Pal Elliot. Salina. Valerie and
Lila. Megan. Major Johnson. The I|i st
is long; do you want ne to repeat every nanme, Cec?"
"No. No, of course not. It's |ike being flayed
with a tiny knife after you say each name. Ben, you know
what ? | sometines think we should just quit trying to see
that the races get along. Sonetinmes | just want
to separate them put the rednecks on one coast, the
mlitant blacks on the other coast. Let the
Lati nos have the sout hwest and you and nme and | ke and those
who follow us carve sonething productive out
of the center of the country ...and keep the others away from
each other."
Ben smled down at the nmurky mess that was
| aughably called coffee. "And woul d that work
Cec?"
"Way, hell, no! We'd be fighting nore then than
we are now. " Cecil sighed and pushed his enpty

plate fromhim "I amreally not |ooking forward
to seeing Lanunmba today."
" Seei ng who?"

Cecil turned his head away so Ben woul d not see
his smle. "Lamunba. The guy who heads up the
| ocal return-to-Africa group."

"Ch, shit! Another Kasim"



"Please. | just ate. | do ny best not
to remenber that fool!"
"How many nenbers does this Lamunba have?"
"You ready for this?"
"Do | have a choice?"
"No. About three hundred."
Ben stared at him "Are you joking?"
"Unfortunately, no. And they're al
wel | -armed, and they all hate whites."
"How cone John didn't tell me about this?"
"He elected to tell ne instead.
did not feel like kissing himat the news."
Ben wat ched Cecil's eyes as a young bl ack
worman entered the nmess tent. She wore captain's
bars on her collar. Her field pants fit her
very well
Ceci| sighed and shook his head. "It's hel
to be m ddl e-aged, Ben."
Ben said, quite smugly and deliberately,
"Hasn't bothered me a bit."

Cecil looked startled for a second, and then
caught Ben's drift. "Look, honky ... that's
supposed to be
ny
[ine!"

Chuckling, the two men enptied their trays and
left the tent.
Captain Patrice Dubois watched the nen
| eave. She had not been with the nain force of Rebels
| ong, having just come in fromdd Canp One up in
North Georgia. "Handsone nan," she remarked
to a sergeant, also a wonan.
"Whi ch one?"
"Both of them But Ceneral Raines is
unt ouchabl e, or so |I've heard."
"Hang around," she was told.
"Sonmebody' s been feedin' you a line of bullshit.”
"It doesn't matter. It's Ceneral Jefferys
| was tal king about."
"He's free. Lost his wife not too |ong
ago. Cancer.
Hs first wife was killed during the governnent
assault on Tri-States."

"Tough."

"You're new in canp."

"Yes. |'ve been up in North Carolina
nost of the time; attached to the North Georgia
Rebel s. |'ve been instructing in guerrilla
warfare. "

"What's your specialty?"

Captain Patrice Dubois sniled.
"Silent killing."

"You ought to be assigned to Colonel Gay's
bunch, then. Gay's Scouts. That bunch is
randy, honey. Tina Raines is assigned
to Gay's Scouts."

"The general's
daught er ?"

"That doesn't cut any ice around here, sister
You either pull your weight, or you're in deep



shit."

The two wonen Rebels took their trays to a
tabl e and wat ched as a handsonme young nman entered the tent
joined the growing ness line.

"What a hunk!" Patrice said softly.

"The general's son. Buddy. He's taking a
full platoon out today to clean the nests of N ght
Peopl e out of Mbnroe."

Patrice shook her head. "Were is Cenera
Rai nes' s daught er ?"

"Acting as CO of the Pathfinders on their way
to see if New York City is still standing.”

Patrice chewed thoughtfully for a nmoment.
"Absolutely no favoritismin this arny, is
t here?"

"None, honey. None at all. And no
racism either. General Jefferys hates a nigger
as nmuch as Ceneral Ben Raines hates a

redneck. "
"But isn't what you just said a form of racisnP"
The sergeant smiled. "I really think you ought to

vol unteer to go with the generals today, captain.”
"Where are they goi ng?"
"Down to talk to a bunch of goofballs who want
to forma New Africa and kill all the whites
around here."
The sergeant never stopped sprinkling a bit of
salt and pepper on her eggs. She did not catch the
odd | ook on Dubois's face.

"Maybe I'1l just do that," the captain said.
Chapter Ten

"Bl ockade at Charlotte Pike exit,
general ," Tina radioed back. "And it's a good
one."

"Hol d what you've got, I'mright behind you."

The Rebel s had inspected the bodi es of the dead
Ni ght People at dawn, and found the sane deforned,
di sfigured, and stinking men and wonmen as Tina's
Scouts had seen in Menphis. The Rebels had
not been i npressed.

"I hate to waste expl osives bl ow ng these
dammed things," lke said. "Back off and put a
rocket into it to see if it's wired, then we'll just
ramit out of the way,"

Wien the rocket hit the barricade, the whole
nmess went up with a roar that knocked severa
Rebel s of f their boots.

"Son of a bitch!" Ike said, shaking his head and
thunping his ringing ears. "Wll, piss on "em
W don't need a Metro Airport to land the
pl anes that will be resupplying us." He
| ooked at his map. "We'll bypass this place and
hit Seventy just outside of Dowelltown; take that
all the way over to Crossville. W'Il use that
airport, if possible.”

"And just maybe, along the way, we can pick up

some intell as to just what the hell is going on around
the cities," Tina suggested.

"Yeah. All right, people, back it up and let's
cut south. Blaze us a trail, Tina."

and



"Request perm ssion to acconpany the generals
today," Patrice said, with a sharp salute

"We're not much on saluting around here,
captain,” Ben told her. "Wen you get to know how
we operate,"” he softened that with a smle, "you'l
know when to salute, believe ne. Pernission

granted. "

"Thank you, sir. I'mCaptain Patrice
Duboi s. "

"Are you Creol e?" Cecil asked.

"I"'mnot sure, sir. | don't remenber nuch

about mnmy background. Only that |'m from New
Oleans and | was ten when the Great War cane.”

Cec | ooked at Ben and smiled. "Ah, youth!"

"Yeah. A gathering of old nen, that's us."

"Great novie."

"l liked the book."

"You woul d."

Patrice did not have the foggi est idea what either
man was tal ki ng about.

"You have read Gai nes, have you not, Captain
Duboi s?"

"I ... ah, no sir."

"I have a copy. I'll lend it to you."

"And sone Faul kner, too, Cec."

"Spare her that, Ben. You might l[ike to study
novels; | prefer to enjoy them™

"Faul kner is enjoyable."

"Right, Ben." He | ooked at Patrice. "Have
you had breakfast, captain?"

"You saw e in the tent, general."

Cec smiled. "Yes. So | did." Hs

Ben started whistling "Some Enchanted Evening."

Cec gave him a dark | ook

The | ook was wasted. Patrice Dubois had
never heard of the smash hit
Sout h Pacific,
or any of the music fromit.

"How can it be an enchanted evening, Ben-it isn't
even good dawn yet ?"

"It's the nood that counts."”

Ben wal ked of f, hum ng " Mat chmaker
Mat chmaker . "

"You two act nore like brothers than friends,"
Patri ce observed.

"We're both, Patrice.”

"And yet you are going this day to run off a group of
bl acks who only wish to live as their ancestors
lived."

She caught the shift behind Cecil's eyes, and
knew she'd | ost points.

"You have a lot to learn, captain."

"I"ma good student, general."

But the ice that had forned in Cecil's eyes was stil
there.

"Perhaps. Time will tell."
"Ceneral, | don't understand the Rebel
phi | osophy. "

"Then why did you join?"
"The truth?"



"I would prefer that."

"For survival, general. Ch, being a Rebe
is a damm good way to get killed, sure; but it's
al so the

best way | know of to stay alive ... if you can
make any sense out of that."

"I can. But you don't agree with what we're
doi ng?"

"I didn't say that. | said | don't understand
what you're doing."

"What about it confuses you?"

"I"ve been with the Rebels for over two years.
This is the first tine |'ve seen any one of the three
generals of the Rebels. | still haven't seen
Ceneral lke. 1've been sent to M chigan
to Florida, and to North Georgia, each time the
units getting larger. And I'mfully trained.
| have been the only black in an all-white
outfit. And sonehow | don't think that was an
acci dent."

"I't wasn't. Those are ny orders. | also
pl ace a lone white in an all-black or
all-Latin unit; just to see if they can cut it.

"l see. And have | "cut it"?"

"Cbviously. |I've seen no bad reports
on you."

"And you woul d see them personally?"

"Ch, yes."

The canp was fully awake: now. Those Rebels
who were not in a famly unit were lining up at the
nmess tents around the town, for breakfast.

"Are you going to order Lanumba and his followers
out of the area, general ?"

"No. Just tell themthat we're all going to get
along. Then if they can't see their way clear to do
that, they can carry their asses."

"And you are absolutely convinced that this way, the
Rebel way, is the best way?"

"Ch, yes, captain. If | was not certain,

I woul dn't

be a part of the movenent. And, M ss Dubois,
| woul d suggest that you nake up your mind ..
qui ckly." Cecil turned and wal ked of f.

"Had your breakfast, son?" Ben asked Buddy.

"Yes, sir. We'll be pulling out within the
hour . "

Ben i nspected the gear Buddy was drawi ng from
gquarternmaster. He added a few itens and t hen nodded
his approval. "The next outpost will be somewhere around
the Shreveport area; just east of that city. Wen
you' re finished in Mnroe, resupply and
reconnoiter all the way to Shreveport. O ear

the Interstate of any obstacles ... stationary or
[iving."
"Yes, sir."

Ben was startled to see the huge bul k of
Conmand Ser geant Maj or Janmes Riverson gearing
up.
"What the hell are you doing, Janes?"
"Preparing to nove out w th Buddy, general."



Ri verson was one of the original Rebels, having
been with Ben since ' 88.

"On orders from whon®"

"My own," the big Top Kick said flatly.

"What if | need you here?"

"You don't."

Grunting, Ben wal ked away, toward the
pl at oon of Rebels gearing up to confront the
Ni ght P. Sonehow, it came as no surprise
to find nearly all were hardened veterans of dozens of
battl es.

Ben spoke to one Rebel. "Looking after the
general's son, M ke?"

"Why, no, sir!" the battle-hardened vet said,

a

bl and expression on his face. "Just follow n'
orders, sir."

"Whose orders?"

"Ceneral Jefferys, sir."

"Unmp, " Ben grunbl ed. "But of course.

Carry on."

"Yes, sir."

The Rebels sniled as Ben wal ked away.

Damed if they were going to |let anything happen
t o Buddy.

Ben caught up with Cecil. Captain Dubois
was taggi ng al ong, some distance back. Ben comented on
it.

"She doesn't as yet know where her loyalties
lie, Ben."

"Ahhh. Got to the heart of the matter very quickly,
did you?"

"I't would appear so. How many personnel do we
take with us on this ... odyssey?"

"Hell, it wouldn't make any difference if |
said none. Fifty would still be close by."

Cecil smiled. "True. 1'Il order a
team"

"Good. W'll neet at your office at nine."

"See you then."

Ben wal ked to his already staffed and busy office,
checked in, but found he could not concentrate on the
paperwor k: dozens of reports fromroam ng teans of
Rebel s all over the battered nation. He |eft
t hem st acked on his desk and got into his Jeep
el ecting to drive through the town.

He wanted to tell Hi ramthat he had not gunned
down his son without provocation. But he knew t hat
H ram s hate was so great he woul d never believe
him Ben made up his mind just to let it lie and
wai t

for Hiramto make his nove.

He drove the streets, conscious of the Rebels
in Jeeps behind him... always with him Ben had reached
t he point where he paid no attention to them ... al nost.

He drove past the town's factory buil dings,
now enpty, their w ndows broken-glass-nute
eyes. And again, the thought came to him why, if a
building is enpty, do certain types of
asshol es and crapheads feel conpelled to break the



wi ndows? Having grown up in a rural area, during
a time when vandalismwas not tol erated, Ben could never
understand the notivation behind it.

Still didn't.

He wondered how Cec and Patrice were getting
al ong? A very pretty but rather odd | ady. Ben woul d have
someone run a check on her. Ben had once prided
hi nsel f on know ng everybody in the Rebel army. But it
had grown so, becone so diverse and conplex, that it was
now i npossi bl e.

H s thoughts shifted to Denise Vista, the
I ndi an woman they'd found enslaved in Kansas.
Their affair had been very intense and, it appeared, very
brief. That was fine with Ben. He really did not
wi sh to become enotionally involved with anot her woman.
He knew his faults only too well; knew that
he was conplex and not that easy to get along wth.

He wondered how Gal e was doi ng. *

He smiled at the thought of her. Wat a character she
was.

He thought of Rani.**
*
Anarchy in the Ashes-
Zebra
* %
Al one in the Ashes-
Zebra

He quickly put her out of his nind.

He wi shed to God he could find a woman who
didn't want to tie himdown. For Ben was not the
tyi ng- down sort.

The wonen he had known wal ked t hrough his nental
menory banks. He had, in his own way, |oved
themall. And yet, of themall, his thoughts always
returned to Jerre. She had been so young, and yet so
full of wisdom realizing that Ben had a
dream a mssion, and a wonman forever by his side was
not included. Salina had known that, too, but in quite a
di fferent way.

He knew that Jerre was still in the Rebel arny, but
he was damed if he knew where. Perhaps, he nused,
that was best for all concerned.

And Rosita had borne himchildren. Little Short
Stuff, he had called her. She had known, too,
that no one wonman woul d ever be able to hold hi mback
And she had, with a smle, stepped aside.*

And Cecil was about to get involved with Patrice;
Ben knew all the signs. But for Cecil, that was
good. The man had not found his mental mate since
Lil a.

Everyt hi ng and everyone had changed, as was the nature
of things. Even Ben's outl ook toward "necks had
changed. Because they had changed. And that puzzled Ben
He di d not understand why that particul ar group had
changed from Good A" Boy to savage, and in such a
short tine.

Dawn came wal king and smling into Ben's nind
The nother of his tw ns.

Jesus Christ, Raines! he nentally berated
hi nmsel f.



*Fire in the Ashes-Zebra

VWhat are you trying to do, repopulate the earth
si ngl e- handedl y?

He' d been accused of that, he recall ed.

He checked his watch. An hour until he would
neet with Cecil. He wondered how | ke and Tina
wer e doi ng

They had hit an anbush on ol d hi ghway 96.

For once, Tina had not been | eading her Scouts; the
two Scouts who had been at point were killed when
automati c weapons fire raked their Jeep. The

Jeep had slewed off the road and nosed into a

di tch.

| ke and his people had gone on into Murfreesboro
to check out the town, letting Tina and her Scouts go
ahead and cut east, in order to clear any
obstacl es they m ght encounter

"Well, we sure encountered one," she nuttered.
"Han?? Have you spotted thenf"

"Just across that little bridge," Ham call ed.
"I"'msetting up nortars now. But |I'm going to have
to walk themin fromthe east. If we blow that bridge,
we're screwed!"

Ti na waved nost of her teamleft and right,
to protect their flanks, and sent the rest back
to protect the rear. "Walk themin when
you're ready, Ham " She called. "Hal! Set
up that recoilless rifle right over there. Bernie!
Can you back that Jeep over there and use the .507?
Good. Go!"

Ham began droppi ng rockets down the tube,
deliberately aimng long so he could wal k the rounds
in. After three adjustnents, he hit pay dirt
. or raw neat, as the case was. The
hi gh- expl osi ve round

| anded right on the mark and sent two once-living
bodi es several feet into the air; one of the men was
m nus hal f his head.

"Every other round WP!" Ham ordered his two
nortar crews. "Do it!"

The .50 cali ber began chuggi ng and Hal began
working the recoilless rifle, the gun hameri ng,
tossi ng out the six-pound rounds that destroyed nearly
anything they cane in contact wth.

Then the Scouts came in for a rude surprise:
the enemy they were engaging was just as well armed as they.
Mortar rounds began dropping in on the Scouts'
position. And a heavy machi ne gun began bel chi ng.

But before the nortarmen could get their range, Tina was
shouti ng her team back

"Bug out!" she shouted. "Fall back.

Movel "

The Scouts fell back a good mile fromthe conbat
zone and regrouped while Tina called Ike.

"What the hell's goin' on over there?" lke's
voi ce cane through the wal ki e-talkie.

"We've hit a solid pocket of resistance.

And they're well arned.”

"Hang tough, kid. We're rolling." Ike

waved his columms forward. He nuttered, "Knew



| should have brought sone artillery."
The two teanms of Rebels rendezvoused in
fifteen m nutes.
"Lose any peopl e?"
"Two," Tina told him "They were killed

instantly."
"Have you tried radio contact with the hostil es?"
"Negative. | don't even know who they are.”

"Let's give it a whirl. W'll try them
on the CB. That's probably what they're using."

He was right; they were on channel 25. They
l'i stened.

"We shore kicked their ass, didn't we,

But ch?"

"Yeah. By God, people's gonna learn that this is
our territory."

"Two-bit warlords,” Ike muttered.

"Punks, by the sounds of them But smart punks ..
if there is such a thing."

"How do you mnean, |ke?"

"They knew enough to teach thensel ves the nonmencl ature of
machi ne guns and nortars and rel oadi ng equi prent .
They gotta have a snelter for the heavy stuff. They
may be assholes, but they ain't stupid.”

He waited until all traffic was gone on the
channel and keyed the mic. "This is |ke
McGowan of Raines Rebels. W're not here
to claimany of your territory. Al we want
i s saf e passage through and then we'll be gone. How
about it, boys?"

"Fuck you, MGoo!"

Tina al nost | aughed at the expression on lke's
face. "Boy," he muttered, "if | had the tine,

I'"d kick your punk ass all over this area."

"Did you hear me, MCGoo?" the voice
popped out of the speaker.

"Yeah, | heard it. And the nane is MCowan."

“I"1l just call you fuck-head!"

"That does it. Mjor Broadhurst?"

"Yes, sir?"

"First platoon left, second
pl atoon right. You stay with the third platoon in

reserve, |'l|l take the Scouts and the fourth
pl at oon and go nose-to-nose with the punks."
"Yes, sir."

"Radi o when all platoons are in position
Pass the word."

"Yes, sir."

Ham handed I ke a slip of paper.

"Coordi nates, sir."
"Thank you, Ham" He turned to a sergeant.
"Cet the 81's set up. | want
t wel ve- pounders, every other round WP. \Wen |
tell you, you pound the ever loving shit out of that area."

"Yes, sir."

"Ah, sir," Hamsaid. "The bridge? ..."

"I don't give a damm about the bridge. Should
have just hooked up with Seventy back yonder and
to hell with this."

"Yes, sir."



| ke | aughed and sl apped Ham on t he back
"Didn't mean to snap at you, Ham But | never
did like punks."

"I never would have guessed, sir."

Fifteen minutes passed before the first reports
cane in by radio. "First platoon in
position, sir. Have the eneny in sight. About a
hundred of them give or take twenty-five."

"Second platoon in position, sir. That
estimate is just about right."

| ke acknow edged the reports and told themto sit
tight. He glanced at Tina. "W're going to have
to be resupplied at Crossville. W're
burning a I ot of amo."

"My thoughts, too, lke."

ke lifted his wal kie-talkie. "Mrtar
crews commrence firing for range. Forward pl atoons
call in adjustnents.”

The twel ve- pounders began fluttering out of the
tubes, hunming their dirges. |lke received and
rel ayed adjustments and the gunners went to work with a
vengeance.

"Let's go!" he ordered.

The Scouts and the fourth platoon noved out under the
unbrel la of nortar rounds. Wen the battle area
was in snoky sight, lke ordered the nortars
to cease

"First and second platoons in! Let's go,
peopl e!'"

The Rebels were all over the followers of the
unknown warlord, and the Rebels fought with a
savagery the undi sciplined thugs and punks and
creeps had never known and nmost woul d never live to see
agai n.

And it came as quite a surprise for the outlaws, for a
very brief time, to learn that the Rebels did not
believe in taking prisoners.

| ke wal ked through the bl oody carnage, his
CAR- 15 cradled at the ready. "Take al
weapons and amo," he ordered. "Pile the
bodi es and burn them"

"\What about the wounded, general ?"

"Treat those you think have a chance of making it.
Hell with the rest.”

Dr. Ling opened his mouth to protest.

I ke quickly closed it. "That's an order
doctor. Carry it out."

"Yes, sir."

To say that the Rebels were hard-nosed would be Iike
saying a wasp stings. No need to bel abor the
obvi ous.

The Rebel s were not always this harsh. This approach
had been adopted only after one hard | esson
foll omed another. Ben had finally ordered the rules
of the Geneva Convention to be tossed aside.

| ke stood over a punk who'd been
shot in both legs. "Who's in charge of this
shit-outfit, boy?"

"Butch." The young man groaned his reply.

"Where is he?"



"Over yonder." The young man cut his eyes.
"Propped up agin that tree. He's gut-shot."
Butch turned frightened eyes up at the stocky
man with the bl ack beret covering his salt-and-pepper
hair. "I'm McGowan, punk. You got anything
you want to say to ne you better say it quick
"Cause you don't have much tine left you."

"Help me!"
"Sorry, boy, I"'mnot the Red Cross.”
"You a dammed ... hard ol" fucker, ain't

you?" Butch managed to gasp
"That's right, boy."
"I't hurts!™”
"That's your problem You started this dance, not us.
"Ain't you got no pity a-tall for ne?"
"Do I look Ilike the ACLU, boy?"
"The whut ?"
"Never mnd." Before he could say anything el se,
Butch had cl osed his eyes and had sli pped
i nto unconsci ousness.
| ke turned away and found Ham
"Send some peopl e under the bridge, Ham | nspect it

for damages. | want us to be at the
Crossville airport by nightfall."
"Yes, sir."

Ti na wal ked up. "We've got about
twenty-odd who just threw down their weapons and started
squal l'ing and bl ubbering. Coul dn't shoot them Now
what the hell do we do with thenP"
"Line themup."
"General |ke*"
"Li ne*t hem ni nup! "
Yes, sir."
Al'l 1 ooked to be in their early to md-twenties,
and they were a sorry-1ooking bunch. Sone of them
| ooked i ke throwbacks to the Peace and Love days, with
some of the wildest |ooking hairstyles and manner of
dress any of the Rebels had ever seen
"I ought to shoot every goddamm one of you!" Ike
yell ed at them
"Ch, Lard, Lard!" one young man squall ed,
falling to his knees, hands clasped. "Onh,
Sweet Jesus!”
"You're calling on Jesus, punk?" |ke
asked him "You anmbushed us, nurdered two of ny
peopl e- good people, not scumlike you-and you have the nerve
to call for divine hel p? Boy, you' re nuts!"
Hamran up to him "Get up on your
goddamm feet, asshol e! Nobody told you
to rest. Getup-Getup-Getup!"”
The young man scranmbled to his feet, eyes w de
and frightened.
Ham turned and wi nked at |ke. |ke fought
to contain his smle. Little mlitary indoctrination never
hurt anybody.
"Now you hear nme,

| ke shouted. "Listen up

nmeat heads. |' mtaki ng your weapons. All of them
And | don't ever want to see any of your ugly
faces

again. For if | do, I"'mgoing to kill you. I will



not hesitate; 1'll just shoot you. | want you
headed that way." He pointed west. "Straight down
this highway. About a mile back, you'll find
anot her contingent of Rebels. Don't fuck with them
Just keep marching and don't you ever come back. Now,
nove!"
They left, carrying their wounded, noving as
swiftly as possible.
Only the moani ng of the badly wounded coul d be heard.
| ke shook his head and | ooked at Dr. Ling
"Ch, hell, Doc. Gve them something
to ease the pain."
Ling turned away so | ke could not see his
snmle. Nobody is ever as hard as they claim

to be.
"Are you ready for this, Cec?" Ben asked.
"Hell, no. But we nmay as well get it over
with."

They had stalled as | ong as they coul d.

"CGet in the back, Captain Dubois," Ben
sai d.

She scranbl ed in.

"Do you know where the headquarters of this novenment is,
Cec?"

"Yes. In the boat factory building. John
Si nmons and Richnond Harris will neet us there.”

"That's a good idea. Since they' Il be running this
pl ace when we pull out."
"Believe me, that day cannot conme too quickly to suit
ne."

Ben | aughed at the dour expression on the man's
face.

"Perm ssion to speak," Patrice said.

"Co ahead. "

"Way all the flap about these people? Wiat have they
done?"

"Not hing yet," Ben told her. "But they're

tal king about killing all the honkys and taking over
Patrice, if this country is ever to pull itself out of the
ashes, it will be only when people of all races work

toget her. Can you see that?"

"Yes, sir. But is that plan feasible?"

"We think so," Cecil said. "One way or the
other," he added grimy.

"You want bl ack people to be |ike white people,"”
Patrice blurted, then braced herself.

"That's horseshit, captain!" Cecil fired
back. "You don't know what in the hell you're
tal ki ng about. And until you do, | would suggest you
keep your mouth cl osed.™

Hell of a way to start a love affair, Ben
t hought, hiding his smle. But he and Gale had started
out just about the sanme way.

"Wwuld the generals prefer | not acconpany then®?"
Patrice asked tightly.

"No, the generals would not prefer that." Ceci
did not | ook around. "You m ght |earn sonething
by staying."

"Yes, sir."

They were silent as Ben drove the rest of the way,



pulling in at a huge building that bore a
sign readi ng: NEW AFRI CA MOVEMENT.

"Wonderful ," Cecil muttered, as his eyes
found several nmen, all dressed in robes and
turbans. "lInstead of nmoving forward, they're

regressing."

"What a racist remark!" Patrice said

Ben got out of the Jeep and wal ked toward John

and Ri chnond before Cec and Patrice started
sluggi ng each other. Unlike Cec, Ben didn't
m nd robes and turbans. Dress had never been that
important to him But he did understand Cecil's
resent ment.

Cecil had once remarked, only half
jokingly, that he had too nmuch education for his own good.
He said that because whites accepted himnuch nore easily
than did bl acks.

It had surprised Ben to |l earn that back before the
Great War, there had been a |l ot of prejudice
anong bl acks agai nst other blacks. A lot of
bl acks who were truly black in color distrusted
many bl acks of lighter color, equating a lighter
color with easier access to success.

Bl ack people, Ben had realized, had a hard row
to hoe.

And there was no greater insult anong the
bl ack race than for one black to call another a

ni gger.
And John Si mmons, Ben recalled, had a
di mvi ew of many of his own people. But, hell! Ben
t hought. Don't | have a dimview of nany of
ny

own peopl e?

"I amnot a racist, captain!" Ben heard
Cecil say, considerable heat in his tone. "And
resent the hell out of your inmplying that I am™

Ben tuned them out, greeting John and
Ri chnond.

"Who's the fine-Iooking | ady, Ben?" John
asked.

"That's Cecil's newgirlfriend."

John | ooked dubi ous. "What do they do for an
encore? Back off ten paces and start shooting at
each ot her?"

"They're just having a little spat.”

"Halt!" one of the robed and turbaned nen
shouted. "You are on the sacred | and of |slam
Conme no further."

Ben ignored him "Who the hell is that?" he
asked John.

"Hi s nane is Randy Jones. But he
calls himsel f Duju Kokuma."

"Randy Jones. Wiy is that name famliar?"

"Ch, hell, Ben. You remenber him He's
spent nore time in jail than out. Burglary,
assault, car stealin'. You renenber him"

"Ah, yes."

"Leave our tenple area inmediately!"
Randy/ duj u shout ed.

"Shut up, fool!" John told him



"Are they sincere in their conversion to |Islan?" Ben
asked.

"Why, hell no! Not this bunch. | know sone who
are, but they won't have anything to do with Randy and
Lumunba. They farmout in the parish. Get al ong
wi th everybody. They're glad to see you conme in. You
have Muslins in your ranks, don't you, Ben?"

"Ch, yes. Hell, John, 1've got a
little bit of everything in this arny." He | ooked at
Randy/duju. "My name is Ben Raines. | would
like to speak with Lamunba."

"He does not wish to speak with you. He has
nothing to say to white devils."

"I'f they all hate whites so rmuch,"” John
whi spered, "ask Randy why he's al ways runni ng around
trying to put the hustle on white girls."

"I heard that, Simmons. Nothing out of your mouth
is to be taken seriously. You are now

and al ways have been a white man's nigger."

"I think I'Il just kick his ass.”

Ben physically restrained the man. "Easy,

John. Let's try to get along here.”

"That, Ben, is going to be inmpossible. I'm
telling you flat-out."

Ben | ooked back at Cecil. He and
Patri ce were busy standing by the Jeep, in a quiet
but intense argunent. "I knew |I'd end up doing this

nysel f

Ben muttered. He pointed a finger at
Randy/ duj u. "Get Lanunba out here. Right
now "

"And if | don't?"

"I can have about five thousand conbat-ready troops
in here in twenty mnutes. And there is a fully
prepared Rebel platoon right there!" He pointed
to the end of the street. And the troops were there. Witing.
"Your nove, Randy."

The front door to the buil ding opened, another
robed and turbaned man stepping out. "My nane is
Lamunba, " he called. "Wat do you
want ?"

"I would like to speak with you."

"About |iving under your rules, Ben Rai nes?"

"About |iving and working together in peace."

"Pretty words."

"I amnot a patient man, Lanmunba. W can
do this easy or hard, it's all up to you. Do we
tal k here or inside?"

"Infidels are not pernitted inside the
temple.”

"Wonderful . Wuld you like to cone over to ny office?"

"No. "

"W're here to stay, Lanunba. Get used to the
i dea."

"That sounds like a threat to nme, Ben Raines. |
do not like threats."

"Take it any way you want to take it."

The two nmen stared at each other

Lanunmba broke the silence. "I shall be at your



of fices just after noon."

"Fine."

He stepped back into the building and cl osed the
door.

Ben wal ked over to Cecil and Patrice.

"Thanks, Cec. | couldn't have done it
wi t hout you."
Chapter El even

Buddy and hi s pl atoon stopped at the edge of the
small city, just outside of a shopping center

"Five teams of ten," Buddy said. "One team
of twelve. That will be you and I, Janes."

The big sergeant maj or nodded his head.

"Stay in radio contact at all tinmes. W'l
clean out this place first, then use it for our base and
HQ Pull the vehicles inside at dark. It
will probably take us the rest of the day to secure this
place. So let's do it."

Buddy | eft one teamw th the vehicles, to guard not
only the Jeeps and trucks, but their supplies.

He ordered two teans to split up and mount machi ne
gun enpl acenents at staggered intervals around the
huge conpl ex.

"When we go in, and the Night People see what
we're doing, | think they'd rather brave the |ight
than face us. Don't allow any to escape."

He | ooked at his people, nen and wormen. "It isn't

going to be pleasant. But it's sonething that has to be
done. And | suspect Father is going to assign this

job to me permanently."” He smiled grimy.

"Hi s way of keeping me out of trouble."

The Rebels |l aughed at that. "Let's go." And the

grisly job began.

"That is the nost infuriating and stubborn wonman
| have ever encountered!" Cec told Ben

Ben snmiled and let himrant.

"She has a head like a rock."

"Uh- huh."

"But she's done a nmarvel ous job of educating
hersel f."

"That's good."

"But | believe she is totally loyal to us."

"That's nice."

"A person does have a right to hold differing
opi ni ons, you know. "

"Absol utely. No doubt about it."

"But | believe she's wasting her time on the

cl ose-conbat range."
n G]?ll
"Yes. I'mgoing to pull her in and introduce

her to the problens of |ogistics.”

"You do need an assistant."

"I"'mglad you agree, Ben."

"Ch, absolutely."

"What the hell is the matter with you, Ben?"
"Me? Nothing is the matter with ne.

m just agreeing with you, that's all."

"Maybe that's what's wong."

"You need an assistant. |'ve told you that for
nonths. So have an assistant."



"You're sure?"

“I'"'msure! I'"msurel"

"Well, I"'mglad you see ny point."

"Are you going to be here when | meet with
Lamunba?"

"Ah ... no! | thought it best if Patrice

and | got right down to work; start right after lunch."

"dd nose to the grindstone, hey?"

"Absol utely, Ben."

"Well, don't work too hard, Cec."

"See you, Ben."

Cec ran into the door facing on his way out.

Ben sat down and | aughed until tears were running
out of his eyes. "I don't believe it!" he said.

"The man's in | ove!"

Hiram was strangely silent after the services.

But all that knew him could see the raw hate shining out
of his eyes. The hate directed at Ben Raines.

Most wanted to tell himthat they believed Ben's
story; that Harry had tried to anbush the man. But
all knew better than to try.

At | east half of the men and nearly all of the wonen
had agreed to work with Ben and the Rebels. They could
see that their quality of life with the Rebels in the
area was going to inprove vastly. It already had.

To make matters worse, Billy Bob had
refused to conme to his brother's funeral... and that
really had set Hiramoff. Billy Bob had said
that his brother had acted like an ignorant fool, and
was probably goin' to Hell for what he done.

Hi ram had t hen

sl apped him and Billy Bob was in the house right
now, packing to | eave; to nove close to Mrrison

And to make matters even worser, Billy
Bob's snippy little wife had run to Hiram
agin, with news that Billy Bob was tal kin' up
Ben Raines agin ... and Hiram had said The
Code was gonna be done this night. This very night.

H ram had decreed it, and that was that.

Nobody anong them that believed that Ben Raines
was gonna rmeke |ife easier around here |iked
Hiram s decree ... but he done it, and The
Code denanded that all w tness.

And just a whol e bunch of them wondered what Ben
Rai nes was gonna do when he | earned of it.

"It seens appropriate that you would
t ake over a bank buil ding, general," Lanunba
said, a smirk on his face

Thi s one, Ben thought, is going to be easy to hate,
so just take it slow and easy. "Wy do you say that?"

"To house the great wealth you stole after the Geat
War . "

Ben was startled and nmade no attenpt to hide that
fact. "What wealth are you tal king about?"

"Ch, cone, conme, general! It's comobn know edge that the
Rebel s, follow ng the bonmbi ngs, took thousands of
pounds of gold from every possible repository.”

"Yes, that's fact. And that gold is still stored
where we put it, years ago. It will be used to back
our currency if and when we ever get a stable



government goi ng again."

"And you kept none for your own use, |
suppose?"

Ben | aughed at the nman. "Wat the hell do
need gold for? What could | buy with it? You're
t al ki ng nonsense, nan."

Lamunba narrowed his eyes in suspicion. He
didn't believe a damm word Ben Rai nes had
said. He didn't believe a word any white nman
said, so great was his hate.

"What did you wi sh to discuss, Cenera
Rai nes?"

"Law and order and worki ng together."

The man sai d not hi ng.

"School starts Mnday norning, Lamunba.
Have any kids of your followers there." The man
opened his nmouth to protest but Ben cut himoff. "And
have all your people at the hospital tonmorrow for physicals
and shots."

"You go right straight to Hell, Raines!"
Lamunba shouted the words.

Ben smled easily. "I sent troops in
to escort the rednecks over here. You want nme to do
the sane with you and your peopl e?"

"We'll |eave first!"

"That is your option. But when you | eave, get the
hel | gone far, buddy-boy...."

"Don't call me boy!"

"Ch, hell, man! That's an expression. Not
a racial slur. Get the chip off your shoul der and
cone down to earth, will you?"

"l accept your apol ogy."

"I didn't apol ogi ze. And won't."

Lanmunba tried to stare Ben down. He could not.

"First time some white man calls me a nigger
general, I'mgoing to kill him"

"That's fair," Ben said nildly. "But only
if you bear this in mnd: the first tinme you call some white
man a honky or white bread or an ofay, |'m
going to kill you."

"l don't believe that!"

"Don't ever push me to the wall on it,
Lamunba. " Cause when you do, somebody is going
to be shoveling dirt in your face."

Lanmunmba sat very still in his chair. Very slowy,
he nodded his head. "I do believe you woul d,
general . "
"I will do whatever is necessary to bring order back to this

| and. Now, are you interested in hearing ny ideas, or
woul d you rather |eave-and | mean,
| eave-
and continue spewi ng your mndless hatred for all those not
of your col or?"

"My peopl e have been oppressed for thousands of years.
Ve...."

"Shut your fucking nmouth!" Ben roared.

Lanmunmba fell silent, nore shocked than anything
el se.

"Yes, Lamunba, your people were oppressed.
Nobody with a nodi cum of intelligence would ever deny



that. But a new day has dawned. Qut of the
ashes we can all rebuild a far better
society. But we can't do it by working apart. W're
all going to have to pull together. Now you can do one of two
thi ngs: you can stay and work with nme, or you can |eave. You
and your followers can go away and buil d your separate
little hate-filled communities, preaching revolution
and what - have-you, and then, sooner or later, as ny
pl ans take seed and grow, |I'Il have to come wherever you
are and kick your ass all over

the place. Now, then, what's it going to be?"

"By all that is holy, Raines, you are the nost
arrogant man | have ever seen! Wat god stepped
down and tapped you on the shoul der?"

Ben sat and stared at him neeting himl ook for
| ook.

"I shall worship in the manner of Islam?"

"I don't care. | don't care if you bow
down to a kunguat. That's none of ny business. But
your Kkids are going to school. And we, that includes
you and your followers, are going to work to make this place
a better place.”

"Better ... as defined by who?"

"The people. Ch, | see what you're getting at.
No, Lanmunba, not by nme. For as soon as we've
set up this post, we'll be leaving to set
up more just like it. You'll be given a basic set of
laws to follow Very sinple, quite unlike the | aws
that you and I grew up with. You want to add nore to it,
call a town neeting and vote. Majority rule."

"And the bl ack peopl e get shafted again," Lanmunba
sai d scornfully.

Ben si ghed. He summoned up strength fromhis
rapidly enptying well of patience and said,
"Lamunba, half of ny troops are
mnorities. O what used to be called
mnorities. W all work quite well together. There are
whites taking orders from bl acks, from Asi ans, from
H spanics, you nane it. Howis it, Lamunba,
that we can do that, but you can't?"

Ben did not really expect any answer, and he
did not get any.

"Have your people at the hospital tonorrow norning for
physi cal s and i nocul ati ons. Have your

kids in school at eight o'clock Monday norning.
That's it."

Lamunmba stood up. "And how about the Hiram
Rocki nghanms of this world, Ben Raines? Wat about
t hen? Where do they fit in anong all your grand
pl ans?"

"They don't, Lamunba. And |'m not
so sure you do, either."

Tina and | ke had pushed hard, making the run
to Crossville in quick tine, arriving at the airport
hours before even the nost optimi stic anmong them had
even dreaned they woul d.

The pl ace was a ness.

VWhile a small teamwent into the once thriving
little town, the others set about cleaning up and clearing the
l anding strip. ke got on the horn to the new



Base Camp One

"What's your |ocation, |ke?" Ben asked, after
a runner had notified himthat |ke was on the
hor n.

"Crossville, Tennessee, Ben. W've had
some trouble." He brought Ben up to date.

"When can you have the landing strip cleared for planes,
| ke?"

"Two- engi ne jobs only, Ben. W should have it
ready by noon tonorrow, nmaybe a little sooner than that."

"You want some nore people, |ke?"

"Ben ... it wouldn't hurt. And lots of amo.

Ben, do you want us to clean out the cities as we
go?"

"Ten-fifty on that. |'ve just got a hunch that
if

New York City is standing, we'll cordon
off the island and starve themout ... that's providing there
aren't any innocents trapped in there."

"If anyone is in there, their nmental condition is
gonna be next to |ousy."

"Ten-four to that. 1'Il have the birds up and flying
at first light, lke. Start scranbling around for
fuel . "

"WII do, Ben."

"Luck to you, lke. 1ke? | think the |ady
with the torch is still standing.”

"So do I, Ben. And | get to see it first!

Nan- na- nan- a- nan-uh!" He | aughed and broke
it off.

Laughing, Ben left the building housing the main
conmuni cati ons equi pnment. Then he renenbered
Patrice. He went back into the building and
| ooked up the intelligence officer

"Run me a check on a Captain Patrice

Dubois. | want a vocal from every conmander she's
served under."
"Yes, sir."

Agai n | eaving the building, Ben wondered how Buddy
and his team were doi ng.

It had taken the teans nore than five
hours to clear the old shopping center of N ght P
And to a person, the Rebels were bl ood-splattered
and stinking with sweat.

They had dragged the stinking, deforned bodies out
into a far corner of the huge parking area and doused them
with flammabl e |iquid, setting the pyre on fire.

"Let's take a break," Buddy said, sitting
down

wearily on a curb and pulling out his canteen
Even the water tasted of death.

"Maybe this place was the nain headquarters for
t hen?" a Rebel asked hopefully.

"Don't bet on it." Janes Riverson
dashed that glint of hope.

"After we've rested," Buddy said, "we find
broonms and soap and clean up that filthy place in
there." He saw their shocked | ooks. "Not the entire
pl ace! Good God. Just an area for us to live
in"



Rel i eved | aughter followed that.

Buddy | ooked at the huge shopping center
"Does anybody remenber them when they were open and
doi ng busi ness?" There was a wistful note to his
Voi ce.

"Sure," Janmes said. "Lots of us.
| used to take the wife and kids and spend the
entire day in a big shopping center."

"You nust have been rich."

James | aughed. "No. We just w ndow shopped."
He saw Buddy's puzzl ed expression. "W just
| ooked at all the things in the wi ndows, then went on
to the next shop."

"Ahh! | have ... a vague nmenory of them
But it's all junbled up with ... what happened after
t he bonbi ngs. The fear and the crowds and the screaning of
peopl e. "

"I used to take my wife into a shopping center
about this size," a man said softly. "W hadn't
been married but a couple of years. Matter of
fact, we were in a shopping center when the first bonbs
came in."
"War heads?"
"CGerm We were awful sick for a tinme. Went
two, maybe three days not able to | eave that place.
Wat ching the rats chew on the dead."
"Your w fe?" Buddy asked.
"She never recovered fromthe ... poison; whatever
it was. She lived about six nonths."
James Riverson stood up. "W don't
dwell too nmuch on those tines, Buddy. It
doesn't do a bit of good."
And nmost of them knew he was thinking of his own dead
wife, killed back in the Tri-States.
Hiram sat on his front porch. It was quiet
around the place; had been ever since those goddamed
Rebel s had taken the kids into town. Hiram
wasn't used to all the quiet. He wondered if
they'd ever get the kids back.
He doubted it.
He put the youngsters out of his mnd and concentrated
on Billy Bob. He'd sent nen to block the
ol d roads | eading out of the area, so Billy Bob
couldn't get away this time. Hramhated to do it
to his owmn flesh and bl ood, but his role as |eader had
to be reestablished. Besides, The Code denmanded
action. And as leader, it was up to Hiramto see that it
got done.
Most of those dammed Rebels had pull ed out of the
area, back to town. Only a few patrols still
ran the roads. But the bastards didn't run on
any schedule, so you couldn't tell when they m ght
pop up. No matter. What was to be done could be
done far fromany road, and it would be over before the
Rebel s coul d stop them
Hi ram wal ked to the barn and got his
hor sewhi p. He took the braided popper off the
end. Wuldn't need it this night; be poppin" on
flesh.
He | ooked around as a rattletrap pickup



canme snoki ng and banging into his drive. Gb.
Hi ram waved for himto cone to the barn.

"Cot the tar bubblin', Hram" Gb. said

"Cood. | want it hot when we smear him"

"Boy of yourn needs to be taught a good, hard
| esson, Hiram And this here ought to do "er."

"I reckon so. Hard thang for a nan to have to do,

t hough. "

"You doin" rat, Hram Hit's the onliest
way to restore power."

"Ten o'clock, Gb. "At's when we do the
deed. "

“"I'I'l be shore to have the fol ks there." He touched
Hiram s shoul der. "Jist renenber, Hiram
United we stand."” He sniled, knowi ng he'd said
somet hing quite profound. Not terribly original, but
profound. G b. prided hinself on being able to wax
sagaci ously when the need called for it.

After all, he'd been named G and Kl ackton
of the local KKK, hadn't he? And that took
brai ns, boy!

The team had returned fromtheir inspection of the town,
reporting to IKke.

"No sign of life, general."

"Not hi ng? Not a soul ?"

"No, sir. There is not one living being in this
town. "

"Qdd, " lke muttered. He shook that away.

"OK,

thanks. Let's get this old runway patched
up. We've got birds coming in about noon tonorrow "

"Yes, sir."

He found Tina and informed her of the deserted town.

"Town this size should have fifty to a hundred
survivors in it, at least. | wonder where they
went ?"

| ke shrugged. "There was sone pretty heavy
fighting around this area | ast couple of years. Maybe
they got killed; pulled out? Wio knows? But at
| east there aren't any of those damable N ght P."

"I ke? Do you believe New York City is
still standi ng?"

"Yeah, | do, Tina. | believe the lady with the
torch is still there. And | believe the city is the
headquarters, for want of a better word, of these
Night P. | think they put out false
i nformati on about the city being destroyed; false information
about the eastern corridor being hot with radiation. And
I think we're looking at the biggest fight we've
ever faced."

"I amnot looking forward to it, lke."

"Nor I, kid. And I'd be willing to bet you
we've got two, at |least two, societies
living there. One that tries to live normally by day,
and the other that prows by night."

"You ever been to New York City, |ke?"

"Ch, yeah. Used to go on liberty there. Big
pl ace, Tina. Buildings so tall they blot out the
sun. And we're going to have to search every damm room of
every damm one of them"



"I'"ve seen pictures of the city, lke. |
can't even envision the task of doing that."
"It'1l take nonths."
"Is it worth it, Ike?"
| ke thought about that for a noment. "Yes, it is.
They' Il be treasures in that city, Tina.
Priceless art. Recordings of nmusic that you and a
| ot of people your age have never heard. The information stored
there on conmputer tapes would be worth it al one.™
She smled. "You'll never keep Dad out of this,
l ke."
"I sure wouldn't want to try. No, he'll be
right in there, leading the charge across the bridges or through
the tunnels."
"The tunnel s?"
"Under the river."
She shuddered. "They'll be dark."

"As mdnight."

"And filled with you-know what."

"Yeah. Don't worry. Ben will figure sonething
out."

Chapter Twel ve

Ben had his left boot and sock off, rubbing an
aching corn on the side of his big toe ... and
muttering curses under his breath. Chase wal ked in and
sat down.

"I could take that off for you," he suggested. was
' Course you' d have to hobble around for a few days."

“"Later."

"You' ve been saying that for two years, Raines.
What's the matter, don't you trust ne?"

"I think you' ve dug enough | ead out of ne to answer
that, Lamar."

"Unmp. You wanted to see nme?"

"Tell your people to gear up for nore inocul ations, first
thing in the norning." He told himof his
nmeeting w th Lamunba.

"Sounds like a charmng fellow Were is Cecil?

I haven't seen himin hours."

"He's in love. O in heat. One of the two.
Wal ked into that door-facing a few hours ago."

After Chase finished |aughing, he w ped his eyes
and poured two fingers of whiskey. "Wll, he
won' t

be worth a damm for anything for a week, or nore.
Who' s the lucky I ady?"

Bef ore Ben could reply, his door opened, an aide
sticking his head inside. "Buddy just radioed in,
general . They've cleared the big shopping center and will
use that as CP." Ben nodded. "The pilots say
they're ready to go, and two pl atoons are gearing up
to fly up to General McGowan's position at first
[ight."

"Very good. Thank you. What do the patrols
report fromthe Stanford Conmunity?"

"Nothing, sir. They say it's all quiet."

"Thank you." The aide closed the door

"You expecting trouble fromH ram Ben?"

"Yes. Problemis, | don't have any idea
howit's going to cone."



"Those children are pathetic, Ben. They
don't even know their ABC S."

"You probably couldn't get themlost in the
woods, though."

"What ?"

"I bet you they'd survive on their own."

"Ch, all right. | see.™

"That's a tough breed of people. If they weren't so
dammed i gnorant."

Chase knocked back his drink and stood up
"Well, if your aunt had balls and all that,
Ben. I'Il be at the hospital if you need ne."
He left the office.

A runner from comunications canme in and laid a
fol der on Ben's desk. "The report you
requested, sir."

"Thank you." Wen the runner had left, Ben

opened the fol der and began to read about Patrice
Duboi s.

A good soldier. But distant. She got al ong
well with others, but had not been assigned positions
of any real inportance because the various CO S
she'd served under didn't quite trust her

Claimed to be fromthe South Louisiana area, but
when casual | y questioned about it, knew practically nothing
of the area. And the accent was not quite right. Spoke
French fluently,! but with a European accent.
H ghly intelligent.

She had joined in North Carolina.

"How t he hell did she get from South
Loui siana to North Carolina?" Ben nuttered.

Cec had said she was self-educated. For sone
reason he could not quite pinpoint, Ben just didn't
bel i eve that.

Ben flipped through the papers until he found her
enlistnment date.

She had joined just about the time Khansin's people | anded
in South Carolina, give or take a coupl e of
nmont hs, since Ben wasn't sure of the exact |anding
dat e.

"Cute, Khansin," Ben nuttered. "I
didn't give you credit for this much sense.™

Patrice wasn't Creole. She was
Li byan. A plant.

He read the entire report, then laid it
aside in disgust. Hell, there it was. She'd been
trying to get transferred to the main body of
Rebel s since the day she first joined.

Ben | eaned back in his chair, deep in thought.
If he was right-and he trusted his hunches, they'd
saved his life nore than once-what to do about
it?

Shoul d he tell Cecil? Yes. Yes, of
course. His life mght be in danger. But would he
beli eve hin? One way to find out.

"Sit down, Cec. Have a drink. | found a
bottl e of good brandy." Ben poured them both
snifters of brandy.

"I saw Dr. Chase a few mnutes ago
He was | aughing, or at |least started |aughing as soon



as he saw ne. Wiat's wong with that ol d goat?"

"Ch, really not much. W were discussing |love a
little while ago."

"Love?"

"Yeah. You know. Boy neets girl, and so
forth?"

"I get the picture.”

"How are you and Patrice doi ng?"

"Fine." Cec had a puzzled | ook on his
face.

"I got a problem Cec. | want your
opi nions on it, OK?"

"Sure, Ben."

"I want to run a scenario by you. Then you give
me your thoughts on what to do about it."

"Fine, Ben." Cecil relaxed and
si pped hi s brandy.

"Approximately a nmonth before we | earned of
Khansin's arrival in South Carolina, a person
shows up at our snall outpost in North
Carolina."

Cec held up his hand. "How did this person
find the outpost? None of the nountain people in that area would
have told himabout it. A lot of our own Rebels
don't even know where it is."

"That's a good point, Cec. One | also
pondered. A very inexpensive homi ng device would do
it, wouldn't it?"

"Yes. W have some powerful radio equipnment up
on that mountain. Had, | should say."

"That's right. Anyway, this person joined the
Rebel Arny. Right there. And this person i medi ately
starts requesting a transfer to Base Canp One.

Wth me so far?"

"It stinks so far!"

"I agree. It damm sure does."

"Go on."

"This person is transferred around, you know t he
trai ning procedures; you set themup. Florida and
North Georgia. But is still very persistent about
joining up with the main force. This person
clained to be froma certain part of the country, but when
guestioned, knows a little about it. Gve themthe benefit of the
doubt; nmaybe they noved away at an early age.

This person claimed to be fluent in a foreign

| anguage peculiar to a section of the United

States; but when they speak the | anguage, it's with a
Eur opean accent. And, as soon as this person does
wrangle a transfer to Base Canp One, this

person i nredi ately seeks out a very high ranking officer
and gets buddy-buddy with him Now give ne your

t houghts on it, Cec."

"Why, hell, Ben! My first thoughts would be that the
person is a plant; a spy. Wiat's this
person's col ori ng?"

" Dar k- ski nned but not negroid."

"Li byan?"

"Possibly."

"I"d pull this person in and interrogate the
living hell of him"



"It isn't a him it's a her."

"Well, her, then. She's here, in canp?"

"Ch, yes."

"Have you questioned her?"

"No. | don't know what |'m going to do about

it, yet, Cec."
"I can't inmagine who it is. Wll, we're
certainly going to have to warn this officer that he may be in
danger. "
"I agree. | thought 1'd let you take care
of that."
"I certainly will. Do | know this suspect
fenmal e?"

"Yes. Captain Patrice Dubois."

"They're out there, Buddy," Janmes Riverson
spoke softly. "Gathering, but well out of range."”

"Sergeant nmmjor?" a Rebel who was | ooking
t hr ough ni ght bi nocul ars cal |l ed.

"Yes?"

"Bunch of them gathering around the ashes where we
burned those creeps.”

"What are they doi ng?"

"Eating."

"Look at those torches in the hills around
town." lke pointed, turning in a slow circle.

"The Ni ght Peopl e?" Tina questioned.

"I don't think so. | don't have that feeling in
my guts. | don't think they'd deliberately
expose thenselves to an arned force this large."

"Then? ..."

"You got me, kid. It could be a bunch
of the

Under ground People, letting us know they're there and
friendly. O a group of Wods Children, doing the
same. "

"At first light, 1'll send sone Scouts up
there to check around."
"Good deal ." Ike | ooked around, as if

attenpting to see through the night.

"You get the sane eerie feeling that | do,
| ke?"

"I bet so. | went into town nyself this afternoon
Prowl ed around. Place has been deserted for a |ong
time. No human skel etons, no fresh graves.

Nothing. It's like they just vanished into the air."

"Maybe they did," Tina suggested, doing her
best to put a grin with it. The grin didn't quite cone
of f.

"Don't start that, kid. |I'm spooky enough as it
And from back in the tinber, a wolf or wild
dog how ed, the quavering notes |onely.

Ti na shivered.

"You boys ready?" H ram asked the gathering.

The crowd munbled low in the night.

"CGot your worren novin" towards the
neetin' spot?"

The crowd nuttered | ow

"G b. and his boys done got Billy. He's
ready for his punishment. Ready, but not too willin'.

is



Let's go."

The nen wal ked t hrough the night, feet on famliar
paths. They came to a gathering; a circle in the
m ddl e of deep tinmber. Billy Bob
Rocki ngham was naked, hanging froma tree |inb,
tied by his wists, his feet just barely touching the
ground.

Hiram flipped out his | ong bl acksnake whip.

Billy remained silent.

"Hit pains me to do this to you, boy," Hiram
said. "But you broke The Code. And you know you got
puni shment comin'."

"I broke no code,"” Billy told his father
and the gathering. "I never once spoke agin none of
you. "

"Liar!" H ram screamed, and swung the whip.

The leather cut into Billy's naked back

"Now whut you got to say, boy?" Hiram
chal | enged him

"l broke no code. I ..."

H s words were cut off as the whip whistled
t hrough the night air. Hrambeat his son until he
was armweary and Billy's back and | egs were
dri ppi ng bl ood, oozing out of dozens of raw cuts.
Billy hung al nost unconsci ous.

"Gt the tar," Hrampanted the order. "And the
feathers."

Billy screaned as the hot tar struck the open
cuts. Then, nercifully, he dropped into a darkness
where he could feel no pain.

"Feather "im good," Hiram ordered. "Then
take the traitor into town and dunp him He
wants to kiss Ben Raines's ass ... let
"im | don't never want to see his face agin."

Cecil had risen fromhis chair and wal ked to the
wi ndow, to stand for a long tine gazing out into the darkness.
After what seened to Ben to be a half an hour
Cec returned to his seat, a grimlook on his
face.

"No fool like an old fool, is there, Ben?"

"She's a lovely girl, Cec."

"But therein lies the problem Ben. She is a

girl. I'"'ma mddle-aged man with gray in ny
hair."

"And as horny as any twenty-year-ol d.
Beli eve ne, Cec, | know the feeling.

I don't think age has a damm thing to do with the
feelings between a man and a wonan. Cec, forgive
me, but | have to ask this of you...."

"Did I tell her anything of inportance?
Yes, yes, | did, Ben. W spent the entire
aft ernoon goi ng over nany things."

Ben jerked up a field phone. "Security."
He waited for a noment. "Put guards around the
quarters of Captain Dubois. Mike certain she
does not | eave the area and under no circunstances is
she to be all owed near any communi cati ons equi pnent,
got that? Good." He shoved the phone back into the
pouch.

Ben | ooked at Cecil. "What does she know,



Cec?"

"She knows of our plans to form outposts, and where.
She knows all our caches around the nation. She knows
everything that pertains to supply and | ogistics."
Cecil rose fromhis chair and sl ammed one bi g hand
against the wall. "Son of a nother-fucking
bitch!"
he shout ed.

Ben sat quietly, letting his friend get it al
out of his system Finally, Ben said, "You all through
Cec?"

"Yes. | apol ogize for the outburst. The
unf | appabl e ex-col |l ege professor just lost his
cool nonentarily."

Ben smiled and refilled their snifters. He
tapped the folder. "Cec, it's al
circunstantial. There isn't

one hard fact in here. And you are well aware of
how | feel concerning circunstantial evidence."

Cecil nodded. "She has to be questioned.”

"Of course.”

"Let's have sone coffee and sandw ches sent in,
Ben. It's going to be a very long night."

The sentry wasn't sure what it was |lying by the
side of the road. It damm sure didn't | ook
human. But then, a lot of things the Rebels had
encountered over the years hadn't | ooked hunman.

The sentry thought he'd heard some sort of
vehicle a few nonents past; but it had turned off
| ong before it reached his post. He hesitated, then
called in on his wal kie-tal kie.

"This is fifteen. I'mleaving my post to check
on an object by the side of the road.”

"CGo ahead, fifteen."

Kneel i ng down besi de the object, the sentry softly
cursed. "This is fifteen. Send an
anbul ance to ny post, and nmake it quick."

"Ten-four."

Sirens cut the night.

The medi ¢ cussed. "This man's been tarred and
feat hered. Wat kind of assholes would do this to a
per son?"

John Simmons had | eft his house to see what
was happening. "That's Hi ram Rocki ngham s boy,
Billy. That tell you anything?"

"I'"d sure hate to be the one to tell the genera
about this."

"Where is Ben?" John asked. "I'IlIl tell
him"
"Probably still in his office. W'll call him

fromthe hospital."

John stood, watching as the stretcher was pl aced
into the back of the ambul ance. "Goddamm a person
who woul d do that to a nan."

"Don't worry," the medic told him "God
don't have to damm him 'cause Ben Raines will!"

"I resent being brought here under guard, Cenera
Rai nes!" Patrice bluntly and hotly told
hi m

"Sit down, captain. Here," he shoved a



snifter of brandy toward her, "have a
drink."
"My reli ... | don't drink."
"You were about to say your religion forbids you
to partake of al cohol, captain?"
"l don't drink."
"Cut the shit, Patrice!" Cecil broke
in. Hs eyes | ooked furious. "Believe ne when
| say that Rebel questioning can becone brutal."
"Torture? The great and fair General Raines
uses torture?" She smiled; but it was not a nice
smile.

"Drugs, captain." Ben took it. "l can
assure you that we can jack you so full of drugs you
wi || have absolutely no control over what you tel

us. It isn't pleasant.”

"I never denied | subscribe to the teachings of
Mohamred. | was just never asked. That is why I
became upset this norning; over your unfair
treatment of those Muslinms at their tenple.”

Ben stared at her. He had absolutely no
hard evi dence that the woman was anythi ng ot her than what
she claimed to be. "Captain, will you agree to

take a PSE or pol ygraph test?"

"Yes." She spoke quickly. "If it will help
clear up this matter."

"It's going to be a long night, captain. Because
| amgoing to find out all about you. One way or the
ot her."

Patrice waved her hand. "There is no need to go
to such trouble, general. My stalling would only del ay
the inevitable. | cane to this country with Khansin.
"' m Li byan. "

"Son of a bitch!" Cecil exploded just as the
phone rang.

Ben jerked it up and listened for a nmonent, his face
hardeni ng, then flushing with fury. "Al'l right,
t hanks. "

"What's wrong, now, Ben?" Cecil asked.

"Billy Bob Rocki ngham Hiram
hor sewhi pped hi mand then tarred and feathered him The
tar was bubbling hot. Third degree burns over
nost of his body. Chase says he's not going
to make it. But Billy wants to see all the
kids; tell them what happened. He knows he's

dyi ng. "
"Hi s kids?"
"All the kids."

"What do you suppose he wants to tell then®"

"To stay with us."
Chapter Thirteen

It had been an enotional and draining experience for
all who witnessed it. Billy, despite his
hi deous pain, had insisted upon being wheeled into the
| obby to face the children. He had told them what had
happened. And he had told themthat H ram
Rocki ngham was a bi goted, ignorant fool. He
told the kids to stay with the Rebels, please, stay
and | earn.

Billy Bob Rocki ngham had di ed about two



hours after speaking with the children

Ben had been the | ast person to speak with him and it
had torn himenotionally.

"Who was there during the beating, Billy?"

"Ever' body. The whol e conmunity."

"Wonen i ncl uded?"

"Yes, sir."

"That was a fine and brave thing you did with the kids,
Billy."

"I couldn't do no less. It ain't rat
right ... for nobody to choose to grow up dunmb. It
wasn't no different down where | live 'fore the

bonbs cone. Dunmbness was the thing to be."

"Passed on from generation to generation."

"Yes, sir. Superstitious, clannish
i gnorant people, and they knowed it, and enjoyed
bei n" what they was. Still do."

Billy had closed his eyes and was still for a long
time. Finally, he opened his eyes for the last tine
to l ook at Ben. "Wat |'mabout to say is hard,
general. But it's true. You believe that...."

He gritted his teeth and balled his hands into fists
to fight the pain.

" there ain't none of them ever gonna change.
| seed, seen, that tonight. They still gonna follow
H ram and his wild babblin's. | think you know what
you have to do, Ceneral Raines."

He cl osed his eyes and did not reopen them Not
inthis life.

Long after Billy Bob had been body-bagged and
made ready for burial, Ben still sat on the steps
of the two-story hospital. He glanced at his
wat ch. Three o' clock. He was tired, but not a bit
sl eepy.

A sentry who had been wal ki ng her |onely rounds
stopped by Ben's position

"Beggi ng your pardon, sir. But you need to get sone
sleep. It'll be dawn in two hours."

"Yes, | know. Thank you for your concern. Did
you just come on?"

"Yes, sir. The dog watch."

"Lonely watch."

The sentry agreed. "H ram Rocki ngham and his
bunch need to be wiped fromthe face of the earth," she
bl urted.

Ben smled. "I agree. Do | detect a
sout hern accent in your voice?"

"Yes, sir. Al abanma."

"You coul dn't have been very old when the bonbs
cane."

"No, sir. | just barely renenber all the
confusion of it. But |I've been with you for alnost five
years."

Ben | ooked at her in the night. "Wy?" he
asked softly.
She didn't hesitate. "Because of what you stand
for, general. You and Ceneral |ke and CGenera
Jefferys, and everybody. \Wat are you going to do about
H ram Rocki ngham and that bunch of trash?"
"l don't know. W have the children; that's what's



i mportant. As for Hiramand the others, | just
don't know. "

"See you around, sir."

"Yes." Ben watched as she resumed her rounds,
wat chi ng until she was out of sight.

He didn't feel like going to his
quarters, so he reentered the hospital and ran
into Chase.

"You better go to bed, you old goat," Ben told
hi m

"I mght say the same to you, Raines. Wat the
hel |l are you doing |urking around here?"

"I didn't feel like going back to ny quarters,
that's why. You have an extra bed | can use for a few
hour s?"

Chase smiled, sort of strangely, Ben thought.

"Way ... sure, Ben. | sure do. Come on
down to my office for a mnute."

Chase wal ked a half step behind Ben, noticing
the man's pronounced linp. Corns on both
feet, the doctor thought, then grinned w ckedly.

In his office, the doctor poured them both a double
whanmmy of bour bon- homenade-and jiggled two
pills out of a bottle. Ben watched himwarily.

"Been a | ong day, Ben. You're all wound up
That affair with Dubois, now Billy Bob's
dyi ng. These are muscle rel axers. Not dope, so
don't look so skittish. | wouldn't give you
anything that I wouldn't take."

Ben sighed and took the offered pills. "You're
right, Lamar. It's been a trying day."

He swal l owed the pills and knocked back the
bour bon.

Chase refilled his glass. He had but sipped
at his drink. "H ram Rocki ngham Ben?"

"I don't know. I wish | could just sleep for a
few days; get over ny rage. The way |'m
feeling now, | just nmight take a conmpany down there

in a few hours and w pe out the whol e goddamed
nmess of them"

"Uummm Well, you're going to get a good
rest, Ben. And you need it. No doubt about it. And
I think that when you wake up, you'll have a better
insight into the problem™

"I hope you're right."

"Ch, | am Ben. Rest assured of that."

Ben yawned hugely. "QGuess | was tired; nore
so than | thought."

"Come on. Let's find you a bed."

Ben bal ked at putting on the hospital gown.

"I"ll sleep in ny shorts.™

"Ch, cone on, Raines. Stop being such a
baby!"

Rel uctantly, Ben got into the backless gown and
stretched out on the bed. In two mnutes, he was
sl eepi ng peaceful ly.

Chase waved at a floor nurse. "Schedul e
Ben Raines for surgery at ten o' clock. Work on his
feet. And while we've got him | want to dig
that old | ead out of his right Ieg. Knock hi mdown at



six and again at eight."

"That's a |l ot of Denerol, doctor."

"You don't know Ben Raines the way | do."

"Yes, sir."

Lamar Chase wal ked away, to his hospital
quarters. He'd get a few hours sleep. He
was still chuckling as he drifted off into sleep

VWhen Ben woke up at one o' clock that afternoon, both
feet were bandaged and there was a bandage on his right |eg.

He lay in the hospital bed and cussed,
| oudly, sending nurses and orderlies running in
all directions.

Then he lay back and grinned. "The old son
of a bitch didit to ne again!"

Book Two

We think our civilization near its neridian, but
we are yet only at the cock-crowi ng and the norning
star. In our barbarous society the influence of character
isinits infancy.

Enmer son
Chapt er Fourteen

"I love it!" Tina yelled, when the pilots
told her what Dr. Chase had done. |ke cane
runni ng over and began whoopi ng with | aughter

"I bet you Ben is so nad He's got every
nurse and doctor in that place running for cover."

"Knowi ng Dad, he won't be down for very |ong.

"Il bet you he's back at work, in house
slippers, by late this afternoon.”

"I'f they give himback his clothes!" Mjor
Br oadhur st doubl ed over with | aughter.

Tina w ped her eyes. "Those two have been doi ng
stuff like this ever since | can renenber. Chase
better watch out, or Dad will slip a whoopee
cushion in his chair."

The pl atoon of Rebels just flown in with the
addi ti onal supplies brought the conplenent to over three
hundred. Rebel mechanics had been working fast and
furiously on half a dozen trucks they'd found,
the extra vehicles were needed because of the new
pl atoon and all their equipnent.

The chi ef nmechani c wal ked up to Ike.

"Sorry, sir. But it's going to take us at | east
anot her day to get these trucks running."

"Just do the best you can, Sid," lke told him
He turned to Tina. "Beef up your
Scouts, Tina. Pick whoever you |ike. Then shove
off. Start clearing any bl ockades you find around

Knoxville; I'"mpretty sure you' re going
to find a lot of them Get novin", Kid.
W'l see you in a couple of days."

Tina trotted off, shouting for her team

They pulled out within the hour, headi ng eastward ..
i nto the unknown.

The pilots brought Ike up to date on the
Patrice Dubois affair, and about the rednecks.

"Ben won't tolerate that," lke sumed it
up. "He'll brood about it for a few days, and then
he'll take a teamin and clean out that nest of
rattl esnakes. Bet on it."



"Well, Raines!" Chase said cheerfully.
"How are we feeling this afternoon?”

"I'f you think I'mgoing to respond to that old
j oke, Lamar, you're nuts. You tricked ne, you
ol d bastard."

"In a few days, you'll be thanking ne."
Chase thought about that for a few seconds. "Wl
no, you won't thank me. But you will fee

better." He tossed a chunk of |ead onto
Ben's chest. "That's what's been causing your |eg

pains. | told you to let nme dig that out
years ago."

"You

did the surgery? Jesus! |'ll probably never

wal k agai n!"

"Actually, no, | didn't do the surgery.
et a young lady do it. You haven't met her
She's

been working up in North Carolina for the past
year." He turned and called out the door. "Dr.

Al lardt? Wuld you conme in here, please."

Ben | ooked up as she wal ked into the room He
sure hadn't nmet her! He would have remenbered that.

"Dr. Holly Allardt," Chase said, "I
bel i eve you've met Ben Raines ... informally.

Ben, this is the newest addition to ny staff.”

Ben's eyes drifted over her. From head
to knees. Since that was as far as he could see from
flat on his back.

About five-five. Honey-colored hair.

Bl ue eyes. Very fair conpl exion, but touched with a
sumrer's tan. Shapely.

"Dr. Allardt. Welconme to canp.”

"Thank you, general." Her voice had a husky
quality. Very sexy-soundi ng, Ben thought. Hell
everyt hi ng about her was sexy.

"Il just |leave you two al one to get
acquai nted, " Chase said.

"You wait just a damm minute!" Ben stopped
him "Wen the hell do | get out of this dunp?
|"ve got a lot to do."

"I have no idea, Raines. You re not ny
patient. Ask Dr. Allardt. "Bye, all."

He left the room

"We' || keep you for twenty-four hours,
general ," Holly told him "That's SOP
Probably di scharge you at noon tonorrow. "

Ben began bitching. Holly fol ded her arms under
her breasts and calmy waited until he was finished
cussing. "That won't do you a bit of good, general
You' || be discharged when | say so. The surgery was

really very minor, so you should be back
to full-throttle in a couple of days."

"Good. |'ve got a nest of crap to clean out."

"Violence is not always the best way in dealing with the
uneducat ed, general."

"It is with this bunch of trash. They've had a
hundred years to clean up their act. And nade no
progress on it."

It was obvious that she did not agree with him But



fromthe expression on her face it was clear
that she also realized that he was the Suprene Comander
all Rebel forces. But Ben, |oving a good
debate, wasn't about to let this one pass.

"I'f you don't agree with the Rebe
phi | osophy, doctor, then why did you join?"

"I didn't join the Rebels, general. | am
a doctor, practicing with this unit. | can
practice better nedicine here than anywhere el se
in the nation. And learn a lot as well."

"I see. And you just happened to be in North
Carol i na?"

"Actually, no. | was in West Virginia.
I"'mfromVirginia."
"You say that, announce it, really, like it's

supposed to inpress ne."

Her eyes flashed Danger! Ben saw it, |iked
it, and grinned at her.

VWhen she woul d not speak, Ben said, "First famly
and all that, huh?"

"Anmong the first to settle there, yes."

"My goodness! |'m among royalty and didn't
even realize it. Do | salute or bow or what?
| better salute. If | bent over, |I'd be

letting it all hang out."

"Are you deliberately trying
to provoke a quarrel, general ?"

"Why not? Nothing else to do in this place."

"Ch, yes, there is, Ceneral Raines."

"What ?"

She wal ked to the door and turned, smling
sweetly. "Get better." She wal ked out the
door, closing it.

But she sniled as she heard Ben's | aughter
foll ow ng her up the hall.

Ceci| pushed open the door and stepped inside the
roomjust as Holly was rounding a corner, disappearing
fromview.

"What's so funny, Ben?"

"Did you see that class act that just l|eft?"

"That's funny?"

"Never mnd. Cec, pull all Rebe
patrols out of the Stanford Conmunity."

"All of then®"

"Al'l of them Stop patrolling at once.™

"Al'l right, Ben. Wuld you mind telling ne why
you' re doi ng this?"

"H ramwants a fight.

Cecil looked at him "That's it? I'm
supposed to nake sense out of that?"

"You didn't let ne finish. Gve
me a pi ece of paper and a pencil. Thanks." He
drew a ragged circle. "This parish is roughly
seven hundred square mles. One of the biggest in
the state. On the west side of this circle-which
represents the Stanford Comunity-is a series of
i nterconnecting bayous. From about here to here. On the
east side is a river. The bayou joins the river
here, right down here at

the bottom The Stanford Community conprises

of



roughly two hundred square niles. You with ne?"
"Yes. Thank you for the geography | esson
pr of essor. "
"You're wel cone. Now pay attention,'
sai d, chuckling.
"I shall. You should go into the hospital nore often
Ben. It inproves your disposition."
"It isn't the hospital, it's the help."
"You' re speaking, of course, of Dr. Chase."
"Ch, of course, of course! Pay attention
The bayous neander throughout the area, but there are six
mai n bridges connecting this den of abysmal
heat henismw th the outside world." He | ooked up at
Cecil and snil ed.
"You wouldn't!"
"Ch, yes, | would! They wi sh to be

Ben

left alone. | amgoing to see that they get their
chance. "

"You' re an asshol e, Raines!"

"Ch, nay, nay, old friend. I ama

wonder ful person to have as a friend and ally. But I'm
a not her-fucker for an eneny."

Cecil leaned back in his chair. "Vell, we
got the kids out, anyway."

"Be damm sure that we did."

"I checked with sone of the older children. W got them
all. Half a dozen wal ked out of their own accord,
just to join the others. What's this going to acconplish,
Ben?"

"For one thing, it's going to force Hiram s hand.
He'll sit back for a couple of weeks and be
content. Then somebody will have to go scrounging for a part.
They won't be able to get out. They may want

to go visiting sonewhere, but they won't be able to do that.
That's going to put H ram between that rock and the hard
pl ace."

"And? ..."

"He's going to try to | ead sone people out. But when he
does, he's going to run into Rebels, patrolling
outside his perinmeter, and they'll turn himback."

"And? ..."

"I'"ve got to whip themall, Cec. Everyone of
them Men and wonen. But this way is the nost
bl oodl ess. They understand force, Cec. That is the one
thing a redneck does understand. Force. |'ve got
to make them understand that the Rebels control every facet
of their lives. |1've got to beat themdown to their
knees; fighting | awl essness with | awl essness. Cec,
it's a hell of a lot better than going in there and
bonbi ng the pl ace. ™

"Yes. |I'll give you that rmuch. But many of themwl I
hate you for the rest of their lives."

"Yes, they will, Cec. But they'll experience one
other enotion that will override that."
"What ?"
"Total blind fear."
"How much of this is personal, Ben?"
"On a scale of one to ten, with ten being the
ghest ?"
"That'll do."

hi



"One. Maybe half of one. Cec, get ready
for it. W're going to be doing this all over the nation
as we push our outposts in all directions. Cec,

Billy Bob told nme something just before he died.
He said that it wasn't right for anyone to choose to grow
up

dunb, knowing it, and enjoying being what they were."

"He was probably the best one of the lot."

"Yes, | think. And they killed himfor it.

Billy said the entire comunity turned out for the
whi ppi ng and the tarring. Men and wonen."

"That's disgusting!"

"Yes. Start blowi ng the main bridges at dawn
tomorrow. No one goes in, no one comes out."

Cecil nodded. "I'Il get the denp crews
wor ki ng on the charges now. Can | get you anything
to read, Ben?"

"How about that copy of
A Gathering of A d Men
you mentioned."

"Well, ah, it's this way...."

Ben | aughed and waved himsilent. "I know, |
know. You gave it to Patrice." Ben peered
closely at his friend. "It's dammed hard to tell,
but I do believe you're blushing!"

Cecil gave himthe finger and left, smling.

Tina and her scouts had to pick their way toward
Knoxville, the Interstate being littered with rusting
and br oken-down vehicles of all shapes and
sizes. Many had to be wenched out of the way. And a
whol e ot of them as one Rebel
observed, had been deliberately placed in the
roadway, and not too |ong ago, either.

They were still about twenty miles fromthe Knoxville
| oop when Tina called a halt and ordered canp
set up.

The Rebel s worked very quickly in securing their

canp, setting up Caynores around the outer
perimeters and diggi ng machi ne gun pits. They could
all snmell trouble in the air, and the snell was of
fetid, unwashed bodies. None of themhad to be
told what that neant.

Buddy had halted his teamlis bl oody work two
hours before dusk; all wanted plenty of time to bathe
and eat while there was still light. For the N ght People would
gat her around the shopping center as soon as ful
dar kness cane, chanting and hummi ng and shouting filth at
the Rebels. They hurled stones and spears and fired
arrows at the shopping center. But Buddy had noticed
somet hing during the night's barrage; something he had not
mentioned to any of the others.

Until now.

"They're going to try to infiltrate the conpl ex
tonight," he told Janes.

"How do you figure, Buddy?"

"I was watching the way they operated | ast
ni ght. They wanted all our attention on this end.
If they do the sane tonight, we'll know they've found a
way in that we don't know about."

Buddy poi nted upward.



"The roof," James said softly. "Sure. Wth
dust a foot deep in the other shops and stores;
all the old rags of clothing and boxes and crap
pil ed everywhere, one firebonb could destroy us
all.”

"That's the way | think."

"So let's have a little surprise waiting for them
when they try it."

"d aynor es?"

"Ch, yeah!"

"Have the people prepare the charges now. At dusk
get up on the roof quickly and place the
C aynores. In the neantinme, have teans setting up
machi ne guns on the left side of the inside mall.
When they rush us, if they rush us, they'll be com ng from
the inside as well. If it works, it will make our
job tomorrow ever so much easier.”

"Yeah," Riverson grunted. "A whol e hel
of lot less of them"

"Do you mind if | have dinner with you, Genera
Rai nes?" Hol |y asked.

"Not at all. 1'd enjoy the conpany."

She waved a cart in and set two trays on a
table. "Are you experiencing any disconfort, general ?"

"No. Just a little ache in my leg. | just took
two aspirin. I'mfine."

He noticed she had changed out of her hospital
clothes and into jeans and T-shirt. He was anused
at the logo on the T-shirt.

WOCODSTOCK

"Where in the world did you find that shirt, Holly?"

She smled as she placed the tray on his table and
adjusted it. "lIn a deserted shop in Charl eston
I wish | knew what it neant."

"Peace and | ove, baby."

She cut her eyes to him "I beg your pardon
general ?"

"Peace and |l ove and nusic ... nmore or |ess.
A

bi g bash i n Wodst ock, New York."

"Did you attend?"

"Hell, no!"

She smled at his expression. "It couldn't have
been
t hat

bad, general."
"It probably wasn't. If you like the kind of

nmusi ¢ played there. | don't. Call me Ben
pl ease. "

"Al'l right, Ben. What kind of music do you
i ke?"

"Serious music, nmostly. But | also enjoy a
ot of the other types, as well."

"What is your objection to rock and roll?"

"Too dam | oud!"

She | aughed out loud at him "Well, |
suppose it's all noot, now, isn't it?"

"Yes. And | hope it stays that way."

"Eat your dinner, Ben."

"Yes, doctor."



They smiled at each other, eyes mneeting.
Sonet hi ng sil ent passed between them invisibly touching
t hem bot h.

"My father and brother were great fans of yours,
Ben. "

n G]?ll
"I did not share their enthusiasm"
He smiled at her honesty. "Well, not everyone

can appreciate genius, Holly."
She | ooked up to see if he was ki dding, and
vi sibly rel axed when she saw he was.
"You must know, Ben, that you are, sinultaneously, the
nost | oved and the nost hated man in the world."

"Yes, | know. "
"The hatred doesn't bother you?"
"Not really. | got used to that as a witer of many

controversial novels. You should have seen sone of the
hate mail | received."
"When you were a witer, did anyone actually try

to kill you?"

"Ch, yes. Fortunately for ne, they didn't
succeed. "

"The people of the Stanford Community ... were sone of them
involved in the attenpts on your |ife?"

"Ch, yes."

"You certainly have the troops to just go in there and
wi pe them out."

"Yes. But that isn't what | want to do." He
t hought about that for a noment. "That's not true. That is
what | want to do. But |I'm not going to.
hope not, anyway."

"But if it came to that? ..."

"I would."

"You're a strange nman, Ben Raines. You're
a curious nixture of conpassion and brutality.
Killing does not seemto bother you."

"It all depends on who I'mkilling. O
whom |'mKkilling."

Again, Holly noted the al nbst-sarcastic grin on
Ben's face. "I don't know whether | |ike you, or
not . "

"Yes," Ben said softly. "You know. "

Chapter Fifteen

When the dusk had spread itself over the |land, a team
of Rebels quietly slipped onto the roof of the
shoppi ng center and set up the lethal Cd aynores,

t hen backed away, stringing the |ead w res back

Since no O aynores had been produced for
years, the Rebels made their own, and they were quite
inventive with it, manufacturing several types of the
deadl y anti personnel m ne.

The type the Rebels were using this night at the
shoppi ng center each held eight hundred small
steel ball bearings. The ball bearings were
propelled out the front of the mne, pushed by two
pounds of conposition C4 plastic explosive.

The efficient killing zone, or K-Z, was
seventy-five yards, with sonme lethal fragnments
traveling as nmuch as three hundred yards. The side
and rear back-bl ast concussi on8area had al so been



extended with the additional front range. This
night, the integral sights on the mne were set
to strike the eneny hip to chest high.

Their jobs done, the Rebels slipped quietly
fromthe roof, trailing the | ead wires.

I nside the darkened mall, M 60 nachine
guns had

been set up according to Buddy's directions. The
gunners lay quietly behind and beside their weapons,
wai ting.

Qut side, ringing the shopping center, the N ght People
began to gather and chant and shout and hurl objects
at the small force of Rebels hol ed up inside.

"Hol d your fire," Buddy ordered. "No one
fires until | give the word. Pass it along."

The Rebel s wi ped sweaty palnms on their
field pants and tiger-stripe field shirts and
wai t ed.

The first Claynore mne that was detonated on the
Rebel canp's outer perimeter brought shrieks and
how s and screans of pain fromthe still-unseen intruders.
Grenades were tossed fromthe Rebel camp, the
expl osi ons rocking the night and bringing nore wails of
agony; those intensified as WP was added to HE and
Fire-frag grenades. And as brush fires
sprang up fromthe grenades, the Rebels
could see that the eneny was not N ght P

"Hol d your firel" Tina yelled above the din of
battle. "Hold your fire!"

VWen t he weapons” fire had ceased, Tina
yelled into the darkness, "Wo are you and what do you
want ?"

"This is our territory," a wonan's voice
called. "Get out or die. The choice is yours."

"We're a contingent of Raines Rebels!"

Tina shouted. "We're just passing through this part of the
country. W don't nean you any harm"

"You'll all die if you don't |eave. Just like the

people did in the town where your planes |anded."

"Well, now we know what happened,” Ham
whi spered. "But who the hell are these people?"

"One way to find out." Tina shouted: "W are
you?"

"The Sisters of Zenana."

"That doesn't tell me a goddamm thing!"

Ham whi sper ed.

"Me, either,"” Tina returned the whisper. Taking
a deep breath, she called, "What the hell is
t hat ?"

"Are you in charge, sister?"

"I"'mnot your sister. Yes, I'min
charge. "
"Sisters may | eave. The nen nust stay."
"I told you, I'"mnot your sister. Wiy should we

| eave the men?"

"For breeding purposes.”

"I'f they just want to fuck," a Rebel called
out fromthe darkness, "tell "emto come on. Let's have
a party."

"Shut up, Gary," Tina said, glad that Gary



could not see her grin.

"Pigs!" the woman's voice was shrill.
"Filthy male pigs."

"Uh- huh," Gary said. "Now | get the
picture."

"Carry your asses on, girls," Ham
called. "Go do your things sonewhere else.”

"You' d better think about it, sister,"” the voice
called. "W are many and you are few "

"I'f you don't like men, why do you want to breed with
then?" Tina called

"To produce nore Sisters of Zenana."

"Something tells me that they kill any boy
babi es, " Ham sai d.

"W run into the nost interestin" folks," Gary
sai d.

Tina didn't tell himto shut up. As the canp
clown, Gary could be counted on to act the fool even
under the nost harrow ng of conditions.

"How much area do you control ?" Tina called.

"Why do you want to know?"

"So we can avoid it the next tine."

"There will be no next tine, sister."

"Cet ready," Ham called hoarsely.

"They're coming."

"That's one way to put it," Gary said

Scream ng, the Sisters of Zenana charged. And
ran headfirst into death. The Rebel Scouts opened
up with everything they had, throwing up a solid wall of
firepower. The C aynores were electronically
fired, the ball bearings ripping the Iife out of
anyone in their K-Z

A big .50 caliber added its chugging to the
nel ee, the thunb-sized slugs knocking the Sisters
spi nning and scream ng to the ground.

But even with the firepower, several Sisters managed
to breach the canp's inner perineters, and the weapons
changed from guns to knives and hand-axes and entrenchi ng
t ool s.

Ti na was knocked down by a charging Sister, |osing
her M 16 as she fell. Tina funbled
for her sidearmjust as a fist slamred into her jaw

"Don't kill this one," she dimy heard a
worman' s voi ce say. "She's prime." Hands
roamed her body.

Screw you! Tina thought, as her hand cl osed on the
handl e of her knife. She drove the blade to the
hilt in the woman's belly. Bl ood oozed onto
her

hand as she pulled the blade free and drove it in
agai n.

The Sister screanmed and fell to one side. Tina
junped to her feet, the big knife at the ready.

She | ooked around her. The fight was over

From deep in the brush and tinber, the voice
called, "You are marked for death, Sister. Beware,
Bewar e! "

"Fuck you!" Tina yelled. "That's probably
what you need."

"Wl somebody come get this broad off nme!" Gary



yel l ed. "Dammed heifer must weigh three hundred
pounds! "

The Rebels all heard the faint sounds of feet
on the roof. Faint, but very real

Qut si de, the shouting and the hurling of stones had
i ncreased.

"\Whenever you're ready," Buddy called to the nen
with the lead wires in their hands.

The huge conplex trenbled as the O aynores were
fired, the back-blast sendi ng shock waves through the
roof -entrance. The bodies, intact and in bits and
chunks, were actually hurled fromthe roof.

The floor of the littered and darkened inner mall was
suddenly filled with robed men and wonen.

"Fire!" Buddy shouted.

The machi ne guns began yamering, the noise
deafening in the cl osed conpl ex.

Ri verson stood at the store's open end,
hol ding an M 60 in his big hands, the belt
wor ki ng, spitting out death.

A piece of the roof collapsed, caused in part
by the explosions fromthe Cl aynores, the debris
trappi ng those remaining Ni ght People in the cl osed
mal | .

Fromthat point on, it was carnage, as the Rebels
finished their work.

Buddy chanced a | ook outside. The parking area
was enpty of N ght P.

VWen the | ast shot had echoed away into stillness,
Buddy said, "It's over. This town is cleared.
They' ve had enough. They've pulled out."

Ben was up early, found his clothing, and dressed,
shoving his sore feet into house slippers. He
wal ked out into the hall, startling a floor nurse.

"Sir! You shouldn't be out of bed!"

"I'mfine. Were is Dr. Allardt?"

"Ah ... having breakfast in the dining area,
general . "

"Fine, I'Il join her."

He wal ked toward up the hall, then paused.
Hel |, he didn't know where the dining area was.

He asked the nurse, thanked her, and wal ked
on. He got a dirty look fromHolly when he
stepped into the dining room
Smiling, he wal ked over to her table and sat
down. "\Wat are you havi ng?" he asked
pl easant!ly.
"You are a bull headed man, Ceneral. You shoul d not
be on that leg."
"It wasn't a long walk, and | don't intend
to do nuch wal ki ng. Can you drive a Jeep?"
"I ... of course, | can drive a Jeep
Why ?"
"I thought you might Iike to take a ride around the
town ... after you've finished your rounds, of course."
"I have no rounds. You were my only
patient. The Rebels are the healthiest bunch of people
| have ever encountered.”
"Clean living and good exercise, Holly." He
was straight-faced as he said it.



"Right," she said drily.

"I's that your answer, Holly?"

"If that is the only way to keep you off your
feet, yes, we'll take a drive."

" Cood! "

Then she wat ched in astoni shnent as Ben ordered
bacon and eggs and fried potatoes and biscuits and
m | k.

"I's that all for you?"

"I"'ma healthy eater. And where is ny
Thonpson?"

"Your what ?"

"My weapon."

"I haven't the foggiest. | hope you didn't
leave it in your Jeep."

" \Npy ?"

"Because it mght get stolen.”

Ben smled at her. "Did you hear any
gunshots last night or this nmorning, Holly?"

"Wy ... no."

"Then no one stole it."

"What are you sayi ng?"

"We don't tolerate crime in a Rebe
community, Holly. No one has to steal, and we
won't tolerate it."

She stared at him her blue eyes serious.

"What

happens to the peopl e who steal ?"

"That depends on whether or not they're shot dead
on the spot."

"I don't believe |'mhearing this."

"Believe it. Qur schools teach nuch nore than the
ABC S, Holly. Qur schools teach honesty and
val ues and the work ethic."

"Then it's all true; everything |I've heard.
That's why |'ve been avoiding | ocations where the
Rebel s m ght be."

"What have you heard?"

"That your society is a very rigid one....'

"It is, to an extent."

"... and that it is a dictatorship. Wth you the
director."

Ben thought that was funny. He was still |aughing as his
breakfast was placed in front of him And Holly
was getting angry.

"Holly, there are few witten | aws
in any Rebel settlenent. And those |aws are
agreed upon by all who join us. They were not witten
by me al one; they were voted on, years ago. Back
when we forned the Tri-States. A person does not
steal, cheat, lie, msrepresent the truth ..
it's a cormon-sense form of governnment, Holly.

Al we did was go back to the basics."

"But you'll shoot someone for stealing a ... a,
anyt hi ng! "

"Most of the time, no.

"What do you nean?"

"Qur reputation goes back years, Holly.

Peopl e know we're a bunch of hard-asses ... that's
on one hand. On the other hand, they know that if they



need food, we'll share with them If they're

sick, well help them They also know that if they
try to steal fromus, well shoot themon the spot. And
that's the way it is. Are you going to eat that toast?"

"What ... what? Ah, no."
Thanks." He speared it with his fork and spread

bl ackberry jamon it.

"When was the last tine you shot sonmeone for stealing,

Ben?"
Ben chewed reflectively. "Ch ... years
ago. | told you. No one steals in a

Rebel comunity."

"Incredible! And people actually flock to join you people.
don't understand it."

"Do you have a sister?"

"What ? Ah, as a matter of fact, | do."

"Her nane wouldn't be Gale, would it?"

"No. It's Nancy. | don't know where she

is. W becanme separated just after the bombings. Wo
is CGale?"

"Alady | used to know. You'd like her. She was

aliberal in the mdst of war."

"I'f the world had had nore |liberals, we woul dn't have

had a war."

"Probably not. It would all be under communi st

rule. Let's go."

"Daddy," Grover Neal said. "Them Rebels

is a-blowin'" up all the bridges."

"Why you reckon they'd do a damm fool thang

| ak "at ?"

"Don't know, Daddy." Which accurately sunmed

up Grover Neal's understanding of just about anything one
m ght wish to nention

"Wai," Hrampicked up his rifle, "le's

us jus" go see these sol dier-boys."

Hi ram gat hered up all of his sons he

could find, and several of his neighbors, all armed, and
went to see the sol dier-boys.

"Why for y'all blow n' up our bridges?"

H ram cal |l ed across the space where a bridge had
once stood.

The Rebels ignored him as they had been

ordered to do. And they also had a few other orders that
woul d soon have to be foll owed.

"Hey, boy!" Hiramcalled to the Rebel who

was busy planting charges that would bl ow out the concrete
stanchions. "Ah'ma-talkin' to you
goddamm-it!"

The Rebel s ignored him
H ramand his crew did not notice as the

Rebel s in the Jeeps swung the .50 calibers
in their direction.

"Ah thank they's all deef, Hram" one

of the nei ghbors proclaimed, in what could | ocosely
pass for the English | anguage.

"Renenber the orders,"” one of the Rebels behind a

.50 whispered. "No killing if it can be
avoi ded. "

"Cottcha."
Flush with the thrill of victory after having



wi t nessed his brother being flogged and then tarred
and feathered, Efrom Silas said, "Ah thank ah
can git they attention, Daddy."

"Co ahead, son,” Hiramtold him

Ef rom j acked back the hamer on his .30-30
and put a round near a Rebel

About a half second after he did that, it seened
to

Hi ram and Efrom and the others that the gates of
Hel | suddenly opened.

Both .50's opened up, as well as a squad
of riflemen with M16's, two M60's, a
nortar crew back in the tinber, and a half a
dozen Rebels with Uzis.

Hiram s pickup truck was knocked over by a
nortar round. G b.8ness pickup expl oded as
.50 caliber rounds ignited the gas tank, and the
air around the rednecks was literally filled with | ead.

"Holy fuckin" shit!"™ H ramhollered, and
started pickin' "emup and puttin" "em down.

Charlie Jinmy got so excited he junped in the

bayou and cane up nose to snout with a 'gator; it was
a toss-up as to who scared whomthe nost. Charlie
Jimy went one way and the 'gator went another.

G b., his big belly junping with every step,
allowed as to how this was plunb enbarrassin”
for a man who'd ris so high up in the Kl an. But
he put all those thoughts out of his head as a Rebe
started pulling slugs around G b. 8ness feet.

G b. decided he'd better get the lead out of his
ass before he got some lead in his ass.
"Gawddammit, Hiram " he squalled. "Wit

up for me!"

The crew of marshmal | ow brains rounded a curve
in the old road and di sappeared fromsight, leaving a
bunch of Rebel s [ aughing so hard they could hardly
see.

"That'll give them sonething to think about," the Rebe
in charge of the unit said. "Let's blow this thing and
nove on to the next one.”

"Hal p!" Charlie Jimry hollered. He was in
about a foot of water and was splashing |ike a beached
whale. "Halp! I's a-gonna git drowned!"

"Stand up and wal k out of there, you silly fucker!"
a Rebel yell ed.

Charlie Jinmmy stood up and with as much dignity as
he coul d nmuster began the trek up the bank. He had
lost his britches and was buck-assed naked fromthe
wai st down.

Charlie Jinmy did his best to ignore the
wol f -whi stl es coming fromthe wonmen Rebel s
on the other side of the bayou
Chapt er Sixteen

"Ah' m a-gonna kill that goddammed Ben
Rai nes!" Hiram said. He was sitting on his
front porch of the house that housed wife 2. He
couldn't find his left shoe, having ran out of it about
two nmiles back up the road. "That there was ny
best est pi ckup. "

"Well, now, Hram" 2 asked, her hands



on her hips. "Jist how am| 'pposed to visit
nmy sister acrost the bayou if Ben Rai nes has
done bl owed up all the bridges?"

"I don't know...." Hiramcouldn't renenber
her name. Lucy sonet hing-or-the-other, he thought. "And
| don't nmuch care. | never |aked her nohow. "

2 glared at him "Wai, you jist a-better
cone up with sunthang, M. Big-Shot. And
mean do hit quick!"

"Awrat, awrat!"

She storned back into the house.

"Gawddamm agitatin" winmmn!" Hiram
nut t er ed.

One of his own kids started squallin' at the other
end of the porch. H ram picked up a chunk of
wood and threw it at the boy, knocking him
of f the porch.

"Shut up, gawddamit!"

Hi ram had never heard of Dr. Spock. The
only Spock he'd ever heard of was that one with the

funny ears that used to be on the TV.

H ram | ooked to see who he'd hit. Bubba
Wililie. Well, couldn't nake himno goofier
than he already was, he reckoned.

"I hate you, Ben Raines!"

"Why are you tearing down those buil dings?" Holly
asked, pointing to where a bulldozer was worKking.

"We don't have slums in Rebel comunities,

Holly. Not only are they eyesores, they're
dangerous. So we tear them down and start over."

"And over there? What is that, slave |abor?"

He | aughed at her. "Those are people who want al
that we can give them but refuse to pitch in and work
al ongsi de us."

"So your troops cone in with guns and force them
to work." Not a question.

"No. They're given a choice. Wrk or get
out. Obviously, those chose to work."

"Wth a little gentle persuasion,” she said
sarcastically.

"There are no free rides, Holly.

The free rides ended when the bonbs canme. Look

closely, Holly. Just stop the Jeep. Thank

you. You see any handi capped or elderly people out there
wor ki ng? Huh? Do you?"

She did not.

"Those are all abl e-bodied nen and wormren. You shoul d
know, Holly ... you helped with their physica
exans. "

"But many of those wonen have children!"

"The kids are being cared for at a day center. They
aren't home fending for themselves, Holly. Gve us nore
credit than that."

"Ben Raines, | don't knowif you are the
total personification of evil or whether you are
what this country needed thirty years ago."

"Thank you. Drive on, please."

She nuttered under her breath, but put the Jeep in
gear and drove on

"What's that buil ding over there?" she asked,



poi nti ng.
"Dr. Chase's lab and factory ... soon
to be. He might already have it running."
"For the manufacture of nedicines?"

"Precisely."
"And that building "way over there in the
field?"

"Munitions. That's why it's set so far away from
t he ot her buildings."

"You ready to head back?"

"To nmy office."

"No, general. To the hospital. | want
to change the dressing on your |eg."

"Al'l right. What are you doing for dinner this evening,
Hol | y?"

"Why ... nothing."

"Wuld you like to have dinner with nme?"

"lI's that w se?"

"What's unwi se about it? You're not a nenber
of the Rebel Arny."

"That's not exactly what | neant."

"I know. "

She refused to ook at him "Were will this dinner
t ake pl ace?"

"My quarters, | guess. \Werever you would like."

She hesitated for a few seconds. "All right.
["lI'l meet you there." She glanced at him "Where
are your quarters?"

He told her. By that time, they had reached the
hospital conplex and she had pulled in and gotten
out. "I'll see you about seven, Ben."

"Fine." She turned away. "Holly?" She
turned around. Ben was smiling at her

"What's so funny, Ben?"

He patted the | eather boot hol ding his Thonmpson
SM&

She nuttered sonethi ng about barbari smand wal ked into the
ground fl oor of the hospital. But she had to snile
as Ben's laughter reached her

Cecil | ooked up fromhis desk. "Should you be up
Ben?"

"I"mnot doing nuch wal king. What's the status
on Patrice?"

Ben sat down.

Cecil poured them both coffee and sat back
down. His offices were on the opposite end of town
fromBen's HQ That | essened the chances of both of
them being killed in case of attack

"She says that she cane over with the terrorist and was
sent to infiltrate our arny. To get as close to the
| eaders as possible. But she clains that she has had
no contact in any way w th Khansin since she
joined in North Carolina."

"Do you believe her?"

"She passed both a pol ygraph and a PSE

test."
"Drugs?"
"Not yet. What do you think?"
Ben sighed heavily. "I hate to subject a

person to drugs. It's a tough go. But if we're



going to get to the truth ... yes, Cec. Go
ahead. "
He nodded. "I'Il contact Lamar. Have him
set it up."
"The bridges bl own?"
Cecil smled. "Yes. Only one incident."
" Anybody kil led?"
"No. Just a slight loss of dignity is the
nost anyone suffered.”
"Dignity? Hell, those people can't even spell the
word." He stood up. "Hold it down, Cec.
"Il be at ny quarters.”
Ben paused at the door. "Any further word from
t he east bound teans?"
"Not yet."
" Buddy?"
"Monroe is clean. They're burning the | ast
of the bodies."
"Have hi m cone back here and resupply before he
pushes on."
"WII do, Ben."
Tina and her team had spent nobst of that day clearing
t he bl ockades from around Knoxville. Hamfinally
strai ghtened up, easing his back, and said, "I
don't understand these barricades, Tina. If these people
thrive on human flesh, and we know that's true,
why barricades? It seens to ne they' d want
to lure people into the cities, rather than keep them out."
"I"ve been thinking about that. Ham Renenber
what we found in Atlanta?"
He nodded.
"I think these N ght People go out on forays and bring
pri soners back, keep them | ocked down unti

they're ... well, ready for them If you know what
I nean."
Ham knew. "General Raines will never permt

that, Tina. And | think he should know for sure."

"Yes. And |'ve been thinking about that, too.
think I'lIl contact Ike. G ve the people a break
Ham "

She wal ked to her jeep and got |ke on the
horn, sharing Hamis and her theory with him

She coul d practically hear lke sigh over the
mles. "You're right, Tina. | think Ben should be
i nfornmed of your theory. Hold what you've got.
["I'l link up with you tomorrow. W'll go into the
city and check this out. I'Il notify Ben and tel
hi m what we' re doing."

"Ten-four, |ke."

| ke couldn't get Ben, but he got Cecil and
brought himup to date.

"What'd you think about it, Cec?"

"If there are people being held prisoner, Ike,
we've got to free them O at least try. Go

ahead, I'll square it with Ben."

"Ten-four, Cec. I'll call in just before we
enter the city. That will probably be around noon tonorrow.
Shark out."

He radioed to Tina. "It's a go, Tina.

Pul | back off the loop and wait for us west of the



city."

"Ten-four, lke. Ch, lke ... watch out
for the Sisters of Zenana."

"The
who?"

"They ki dnap nal es for breedi ng purposes."

"What happens after that?"

"They kill the men."

"Sound |ike nice people. Wiere'd you run into then®"

She gave himthe twenty of the Sisters of
Zenana.

"I will do ny best to avoid that spot. Shark out."

"Pull them back, Ham " Tina shout ed.

"We'|| enter the city tonorrow "

"Dr. Chase has assigned a teamto question this
Patri ce Dubois person,"” Holly told
Ben. "l asked if | could be a part. He very
flatly said no to that."

"And t hat offended you?" Ben handed her a drink

"Thanks. As a matter of fact, it did."

"Why should it? You said it yourself: You are not a part
of the Rebel Arny."

She took a sip of her drink and coughed. "Good
God! What is this stuff?"

"Homemade vodka. Wuld you prefer homenade
gin or hormemade whi skey?"

"One is probably as bad as the other."

"True. "

"What happens during this questioning?"

"A team of doctors put the subject
i nto drug-induced hypnosis. It's repeated severa
times over a period of several days, gradually
br eaki ng down the person's nental guards, to use
laymen's ternms. It's effective.”

"And dangerous. "

"Not according to Chase. The subject is very
careful ly nonitored. Wether you choose to believe
it or not, Holly, we're not here to harm anyone who
will just give us a chance."

She gave him a very dubi ous | ook. Al nost
pai nful. O course, that might have been caused by the
honmenade hooch

"You have yet to convince ne of that, Ben

"Holly ..." Ben sat down in a chair
opposite her. "Gvilization, order
productivity, are based on rules. Laws, if
you will. And | aws are based on, steeped in, anong
other things, fear. And respect for a fell ow human
bei ng. "

"I will agree in part. But you're a fine one to be
tal ki ng about respect. Wat respect have you shown this
Rocki ngham person and his foll owers?"

"The sane anmount he's shown ne."

She thought about that and slowy nodded her head in
agreenment ... Ben hoped.

"But you force people to work."

"Ch, no, Holly. That's wong. |If people w sh
to share what the Rebels can offer them nedica
hel p, schools, protection, any type of help
that we can offer, then yes, we ask that they work ..



at whatever they are qualified to do. If

they're not qualified to do anything, we'll train
them But if they choose not to work with us, that is their
option, but they will receive nothing fromus. Nothing."
She drained her glass and held it out for a
refill. Ben obliged. "You're not going
to lecture me on the potential of this stuff,
Ben?"
"You're an adult, Holly. |I'm not your
keeper."
" Anot her Rebel phil osophy?"
"Atruism"
"Perhaps. When are we going to eat and what are we
havi ng?"

" St eaks, baked potato, and a salad. I|s that
all right with you?"

"Sounds good." Her words were already becoming a bit
slurry.

Ben made a silent bet she'd be passed out in
thirty mnutes, and he hadn't even put the steaks
on the grill.

Hol Iy was al ready knocki ng back another half
full glass of the hone-brew. He smiled and
adjusted the wick on a | anp, darkening the room
If Holly paid any attention to it, she didn't
et on.

Ben got a blanket froma hall closet. Wen
Hol | y passed out, she was going to just keel over right
there on the couch. Mght as well get ready for it.

"How do you like your steak, Holly?"

"Well done ... done."

"Right." He got the steaks out of the
generator-powered fridge and held them for a nonent.
No point in wasting one. He started to put one
back and thought, Ch, what the hell

Then he heard a soft, thudding sound in the living
room He put her steak back and | ooked in on the
doctor. She was asleep on the couch. She'd had
about seven ounces of home-brew, on probably
an enpty stomach.

Ben strai ghtened her out and covered her with a thin
bl anket. Then he went outside to cook his steak

One thing for sure, and Ben knew from experience:
Hol |y woul d have one hell of a hangover in the
nor ni ng.

"Men catch us neetin", and we gonna be in
big trouble, Jenny Sue."

"For what? It ain't agin no law for w nmin
to git together and gossip."

"But that ain't why we're here and you know it."

"Did any of you like what we all seen
t he ot her night?"

None di d.

"So what are we gonna do about it?"

No one sai d anyt hi ng.

"WIl somebody tell me what the hell The Code
i s?" Jenny Sue asked.

Nobody real ly knew. But Laura Jane said,

"I think it nmeans you ain't "pposed to talk agin
your nei ghbor."



"But what if your neighbor is wong?"
"Daddy says that ain't for us to judge,"

Billie Jo spoke up.

"Well ... who judges, then?"

Nobody knew.

"Well, | know one thing: | want ny kids
back," Jenny Sue stated. "And 1'Ill do

what ever it takes to git 'em back." And then she
spoke the damming words. "And | want to git away
fromthis place."

"Jenny Sue! You hush "at kinda talk."
The young wonman | ooked around, fear in her eyes.

"Now this is pitiful!" Jenny's words were
har d- spoken. "We're grown wimrin. Al of us
twenty or

near there. And we have to sneak out into the
bushes to talk. Grls, | thought the whole world

l[ived lak we'uns; till | seen them Rebels
other day. | bet ever'one of '"emcan read and wite
and figure. I can't. Can any of you?"

No one coul d.

"And why cain't we read and wite and figure?"

was ' Cause we ain't never been to school
Jenny Sue! You know that."

"Way ain't we?" Jenny pushed.

"Wai, hell, they ain't no schools, fool!"

"And why is that?"

"Whut you tryin" to get us to say, Jenny?"

M sty asked.

"Way is we bein' held back fromlearnin ?"

"Them s bl asphenpbus words, Jenny," she was
cautioned. "You steppin' mghty clost to the I|ine,
girl.”

"I"'mfixin" to step over it, Carol Ann."

"Whut you mean?"

"I"'mleavin'. I'"mgonna go into town and be wth
nmy kids and git ne some learnin'."

"Hit'Il go turrible hard when Frank catches
up with you, girl."

"No, it won't. "Cause |I'll be with the
Rebel s, and they ain't gonna |et
not hi n" happen to ne. And the sane goes for the rest of
you, too."

"Donnie ain't let ne go to town in near
*bouts a year," Carol Ann said wistfully.

"I never could figure out what he was so fearful of."

"Learnin'." Jenny put her finger on the nmark.

"He's stupid, jist lak Frank is stupid.
Jist lak we're stupid for puttin' up withit."

M sty took a | ook around her and said, "Ah

t hank Hiram s done gone around the bend.

Nobody in his right mnd would do what he done to his
own flesh and blood. And | heared that Billy
Bob was dead!"
"That don't surprise ne," Jenny said.
"Nobody could've lived through all that. I'mtarred
of bein' ignorant. I'mtarred of workin' fromcan
to cain't and don't have nothin' to show for it except a
| azy-assed old man who don't want to do nothin'
"cept hunt and fish. He ain't even tried



to put in no crop in tw years. Wnt work the
garden. Won't hel p around the shack. I'mjist
tarred of it!"
"Ah bet we could get fifteen-twenty others
to go wif us," Laura June said. "I'm gane!
Let's git as many as we can, and neet
back here," she | ooked up, "when the nmoon is there!
Let's git gone, girls!"
Ben grilled his steak and baked his potato on the
grill, then ate his dinner. He had ceased his
| ooking in on Holly. She was out as surely as the
lights were out around the world.
He cl eaned up the small ness, turned out the
[ anterns, and went to bed.
Holly was in for a rougher tine than she thought. For it
woul d not go unnoticed that she had spent the night with

Ben ... or at least in his quarters.
Tomorrow, Ben nused, promised to be an interesting
day.

Just how interesting, he really couldn't realize.
Yet .
Chapt er Sevent een
The bangi ng on the door brought Hi ram straight
up in bed. "Alrat, alrat!" he yelled.
"I'"'ma-conmin"!"
He jerked open the door and faced a whole
passel of armed and angry-faced nen.
"Whut the hale-far is goin' on?"
"Qur w nmn done took off, Hiram"
Jakey yell ed. "Laura June's done packed
her kit and git!"
"CGone? \Were'd they go?"
"Hale, Hiram we don't know" B.m
holl ered. No one really knew what B.m stood
for ... but nost could guess what it should stand for
"You better check your own house, Hiram"
Wl bur told him
"Precious!" Hramhollered. "Oh,
Precious Thrill! You beside' answer ne, gal."
But Precious had done taken her thrill and
haul ed ass. The girl had been living in
absolute terror since wtnessing her father beat and
tar his son.
"Waut tine is it?"
"Near "bout one in the nornin",

reckon,” Donnie Jeff said. "I figure they
been gone three hours. | figure they waited
till we was asleep and then tooken off."

"But where the hell did they go?" The question was shouted.
"Ben Raines." H ram spoke softly.
"Bet on it."

"Let's git the dogs and take out after "em™

"If they been gone three hours, boys, we'l
never catch 'em now. They on the other side of the
bayou and linked up with a Rebel patrol. Bet on
that."

"Whut is we gonna do, Hiran?" The question was
whined out. "Hit ain't rat to take no nman's
womnan. "

"Nobody took 'em They |lef on they own."



"I say we fight!" a man screaned.

"Fight?" Hiram s eyes found the nman.

"Wf what?" The words were bitter on his tongue.
"Deer rifles and shotguns agin tanks and machi ne
guns? Pl anes | ak done cone in here and
des-stroyed a whole ten acres in ten seconds?"

"Then what is we gonna do?"

"Co see Ben Raines.” Hiram s words were
spoken wearily.

It was an hour before dawn as the nen fromthe Stanford
Conmunity put their boats into the waters of the bayou
When they reached the other side, they found thensel ves
| ooki ng down the barrels of autonmatic weapons, in
the hands of grimfaced, tiger-striped Rebels.

"Cet your asses back across the bayou,"” a man
with captain's bars ordered

"We conme to fetch our wi nmin back hone, "

Hi ram i nfornmed him

"Your 'winmmin" don't want to be "fetched"
back honme. We took theminto Base Canp One

about m dnight. Get back across the
bayou. "

"Hit's "pposed to be a free country!"

H ram squal | ed.

"Yeah. If Ben Raines says it is. You
told the general you wanted to be left al one.
W' re giving you that chance.”

"Who' s a-gonna cook and cl ean?" B.m

yelled. "I ain't got no clean drawers to put
on."
The Rebel s exchanged anused gl ances.
"Well, partner," the captain said. "In about three
weeks, we might let you see
your
worren. | think you' re gonna be surprised.”
"Whut you mean?"
"They'll start five hours of classroom work
daily, and five hours of Rebel training and
i ndoctrination. The changes in themw Il not be subtle."
"Waut the hale did he said ... subble?

Wiut's "at nean?"

"Ah thank they gonna be made into doctors.”

"In three weeks! Lard, Lard!"

The Rebels started |aughing. "Wy don't we just
shoot them captain?" a sergeant suggested. "Put
them out of their misery."

"That's a dam good idea, sergeant.”

"Now jist hold ever'thang!" Donnie Jeff
hollered. "Cain't we jist talk this over sone?"

"If you're not across the bayou in one mnute, we
start shooting."

The nen returned to the other side rmuch nore quickly
than they had originally crossed.

"Why is the general putting up with this crap
captai n? Why doesn't he just let us run them
of f ?"

"I think these people are a personal challenge to the
general . "

Anot her Rebel |aughed. "I want to be there in
about a month when those 'necks try to take their



w ves back home. If two or three 'necks

don't get butt-stroked or shot, it'll sure
surprise me."

"I doubt if those guys will even recognize their
wives in a nonth. |'ve seen it happen. In a

month's tine, those |ladies won't be tal king the
same or |ooking the same. Let's get sone
br eakf ast."
"How about sone breakfast?" Ben asked Holly.
"Qoohh!" was her reply.
"Bacon and eggs sound all right to you?"
A gaggi ng sound cane fromthe darkened room

"Well, I'"Il just start cooking. You m ght
change your mind." He wal ked into the kitchen
chuckl i ng.

Holly lay on the couch. Her head felt like a
gang of |eprechauns was inside, banging little pots
and pans.

She kicked off the Iight blanket and sat up
She | ay back down. "Aspirin!" she croaked.

"On an enpty stomach, doctor? That's not good
for you."

"CGet me sone aspirin, Raines! You did this
to me; you take care of ne."

"I didn't do anything to you, Holly. You did
it to yourself. And that is yet another Rebe
truism”

She cursed under her breath. "You are the nost
nost
i mpossi bl e
man | have ever net!"

Ben wal ked into the room and opened the drapes.
Silver light flooded the roomand Holly cl osed
her eyes and noaned.

"First hangover for you?"

"Yes, and | can assure you, it will be
nmy | ast one." She glanced at the vile-looking
concoction in the glass he was hol ding. "Wat in
God's nane is that?"

"Come on, Holly. You're no spring chicken
You know what a Bl oody Mary is." He laid
two aspirin on the coffee table and set the drink
down.

She took the aspirin and chased them down with the
m xture. Then, quite unladylike, she bel ched.

"Of course, | know what a Bl oody Mary
is. I've just never had one. What's really in these
t hi ngs? And what do you mean, |'mno spring
chi cken?"

Ben grinned at her. "Well, in that particular
drink ... home-canned tonmato juice,
homenade hot sauce, salt, and a dash of the hair
of the dog that bit you."

She smled thinly and then confessed, "It isn't
bad. I'lIl try alittle breakfast, Ben. And for your
information, I'mthirty."

"Like | said, no spring chicken."

"Where's the bathroon? Do you have a spare
toot hbrush ... and sone
rea



t oot hpast e?"

"Right down that hall. And yes, real toothpaste.

Homemade, of course.”

She stood up and swayed for a nonment. "You people
really have one hell of an organization, don't you?"

"We try to live as normally as possibl e,
Holly. 1've got over a hundred people who
don't do anythi ng except research; another

hundred who put that research into reality. | Iike

to think that we bring sone light into a postwar darkness."

"Al'l right, Ben," she said very softly.
"Al'l right, what, Holly?"
“I"l1l join the Rebels."

I ke and Tina and the Rebels entered the city of
Knoxville on Interstate 40, exiting off into the
city proper. No one had to tell themthe N ght People

were here; the snell of death |ingered over everything.

"Where to start,
at the ruins of the city.

"Let's try the university conpl ex,’
suggest ed.

"Yeah, we night |earn sonething there."

Col l ective groans followed his statenent.
ke did his best to look hurt. It didn't quite
come off.

As they drove, weapons at the ready,
all could see piles of human bones scattered

Ti na

about, sonme of themvery fresh, scraps of neat stil

to the bones.

I ke halted the arny convoy and got out, inspecting
the piles of bones. He shook his head and cli nbed

back into his Jeep, telling his driver, "Men

| ke muttered, |ooking around him

hangi ng

worren, and children." H's face was hard and grim as he

pi cked up the mc. "No nmercy and no prisoners,
people. Kill themall as we find them"

They drove slowy into the university conpl ex.

The stench of unwashed bodi es was al nbst overpoweri ng.

| ke shook his head and told his driver to | ead the

convoy out, back to the Interstate.
His radio crackled. Tina's voice
"What's wrong, |ke?"

"We're going to have to put it off, Tina. W're

not equi pped to cope with the health problem"”
"I agree." Dr. Ling's voice was added.
"Cod al one

knows how many di seases we ni ght encounter in here.

W're not properly suited for this type of
situation. lke? Get in touch with CGenera
Raines. Didn't you tell nme he told you that

Buddy was cl eani ng out N ght People to the west?"

"That's what he said."

"Ask himto break if off, and have hi m advice
Dr. Chase of this decision."

"Ten-four, Doc." When they were back on the

Interstate, lke halted the convoy and wal ked to the

conmuni cati ons van. "Get Base Canp One on
the horn."

Ben was not yet in his offices, but Cecil was.

"Al'l right, Ike. | agree with Ling. |'m
sure Ben will agree. Stay out of the cities and



avoid contact with the Night P. Check back in when
you make canp this evening."

| ke | ooked at Maj or Broadhurst. The
maj or said, "We nmay be forced to destroy the
cities, lke."

"That thought has occurred to me, Tom But |
doubt that Ben will go along with it. 1'd consider the
use of poison gas, but damit, we don't know
how many i nnocent people mght be held in the cities.
I think, ol" buddy, we're going to have to do it
house to house."

Tina had joined the nen. "How did there get to be
so many of them w thout our discovering it?"

"Well, Tina, they' ve had alnpst fifteen years
to set this up. Hell, there m ght not be
any
maj or cities destroyed, with the exception of
D.c. This could all be a hoax on the part of the
Night P. | just don't know. "

Tina gl anced at her map and did sone quick

figuring. "Only about seven hundred and fifty
mles to go, lke."

"Wth no idea of what is waiting for us after each
mle," Ike said. "Scouts out, Tina. Let's
go!"

"I can't go to work looking like this!" Holly
bi t ched.

"Call the hospital and have sonmebody send over
sone cl ot hes. "

"Are you serious?"

"Hol ly, everybody knows you spent the night here.
The entire base. And you're going to be treated a
lot differently fromnow on. Get used to the idea."

"Then there is no point in my trying to say that
not hi ng happened. "

"Not a bit."

She wal ked to the wi ndow and stared out. The base was
up and working. She turned to face him "Well, if
that's the case, | mght as well just get ny things

and nove in!"

"That wouldn't hurt mnmy feelings."

"Don't you ever give ne another damm drink of
t hat homenade crap, Ben Raines!"

"Yes, ma'am"

The field phone rang. Ben picked it up and

listened for a moment. "I'Il be right there."
He turned to Holly. "Cone on, I'll drop
you of f at the hospital and you can change. | want

you with ne on this one."

"What's goi ng on?"

"Tell you on the way. We just scored a
smal I, bl oodless victory over Hiramand his
crew "

She watched as Ben struggled into his junp
boots and | aced t hem up.

Finally she said, "Stupid!"

"They feel good," he lied.

" Uh- huh. "

He waited at the hospital while she showered and
changed. She dressed in jeans, but with a white



snock over her casual wear, and clinbed into the
Jeep.

They drove to a holding area that had been set up
on the football field of the |ocal high school

"What in the world? ..." Holly nmuttered, upon
sighting the wonen fromthe Stanford Conmmunity.

"Qur newest converts to the Rebel Arny, ny
dear. And you can bet they have left behind a | ot of
pi ssed-of f husbands. "

"Now | recognize some of themfromthe
hospital. Yes, | gave several of them
physi cal s. "

Ben clinmbed out of the Jeep and wal ked toward the
| adi es. They ranged in age fromfifteen to thirty,
nost of them he guessed, in their twenties.

"Ladi es," he greeted them "I understand from
Captain Corzal ka that you want to join us. Is that
correct?"

"Yes, sir!" one young wonan spoke up the
| oudest .

"And what's your nanme?"

"Jenny Sue, sir." Then she proceeded
to introduce every woman in the ranks.

"Only a few of these had to be del oused, "

Hol | y whi spered to him

"That's gratifying to learn.”" He returned the
whi sper. He watched as Cecil drove up and got
out, wal king over to join them

"What the hell! ..." Cecil whispered. "Is
that who | think it is?"

was Deed it is, nmy friend." Raising his
voi ce, Ben said, "This gentleman, ladies, is
CGeneral Cecil Jefferys. Do any of you have any
objections to taking orders froma bl ack person?”

"No, sir!" the group shout ed.

"Amazing," Cecil muttered. "Axe you sure
they came fromthe Stanford Community, Ben?"

"Slipped across the bayou | ast night."

"Al'l right, ladies. If you will follow that
sergeant right there,"” Ben pointed, "she will take you
to be outfitted."

"Ceneral, sir," Jenn said. "Can | ax a
guestion, please?"

"Certainly."
"Can we get to see our Kkids sometines?"
"Of course you can. They'll be returned to you just as

soon as you fully understand what you're getting into here,
and have taken the oath and signed up."

"There ain't but one problemwth that, general."

"And what night that be?" Ben knew, but he
wanted the ladies to say it aloud. He knew the
first step toward education is for a person to admit he
needs it.

"Cain't none of us read or wite, sir."

"I guarantee you all that you will soon be able
to read and wite. And that's a promise.”
was "At's good enough for us, general," Jenny Sue

told him "Ch, and general? | feel it ny
bounden duty to tell you that y'all best brace for
troubl e.



was ' Cause Hiram and themol" boys will shore
be comin' in here after us."

"You left them Jenny Sue. They are no
| onger a part of any of you ladies. Not unless they
agree to conme in and agree to obey the rules.”

"I don't figure that very nmany of themis gonna
do that, sir."

"Then if they come in, | assure you all that we
will be able to take care of any trouble they m ght w sh
to start."”
"Yes, sir," she said slowy. "I reckon
y'all can, at that."
Chapt er
Ei ght een

"How d it go, son?" Ben asked Buddy.

"Gim father. But Monroe is cleaned up
O out. Wiy were we recalled to canp?”

"For medical reasons. | want you and your team
to check into the hospital for sone blood work. Do it
ri ght now, son."

"Yes, sir. Is there anything that I
shoul d know about ?"

"Ch, no. | wouldn't hold back from any of
you. This is just precautionary."

"What's the word from General |ke and Tina?"

Ben brought his son up to date on the Shark and the
Bi g Apple Scouts, and why all felt the need
for bl ood work.

"Ahh! Now | see. Father, the flesh-eaters
nmust be destroyed. If we cannot go in and face them
t hen how?"

"I don't know, son. And don't discount us going
nose-to-nose with them Everything will depend on how
your blood work turns out. So pull your team back
t oget her and get over to the hospital ."

"Yes, sir. Do we report to Dr.

Al lardt, father?" There was a wicked glint in the young
man' s eyes.

"Now, how? ..." Ben waved that off. "Get out
of here!"

Laughi ng, the young man left the office. Ben had
not stepped out from behind his desk when Buddy entered, nor
had he stood up. He didn't want the boy
to see that he was in his stocking feet. H s feet were
killing hinmn

Ceci| was haggard-| ooki ng when he cane
into Ben's office. He poured a cup of coffee and
sat down. "It looks like Patrice was telling the
truth all the way around, Ben. Lamar says she
isn'"t attenpting to hold anything back or to fight
the drugs. He thinks she's on the level."

"What's your next nove?"

"Lamar has ordered the questioning stopped. Breaking

off the drugs. W'll let her sleep tonight and then
you and I will question her tonorrow. If that's OK?"
"Fine with me. I'mcurious to know why she never

made any attenpt to contact Khanmsin after she
linked up with us. If that's the case.”

"We'|| listen to the tape of the questioning tonorrow, before we
talk with her. How are you feeling, Ben?"



"I'ma little bit sore where the | ead was dug out of
me ... and ny fucking feet are killing nme!"

"I told you not to wear those boots today," Holly
rem nded him

"Are you going to be one of those wonmen who nag
constantly?" Ben softened that with a snmile

"Only when | have to be. What's for dinner?"

Ben grinned at her. "Watever you like. There is the

kitchen. You told nme to stay off my feet,
remenber ?"

I ke and his teanms spent the night al ong
a barren stretch of Interstate about fifty mles
out si de of Knoxville. They had not seen one
living soul, other than Rebels, all that day.
Tina and her Scouts had pushed on, making canp just
outsi de of Bristol.

At full dark, she was the first to see electric
lights shining in the town.

She radioed in to Ike.

"What do you nake of it, Tina?"

"I don't know. M ght be a trap. You want
me to check it out?"

"Negative. Let them approach you. Doubl e your
guards tonight. 1'll push out of here at
oh-three-hundred in the morning. | don't like the
feel of it. Mght prove to be a bunch of good
folks; but let's check it out in strength.”

"Ten-four." She turned to Ham "Double the
guards, Ham Heads up and no one | eaves the
camp. "

Tina and her Scouts settled in for a very long
ni ght, looking at the lights of the unknown shining out of the
dar kness.

| ke pushed his people hard the next morning, arriving
at Tina's canp just after dawn; since the Scouts
had cleared the Interstate, they could push their
vehicl es as hard as they dared.

"I gather there were no hostile npbves agai nst you
| ast night, Tina?"

"None. But we were being watched. | warned the
wat chers about O aynores, and they knew what | was
tal ki ng about. They-whoever they m ght be-said they'd
see us in the norning. Then they left."

"That doesn't sound hostile."

"Not a bit."

"Al'l right. Break canp and let's push on
see what's happening in Bristol."

The Rebels found, much to their delight, a clean
organi zed, and wel | - defended town. The
t ownspeopl e had huge, well-cared-for gardens, had
reopened a clothing factory and various ot her
busi nesses, and the barter systemwas once nore alive and
wel I .

A Ricky Oamens was the clear and undi sputed
| eader of the several -hundred-strong comunity. Upon
guestioning, it was discovered that R cky was an ex-AF
fighter pilot, about the sanme age as |ke.

"Never seen it fail," lke told the man.
"W' ve never cone up on any safe town where the
| eader didn't have sonme sort of mlitary



background. You fol ks have a great-| ooking
pl ace here."
"Thanks. W were going to invite your Forward
Recon people up last night, but when | |earned they were
Rebel s, we backed off. You fol ks have a
reputation for shooting first and asking questions later."
"We've learned to do that over the years. Show ne
the town?"
"Sure. Use your Jeep?"
"Hop in."
As they toured the town, neat, clean, and secure,
| ke said, "Tell me about the Night P."
Ri cky's face hardened. "Cannibals. Mst
of themand we figure they nunber in the
t housands-twi sted, mentally and physically. They hate
anyone not like them Whatever we do, we have to do it in the
daylight. At dark, we secure the town."
"Sol el y because of the N ght People?"
He shook his head. "No. "Bout fifty
m | es east of here you' ve got a bunch of 'necks
and trash that roamthe countryside. Several hundred
strong. Robbing, raping, killing. Man by the nane of
Finley is the warlord in charge.™
"Khansin's peopl e bothered you yet ?"
"No. But we nonitor a lot of their radio
chatter. There's some pretty heavy fighting
goi ng on down in South Carolina, between the citizens
and the I PA. From what we've been able to learn, the
citizens are holding their own."

"Maybe that will keep themoff our asses for a
whi l e. How do you fuel your power generator?"
"Coal ."

"Thought that's what | snelled." Briefly, as
they rode, |ke explained the outpost systemthey were
setting up.
"Count us in." Ricky smled grimy. "There
aren't many liberals left around here, Ike.
Finley and his trashy-assed bunch made short work
of themthose the Night People didn't get."
"They approached themw th the olive branch of
peace?" the question was sour-soundi ng.
"Ch, sure. The same old tired |ine.
" Ch, you poor, poor unfortunate people. Here, |et
us help you." After the wonmen were raped and the nen
buggered and tortured-dependi ng on which faction seized
t he people-they were either eaten or taken for slaves."
"Your people nade any attenpts at rescue?"
"No. |I'mnot about to fuck w th anybody that
dammed stupid."
And | ke knew there and then, the Rebels had found
a strong and | oyal ally.
It was a tired and worn-| ooking Captain
Patrice Dubois that faced Ben and Cecil in
Ben's office. Battered, but not beaten.
"I should not like to go through that experience again," she
told the nen.
"Odds are, you won't," Ben replied. "Fee
i ke answering a few nore questions?"
"Do | have a choice?"
"No. "



"Ask your questions."
"You claimto have nmade no contact w th Khansin
during your tinme with the Rebels. Wy is that?"
"Because | was not sure, then, that what Khansin was
doi ng was right."
"And now?"
"He's wong. Wong in the way he's goi ng about
thi ngs. Both of you are, but the Rebel way is a
ot nmore just and bl oodl ess than that of the Hot Wnd."
"But you think we're still wong to a degree?"
"Yes."
Cecil had not yet asked a question. But his eyes
never left the wonan.
"By inposing | aw and order on the people?"
"By inposing
your
concept of |aw and order, general."
"It's a dirty job, Patrice, but sonmebody
has to do it."
H s hunor was |ost on her. "Wat is to becone
of ne, Ceneral Raines?"
"Do you want to stay here with us, Patrice; work with
us?"
"Yes," she answered quickly.
"I'n what capacity?"
"\Wher ever you choose to put ne."
Ben hesitated, then picked up her hol stered
.45 from his desk, still attacked to the web belt, and
tossed it to her.
She caught it, a surprised | ook on her
face.
"You'll act as liaison officer between Lanunba
and his screwballs, and Cecil's office. In
addition, you will act as peacenaker between H ram
Rocki ng- ham and his followers, and this office."
"Yes, sir."
"You may have a staff of five. You will work out of
Cecil's office conmplex. Take this day off, rest
and think about your staff." He | ooked at Cecil.
"Cut orders for her so she can get past the
patrols and into Hrams territory."
He | ooked back at Patrice. "That's all
captain. You nay |eave."
When she had left, Cecil smiled. "You know
damm well that redneck will never accept anything
Patrice has to say, Ben."
"That's Hram s problem |'m probably
going to have to kill the son of a bitch anyway. But before
| do, 1"'mgoing to give himand his ilk every
opportunity to come around."
"She m ght be able to get through to Lamunba."
"You know better, Cec. Hi s hate is just as
strong and just as unreasonable as Hiram s. They've
both hated too long to ever change. But Lanunba
i s your baby."
"Thanks ever so much. Can | just go shoot him
now?"
Ben smled. "Ch, by the way. | forgot to ask
D d Lanunba bring his people in for shots and
physi cal s?"



"Yes. Reluctantly. And spouting the nost
absurd nout hings | have ever endured.”

Ben | aughed at the expression on his friend s
face. "Wrse than H ram s?"

"Just as bad."

An ai de stuck her head into the office.
"Excuse me. Ceneral |ke just radioed in.
There is a strong outpost at Bristol. About four
hundred strong and growing. He reports they've
lined up solidly behind us."

"Great! Thank you."

Ben rose and wal ked to a wall map, circling
Bristol. "That makes three for sure. | think
we're really going to do it, Cec."

Cecil rose and stood beside his friend, |ooking at the
map. "But so nuch nore to do."

Both nen turned at the sound of the door opening.
Lamar Chase, unannounced, as usual. He
poured a cup of coffee and sat down.

"W won't know for sure until tonorrow, boys.
But it looks like the Night People aren't carrying any
type of infectious bugs. Buddy's team al
got splattered pretty well. So it appears
we' ve lucked out there. But!" he held up a warning
finger. "I would suggest face masks at the very | east.
Long-sl eeved shirts, secured at the wists, and
gl oves. No one with any open wound shoul d be a part of
any cl ean-up. Any wounded Rebel s shoul d be
evacked i medi ately. "

"Al'l right, Lamar. Thanks. You | ook gl um
What el se is on your nind?"

"You are aware of Em| Hite's presence up
the road, are you not?"

"Sure. But he isn't bothering anyone."

"That's not the point. He and his foll owers of
nuts and bolts and goofballs need to be given

physi cal s. "
Ben smled. "All right, Lamar. | need a
good | augh. Cec, you want to come al ong?"
"I can't, Ben. |I've got a stack of

reports a foot high on nmy desk."
"Dr. Allardt is through," Chase suggested
"I"'msure she would enjoy a ride out into the

country. Besides," he added dryly, "I'm sure
she's never seen anything like Em| Hite."
"Ch, what a peaceful little commune,” Holly

si ghed. "Ben, you haven't cone out here to harmthese
peaceful people, have you?"

"No, Holly. I'mgoing to | et Brother
Emi| continue running his little scam"

" ScanP"

"Brother Em| Hite, Holly, is a
phony. We've been running into Brother Em| for
several years now. Em| and his followers worship
the Great God Bl onm

"Are you serious?"

"Yes. You'll see. There is Brother Emil
now. "

"Ch, Ben! He's harmess.”

"Sure he is. If we didn't have people |ike



Emil Hte, we'd have to build nut houses for
all the people who flock to him"
"That's cruel, Ben!" But |ooking at Em |,
she had to cover her mouth with a hand to keep from | aughi ng.
"My dear, dear Ceneral Raines!" Eml
sai d, running up, alnost tripping over the hemof his
r obe.
"How wonderful it is to see you
"Yeah, Em|. | know you're just overjoyed at
the sight of me. Relax, I'mnot here to bust up
your little scam"
"Ch, thank you, Blomm " Em | | ooked
heavenwar d.
"Knock off the Blommshit, Emil. You have
any kids in this whacko encanmpnent ?"
"Ki ds? You nean, |ike babies?"
"Yes."
"Hel |,
no!" He | ooked at Ben suspiciously. "Wy
do you ask that?"
"Because if you had any, you wouldn't have them
long. What adults do with their tinme is their business.
But you won't raise kids believing in this hogwash.
You got all that?"
"Ch, yes, sir, Geat Suprene Commander of
Forces on Earth General Raines!”
"Eml! ..." Ben tried to cut himoff.
"I heard you were back in the area, Geat Good
Ceneral Raines, and |'ve conposed a new song in
your honor."
"Emlt oo
Sone of Emil's other foll owers had gathered
around.
"I call this ny Dance of Tribute."
"Jesus Christ!" Ben nuttered.
"Hm too. Right!" Em| said. "Actually,
it's nore of a dance than a song. You woul dn't understand the
words, general. They're in Blomers."
"They're in what?" Holly blurted.
"The | anguage of Bl omm "
" oh! ™
Em | started dancing in the dust. "Rockem
sockem Go, Cat, G Lula boola and
Li zzi e Borden junpa hoopa in the garden."
Emi | then proceeded to do a conbination of the Twi st, the
Bl ack-Bottom and the Bunny Hop
VWhen he finally wound down, the entire canp had
gat hered around, appl auding his efforts. Holly sat
wi th head bowed, right hand over her face.
"See, see!" Enmi| shouted. "It even got
to her, right, general ?"
"It was a sight to behold, Eml,"’
admi tted.
Emil| then lifted his arnms heavenward and began
praying to Blomm Ben turned himout.
VWhen he finished, Ben said, "Thank you, Enil,
| feel richly blessed."
Em | beaned. H s beam changed to panic at
Ben' s next words.
"Be in town bright and early tonorrow nmorning. Al of

Ben



you. You're going to take physicals at the
hospital . "
"But, sir!" Emi| protested. "W are al
Blomm s children. In the best of health. W...."
Ben stepped out of the Jeep, his Thompson in his

ri ght hand.

The crowd drew back in fear

"Em|l, I'"'mtrying to help you and yours. Either
cone in on your own, or I'll send troops out here

for you. The choice is yours."

Em| drew hinself up to his full
hei ght. Hi s head cane to about Ben's chest. "I shall
consult with Blonmon this matter, sir."

"Fine. Consult all you like. Just have your ass at
the hospital at seven o'clock in the nmorning."

"Seven o' cl ock! Nobody but heathens gets up at
seven o' cl ock!"

"I get up at five," Ben told him

"Well, of course, |I didn't nean to inply
that you, sir, are a heathen! | mean...."

"You want ne to make it six o'clock in the norning,
Em | ?"

"Ch, no no no no. Seven is perfect.”
He | eaned cl ose to Ben and whi spered. "General
your nedical people ain't come up with a cure for AIDS
yet, have they?"

"No. The bombs came before anybody cane up

with a cure. So it's still around, Eml."
"One has to be so
car ef ul
general , you know?"
"I know, Em|." He | ooked at Holly,
sitting in the jeep and winked. "I've found one way
to avoid getting it, Eml. It works every tine."

"Ch, tell nme, tell nme, tell nme!"
Ben | eaned cl ose. "Spend a nonth
anong the natives of the Stanford Comunity."
"Ye Gods, general!" Em | shrieked.
"I'd be a blithering idiot by that tine."
"Wrks every time, Eml."
Holly sat in the Jeep and did her best
to suppress her |aughter
"Well,"” Em| said. "I'lIl nake a deal with
you, general."
"It's your show, Em|."
"I'f you'll forget about the physicals-I

det est
physicals-1"1l take my followers into that
t hat barbarous hinterland."

"You got a deal, Em|. Ah, Eml... you

and your people do carry weapons, don't you?"
"Bet your ass! W are a peace-loving
gat heri ng,
general. In tune with nature and striving for the
kar ma- smarma, reaching for the Omof earth, and the Ump of
i nter peace, we...."
"Emil, knock off the shit!"
"Ri ght, general."
"You are aware that the inhabitants of that particular
| ocal e are not always the nost hospitabl e?"



"They' re a bunch of redneck
assholes, is what you're trying to say."

"I couldn't have said it better. So pack your
pi eces and carry lots of amo."

"CGotcha, general! Wen is the best tine to go in
there? No, let me rephrase that; there is no best
tinme. We'll make our nove this afternoon.”

"That's fine, Em|."

Em| stood and watched as Ben and t hat
fine-1ookin' piece drove away. He wondered
if General Raines was putting himon about their
arrangenent ? No! he shook his head. CGenera
Rai nes woul dn't do that.

"Al'l right, followers of Blomm G rd your
loins and cock it back. W are going into the I and that
time forgot. General Raines has conmi ssioned ne
to lead the expedition. Onward, soldiers, onward!"

Turning, Em | tripped over his robe and fel
face-first into the dust.

Chapter Ni net een

"Ben Rai nes! You ought to be ashamed of yourself!"

"Why?" Ben said, reaching for the mic. "It'Il be
an experience for both sides." Lifting and keying the
m c, he got his HQ and asked for Cecil. The
operator patched himthrough. He told Ceci
to clear the way through the Rebel patrols for
Em| Hite.

They were going into Hrams territory.

VWhen Cecil stopped | aughing, he said, "Ben, you
may have hit upon the answer. Send nuts in to deal wth
nuts."

"I"'d love to be there to witness it. Eagle out."

Ben started to hang the m c and then once nore keyed
it. "Captain Gorzalka, this is Eagle. D d
you copy that transm ssion between Hawk and nysel f ?"

"Ten-four, general." The captain was | aughi ng.

"Make sure their weapons are all in good working
order, give themplenty of amop, and toss in
several cases of grenades.”

"Yes, sir!"
"Eagl e out."
"Ben," Holly said. "Those ... cretins m ght

hurt Em | or his followers."
"Don't you bet on that, Holly. Em!| is
one tough little con artist. And nost of those people with him
while a little bit off the wall, are just as tough
They didn't used to be, but over the past couple of
years, they've learned to fight and to fight damm
well."
They rode in silence for a nmile before Holly again
spoke. "Ben? Wiat's the di fference between
Emi| and his group and H ram and his group?"
"Em|'s followers all know that what he's doing
is all bullshit. And they don't hurt
anybody, Holly. It may be difficult for you

to accept, but there isn't one illiterate person in
Emil's group. And if they had kids, they'd send
themin to be educated. Believe it. | don't

particularly care for the little con artist, but | don't
di sli ke him



"Em | doesn't preach hate, Holly. You
saw back there. People of all colors gathered around

him Eml is," and Ben | aughed, "sort of like the

ol d hippie novenent ... in a small way.

You're too young to really renenber that. But your true
hi ppi es, they weren't bad people. There's still a lot of
them around, in the nountains, deep in the tinber.. They
don't bother a soul, but they will knock your dick in
the dirt if you mess with them | |eave them al one,

and they don't fuck with nme."
"I thought they were all dirty, snelly, worthless
people. That's what |'ve read about them™

"Well, sonme of them m ght have been. But your true
hi ppie, and | stress
true,

simply liked the |aid-back lifestyle.
They wor ked regul ar jobs |ike anybody el se. If
anybody woul d hire them
"Hiram on the other hand, is filled with hate.
H ram hat es everybody. A hippie can | ook
at a deer grazing in the woods and think what a thing
of beauty it is. The Hiranms of the world just want to
kill it. The Hrams of the world are directly
responsi ble for so many speci es being extinct ... not
the Emils of the world."
"But what do the Enils of the world give back to it?
What do they contri bute?"
"Very little. But they don't take away fromit,
Hol ly. The people who drift into Emil's little scam

will drift out of it in a year or two; right now,
they're just |ooking to belong. Hram on the other
hand, and those like him will, for the nbpst part, never change.

They' re takers, not givers. Anyway, it's going
to be interesting to see what happens between Hi ram and
Eml."
"Whaut the hale is "at air?" Donnie
Jeff said, sort of, as he lay on the bayou
bank, watching Enil and his flock get into boats.
"Hit | ooks kinda | ak Jesus and them
Apissles to me," B.m said, sort of.
"Jesus didn't tote no M 16,
B.m And He didn't have no fine-Iookin"
wimrin wif him | don't believe."”
was "At air's a plunb fact, Donnie
Jeff. Ah thank we best tell H ram "bout
this here.”
B.m flogged his mule getting to Hram He
found Hramsitting on his front porch-at the
hone of w fe 1-cussing Ben Raines.
"Strangers, Hiram Look | ak m ssionaries
done cone to spread the word."
"I done heard "em B.m And they ain't no
m ssionaries. That air's Enml Hite and his
hi ppi e-goof-balls. Ah thank hit's time to put
plan Cinto action."
Plan A was to take over the world; but Hiram
never could figure out just how to do that, so plan A was
dropped. Plan B was to secede fromthe Union and
restart the Gvil War. But since there was no nore
Uni on, and Hiram never could get anybody al



that worked up over it, plan B was al so dropped.
Plan C was to take prisoners and force them
to work the fields; but that plan also had its flaws.
Since anyone with the intelligence quotient of an
aardvark never went anywhere near the Stanford
Conmunity, plan C had had to be put
on hol d.
Until now.
was 'At air a rat good idee, Hram"
B.m shout ed.
"Shore hit is. I thunk of hit, didn't
|? Let's us let them queers and hippies git
settled in and then we'll make our nove. Tel
G b. to make us a cross. W'll have a
meet m' toni ght and bus' themhard at first light."
"Can we have us'uns a big cross, Hiran?
Huh, huh?"
"Yeah. Jist don't build nothin' lak "at
one Johnny Edgar built. Damm thang fel
over and al nost squashed nme. Caught ny sheet on
far. Flog your nule, B.m"
"Rai nes, you are incorrigible!" Lamar said,
Wi pi ng his eyes exploding with |aughter when Ben had
told himabout Enmi| Hite.
The shadows were gathering in dusty pockets around the
new Base Canp One as darkness slipped in.
Ben noved restlessly in his chair. Lamar,
Dan, and Cecil watched him
Chase finally said, "You're getting itchy, aren't
you, Ben?"
Ben smiled. "Is it that obvious,
Lamar ?"
"To those who know you, yes. Just settle down, you
old war horse. Be content for a few nore weeks."
"Yes, general," Dan spoke. "lke and his
teanms will be near New York City-if it's stil
there-in about a week. Then you can start maki ng pl ans
to go up there."
Ben | aughed. "How do you know | want to go,
Dan?"
"W all want to go, general."
"It's probably going to take all of us,
too." Ben spoke softly. "And, to tell the
truth, in quiet nmonments |'ve been thinking about
whether it's worth the effort.”
"It's worth it, Ben." Cecil sipped his

drink. "If only to wi pe out those damabl e N ght
P." He glanced at his watch and stood up.
"It's about time for lke to call in. Think I"'l

wander over to the cono building."

Nobody vol unteered to acconpany him al
knew he wanted to see Patrice. He closed the
door behind him

Lamar and Dan left, |eaving Ben al one. Ben
finished his drink and turned out the generator-powered
lights, saying goodnight to those of his staff
who still remained.

St andi ng on the concrete parking lot, Ben felt
sweat trickle down his chest. The | ate-sunmer
Loui si ana ni ght was hot and nuggy. Ben



renmenbered these hot nights well.

He | ooked up and down the al nost enpty street.

This will be the centerpiece of the outposts, he thought,
his mnd racing ahead. Wth shops and farms and school s
and a fine nmedical center. The showpi ece for others
to be nodel ed after.

And raci al harnony.

One way or the other.

"W were being paced on hi ghway El even all the
way up fromBristol," Tina radioed to I|ke.

"Ten-four. | spotted them Wat's your
opi ni on of thenk"

"They're pretty good, lke. They' re well
di sciplined and well trained. If that's a warlord
bunch, they've had good training."

"That's what | think. |I'm sending a platoon
up to your | ocation; beef you up. Whoever they are, they
may try to hit you tonight. Stand ready."

"Ten-four, lke. | figure there are at | east
a couple hundred of them I'mthe smaller force,
so if they're hostile, they'll probably
try ne first."

"Wat ch your butt, kid."

Tina | aughed. "WII| do."

After talking with ke, Cecil and Patrice
sat in his office and tal ked.

"Bring ne up to date, captain," Cecil said
formally.

Patrice noted it, and smled faintly. "I
found ny staff, briefed them and then went to see
Lamunba. "

"And? ..."

"He ... well, has twi sted the teachings.
To say the least."

"Your opinion of him now that you' ve spoken with
hi nP"

She hesitated. "I think he's dangerous. Quite
unlike the true believers in Islamout in the
country."

"You spoke with then?"
"Yes. Briefly. They are going to work with us."
"What to do with Lamunba? ..."

"Ceneral, it is unfair to force people to | eave their
hones sinply because they do not agree with your
phi | osophy. "

"Phi | osophy has nothing to do with it,
captain. O very little. Em| Hte is so far off
the wall he can't even see the paneling. But we
allow himto stay because he doesn't preach hate. You
had best advise M. Lamunba that if he

doesn't toe the line, I'll step on himlike a
bug. Under st ood?"

"Yes, sir."

"Now t hen, about Hiramand his ... crew"”

"I was planning to go into that area tonorrow, sir."
"Cancel your plans. Concentrate on

Lamunba. Hiram ah, will probably be too

busy trying to figure out what is happening to him

to speak with you."
"Sir?"



"That will be all, captain.”

"Yes, sir." She rose to | eave. Looked at
Ceci |

"Somet hi ng on your nind, captain?"

"Could I, ah, get you sone coffee or anything
before | | eave?"

Their eyes met. Both struggled with inner
feelings. "Yes, captain. That would be nice. If
you would join ne."

Agai n, eyes net. The independence wthin her rose

to the fore. "Is that an order, sir?"
"No, captain, it is not. It is nerely a
request."”

"Then | accept."

Har d- headed femal e! Cecil thought.

ostinate nmal e! she thought.

Ben drove past Cecil's offices, on his
final tour of the town before going home. He noticed
the lights and snmiled. Mght be an interesting evening,
he t hought.

Now ei ghty strong, Tina's group laid out their
perimeters and ringed thenmselves with C aynores. Quards
wer e doubl ed and everybody ate quickly; cold rations.
They had all heard the sounds of being surrounded by what
t hey assuned were unfriendlies.

Tina darted from post to post, inspecting the
hurriedly dug machi ne gun enpl acenments, chatting
briefly with each person she cane in contact with.

On the east side of their position, Ham was doi ng the
sane.

They nmet at the top of the perineter, facing
nort h.

"When do you think Tina?"

"Anytime now. They're noving in closer
They' Il hit the O aynores any second.”

The ni ght was suddenly shattered by severa
pounds of GC-4 exploding, hurling out hundreds of
bal | bearings. Follow ng the explosion, there cane the
scream ng of the nmangl ed and maul ed and dyi ng. The di m
shapes that flitted around the perimeters were gunned
down by expert rifle fire fromthe Rebels.

The east side of the encanpnent was ripped by

Cl aynores being fired, with nore howing of the wounded
and the wild cursing of those who were spared the round shards
of death and went running back into the gl oom of
night's protection.

"Back, back!" A voice reached the ears of the
Rebel s behind the O aynores. "Another day,
folks!" the voice called cheerfully. "W shal
nmeet again, and that's a pronise.”

After a few nmonents, the sounds of vehicles being
cranked up and driving away reached the Rebels.

Ham wal ked to Tina's side. "Now what in the
hell do you suppose that was all about?"

"l don't know. But that voice sure sounded
famliar to nme. | know |I've heard it before.”

She radi oed back to I ke's position, sone
fifty mles south of her own, and brought himup
to date.

"And you knew the voice? You sure, Tina?"



"Positive, lke. And not that |ong
ago, either."
"Maybe it'll cone to you. VWhich way did they go?"
"West. Toward the West Virginia line. And the
way they were driving, | got the inpression they
weren't planning on com ng back."
"Let's hope not. Wait for ne outside of
Roanoke, Tina."
"Ten-four, lke." She turned to Ham
"Rel ax the guards some, Ham Let's try
to get a good night's sleep."
Chapter Twenty
It had been a dandy cross-burnin", Hiram
t hought. Pl unb awesone. Made a man fee
cl oser to God sonmehow. And this day was gonna be even
nore better, Hiramfigured.
If plan C went as pl anned, those remaining
loyal to Hiramwoul d have slaves to do the housework and
tend to the work in the fields. Then a nman could do what
a man was put on this earth to do: Fish, Fight,
Fuck, and Hunt.
And pray ever now and then for all the bl essings.
Hramlinked up with G b. and Jakey and a
few of the others. "Were is they canped?"
"Down there by the Simons' place. They's about
fifty of "em"
"Slaves for all."
"And sone good-| ookin" winmmn wf
too."
"Pussy for all!" Gb. grinned, squeezing
and rubbi ng his crotch
"Let's git 'em boys!" Hiram ordered.
"Here they cone, Em|," a young woman whi spered.
"Have you prayed to the Great God Bl orm®?"
"Yeah, yeah!" Em | brushed it off. Only
god he
was interested in right at the monent was that goddammed
AK-47 in his hands. "Pass the word for the others
to get ready."
"Yes, oh, Geat EmI."
Em | shook his head as she was |eaving. Chick had
a great ass on her but a head full of nothing.
Em | checked around him He had four of his
bi ggest and strongest people ready with hand grenades. |f
t hese rednecks wanted to get hostile-and Eni| had
never known a redneck who wasn't all-the-tine
hostil e-he'd play the gane one better
"All rat!" Hi ramshouted. "Cone on outta
t here, you hippies!"
"Fuck you, redneck!" Em | shouted. Turning
to his people, he said, "Remenber, don't
shoot to kill ... not yet anyway."
"Ah thank we been insulted, Daddy!" Axel
Leroy said.
"I ain't no redneck!" Gb. said, with

em

considerable heat in his voice. "I's a civilized
man. | go to
churchl "

"You'll pay for "at, you heathern!" Hiram

hol | ered. "Now do yoursal es a favor and conme on out



of that there holler '"fore we drag you outta there."

"Lemme go git 'em Daddy!" Axel Leroy
started jumpin" up and down. "They ain't gonna
fire them guns nohow "

"Ah do believe the boy is rat," Jakey
told him

"Awrat, son," Hirampatted Axel on the
back. "You go on down there and fetch sone out." He
| ooked at B.m and G b. was "at there's a
fine boy, y'all."

"Fine boy!" the both agreed.

Axel started his swaggering walk toward Enmi| and
his intrepid little band. "Y' all better conme on out
now. Ht'll git rough ifn you don't."

Eml lifted his AK and put a full clip
around Axel's feet, using quick trigger
pul I s. Axel junped about three feet up into the
air and started haulin" ass for the nearest cover,
whoopi ng and hollering all the way.

"Gve "emhell, boys!" Hiram shout ed,
and commenced firing his shotgun

"G ve the 'necks some grenades!" Eml
yel | ed.

The chosen four began pulling pins and | obbing
grenades around the bastion of knotted 'necks. The
concussion fromthe first explosion knocked Hiram
spraw ing. He |lost his shotgun and becane
slightly disoriented. "Don't whup ne no nore,

Mormma! | promise | won't peek in on
sister no nore!l™ Then he realized where he was and what
he had just said and closed his nouth.

The ot her grenades rocked and rolled the ground, and
G b., his big fat ass in the air, took a
pi ece of shrapnel in one cheek. He started roaring
i ke a wounded water buffalo.

Donni e got so scared he pissed his dirty
drawers and got so close to nother earth his buttons were
inmprinting on his chest and belly.

B.m junped to his feet; rather stupid thing to do
with the air filled with | ead and shrapnel. "Charge,
boys! The reputation of the Klan is at
stake here."

B.m began running toward Enil's position
About hal fway there, he | ooked around and found hinsel f
al one. He didn't know which way to go or what to do
once he got there.

He froze upright, nunmb with fear

Hiram s bunch couldn't fire for fear of hitting
B.m And no amount of yelling could get through
to B.m to get down, get on the ground-just get the
hel | out of the way, goddammit!

"Hol d your firel"™ H ram shouted, once nore in
full command of his faculties, mniscule as they
were. "Y' all stop all that gun-shootin" and
throw n" them bonmbs. Les' tal k! How "bout
it?"

"Cease fire!" Emi| yelled. "Don't
toss no nore grenades. \Wat do you want,

Rocki nghan"
"What y'all doin" in our territory,



hi ppi e?"

"It's a free country, you cretin!"

"Whut'd he call me?" Hiram whi spered
to G b.

"My ass hurts sonmethang fierce!" G b.
noaned. "Ah thank I'm bound for

glory, boys. | can see the Pearly Gates
now. "

Hi ram | ooked at himin disgust and ignored his
ass-shot friend. "Why don't y'all jist come live

with us, hippie? Ain't that a right nice neighborly
thang to suggest?"

"I woul d sooner consort w th hyenas! Now | eave,
before I call upon the awesone powers of the G eat God
Bl omm "

"Bl oom®?" Hiram | ooked around him "What the
hale is a Bl omP"

"Sounds nasty," Jakey said.

H ram | ooked around hi mand assessed his
situation. G b. was npani ng about his ass; Axe
wasn't nowheres to be seen; Donnie Frank was
babbl i ng about the fires of Hell; and B.m was
froze solid with piss running down his pants
leg. Hramallowed as to how he'd been in better

spot s.
Goddamm bunch of hi ppies shore had a | ot
of guns and stuff.... And then H ram got the

nmessage, worming its way through the norass of his
m nd: Ben Rai nes done this. Just as shore as frogs
fuck, Ben Rai nes done this.

"Ah thank we'uns will jist call a
truce, hippie. You |l eave us al one, and wel |
shore | eave you alone. How s that sound to you?"

"That's just fine, Rockingham" Em | shout ed.
"We' || be here for a nonth, taking the cure."

That puzzled Hram O course, nost things
puzzled Hiram But this really puzzled him "The
cure for whut?" he yell ed.

"The abom nation of the ages! The scourge of
manki nd. And the tintinnabul ation of the bells, too!"

"Sounds plunmb disgustin' to me," WI bur said.
"Whatever it is."

"Now | eave us be!" Eml yelled. "Go back
to your hovels and do whatever you do."

"Ah still thank we been insulted,” WI bur
sai d.

"Ch, ny ass hurts!" G b. npaned.

"Captain Corzalka's people report gunfire
down near where Em| and his fruitcakes are
canped, sir," the aide reported as soon as Ben
reached his office.

"Any word on dead or wounded?"

"No, sir."

"Thank you."

Ben rang up the conmo shack. "Any word from Il ke
or Tina?"

"Yes, sir. They pulled out just before dawn.
Everything is reported snooth."

Ben | ooked at his desk. It was clean. He had
nothing to do. He told his staff he'd be back when



they saw him and clinbed into his Jeep. He
checked his Thonpson and then | ooked in the back
seat. Plenty of food and water. He pulled out.

"You," Ben's XO pointed at severa
Rebel s. "Foll ow him Keep your distance, but
don't let himout of your sight. Report your
position and I'll send an additional squad out
to beef you up. Move!"

The Rebel s scranbl ed for vehicles and pulled
out, staying well behind Ben

Ben checked his mrrors, know ng dam wel |
somebody woul d be tagging along behind him At first he
toyed with the idea of losing them but then resigned hinself
to his fate.

The country roads, bad even before the G eat War
were now, a decade |ater, nearly inpassable. He
drove past the now falling-down shacks of the poor
and the mansions that the rich had built. He took a
smal |, selfish, grimsatisfaction in the know edge t hat
they all were now equal in death.

Ben had never been much of a
possessi ons-lover. He could have |lived rmuch nore
extravagantly than he had, back when things were nore
or less normal, but Ben had chosen to keep his
life as sinple as possible. He had lived
wel |, but rather sinply.

And he had taken some criticismfor his
life-style. Always a loner, Ben lived a very
private life, alnbst never opening up to people.

"Well," he nmuttered to the wind and the bunps and
ruts and holes in the road. "It's all noot,
now, isn't it?"

He cane to the great mansion of the Lantier
famly. Once hone to Fran and Ashl ey, two
spoi |l ed and arrogant brats.

On inpul se, he pulled into the drive and
parked, getting out of the Jeep

He stood for a nmoment, |ooking at the mansion. The
wi ndows had been snmashed and the door kicked in.
Pul i ng his Thonpson fromthe | eather boot, Ben
jacked in a round and wal ked into the once-great
mansi on.

It was a ness.

Most of the furniture was gone; what was left was
covered with bird shit and had been chewed on by rats
and m ce. He wondered, standing in the great
hal |, what the place m ght be turned into.

Not hi ng, he concluded. It was just too goddamed
pretentious. Let it fall down ... just like the
Lantier enpire.

He wal ked back outside and stood on the porch
for a noment, then turned around and struggled with the
door-or what was left of it-and managed, finally,
to close it.

"End of an era,"” Ben said. And wal ked to his
Jeep. He did not | ook back

They seenmed to be constantly running into each other
no matter where one turned, the other seenmed to be
there. Finally, it got to the point where Cecil had
to motion Patrice into his office.



"Yes, sir?"

"Knock off the "sir" business while we're
al one. After last night it's a bit much, don't you
t hi nk?"

"About last night...."

"What about |ast night? Are you ashamed of what
happened?"

"No. It's just that...."

"Don't you want it to happen agai n?" Ceci
sat down on the edge of his desk

She seened enbarrassed. "I get the
i npression the entire base knows of it!"

"Way, hell, I'msure everyone knows. You know
about Ben and Holly, don't you?"

"Yes, but others have affairs and no one seens
to know, or care.”

"The "others" aren't two of the three conmandi ng
general s of one of the |argest standing arm es anywhere in the
world, Patrice."

"I"'ma Mslem Cecil." She formed her
arnms under her breasts. "W are two different

cul tures.”
Cecil waggl ed his eyebrows. "Seens as though
our cultures got along pretty well [ast

ni ght, don't you agree?"
"That isn't what | mean and you know it."
"Where is this | eading, Patrice?"

"You

cal |l ed

nme

in here, renenber?"

"Do you want to be transferred out of here,
Patrice?"

She turned away. Wth her back to him she said,
"l have never felt so attracted to a man in al
my life, Cecil. And it scares ne."

"Never had a boyfriend, Patrice?"

"Training canp affairs. There isn't much tine for
that when you're training to conquer the world." She said that
bitterly.

"I's that what you think we-the Rebels-are trying
to do, Patrice?"

She turned. "No. No, | don't think that

at all, Cecil. I did at first," she added

quickly. "And | was ready to report back

to Khansin ... but | kept del aying ny

reporting, putting it off. | just wanted to |learn nore

and nore about you people. It was both fascinating and
repul sive to nme."

"Repul si ve?"

"You have to understand, Cecil. Since | was a little
girl ... and nmy father was French, by the way. He
di ed when | was very young. | have been taught that
America was the great evil. The great Satan. It

took ne a while to realize that was all a

bunch of nonsense. It's just that you people are so nmuch nore
free-spirited than we."

"And that's good or bad?"

She smled. "Well, personally, | think it's
a conbi nati on of both."



"And me?"
"What about you?"
"Am | good or bad?"
"I think you're a very good man, Cecil."
"And a m ddl e-aged one, Patrice. Wile you
are still a young worman in her twenties.”
She became very flustered. "Last night was,
ah, highly satisfactory for me, Cecil. |
don't remenber, ah ... can we drop the
subj ect, pl ease?"
"Yes. Last night. The great nyth is that we
are noted for always performng well. W got rhythm
too."
She lifted her eyes. He was smling at her
Al nmost shyly, she returned the smile
"The entire outer office is trying very hard not to
l ook this way. Why did you pick an office with
so much glass all around it."
"Why? You got something in mind you don't want the
others to see?"
"Taki ng my background into consideration, |I could
take that the wong way."
"I'f we didn't trust you, Patrice, we'd
have just shot you."
"Yes. Yes, | believe that, too.
"Can you cook?"
"l beg your pardon? Cook? O course, |
can cook. Wat a silly question. Wiy do you ask?"
"I thought you might like to cone over and hel p ne
cook dinner this evening."
She | ooked at himfor a long time. Then, slowy,
she began to smile. "I have some marvel ous
Lebanese recipes."
"I thought you people didn't |ike the Lebanese?"
She shrugged. "We weren't fighting their food!"
Chapter Twenty-one
"There ain't no justice," H ram nunbl ed,

sitting under a tree with a few of his friends. "It jist
ain't fair, boys. It just, by CGod, ain't far
a-tall."

"Whut you nean, HiranP" Donni e Frank
asked. Donnie was down in the dunps, and not just fromthe
hum liation at the hands of them hippies, neither
Donni e Frank missed his wfe.
"All we wanted to do was to be left alone. Then
t hat goddammed Ben Rai nes cone around, stickin' his
nose into our lives. It ain't fair."
"What cure is them hippies |ookin' for?"
W | bur asked.
"Ch, hale-far, WIlbur! There ain't no
cure down here for nothin'."
H ram was dam sure right about that, although not in the
way he neant.
"Then? ..."
"Ben Raines sent "emin here to aggravate
us."
"Hi ran?" Jakey asked. "Whut's so wong
wif gettin" sone learnin'? | jist ain't gonna
live lak "is. Cain't have no fun no nore.
Ever'time you turn around, someones a-shootin" at you.



W cut off fromanywheres. | don't lak it here
no nore."

was "At's whut Ben Raines wants,

Jakey. Cain't you see 'at? He's a-tryin"
to jamlearnin' down our throats. Well, it jist
ain't a-gonna work wif nme. No

sir. | aint gonna stand for hit no nore."

"Whut you gonna do, Hiran?" B.m asked.

"I'"'ma-gonna kill Ben Raines!"

"Hiram" Jakey | ooked up at him "Has
it ever crossed your mnd that maybe Raines is rat
and we're w ong?"

"Hal e, no!"

"Hit has nmy mind," B.m said. "Look
at the way we livin' when we don't have to live this
here way. | been doin' a powerful |ot of
head-wrestlin' |last two-three hours."

Hramfelt he knew what was next out of the
man's nouth, and he felt sick at his stomach. H's
entire little enpire was rapidly falling down around
his dirty ankles. "And whut has you deci ded. "

B.m |ooked at him "They's got to be
somethang to this here learnin' business. If they
wasn't, Hiram there wouldn't be so many people doin'
it. Ain't that rat?"

"No, hit ain't rat! It's all a plot.

Ht's jist a dammed conmoni st plot! And y'all
so dunmb you fallin' for hit."

Conmuni st, B.m silently corrected,
remenbering Ben Raines's words. And felt kinda
good, himcorrectin' H ram

"Ben Raines ain't no common ... conmmunist,"
Jakey put into words what was in the nminds of many
sitting around Hiram

"So this is the way hit is, hey?" Hiram
| ooked around him "Come down to this here. Y all jist
gonna turn your asses to ne."

"Ain't no law that says you can't conme along wif
us, Hram"

"You's all a bunch of goddamm traitors!"
Hramyelled. "Wai, jist go on;
jist carry your asses away from here and ne. |
don't need you. Go on, god-dammit! | don't
wanna see your yeller faces no more. Gt outta
here!"

"You on my property, Hram" he was gently
rem nded by a friend.

Hramglared at him "You ain't no friend of
m ne no nore, Bobby Joe. Not no nore." He
| ooked at G b. "How "bout you?"

"I"'mw f you, Hram 'At goes w fout
sayin"."

Several mnore of the older nen rose to stand by Hirams
side. The younger nmen sat and squatted around B.m
Even Wl bur elected to stay with the majority.

And WIbur sumed it up. "Wiat we all is,

Hram is your fault. You and G b. and

L.t. and Carl and Jimy John; all the ol der

men. You hepped raise all of us up. You taught

us to be what we is. But you taught us wong. You



knowed you was teachin' us wong, but you done
anyways. You all...."

"Shet your lyin" goddamm rnouth, W/ bur!"
Hramyelled at him "You cain't talk to ne
lak "at, you yeller dog pup!"

"You beside" git along, Hram™"

Jakey rose to face the man. "You jist beside
git, now"

"Yeah, I'"'mgoin'. I'Il let y"all go
join up with Ben Raines. Then y'all can snooch
up to a bunch of niggers and Jews and China-people, and
then y'all be jist as in-ferior as them™

"Seens |ike," Jenny Sue's nman, Frank
said, "themin-ferior people can read and wite and
figure and build towns and schools and whilst doin'

er

that, git
along with each other in the doin' of it all. If you
so smart an' all, Hram how cone you didn't

teach us to do themthings?"

was "Cause ain't none of themthangs necessary for a
man to git on wif. I'mshowi n" y'all what
hit takes for a man to git on wif."

"Li ke bein' fearful of Ad Lady Pauly?"
Jakey asked. "Ben Raines shore nade her
|l ook like a fool, didn't he? Like being in town about
a week and a half and already got the sewage and water
runnin' ? Like havin' phones workin' agin? If
thems in-ferior people, Hram wal, | reckon
"Il jist go onin and join themin-ferior people."

Hi ram poi nted a shaking finger at the nen who
elected to leave. "Don't none of y'al
never cone back to me wif your tail tucked "tween
your | egs, a-beggin" for ne to take you back. If
| ever seen airy of you agin, I"Il kill you!"

"Yeah, Hram" Jakey refused to back
down. "Just like you kilted your own flesh and bl ood.
Ah think you beside' go on now, Hram" He
lifted his eyes to the road; the sounds of traffic.
"Look yonder, Hiram Don't that tell you
not hi n' ?"

It was the wives of Hiram and the nmen who chose
to stay with him in rattletrap cars and trucks,
headi ng for the Rebel outpost on the other side of the
bayou. The wonen refused to | ook at their men as they
snoked by.

"You carry your ass on back here, bitch!"
Ji my John holl ered. "Goddamm you ... you
hear ne?"

Hramand L.t. and G b. and Carl hollered
and squal l ed and threatened until the caravan was out of
si ght.

"Well, hell, boys," Hiram said. They
jist wwimin., Wmmn ain't got good sense
noways. We can always find us sone nore wimin to stick
hit in. Cone

on."

H ram and his crew went one way, B.m and the
others following the road to the bayou and beyond. Tb get
sone learnin'.

"That's it, Ben," Cecil brought himup



to date, "there may be ten, fifteen people, including
Hramleft down there. What do you intend doi ng about
it?"

Ben shook his head. "Nothing. Not unless Hiram
breaks sonme rule or |law of ours. And he
probably will. Wll deal with it then. How are the
new peopl e taking to our way?"

Cecil smiled. "Although they won't admt it,
they're scared. It's a normal reaction.”

"How many you think will make it with us?"

"Too early to tell. |I'd say seventy-five
percent of them"

Ben nodded and tapped a comuni qu@on his desk
"I"'mnot certain | understand this, Cec."

"Nor 1. Conmunications picked it up |ast
ni ght, then again this norning. They taped the | ast
nmessage. Have you listened to it?"

"No. |'ve been waiting for you."

Ceci|l punched the button on the
cassettestrecorder. The nen listened to the cal m but
clearly desperate voice com ng out of the
speaker. "Cut off. Running out of food and
amo." As the man gave his coordinates, Ben
qui ckly checked a map of M chigan

"Need hel p desperately. If any Rebels
are |listening, please give us help. W' re two
hundred strong, but facing a force nuch | arger
Approxi mately six to seven hundred of them
Pl ease hel p."

"Right here," Ben said, pointing at the map. "If
it's genuine, they' ve got their backs agai nst
VWhite-fish Bay. If it's real, Cec, we've
got to help."

"I knew you'd say that. But Jesus Christ,

Ben there isn't an airport anywhere near the
pl ace that | can see."

"CGet Dan in here." As Cecil was |eaving
Ben picked up the field phone and got the conp
shack. "See if you can reach these people up in
M chi gan. Patch themthrough to ne."

"Yes, sir."

It took several minutes; by that time, Dan
Gray was in the office, along with Col onel West.

Ben and the mercenary smled coolly at each other and
that was the extent of it. They didn't dislike each
other; just two men with a few

phi | osophi cal differences. But West was a fine
warrior, and Ben needed him

"Go ahead, general." The radio operator's
voi ce cane through the receiver

"M chi gan? Who are you and what is your
status?"

"Joe MacKi ntosh, general. W're a group
of peopl e who canme together and settled up here about four
years ago. Been growi ng steadily right along.
Patterned our form of government nuch |ike yours. But
now, we're really in a bind. W've known for a
long time there were outlaws and warlords all around the
area, but they always left us alone, for the nost part.
Now t hey' ve joined up and been



hamreri ng at us for days. Pushed us back all the
way from Newberry to Whitefish Bay. Can you hel p
us, general ?"
"Ten-four, Mchigan. Hold on. Stay
close to the radio."
"Opi ni ons, suggestions, and alternatives,
gentl ermen, " Ben said, |ooking around him
"Cbviously, general," Dan said, "we're
going to have to junmp in. So that lets you out."
"What the hell do you mean?" Ben shouted.
"You' ve just had surgery on your |eg and
m nor surgery on your feet." The Englishman was
unruffled. "You cannot junp, and you cannot march. It's as
sinmple as that. And there is absolutely no point
in arguing as to who is going in. | am naturally,
and | woul d suggest Col onel West and his
nmercenaries. Wth Ceneral Jefferys comandi ng."
"l second that notion," Col onel West said.
"A'l right, all right!" Ben waved hi s hand.
"You're all right. Goddamit!" He was thoughtfu
for a noment. "The old birds have to have fuel; that's a
pretty good di stance. We know Menphis is
clear." He jerked up his field phone. "I
want one pl atoon of Rebels airlifted to the
Memphis Airport and I want them nmoving within the
hour. Get cracking."
"I'"mscared of Chicago," Ben nuttered,
repl acing the phone in the cradle. "And there is
anot her problem chutes. W don't have enough. One
battalion is going to have to junp while the other
marches in. But marches in from... where?"
West was studying a series of maps. "The only
airport I can find that woul d be | arge enough to handl e our
birds is this Chippewa County airport.
That woul d put us about thirty niles fromthe battle,
as the crow flies."
"Al'l right, we'll have to see if it's clear."
He called for an aide. "Stay with conmuni cations.
Stay with the Mchigan people all the way. Ask them about
this Chippewa airport; if it's clear with perhaps sone
fuel there. Muwve!" He turned to Cecil.
"Cet with the pilots, Cec. Pathfinders out right
now. "
"Right, Ben." He turned to | eave. Ben's
voi ce stopped him "Yes, Ben?"
"No prisoners, Cec. W can't turn them
| oose to regroup, and we don't have the equi prment
to bring them back here. No prisoners.”
Cecil nodded and left the office.
"Dan," West said. "Not all my men are

junp-trained. So | guess I'll get to march
in. W' ve both got things to do, so I'll see you
in Menphis and we'll finalize matters.”

Dan nodded and the nercenary |left.

"I ought to shoot that damm Lamar Chase for doing
this to me!" Ben bitched, then grinned.

"You' re needed here, general," Dan ren nded
hi m

"I'"'m al ways needed in the places where | don't
want to be. You don't seemto be in nmuch of a



hurry, Dan. Are your people that ready?"

"My people are always ready, general." Which was true.
The ex-Sas man and his troops al nost al ways
spear headed any hostil e push. Dan denmanded one
hundred and ten percent fromhis people, and got it, or they
cleared the outfit.

"When you clear the hostiles out, Dan, be sure
to nention to this Mckintosh about our outpost system”
There was no nention of
i f
hostil es were

cl eared. There was no
i f
to
the Rebels. They just did it, and were never especially
gentl e about how they did it.

They were bringing | aw and order back to a shattered
nati on. One either obeyed the rules, or one was dead.
It was as sinple as that.

"Besi des, general," Dan said, "I know
perfectly well, short of divine intervention, there
is nothing going to keep you out of New York City,
ri ght?"

"If it's still standing, that is."

"Ch, | think it is, general. As a matter of
fact, I'd be willing to bet a nonth's
pay on it."

"I'f we were getting paid!" Ben said with a | augh

Ben stilled the ringing of the phone. Communi cations.
"The airport in question, sir-Chippewa? It's in
good shape, and this Mackintosh fellow thinks there is
plenty of fuel there. But he suggests to strain it."

"Thanks." Ben | ooked at Dan. "The

airport is all right, Dan. | know you're
antsy to get going. | wish to hell | was going in
with you."
"There is always The Big Apple, general."
Dan gri nned.

The field phone rang again. This time the radio
operator's voice was subdued.

"Ceneral Raines. | have General Striganov
on the horn, sir. From Canada. He would |ike
to of fer whatever assistance you mght need in dealing with the
problemin M chigan."
Chapter Twenty-two

Ben sat for a few seconds in shocked sil ence.
Finally, he found his voice. "Ceorgi?"

"Ben," the Russian's voice was cl ear over the
hundreds of niles from Canada. "First of all,
et me apologize. | amterribly sorry for
our past differences. And | am not asking for
any forgiveness. Just listen to me for a nmoment, if you
will."

"Certainly, Ceorgi."

"I and ny people were wong in what we did.
H deously, horribly wong. Some of ny staff
realized it before | did. That is why we left
California, for Canada, to start anew. Al but
three battalions I of my arny have been di sbanded.
They are now farnmers and shepherds and the like; we are



wor ki ng hand in hand with the Canadi ans. And our form of

government is much the same as yours. | have been
nmoni tori ng your broadcasts with the besieged group in
M chi gan. | know t hese outlaws. W drove them

from Canada. They are about two thousand strong,
Ben. "
"Two thousand!" Ben al nost shouted the words.
"Yes. They are hol di ng back nmost in reserve.
They
know t hat eventually they can starve the good citizens
They are al so aware that your people are coming to help.
have to tell you what they've planned for you?"
" Anbush. "
"Precisely. | have ordered two of ny
battal i ons and one battalion of Canadi ans
out. By ship. They left about an hour ago.
They will hit the shore by landing craft at Crisp
Poi nt and then proceed inland by fast nmarch. Do you
approve?"
"I certainly do approve, Ceorgi, and
t hank you for your help."
"Col onel Stefan Rebet will be conmanding the
Russi an battalions and Major Danjou the
Canadi an troops. Tell you the truth, Ben,

I wish | was going in with them | mss it. And
would like to sit down and talk with you."
"Hell, Georgi, I"'mnot going in either!"

"What ? The ol d fire-breathing dragon Ben
Raines is going to m ss sonme action. You' re not
ill, I hope?"

"Ch, no. | had sorme old | ead dug out of one
| eg and sone work done on ny feet. Wy aren't you
goi ng i n?"

"Gout," the Russian said, disgust in his voice

As Ben and Georgi, once bitter enem es and
now reluctant allies, began |aughing. They were stil
| aughi ng and chatting and Dan, smiling, quietly
left the office.

Two hours before dawn.

The pilots were checking over their aircraft.

Cear had been | oaded on the cargo
pl anes and the nen

and worren of the Rebels going in stood quietly,
in loose formation, chatting and snmoki ng and si ppi ng
cof f ee.

Ben stood with his commanders.

"Striganov told nme this afternoon that his country used
experimental gases in those areas of the northeast.
Most of the country got the Tabun, and it wasn't
terribly effective. He said a | ot of planes
went down in that area of the nation; planes carrying
God al one knew what kind of germwarfare
bonbs. | just don't know. It may be that those
citizens up there, those who survived, just said to hel
with it and chose to remain safe and quiet. | just
don't know. "

"I heard that Russian planes carrying
par atroopers went down in the far northeast," West
said. "And the Russians, once they heard their notherland
was gone, went on a ranpage, killing anyone,

out .
Do |



man, woman, or child, they cane upon. That coul d account
for a part of the population.”

"The drift of gases, the drift of radiation, the
Russi ans, the outlaws that rise up after any
maj or di saster." Dan shook his head. "Those left
just may, like Ceneral Raines said, have kept
t heir heads down and renai ned very quiet."

Ben shook hands all the way around. "Luck to you
all, boys." He stepped back and sal uted t hem
all. He said
to
Cecil, "Keep your ass down, old man."

"I"'mglad the intell we've been receiving about the
Russi an proved accurate," Cecil said. "There
are certainly some strange twists and turns in war,
gent| eman. "

"I"'mglad to have himon our side," Dan said.

"Have you heard from I ke?"

"About fifteen m nutes ago. WAshington
D.c. is gone. Hot as a fireball. I'm
wondering still about New York City. Do you nen
suppose the government, once it was re-forned, knew
about New York City and just kept quiet about it?"
Ben asked.

"It would have to be, Ben," Cecil said. "Wat was
it that General Krigel said after he linked up with us
after the battle for Tri-States? Let ne think
Yes. President Logan had expressly
forbi dden any fly-bys over the eastern corridor
But if that's true, why?"

"I don't know. Easier to contain the people,
maybe. But Logan was crazy, renenber?

Hell, he married Fran Lantier Piper
didn't he?"

The nmen | aughed softly at that.

"But what about the people up in Vernont, Mine,
New Hanpshire, New Jersey?" West asked.

"Surely soneone woul d have gotten out to tell their
story. It would have to be that way."

I ke and Tina halted their teans some sixty
m | es outside of what was |eft of Washington,

D.c. and the Baltinore areas. Their equi pnent
showed the areas to be hot with radiation

Ti na had pushed on ahead, staying well away from
the hot zone. She radi oed back to IKke.

"The Phil adel phia area, |ke?"

"We'| | have to check it out. Stay well west of the
hot zone. Start cutting east at Hagerstown.

Take the Gettysburg, York, Lancaster
route. Have you found any survivors yet, Tina?"

"Ten-four, lke. Plenty of them But they're
j unpy

fol ks. We know they're there; they've let us
see them But they won't approach us. |ke?
think we're entering a no-man's-1and here. These people
don't have any idea who we are."

| ke acknowl edged her transm ssion and told her
to stand by. He turned to Dr. Ling. "Doc, could a
radi ati on belt have prevented, bl ocked, radio
transm ssions into and out of this area?"



The doctor hesitated. "Possibly," he
finally answered. "But the nmore | think on the matter
the nore | believe there has been a nassi ve hoax
perpetrated on these people. It could well be that they've
been led to believe that anything out of this area is hot,
and we've been led to believe that anything inside this
area was off limts. That's only a theory,
general . "

| ke scratched his head, a puzzled | ook on his
face. "But

why?
Why woul d anybody do sonething |ike that?"
Dr. Ling shrugged his shoul ders. "I have no

idea. As | said, it's only a theory. Perhaps that
woul d account for President Logan's relocation
efforts sone years back?"
"Yeah. Maybe. Thanks, doc." Ike
wal ked to the conmmuni cations van. "You able to get through
to Base Canp One yet?"
"Yes, sir. Just spoke with themagain. It's
firm GCeneral Jefferys is |eading
Rebel s into M chigan. Colonel Gay and
Col onel West. Ceneral Striganov is sending
three battalions in from Canada to beef us up."
"Ben not going in?"
"No, sir. And he's not too happy about that,
either."”
I ke grinned. "I just bet he isn't.
Thanks. Keep everything on scranble; pass the
word. W don't want that Libyan
fart-in-the-wind to | earn how spread out we are."
The radi o operator |aughed. "Yes, sir,"
she acknow edged.
"Radio Tina to push on. Miintain no nore than
fifty mles distance between us."
"Yes, sir."
Ben had stood on the tarmac of the regiona
airport and watched as the planes took off,
circled, then headed north. Holly stood with him
Of to one side, some distance away, stood
Patrice, her eyes on the lights of the planes,
wat ching until the planes were gone and the lights
f aded.
"Go get her," Ben asked Holly. "Let's
have breakfast together."
"She's got quite a case on Cecil,
hasn't she, Ben?"
"I think they share the feeling. Conme on. I'm
hungry. "
The Rebel conmunity, while nunbering in the
t housands, was, neverthel ess, a close-knit community,
and the mess halls were quiet that norning, with not nuch
conversation. Al knew that of the Rebels who had
left, some would not be returning. But all knew that
to face death was a part of being a nenber of Raines
Rebel s. They were dedicated to restoring order to a
torn and | awl ess | and, and that woul d never cone easy.
Ben and the ladies sat at a table with Buddy and
Dr. Chase. The doctor |ooked gl um
"What's the matter, you old goat?" Ben asked



him "Your lip is dragging the ground. You didn't
actually think I would send you up to M chigan, did
you?"

"I could have flown in, and not junped, Raines."
Hs reply was testy.

"They'l|l be traveling fast, Lamar. Besides, |ike
me, you're needed here until we get this area
snoot hed out. Il make you a prom se, though."

" Oh?"

"I'f New York is still standing, you and ne,
we'll be the first ones to go in."

"I"ll damm sure hold you to that, Raines."

"It's a prom se, Lamar."

"And nme, Father?" Buddy asked.

"You'll be right in there with us, Buddy. It's going
to take all of us. He cut his eyes to Patrice.
"You want to cone al ong, captain?"

She forced a smile. "I wouldn't miss it for the
world. Al ny life I've heard about New
York Cty."

"I can't even envision it." Buddy spoke after

swal | owi ng a nout hful of scrambled eggs. "l've
seen pictures, but I don't think that a picture
does it justice."

"What do you renenber about it, general ?"

Patri ce asked.

"Al nost getting run over by those goddam
bi cycl e nessengers on Park Ave."

Ben then realized that Buddy and Patrice had no
i dea what a bicycle nmessenger neant. He
opened his nmouth to tell thembut was interrupted by a
runner from conmuni cations.

"The pl atoon at Menphis, sir? They fought
the Night People all night, but now report one
runway of the airport is clear for take-off and
| andi ng. The Pat hfi nders have cl eared the
airport in Mchigan and are noving now to set up
the DZ."

"Thank you. Pl ease keep ne inforned."

"How s your feet, Ben?" Lanmar asked.

"Fine. The legis alittle sore, that's all
Has anybody heard how Em | Hite and his
intrepid little band fared during the night?"

No one had.

Ben sm | ed. He wondered what Hi ram was goi ng
to do next.

"Ah ain't livin lak "is,"” Hram
suddenl y announced, startling those who had chosen
to follow him "W got to start thankin" "bout
them'at's gonna foller us."

"Whut you nean?" G b. asked, wi ncing as he
shifted positions and felt a sharp pain in his wounded
cheek.

"W had our way around these parts for years.
"At's what | nean. Didn't obey no | aw
‘ceptin” our own. Ben Raines has got to go.

W' uns got to see to that."

"You nmean ... kill hinP" Jinmy John
asked.

"At's "xactly whut ah nmean. Jist |ak



we done them damed nigger-1ovin" civi
rats workers back when we was all young bucks.
"Menmber how we ambushed that old boy back in the
sixties? Drug 'imout of his car and tarred and
feathered '"im 'At was rat good fun."

"How it was we done 'at?" G b. asked. "I
di sre-nmenber 'xactly."

was ' Cause he were drivin" through this area and we
done tole himnot to do hit no nore.” Hiramsmnled
in remenbrance. "This here is
our
country! And don't nobody have no rat to tell us
hit aint."

"You got a plan, Hran?" Carl asked.

"Damed rat | does. W gonna tale
Ben Rai nes-"er sonme of them Rebels of hisn
"at we want to talk *bout jo*" up. Once

we git himin here, then we can kill him"
"Ah lak hit!" Gb. said
"Naturally," Hramreplied. "I thunk

hit up, didn't 1?"

Ben was working at his desk when his phone rang.
Conmuni cati ons, advising himthat H ram had sent word
he wi shed to speak with Ben, at the bayou bank
Wanted to tal k about joining the Rebels.

Ben | aughed. "Sure he does," he
told the woman. "Wat he wants to do is pul

me down into his territory and then kill ne.
Hiramis a die-hard redneck, |ieutenant.

So full of hate it's finally consumed him All
right. Advise Captain Gorzalka. I'Il be

down to see Hramin about an hour."
Ben rang the hospital, to see if Holly
wanted to ride down with him Then he changed his
m nd; m ght get dangerous. He sent a runner
after Buddy and waited until the young man entered his
of fice.
"Where's your weapon, son?"
"I'n ny Jeep."
"Cet it. And neet ne at ny Jeep.
W're going to
finish a twenty-year-old gane."
Headi ng out, Buddy asked, "What gane, Father?"
"One mght call it many things, son. Good agai nst
evil. But to Hrams way of thinking, 1'mthe
evil one. One hardhead agai nst anot her har dhead.
Each one thinking he is in the right."
"And who is in the right, Father?"
"Intellectually, I am Morally, half and
hal f. Socially, the way we-the Rebel s-envision
our society, oh, give me sixty
points and Hramforty. Add that up, son
"G ving how many points per issue?"
"One hundred."
"Two-ten to ninety."
"That's the way | figure it."
"But how nmuch is a man worth, Father?"
"At | ast count, about four dollars.”
"Are you
serious!"



"Yep. The average nman has that many mnerals in
s body."
" AR
"But that isn't what you nmeant, is it, son?"
"No, sir."
"The worth of a person, son, depends, to ny
way of thinking, how much that person contributes
to society, and how nuch they take away fromit."
Buddy t hought about that for a nmonment. "That sounds
| ogi cal, Father. But doesn't Hiram have as nuch
right to judge you as you do to judge hinP"
Ben smled. He hadn't sired a dumy.
"That's the way it would be in a denmpcracy, son-on
paper, that is."
"What do you nean?"
"I't never worked out that way. Justice was
supposed to be blind; but in a lot of cases, she
wasn't."
"So | have heard ny nother mention, tinme after tinme," the
young nman said drily.
And Ben knew what he was tal ki ng about.
"Did your nother think to tell you that | contacted the
attorney representing her and told her I would
share in the expenses of the child if she would just prove that
the baby really was m ne?"
"No. Least | don't think she ever mentioned that
to me." He waved a hand. "That's over and buri ed,
Fat her. W found each other, finally, and we are together
That is all that really matters, is it not?"
"Yes. What do you think of Holly?"
"A very nice lady and a nore than capable
physician, | believe."
"That's a nice, safe reply."
"I'f you're waiting for ne to start calling her
Mot her, you are going to have one hell of a long
wait-sir!"”
Ben | aughed and reached over, jerking Buddy's
bandana over his eyes.
Buddy grinned and fol ded his arms across his

hi

massi ve chest. "Fine. I'll just nap. Wake
me when we reach this odious individual's
position."

"I couldn't have said it better nyself."
Chapter Twenty-three

"Hiram" Ben called across the brackish
bayou, "you rmust think I'ma damed fool I'"

"Don't neither, Raines. Jist wanna talk

is all. Wiy don't you cone on acrost? Is you
scared of ne, Raines?"
"No, Hram |I'mnot afraid of you. \Were

are your asshol e buddi es? You have them positioned
around the bank to get a shot at ne?"

That shook L.t., lying in the deep grass with a
rifle. How the hell did the man know t hat ?
H ram s plan had seened so good at first. Now
L.t. was just plain scared.

The Rebel s under Captain CGorzal ka's command
shifted nervously behind their guns; not a one of them
liked this worth a damm. The general was too open
too vul nerabl e.



And the eneny could not be seen; but all knew
Hiram s followers were hidden in the thick underbrush
of the bayou bank

"He has his rifle cocked back," Buddy
whi spered to his father.

"You got sharp eyes, boy."

"Thank you."

"Never did trust none of us folks from around here,
d you, Raines?" H ram asked.

"Never did, Hram And don't now. "

"You thank you so goddammed hi gh and m ghty,

don't you, Raines?"

"No, Hram | sinply believe there are
soci al and noral codes one nmust follow along with the
legal witten | awns."

"You goddanm son of a bitch. You took ny
power away from ne. You took ny younguns."

Ben noted that he nentioned power before his kids.

Hiramjerked up his rifle just as Buddy
j unped, knocking Ben to the ground. Another rifle
barked, then others joined in. Ben heard the
bull ets hit Buddy's body; felt his son's
bl ood | eak onto his flesh. He rolled over
protecting his son with his own body just as the Rebels
opened up with every gun at their disposal

Craw i ng, Ben pulled Buddy behind a tree and
tore open his shirt.

It was bad. One slug had hit himin the chest,
anot her had taken himin the shoul der, and yet another
one had torn a chunk out of his head.

"Captain! Get Buddy out of here and
into the hospital. Medic! Get over here and do a
patch job. Let's go!"

Hi ram and his crew had slipped away, heading for
deep cover.

Ben paced the hospital corridor. It was

di

gr owi ng

dar k when Chase finally cane out of the OR and
wal ked up to Ben. "I don't know, Ben. It's
too early to tell. If he nakes it twenty-four
hours, he'll pull through. And no, you can't see

him He's in recovery and he is unconsci ous.
All we can do is wait and pray."

Ben nodded. He | ooked at Holly, who had just
cone out of the OR "Change the dressing on ny
leg, Holly. Paint it good and nake it as
wat er proof and dirt-proof as you can.”

"Al'l right. | gather you won't be hone for
di nner. "

"You got that right."

Ben stood on the Rebel side of the bayou as
Emil Hte and his followers were boated across.
Em | had heard about Buddy, and he knew not to say
anything to Ben. He and his followers quietly
nelted away into the darkness.

"Captain Corzal ka, start ferrying
nmy equi pnent across and caching themin the spots
told you," Ben ordered.

"Yes, sir."

Ben turned to his XO Joe WIIlians.



"You're in charge, Joe. Cecil and | ke have already
been notified."

"Yes, sir."
"I should have just killed himwhen we pulled in here,"
Ben spoke quietly. "I knew it then. | know

it much nore deeply now. "

No one said anything; they knew Ben was not
expecting any reply.

Holly had arrived in a Jeep, driven
by Patrice, and the two wonen wal ked to Ben's
side. "You could just send in troops and flush them out,
Ben," Holly said.

"Yes. | could do that." He turned
to Gorzal ka. "Captain, ring the area once |I'm
in. None of Hiramis people conme out. If they
manage to kill me ... there are orders in a sealed
envel ope on ny desk. If they kill ne,
secure this area by any means possible. But don't
burn it. That would harmthe wildlife*"

Holly | ooked at himin total anmazenent.

" I's ny equi pnent across?"

"Yes, sir."

Ben gl anced at Holly. "Take care of ny
son, Holly."

"Al'l right, Ben."

He ki ssed her quickly and wal ked down the bank
stepping into a waiting boat.

The darkness soon swal | owed him

On the far side, Ben stepped out of the boat and
slipped up the bank. He | ooked back at the
Rebels in the boat. "Go back to the other side and
resume your duties."

"Yes, sir," one said reluctantly, and the
boat pushed off.

Ben strai ghtened up and stepped away fromthe bayou
tree line. At the edge of a clearing, he | ooked
up, getting his bearings. The night was filled with
stars, perfectly cloudl ess. Ben | ocated Oion.
Keepi ng his eyes straight, he lifted them and found
Little Bear; the last star in the configuration would be the
Pole Star, with Plough to his left and
Cassiopeia to his right.

Now he knew the points. Ben had a conmpass with
him but this was just as easy.

He wal ked on, stopping every so often to cut a
short pole. When he had his arnms full
he wal ked on, whistling as he went, sonetinmes singing
songs fromthe nineteen-sixties and conmseventies. He
found a place to nake his canp and then went to work
securing it.

On the north side of his canp, Ben rigged a
dead fall snare, using a log and a piece of rope
and a small stick. He laid the | oop on the ground
and covered it with | eaves.

On the south side of his canp, Ben rigged a
st aked dead fall, using a smaller [og and | ashing
t hree sharpened stakes to the log, fastening the trip
wire to a sturdy bush.

On the east side, Ben found a natural
depression in the earth. He quickly deepened it with a



smal | entrenching tool and rigged a spear pit,
covering the pit first with small |inbs, then | eaves and
dirt.

On the west side of canmp, Ben rigged a
grenade trap by first removing the pin and securing the
spoon with wire, just enough tension to hold the spoon in
pl ace. He rigged it wai st high between two trees.

Then he cleared an area and built a fire. Then
Ben slipped back a couple of hundred yards and
craw ed up under sone thick brush

He waited, eating cold rations and
si pping fromone of his two canteens. There was a grim
smile on his face.

He did not underestimate Hiram s ability in
t he woods, nor any of the others'; they were

all good hunters and trappers. But that expertise
could al so work agai nst a person, naking themtoo sure.

Ben lay to the north of the small fire, just able
to see it fromhis position. He did not think it would
take long for the trash to appear, and he was right.

The slight sound of a twi g snappi ng under wei ght
reached Ben's ears. It was only a very small sound,
carrying no nore than fifty feet. But animals
don't step on twigs unless they are running in
fear. This was an animal, but not the four-Iegged kind.
Only cutting his eyes, not nmoving his head, Ben
pi cked out the dark shape of a man approaching the
fire fromthe north.

A few nore feet, and whoever it was approaching the
fire would be in for a very painful surprise. The
man's foot dragged into the | oop; Ben heard the
brace slide out fromunder the supports. Then a
screamripped the night as the I og came down on the
man's | ower back, driving himto the ground, breaking
bones and crushing fl esh.

"Jackson!" A hoarse whi sper cane
out of the darkness. "Wwut happened, Jackson?"

"Cain't move ny legs!" the man under the |og
croaked. "Cain't feel nothin' fromthe wai st
down." He started crying under his pinned position

"Jimy Luther!" Hramcalled. "You see
anyt hing around that there far?"

"No, sir. I'll take a look."

"Do "at. But take Raines alive.
want to hear him holler when we cut off his
pecker. "

Ben smled grimy. He had pinpointed
H ram s position; could have easily sprayed the
area and probably taken the man out. But that would be
too easy.

It was to be Jimy Luther's last | ook at
anything. His knees hit the black trip-wire and the
spoon popped free.

"Whut's the hale's "at!" Jimmy Luther
hol | er ed.

The full force of the grenade, a Mni-NMre,
actually a pocket daynore, hit Jinmy
Lut her wai st-high and spread parts of himall over
the area.

"Jimy Luther!" Hiram squall ed.



"Ji my Luther! Boy, you answer nmne
now, you hear?"

But the only person Jimy Luther would ever
answer to would be God, on Judgrent Day.

"Ah'Il fetch 'im" another voice call ed.

"There ain't nuttin" to fetch, boy!" another
man called. was "At 'ere was a gree-nade,
Charlie."

"Go see 'bout your brother, boy," Hiram
shout ed.

Charlie hit the punji pit at a full run
t he sharpened stakes driving into his legs and feet.
He pitched forward, half in and half out of the deadly
st aked hole. Ben had w shed, building the pit, that
he had sonme nonkey shit to dip the points in; but
he figured he'd done pretty well wth what he
had i n hand.

Charlie's screami ng was cut short as the pain
became too nmuch and the young nman passed out.

"Goddam you, Raines!"™ Hiram screaned
"I's you there?"

Ben lay quietly, silently, his breathing slow
and even and noi sel ess.

"Come on out and fight lak a nan, you bassard!"
H ramyelled

"Ah' m paral yzed!" Jackson

moaned. "l cain't nmove ny | egs, boys.
Ch, Lard, Lard, hep
nme! | don't wanna die. M. Raines!

M. Raines! Hep ne, please. Ah didn't
really mean you no serious harm"
Sure, Ben thought. Sure, you didn't. \Wen the
chi ps get down, your kind always rolls over. And
back when the world was whole, nore or |ess, you always had
some snooth-tal king | awer to help you. Now I'm
putting into play what the courts should have done years
back.
Fuck you
"Hep me, M. Raines!" Jackson began
sobbing. "Don't |eave me out there. The wol ves'|
git me sure.”
Wl ves! Ben thought. It's cock-suckers |ike you
who killed the wolf out years ago. And now they're
back, and once again, silly assholes |like you are
scared of them
Ben remenbered fromhis witing days that no one had
ever been able to prove that a grown, healthy wolf
had, unprovoked, ever attacked a hunman bei ng.
"Axel Leroy?" Hiramcalled

"Yes, Daddy?"

"Kill that yeller-bellied son of a
bitch, boy."

"Yes, sir."

Ben heard a single shot, and Jackson's
bl ubbering abruptly ended.
"I got 'im Daddy!" Axel yelled

proudly.
You raised a fine boy there, Hram Ben
t hought. Just a real jimdandy.

"Good shootin", Axel Leroy," H ram



told him
"Ah don't thank Raines is nowhere around
heers,” a man called out. "Ah thank he jist
suckered us all in heer."
"Ah thank you rat, Sonny boy." Another
voi ce was added. "Whut you thank, Smthy?"
"He | ong gone these parts."
"Ch, God, please hep ne!" Charlie
squal l ed, once nore adrift in a sea of agony,
t he stakes punching through his legs and feet with each
novenent. "Ch, Lard, ah can't stand hit!"
"Vince," Hiramcalled. "You closest to
"im You wanna try 'er?"
"Ah'll do noreun 'at,"
"Ah'Il do 'er!"
And you have to pass right by ne to do it, Ben
t hought, smiling. He slipped his razor-honed
| ong- bl aded knife fromleather and waited. He heard
Vince comng closer, crawing toward the sounds of
Charlie's bawing and hollering. Ben had slipped
to the edge of the brush, holding the knife in his right
Ben waited until Vince was at his position with
his right armfully extended, fingers digging in the
dirt. He drove the blade into the hollow of the
arnpit, all the way to the hilt, and twi sted the
bl ade savagely. Vince screaned hi deously.
Ben jerked out the knife, coming up on his knees.
He drove the blade into Vince's neck, all the
way through, at |east six inches of the blade driving
into the hard ground, pinning the floppi ng man where he
| ay.
Then, working quickly, Ben did a little surgery on
Vi nce.
"Vince!" Hiramwas hollering. "Onh,
Vi nce- boy! Whut's goin" on over thar?"
"Cover ne!" a man yelled. "Ah'm
a-gonna git Charlie."
Ami d the banging of wild shooting, Ben dragged
t he body of Vince back into the brush and covered it.
Then he made his way out of the brush and was a good
nmle away before the shooting stopped.
I ke was so mad he al nost broke the radio mc
Cal ming hinsel f, he handed the mic back to the operator
and stal ked away to find Tina.
She noted the dark | ook on lke's face.
"What's up, |ke?"
"Buddy's been hard hit, Tina. That trash that
Ben told us about anbushed Buddy and Ben. Ben was
unhurt, but now he's gone on a ranpage,
al one, hunting themthat did it."
"I's Buddy going to make it? And tell ne the
truth, Ike."
"I wouldn't lie to you, Tina. Chase said that |ast
ni ght he woul dn't have bet either way. But now, Buddy
is awake and stronger and it |ooks good."
"Thank God!" She put her arms around the man
she had called Uncle I ke for nost of her life
and pl aced her head on his barrel chest. "Now tel
nme about Dad."
| ke brought her up to date.

Vi nce bragged.

hand.



She pul | ed away, w ped her eyes, and conposed
hersel f.

"It's no tine to be brave, Tina," Ike
told her. "If you want to cry, go right ahead."

She shook her head. "It wouldn't do any good,
lke. And it wouldn't help us get the job
done. My father is tough as a boot, |lke. Both
mental ly and physically. And | don't have to tell an
ex- Seal that

mental is the key to a good portion of getting the
job done. Those redneck trash will regret the day
t hey ever heard the name of Ben Raines.”

ke smiled at her. "Honey, | think they've
been doing that for years!™"

"Al'l right. Do we go into downtown Lancaster?"

"Yeah. Let's see what's goin' on with the
Yankees. "

L.t. woke up at dawn, a strange wei ght
on his chest. He opened his eyes and began screaning
hysterically, alnost insanely.

The head of Vince, bloody and pale, with the eyes
wi de open in the shock of death, sat squarely on
L.t.8ness chest, staring at the man.

Chapter Twenty-four

Carl junped up to run over to where L.t. lay
t hrashing around on the ground, his dirty feet kicking
at the head of Vince. Vince's head rolled down
the small incline to land with a soft plop in a fresh
puddl e of cow shit.

Carl felt a series of hanmer-blows on his
back. It was the nmpost peculiar sensation he
had ever experienced in all his often-peculiar life.
He felt hinself falling, falling, as the white-hot
pai n began spreading all over the line of .45
cal i ber bullet holes.

The last thing that Carl would think of was: We shoul da
done whut Ben Raines wanted us to do.

L.t. nmanaged to get to his knees before the
.45 cal i ber slugs of social justice stitched
himfromhis right side to his neck. He died on his
knees, hands at his side.

W1 liam Watson | ay hunkered in a ground
depression. He had the time left to piss his dirty
underwear, and when the grenade | anded just a few inches from
hi s nose the 60mm fragnent ati on grenade bl ew parts
of WIliamWitson all over the yard, sone of
t hem smacki ng Ji mmy John in the face.

"Yukk!" Jinmy John said, w ping his face.

As he turned to find his weapon, his eyes nmet those
of Ben Raines. Ben stood by a huge ol d oak

tree. Jimy John thought he had never in his

life seen nothin" that |ooked so savage.

Ben shot himin the face, the copper-jacketed
hol | ow nosed .45 sl ugs maki ng a dreadful ness
in the early norning.

Jimy John was literally lifted off
his feet and slung to one side.

Ben took that confusing time to run to his right,
circling the canp, staying in the deep brush, popping
out the half-enpty drumand fitting a full drum



into the belly of the Thompson. He slung the SM5
| ong enough to pull the pins of two grenades, one in
each hand, holding the spoons down. Ben's |eg was
aching, but he did not really notice the slight pain.

Ben canme face to face with a man; he coul d
snell the fear-stink of the "neck; snell the awful
odor of rotting teeth and bad breath panting out of the
man's wi de open nout h.

Ben dropped one canister down the 'neck's
shirt front and drove his elbow into the man's
face, knocki ng hi m down. Ben ran behind a tree just
as the grenade expl oded, sending bits and pi eces of
human body all over the forest. He stepped out from
behind the tree, his head aching and his ears ringing fromthe
expl osi ve sounds of battle and tossed the second
grenade in the general direction he'd seen a
"neck run. The grenade bl ew and Ben wat ched as
an armfloated lazily up into the air and then
dropped to earth.

A bullet sent pieces of bark into the side of
Ben's face, ripping open the skin,
bl oodyi ng his face. Ben turned and dropped to one
knee, leveling the Thonmpson and hol ding the trigger
back. Efrom Silas and Axel Leroy went
jerking and dancing the nacabre steps to the Stygian
shore.

"You'd never make it on Dance Party, boys."

Ben voiced a soldier's grimhunor. "Not
ori gi nal enough."

Ben squatted beside a tree and tallied it up, his
eyes touching briefly on each spraw ed body.

He found a bl anket-covered body and t hought that nust
be Charlie. The punji stakes had done their work
probably bl ed to death.

He did not see Hiram nor Gb., nor
the last son of Hiram Bubba WIllie, the
retarded one, had been taken into town by his nother
Ben saw them then, the three of them running across a
meadow, headi ng for the bayou. He watched as they
di sappeared into the woods.

Ben backed off fromthe site of carnage and rested,
eating a can of cold beans and crackers for
breakfast, sipping at his canteen of water.

There was a grimsmnile of satisfaction on his
face.

"Hell of a damm battle just went on
in there," Captain Gorzal ka renarked.

"And | ook over there to the west," a Rebe
poi nted out. "Buzzards circling."

"The general nust have done that |ast night. He
sure was some kind of pissed-off."

Hol Iy had waited the |ong night, Chase
i nsisting

she stay. One thing the Rebels had was a fine
staff of doctors; Buddy would be well taken care
of . She had slept in the back of a truck; the
gunfire and expl osi ons had wakened her

"Ch, Lardy, Lardy, Lardy!" The shout was
faint. "Harp, halp!"

The Rebels started | aughing, as much fromrelief as



anyt hing el se. They knew then that the general was very nuch
alive and wel .

"Cone on, Grover Neal!" Hranms shout could
be heard. "Gt your ass a-novin", boy!"

"Ah' m a-gonna kill Ben Rai nes!"
Grover shouted. "Ah'lIl go down as a big nan.
Ah'll be a hero, Daddy! Ah'Il be...."

The chug-a-chug of Ben's Thonpson rattled out
the voi ce.

Hiram and G b. appeared on the far bank

"Y'all got to hep us!" G b.
squal l ed, his voice shaky with fear. was
man's plunmb crazy. He's a devil. He's
done kilt ever'body. He cut off Vince's
haid and crept up in our canp |ak a snake and
poot it on L.t.'s chest. Then he jist cone out
of the mst and started killin"! Ch, Lard, ya'l
got to hep us!"

The Rebels stood on the high side of the
opposi te bank and | ooked on in undi sgui sed
di sgust as Hiramand G b. begged and grovel ed.

"Ain't y'all got no mercy in ya?" Hiram
yel l ed. "Whut kind of people is y'all anyways?"

G b. screaned in fear as Ben appeared on the
hi gh bank above them He fell to his hands and

at ere

knees near the water. "lI'msorry, M.
Raines. I'"'msorry for all the bad thangs
done." Then he began confessing to the nost hei nous of

crinmes. Torture
and rape and perversion over the years. Incest with his
daughters. Civil rights violations. He was
bl ubbering and snorting as he finally wound down his |ist
of atrocities.
Hi ram began puki ng on hinself as Ben | evel ed the
Thonpson and held the trigger back. G b. was
flipped over into the dark waters of the bayou
bl ood | eaki ng out of a dozen or nore bullet holes.
The bl ood drifted, attracted those who lived in the
dark waters.
Wth puke staining his chin and his shirt, Hiram
began cursing Ben. Both Ben and the Rebels
noticed a slight stirring of the brackish waters.
H ramfinally paused for breath.
Taki ng a deep breath, Hiram screanmed, "I

hope your son dies, Raines. | hope he
suffers and hollers and cries. | hope you git the
cancer. | hope your dick rots off."

Then he whirled and dove into the bayou

"Hol d your fire!"™ Ben shouted.

Hrammade it to the mddle of the bayou. Wter
spl ashed high into the air as a "gator took him
by the legs and tw sted, pulling H ram down.

H ram surfaced once, his eyes wide with fear
his mouth open, water pouring out of it. The tail of a
huge ol d nossy-back flipped out of the waters.

And then the waters were still.

Holly did a quick repair job on Ben's
face, sliced open his field pants and redressed
hi s wound, giving hima shot of antibiotics. Ben
endured it all silently.



He had asked about Buddy, and had been
told it

| ooked good. He was going to make it.

"Ceneral ?" Captain Corzal ka asked. "Do
you want us to start rebuilding the bridges?"

Ben shook his head. "No. This will be a place
for the animals to run free, safe fromman. W'|
do this in every state. Soneday, probably, man will
fuck it all up again; but it won't happen in our
lifetime. This area will be off-limts to anyone
except game nmanagenent people.” He turned to an
ai de, who, he supposed, had been waiting al
night for his return. "Mke that an official
order, Mary. Type it up and I'Il signit."

"Yes, sir."

"Ben Raines!" Holly said. "You are a
wal ki ng contradiction, you know t hat ?"

"Sure. Al ways have been."

"I swear to God, | think you care nore about
ani mal s than you do about humans."

"Some humans, yeah. You're right. You want a
| ecture on animal rights, Holly?"

"Hell, no! Thank you just the sane. Damm you
Ben Rai nes, you are the nost infuriating man | have
ever known. | swear that's true...."

Ben fished in his pocket and found a
bi scuit, munching on it while Holly ranted and

raved and cussed him... in a ladylike manner
of course.
"Don't you know that people
care
for you, Ben Raines? That people
Wor ry

about you and some of these dumb stunts you pull? Well,

do you realize that?"

"Yep." Ben chewed.

Bef ore she coul d get steamed up and started again,
radi o-person hollered out, "Dr. Allardt?
Dr. Chase on the horn."

Muttering, Holly wal ked to the vehicle and
spoke with Chase.

"She really likes ne," Ben said to Captain
Cor zal ka, notioning toward Holly.

"I'f you say so, sir," the captain replied
dubi ously. "How many did you off in there, general ?"

Ben thought for a noment, nentally counting it up
fifteen, | think."

"Ceneral ? That old lady in there, that hoodoo
worman, Pauly, or whatever her name is?"

"What about her?"

"She's still in there. She refused to cone out
with Enmil and his fruitcakes."

"She's harm ess. We'll check on her fromtinme
to time. | think she |ikes being alone. Captain, you
know of anybody who |ikes animals and who would |ike
to be in charge of this area?"

Cor zal ka gri nned.

"Al'l right." Ben returned the grin. "You' ve
got the job. Course you mght be pulled away from
it fromtime to tine."

t he

" About



"Suits me, sir."

Hol Iy wal ked back over. "Buddy was just taken
off the critical list. Upgraded to serious.
He's going to nake it, Ben."

"Think he'll be ready to go in twenty-four
hours, Holly?"

Holly | ost her temnper-again. "Wat in the hel
are you babbling about now, Raines? Twenty-four
hours! How about two nonths, you hardhead?"

"Cal myoursel f, dear. | was just joking a bit."

"I didn't |augh!"

"I noticed that. |I'mvery quick about that sort of
thing. Hunorless, that's you."

"Ben Raines, you just killed about a zillion people
in there!" She waved her hand. "And you're naking
j okes!"

"Fourteen, actually, | think. The 'gator

got H ram Captain Corzal ka, you have any
bi carb with you?"
"Yes, sir."
"Toss it in the bayou. The 'gator is going
to need it."
Laughi ng, the Rebel wal ked away.
"Jesus Christ, Ben!" Holly yelled. "And
what about this twenty four-hour-business. Wat the
hel | are you pl anni ng? Come on, you've got something
up your sleeve."
"I think we could use anot her conbat doctor,
Hol ly. You want to come along with nme? It's going
to be a uni que experience. Have you ever worked in a
field hospital ?"
"I swear to God, Ben, you're babbling out of your
skull. Did | miss a wund? Did you receive a
bl ow to the head?"
"I"'mfine, Holly. My, but it's a
gl orious nmorning, isn't it?"
"It's lovely. Beautiful. Wiere are we going,
Ben?"
"You sure you want to conme al ong, now, Holly?"
"Yes, Ben. I'msure. Now where are we
goi ng?"
Ben smled at her. "M chigan!"
Chapter Twenty-five
"I don't blanme you, Ben," Lamar Chase
said, sitting in Ben's office, watching the man
field-strip his Thonmpson and carefully cl ean and

oil each part. "I just wish I was going with you."
"We're all going to New York Gity,
Lamar. If it's standing. I'll probably Ieave

no nmore than two conpani es here."
"Buddy is fully conscious now. He's in sone
pain, but he's going to be just fine. It was a very
cl ose thing."
"I"'mgoing to see himlate this afternoon. Was he
infornmed of ny foray into Hirams territory?"
"Yes. He said that didn't surprise hima
bit; only wi shed he could have gone along with you."
Col onel Joe WIlianms, Ben's XO
stepped into the office. Ben | ooked up. "You're in
charge here, Joe, effective 0400 tonorrow norning."



"Yes, sir. Wsh | was going with you."
"I know you do. Just keep the Big Apple in
mnd." Ben | eaned back in his chair. "Joe, it's
all running smoothly and | know you'll keep it that
way. When Buddy gets anbul atory, start going
over | eadership
courses with him He's a good boy, but he's stil
got a lot to | earn about commandi ng personnel. At your

recomendation, 1'll comm ssion himwhen | get
back. "
"Yes, sir."

To Chase, "You're sure you don't mnd
Hol | y comi ng al ong?"

"OfF course not, Ben. I'mfalling over good
doctors. She'll be needed up in M chigan
I've taken the liberty of packing sone extra
materials that | think she'll need.”

"Good. Al right, people. That about waps it up
I"mgoing to clean up, get something to eat, and then
start lining up the people I'mtaking with nme."

The office enptied.

The Rebels ran into a solid and well-nmanned
barricade on the Interstate. About ten nmiles
out si de of Lancaster. Tina radi oed back
to I ke and she was ordered to hold, not to attenpt
to advance.

Just after crossing the Susquehanna River, the
Rebel s had begun to notice well-kept hones
and neat fields and gardens. It was eerie in a
reverse sort of way, after what they had been seeing
on their journey.

" Ami sh?" Ham asked.

"I don't think so," Tina told him "The people
we've seen so far are all well-arnmed and | ook |ike
t hey mean busi ness. ™"

They made a quick canp by the side of the road and
ate a cold lunch, then rested, always consci ous of
eyes on them

"Keep your weapons cl ose by, but don't
make any hostile nmoves. | don't think these people
mean us any harm | think they're just curious."

Ti na opened her lunch packet. "At |east," she
added, "I hope I'mright."

Then they were all conscious of being surrounded, on
all sides. The weapons in the hands of the men and
worren were not pointed directly at them but held at
t he ready.

"W don't nean anyone any harm" Tina
called out. "We're part of Raines Rebels,
headi ng east to check out New York GCity."

"That is a lie!™ A man returned the call.

"Ceneral Raines was killed nore than ten years
ago. "

"Ceneral Ben Raines is ny father," Tina said,
rai sing her voice. "And | just kissed hi mgood-bye
about a week ago in what was called
Loui siana. | assure you all, Ben Raines
is very nuch alive and well."

VWi spers reached the ears of the Rebel Scouts.

They continued their eating of lunch, outwardly show ng no



signs of fear.

"You say Ben Raines is alive,
man called. "Prove it!"

"You' ve heard of General |ke M:Gowan?"

"Everyone knows of the exploits of General Ike.

And of the vice president, Cecil Jefferys. What
about Ceneral MGowan?"

"He should be here in about forty mnutes. |I'm
sure you have good comuni cations; you know there is a large
force com ng up behind us."

"This is true," the man acknow edged.

"We' || share our food with you," Tina offered.

"We' || share with you. W have fresh-baked bread
and neat and vegetables.”

"That woul d be very nice. But we don't want
to strain your supplies. ke is coming up with nore than
t hree hundred personnel ."

"W have nore than enough." The spokesman stepped
out of the line of trees and wal ked across the ditch, up
to Tina's position. He gazed at her. "You do not
| ook |ike General Raines. There is no
fam ly resenbl ance. "

"Ben adopted ne and Jack. My brother was
killed during the fighting over the old
Tri-States. My father's fl esh-and-bl ood son
Buddy, is with himat the new Base Canp
One. "

Men and wonen began bringi ng fresh-cooked food
to the Rebel Scouts, and it was a nost wel cone
sight. After a week of, if they were |ucky, one
hot meal a day, the Rebels wel coned the hot
f ood.

VWil e the Scouts ate, the spokesperson for the
conmuni ty asked, "Wy would you risk going into a hot
area, and how did you cone
t hr ough
the hot areas?"

"What hot areas are you speaki ng of ?" Ham
asked, around a nouthful of ham sandw ch.

"You say you cane from what was once Loui si ana;
how did you pass through the radiation belt?"

"Wth the exception of what was D.c. and
Baltinore," Tina told him "there are no other
hot areas."

The men and wonen | ooked at each other; it was
evi dent that none of them believed a word
Tina had just said. Sonething odd about these people, Tina
t hought .

Tina got her map case and showed themall the

route they'd taken in getting this far. "You can see
our route: Jackson, M ssissipp
to Menphis, Tennessee. Then to Nashville,

Knoxville, Bristol, Roanoke, and on up
here, skirting the D.c. and Baltinore area."

The spokesperson shook his head. "But we were
told that everything fromthe Pennsylvania |line south and
everything fromthe old Interstate Ei ght-one west was
dead. And woul d be hot for centuries to conme. And that
everything north of the old Interstate Seventy-eight,
and everything east of Phil adel phia, including that

t he sane



city, was off limts."

I ke and his contingent pulled in and were introduced
all around. While they ate, sonmething that |lke did very
wel |, Tina brought himup to date.

"Who told you all this crap?" |ke asked the
spokesperson. "And when?"

"Just after the bonbing; the Geat War. Just after
Presi dent Logan's rel ocation plans cane

t hr ough. "

"Yes," a wonan broke in. "It was
Presi dent Logan hinsel f who cane to see
us. | remenber it well. He had a ... well,
per son

with him A robed and hooded person; eyes al
white and face horribly disfigured. The
President said that this, meaning the burned person, was
all that was left outside of ny pockets |ike ours,
and we nust never, never |eave the designated areas."
She shrugged. "And we have not. The governnent told us
it was unsafe."

| ke snorted and accepted anot her fine ham
sandwi ch froma rather plunp | ady. R ch, homenade
nmust ard, pickles that made his nmouth water, and thick
slices of still-warm honemade bread. |ke chewed
and sighed with contentnent. "So this is it,

t hen-you peopl e have never |eft the designated confines?"

"No, sir. We believed it wasn't safe.
The government told us so."

ke didn't want to bit the hands that were feeding
him and feeding himwell, so he didn't tell them
that with sonebody like Hilton Logan, you coul dn't
believe a word out of his mouth. "But surely you have
radi os! You've heard us tal king back and forth;
you' ve said so."

"Certainly," the spokesman said. "But what could
we do? How to get to you? No Rebe
contingent ever cane this way, so we could but assume the
way was bl ocked. "

| ke | eaned against a fender. "Yeah, it's al
beginning to fit now. You're too young to remenber,
Tina; but Logan evacuated the cities, placed
themoff limts, and relocated the people. W'l
probably never know for sure, but nmy guess would be
he struck a deal with the Night P. 1'll give the
liberal son of a bitch credit; maybe he thought
he was doing the right thing."

Dr. Ling said, "I can inmagine, after the
bonbi ngs, that his nedical advisors told himto do
this; to separate the bonb-bl ast people fromthose so-far
unaf fected. "

"Al'l right," Ike nodded his head, "I'lI
accept that. And to make it work, a story had to be
concocted. "

"Sure." Tina junped in. "And what better
story than to tell the people about so-called Hot areas
of the nation. He even went so far as to forbid pilots
fromflying over the designated areas. |ke, do you know
what this nmeans-really neans?"

"Yeah, in nore ways than one, kid."

The residents of the area were standing quietly,



listening to the Rebels talk. To a person
all wore shocked | ooks on their faces.
"Ceneral McCGowan." The woman gave him a
huge pi ece of apple pie. lke |ooked at it,
smacked his lips, and took it. "Wat do you nean in
nore ways than one?"
"It means, ma'am" | ke chewed and then
continued, "that with the exception of D.c. and
Baltinore, the nation is clean. Everything el se was
just a big damm lie on Logan's part."
"Tell me sonething, any of you, all of you."
Tina faced the crowd. "Wat's the cl osest any of
you have ever been to WI nington or Phil adel phia?"
"No one goes into the cities, Mss
Rai nes, " the spokesman inforned the Rebels.
"Why?" | ke asked, knowi ng what Tina was | eading
up to. He had spotted sonething very odd; m ght be
a coi nci dence, but he rather doubted it. So had Ti na.
I ke turned to face a Vi etnanese man and
spoke to himin his own tongue. |ke ended w th somnething
t hat sounded like, "Do mamma noney eye," which
| oosely transl ated, nmeans "t hese nother-fuckers are
[yin"!"
The small man nodded and turned away, wal ki ng
t hrough the ranks of Rebels, speaking to them softly.
The Rebel s began to fan out.
"Way won't you go into the cities, mister?" |ke
asked, turning to face the spokesman, who wore
sungl asses. They all wore sungl asses. And
even though the day was hot, all wore |ong-sleeved
shirts.
"The cities are unsafe. They are filled with
radi ation."
"You're a liar!" lke told him then reached
up and ripped the sungl asses fromthe man's face.
There were tubes running into Buddy's arms, but his
col or was good and the nurse said he was getting stronger
wi th each passing hour. Buddy smiled at his father.
"You had me worried, boy. Thank you for saving

my life."
"You're welcone, sir. | hope |I didn't
hurt you when | knocked you down. A man your age
wel |, bones break easily." There was a

twinkle in his eyes.

"I think, boy, when you get up out of that bed,
I'mgoing to whip your ass!"

Buddy | aughed softly. "So you are going
to Mchigan, sir?"

Hol Iy stuck her head into the room "Yes, we
are, Buddy. And Patrice is going, too."

Ben opened his mouth, then closed it. This
woul d be as good a time as any to check Patrice out to the
ful l est.

"Any conmments, Ceneral Raines?" she asked
sweet | y.

“Not a one."

"Wl surprises never cease!" She wal ked on
down the hall.

"Are you going to hold on to this one, Father?" Buddy
asked, cutting his eyes toward the open doorway.



"I haven't the vaguest idea what you nean,
boy. You've been listening to too much canp talk.
| amreally a one-wonman man, at heart."

" Fat her ?"

"Yes, son.

"You are as full of shit as a Christmas
goose! "

The man's eyes were chal k-white and dead-| ooki ng.

He screaned as the light struck his eyes. Hs
scream ng abruptly ended as | ke, |eft-handed,

shoved his CAR-15 under the nman's chin and pulled the
trigger.

The Rebels, fully alerted and on guard, cut
| oose with automatic weapons at nearly
poi nt - bl ank range. For many of the Rebels,
especially those closest to | ke and Tina,
it was too close for guns; they grabbed knives and
canp axes and went to work. Blood began to spurt
from gapi ng, horrible wounds. The Ni ght People, many of
themlosing their ultra-dark sunglasses in the
fighting, were blinded by the bright sunlight. They ran
scream ng off up and down the road and into the fields.
The Rebels cut as many of them down as they coul d.

"No pursuit!" lke yelled. "No
pursuit! Let them go. Gather "round, gather
"round. "

The Rebels gathered around him a few neters
away fromthe bl ood-soaked and body-littered ground,
| ke said, "I got a hunch, people. And if I'm
right, it isn't gonna be any fun. But it's something
we have to do. So listen up."

After lke's orders, they broke up into teams and
began goi ng house to house, farmto farm |ke had
been right.

One Rebel, a veteran of a. hundred
battles, stepped out of a barn and bent over, puking
up his lunch. He wiped his nmouth and pointed toward the
barn. "l ke was right, Tina. Take a quick | ook in
there. The snell gave it away."

Trying to breath as shallowy as possible, and through
her mouth, Tina took a quick | ook inside
t he barn. Human bones were piled up, sone piles
reaching as high as the floor of the loft. Tina backed
out and fought to keep her |unch down.

VWhen she knew she wasn't going to toss her
lunch, she lifted her wal kie-tal kie and sai d,

"Shark, you were right. |I'mjust east of your position
Can you get up here?"
"Ten-four."

"Holy Mbther of God!" |ke said, backing out
of the barn. He took a deep breath and cl osed the
doubl e doors. "Some of those bones are no nore than a
day or two old. We've got a major war on
our hands, people, and | don't just mean us. It's going
to take everybody to whip this."

Dr. Ling, wearing a face mask, entered the
deat h-barn. He did not stay inside for |ong. Wen
he stepped outside, he | ooked at |ke. "The
worst is nowreality. They're spreading out of the
cities, probably by the hundreds; perhaps by the



t housands. Looking for food. Burn this place,
| ke. ™

The barn was doused wi th kerosene and gasoline and set
afire. The heat was so intense it backed the
Rebel s cl ear out of the yard.

"The way | figure it, gang,"
| ke said, his Rebels gathered around him "the nore
nor mal -1 ooki ng Ni ght Peopl e are being sent out
toinfiltrate the villages-in search of food.

Then the ... others join them So that neans the really
di sfigured and deforned ones are here, in hiding, in the
dark, probably in the cellars.™

"Aw, shit!" one Rebel exclained.

The ot hers | aughed, relieving the tension

"And one nore thing," lke said, raising his voice.
"The town just up the road once held sonme sixty
t housand peopl e. That nmeans there're probably some being
kept alive, and fattened up ... the survivors
had a pretty good farm ng comunity going here. So
we've got to find them And we got another
problem this very well may be a group of people whose
religious convictions forbid themfromfighting. If
that's the case, we'll cut themloose and then
they're on their owmn. I'mnot going to fuck around with a
bunch of people who won't fight to save their own skins.
Any of you who don't agree with that can carry your
ass, or asses, and do it now. "

The Rebel s stood tight.

"OK, people. Take a breath while | get on
the horn with General Raines. He's got to know about
this scamof Hlton Logan's." He
wal ked away muttering, "Hilton, you
si ssy-pants craphead, what have you done to us?"

Chapter Twenty-siXx

"Well, Ike," Ben spoke over the long
mles. "I"mnot going to blanme Logan for this; he
wasn't smart enough to dreamthis up by hinmself. And those who
advi sed hi m probably thought they were doing the right thing,
for the majority. We'll probably never know for
sure. "

Then Ben told himof his decision to go
to M chi gan.

"Ben, goddamit! Can't you sit still anywhere for
ten days?"

Ben | aughed at his friend. "lke, there is nothing for
me to do here. I've just been told that after |earning
what happened to Hiram and his bunch, Larmunba and
his crew quietly pulled out. | don't know where
they went, and | don't really care, as long as they
stay out of ny way. Everything is copasetic here.

I"mnot needed. I'Il be pulling out at
oh-four-hundred in the norning."
"Al'l right, Ben. |I've got to go root around in
some cellars. You watch your ass, partner.”
"Same to you, lke. I'mleaving Joe in charge
down here.”

"Ten-four, Ben
| ke broke it off.
Ben set about gathering equipnent. He did not

envy lke and his Rebels the task that |ay before them



The sounds of gunfire rattled through the afternoon as the
Rebel s carefully and cautiously searched the
dar kness of the hones, usually finding the Night People
huddl ed in stinking groups in the dark cellars.

It was not a pleasant job, and none of the Rebels
enjoyed it a bit; the only thing that made it bearable
was that there were no children found anmong the groups of N ght
Peopl e, and that fact puzzled themall

Taking a break fromthe grisly job, Ike and
Tina sat and tal ked.

"No kids, lke."

"Yeah. These peopl e are savage and canni balistic,
but they're smart, too. | think when the kids are
of a certain age, they're farned out; taken to a safe
spot. These people know that at full strength we're
only six thousand strong; and every tinme we establish an
out post, there goes another platoon. They know t hey
out nunber us, Tina. And as we get closer to what
| believe is their honme base, New York
Cty, we're finding themwell armed, not just with
sticks and stones and bows and arrows."

"l ke, what are we going to do when we find the
ki ds?"

"God help ne, Tina. | don't know. |
think if they're young enough, we can take them and teach
them... | hope," he added.

Nei t her one of themcared to pursue the other side of
that issue any further. And each of them knew that the
final decision would have to be made by Ben

Tina's wal ki e-tal ki e crackled. Ham
"Tina, we've located the prisoners. They were being
held in a warehouse close to Lancaster, and the city

is full of those ... creatures.”
"What kind of shape are the civilians in?"
| ke asked.
"Rough. They were being force-fed, |ike geese."

"Leave the city for now. Bring the people to our
posi ti on, Ham"

"Yes, sir."

It was as |l ke had feared. The nen and wonen were of
that religious sect that would not fight. |ke paced
up and down in front of the hundred or so men and
worren; the kids were being | ooked after by Rebe
medi cs.

He kept |ooking at them shaking his head and
muttering to himself. lke was not alone in his
di  emma; no Rebel could understand any group of people
who would not fight to stay alive.

"I don't know what to do with you people,” he finally
told them "I1'mover a barrel. You obviously
are good peopl e; hard-working. | can see that by your farnmns.

But | don't have the time, the inclination, or the
personnel to protect what is rightfully your
responsibility."”

"The Lord will provide, our faith will sustain us,"
a man said.

| ke disliked himimediately. Rem nded hi mof one of
those TV preachers of past years. Smug and

sanctinonious ... and thoroughly obnoxi ous.
"The Lord will provide, huh?" He pointed toward



the still-snoldering remains of the barn. "Then what
happened to those peopl e?"

"Cbviously, their faith was not strong enough to sustain
them™

"Suffer the little children,” Ham nuttered, just |oud enough
for lke to hear.

"Yeah," lke returned the nmuttering. "And that's
what's got ne all knotted up inside."

| ke wal ked over to Tina. Fromthe | ook on her
tanned face, he knew she felt the sane as
| ke about the just-rescued civilians. "You
know what Ben is going to say if | ask himfor an
opi ni on, Ti na?"

"Sure. | can just hear him 'allyou're a big
boy, General MCGowan. You handle it." his

"Yeah. Right. How nmany kids under, say,
twel ve are there?"

"About fifteen."”

"I"'mnot going to leave the little children to be eaten
by savages."

"I was hoping you'd say that."

Ham had joi ned them "Wat about the city,
general ? Do we clean it out?"

| ke shook his head. "No. I'mnot going
to waste any nore personnel on a group of people who
won't fight for their own lives. Oder al
personnel to regroup; cease our searching for the
remai ni ng Night P."

"Yes, sir."

As | ke once nore faced the lines of just-rescued
civilians, the spokesnman said, "The Lord
provi ded you people, didn't He?"

"Only nmomentarily, partner. W're pulling out
within the hour."

Pani ¢ crossed the man's face. "But you can't

| eave
us unprotected, sir."
"You got two hands don't you, mster? Pick
up a gun and fight!"
"W cannot . "
"You won't, you nmean?"
The man shrugged. "Where are our children?”
"We're taking the younger ones with us."
"You can't do that!"
"There is one way to prevent that."
"How? We'll do anything."

I ke turned to a Rebel. "G ve himyour
weapon. "

The Rebel wal ked to the man and offered his
M 16. The man shook his head. "I will not touch
that thing."

"Let's go!" |lke shouted. "Munt up!"
"And you call yourself a Christian!" the man
sneered at |ke.
"I call myself a realist, mster. And you al
seemto be forgetting one nmessage fromthe Bible: The
Lord hel ps those who hel p themnsel ves. "
As Ben | ooked up at the star-filled sky, an
old song cane to mnd; something about a starry, starry



night. He couldn't renenber much el se

about it; except that he'd always liked it. Couldn't
renmenmber who sang it. Fellow had a very

pl easant - soundi ng voi ce.

H s team was | oadi ng up, nmoving toward the pl anes,
heavy with battle gear

"Everyone present and accounted for, sir,
Ri verson sai d.

"OK, Janes. Thanks. Wat's the | atest
word from Cecil ?"

"They have engaged the eneny only sporadically.
They' ve taken sonme of the pressure off those trapped,
but it's turned into a cat-and-nouse gane."

"Another dirty little war."

"Yes, sir."

The engi nes of the planes began coughing into life,
maki ng conversation difficult. Ben spotted Holly
and Patrice and pointed toward a plane, notioning
themto get on board.

"CGood luck, sir!" Colonel Joe
W IIlians shouted.

"Thanks, Joe. You take care."

"Yes, sir."

Ben wal ked across the tarmac and boarded, finding his
canvas seat. The engi neer handed hi ma headset and
Ben plugged it in. Ben and James had
been the last to board. "Ready when you are,
captain," Ben said.

The interior lights flickered twi ce and the door
was | ocked cl osed.

Ben | ooked across at Holly. "You ready for a
little conbat, doctor?"

"Not really. But whither thou goest and all that
stuff.”

Ben | aughed at her. "That's what | |ike,

Hol ly. A wonan who knows her place."
She gave himthe finger.
Chapter Twenty-seven

"How s it looking in your sector, Dan?"
Ceci |l radioed.

"Buggers won't stand and fight, Cecil."

"Col onel West?"

"We've |linked up with Col onel Rebet and
Maj or Danjou, general. At your orders,
we' |l begin securing everything fromBrown's Lake
south to Murphy's Creek, and then push east."

"Are you in position, Dan?"

"Ten-four, Cecil."

“I"ll be in position in a few hours,
gentl emen. But we're going to be spread very thin.

W desperately need soneone at the

easternnost sector. Hang on, a runner just handed
me a nessage. Son of a bitch!" they all heard

the usually calm Cecil vyell

"What's up, Cecil?" Dan radioed.

"Ben. He's on his way with two compani es;
left at oh-four-hundred this norning."

"You owe nme a pound of tobacco, Dan,"

Col onel West said. "I told you!"
"Don't rub it in. Cecil? Shall we wait for

Janes



Ben. Hi s bunch can plug up that eastern hole."

"Ten-four. Let's hold what we've got.
Ben shoul d be here in about eight hours. As soon as they
land, he'll start stretching south to north. W'l
shove of f at dawn."

Sone of the spirit of adventure, of heading into the unknown
had, for a time, left the Rebels under |ke's comrand.
It would return, but for now, they were nostly silent as
the mles slipped past. They all knew it was a
hard thing to take people's children fromthem But they al
knew, at least in this case, it was best for the kids.
What other alternative did the Rebels have? If
the adults of the conmunity wi shed to be eaten alive,
that was their choice. It was unfair to ask a child to be
devoured for the parents' phil osophy.

And while the Rebels, to a person,
di sagreed with what the civilians they had rescued were
doi ng, they also respected religious rights; that was just
one of the things they were fighting for. Some of what the
Rebel s did was unpopul ar, and, had there been ot her
| aws, would have been illegal. But they were fighting
to restore a nation, and sonebody's rights were going to be
stepped on for the good of the majority. As Cenera
| ke had said, "Tough times call for tough people.”

That's just the way it was.

They had skirted Lancaster, and according to Tina and
her Scouts, who were now ranging only five to six
nm | es ahead of the convoy, the area before them was deserted

except for N ght People, who they were sure were

holed up in the small towns.

They made the run from Lancaster
to Phil adel phia w thout incident. Probably because
they did not stop to investigate any of the towns they
runbl ed through

"How about Phil adel phia, |ke?" Tina
radi oed back from her point position

"Any bl ockades, Tina?"

"Negative, lke."

"Next exit, Tina, work north over
to Interstate Seventy-six. Take it to the | oop

That's ... Two seventy-six. Stay on
it until we cross the river. "Bout ... four
or five mles past the river you'll hit the

Jersey Turnpike. W're going to shut it down
and nake sone plans just inside New Jersey."
"Ten-four, |ke."
The pl anes refuel ed at Menphis and Ben
dropped of f some much-needed supplies for the bel eaguered
little garrison defending the airport.
"Sure amglad to see you people," the |ieutenant

in charge told Ben. "It was hell for a time. Had
to nap during the day and stay alert at night."
"Better now?"
"Much better, sir. Wth these C aynores you
brought us, we'll all feel better. W're

gradual | y pushing them back. W' ve cl eared about a
quarter of a mle in any direction, working in
t wo- person teans during the day."

"You' ve all done a good job. I'mvery proud of
you all. Just hang tough until we get this mess



cleared in Mchigan, then you can be relieved."

"Yes, sir. | don't think they're going
to bother us

much after today. We rounded up all the portable
generators we could find; got about half of them
working. No point in juicing wire or
fences; they've learned to short themout. W found a
whol e bunch of floodlights. That pretty nuch
keeps them away. Caution your team general, not
to wal k anywhere except on the paved areas. The rest
is heavily mned."

"WIl do, Kitty. Thanks."

The planes were refuel ed and airborne in |ess
than thirty minutes, the tanks topped off to the
| ast drop; the next stop was |ower M chigan

The convoy pulled over in a rest area, |ke
briefed his people. "All right, gang, listen up.
was goi ng on north, but | changed nmy mnd. |
want to investigate sone nilitary bases: Fort
Dix, McGQuire Air Force Base, and the
Naval Air Station. W mght luck up and hit
treasure. Tina, follow the route | marked on the
map. Let's roll. If all goes right, we'll
spend the night at Dix. Mve out."

The bases were a ness, having been | ooted and
pi cked over many tines, but |Ike knew there were
treasures to be found ... if one knew where
to | ook, and | ke knew where to | ook. He began
assi gni ng teans.

"Sid, take your people and start piecing sone trucks
together. If | renenber correctly, the
not or pool is over yonder somewhere." He
grinned. "You'll find it."

"Thanks a lot, general. Wat if we find
Ni ght Peopl e?"

"You got a choice, Sid. Kiss themor

kill them"
"Thank you. The options are sinply
delightful."

And that broke whatever tension and depression m ght
have remai ned after the other day's grisly work and the taking
of the kids. Laughing, the Rebels gathered around
| ke and Tina.
"W're going to find a lot of things that we can
use, gang. Things that |ooters would bypass, thinking
they couldn't use them On all of these bases,
we're going to have to blow the concrete and steel doors

| eading to the underground conplex. It will be well worth the
effort, believe nme."
It came as a surprise to themall, and a very

pl easant surprise, but they found no traces of the
Ni ght P. What they did find were | ong, dark
corridors filled with nunerous accouternents of andfor
war: radios, rifles and machi ne guns, hundreds
of vases of ammo, rations, C and MRE S, stil
good. They found spare parts for nearly
everything imagi nable. Nearly every base had such
under ground war ehouses; it's just that the public didn't
know about them
They found underground fuel tanks filled with



gasol i ne. They found portabl e generators, canp
stoves, Tommy cookers, and Ranger stoves;
boots by the hundreds of pairs, and unifornms by what
| ooked li ke the thousands.

| ke stepped into one huge room and snil ed.

"Well, now, |ookie here, |ookie here!"
"What is it, |ke?" Tina asked.
"dd flane throwers. | want all of these

| oaded now. We can nmix our own fuel. They'l
cone in handy."
She grinned. "I know what you're thinking,
| ke. ™
"You bet. The Ni ght Creepers ain't gonna
i ke none of what these old babies can put out."
"You're a nean man, | ke MGowan."
"I ain't bad for a M ssissippi white
boy! "
Several bl ack Rebel s standi ng nearby groaned.
| ke wal ked away, grousing. "First man ain't
got a chance around you rhythm aces!"
To an outsider, the bantering m ght have
seened tinged with ugly racism It was not. That woul d not
have been tol erated by anyone of any color in the
Rebel ranks. It was of fered good-naturedly, and
taken the sane way. That was not to say that Ben
Rai nes had eradicated all racismw thin his arny.
But all were trying very hard, and it appeared to be worKking.
Only a fool nakes the statement that he or she
can | ook at sonmeone of another color and not see it.
Ben's phil osophy was: See it all you want,
just accept it for what it is-all Rebels bleed the
sane col or.
| ke stood outside the tunnel entrance, his
eyes | ooking north. Tina clinmbed out to join himand
to get a breath of fresh air, for it was stale and nusty
in the tunnels.
"It's right up there, Tina. W'll exit off
at Perth Anboy and hit Staten Island.”

"WIl | see the Statue of Liberty, Uncle
| ke?"

"Yeah, fromthe north end of the island, if it's a
cl ear day."

She was gazing at an old map of New York
Cty and shaking her head.

| ke grinned at her, know ng, or at |east
suspecti ng,

what was going on in her head. "What's the
matter, kid?"

"I can't even inmagine what this place is like,
| ke. ™

"It's a nmonster, kid. But one tine it was a great
place to visit. Lots of things to see and do."

"You ever live there, |ke?"
"Hel |,
no!"

She | aughed al oud at the expression on his
face. "Wy, |ke?"

"Too damm many people. | was always glad to visit,
but just as glad to get gone."

Ham joined them "Sid' s got sone vehicles



runni ng, general. And we're |oading up and tarping
down the equi pment you wanted | oaded. We're
wel di ng the doors cl osed now. "
"Al'l right. Post guards and set up canp.
W'll take it easy the rest of the day and rel ax
some. Get me about a hal f-dozen big ol"
boys, Ham | want to go over the nonenclature
of those flane throwers."
"Right away." He turned and wal ked off.
"I want everybody to | earn how to operate these
old MAl's, Tina. But they're
heavy ol d bastards. About seventy pounds."
"How do they work, |ke?"
"Al'l it is is thickened fuel that's propelled
by gas under pressure. They have a range of about forty
yards. It's about the npst effective thing we can use
agai nst the Night Creepies. Conme on, let's get
something to eat. |'m hungry!"
"You' re always hungry. Whuld you |ike another ham
sandwi ch? | saved sone of the food that was prepared for

by ... those people yesterday."

"No. Just the thought of who fixed it makes ne
gag. "

"Yeah? There is sonething else, too, lke."

"Wat ?"

"How do we know it was really hanP"

| ke gl anced at her and belched. "I just lost ny
appetite!"

They refueled at a snmall airport in | ower
M chi gan, and dropped off supplies for the snall
team of Rebels who had flown in and opened the
strip. Wiile there, Ben used the radio to reach
Ceci |

"Be there in about two hours, Cec. How s it
| ooki ng so far?"

"Not bad. So far, though, we've been
fighting shadows."

"I't's your show, Cec. Wiere do you want ne and
mne to set up?"

"Plug the gap between Dafter and Sault Ste.
Marie, Ben. South to north. We'll start putting
t he squeeze on the outlaws at dawn. |'mgiving
you that sector because of the smallness of your team"”

"Ten-four. \Were are the others?"

Ceci| brought himup to date.

"I"ll start getting into position as soon as we
| and, Cec. What do you hear from | ke?"

"He's at Fort Dix, Ben."

"Son of a bitch! For a decade we've |ived
under a nmyth."

"Exciting, isn't it, Ben?"

"To say the least. So let's get this little foray
wr apped up ASAP, buddy. | want to take a
bite out of the Big Apple.™

Cecil laughed over the mles. "You'll never

us

change, Ben. If there's action, you just have to be there,

don't you?"
"Dam right!"
"See you soon, Ben. Hawk out."
"Let's go, let's go!" Ben hollered, waving



toward the planes. "It's kick-ass
time!"
"Mbst inpossible man | have ever encountered,"”
Holly nuttered to Patrice as they boarded the
pl anes.
Patrice grinned at her, belting herself in.
"But never a dull rnonent around him"
"That's what has me worried; |'m beginning
to enjoy it!"
Chapter Twenty- ei ght
"Does anyone even know who the hell it is
we're fighting?" Ben asked the small garrison of
Rebel s at the Chi ppewa Airport.
"Some warlord by the nane of Monte. And he's a
bad one, general. Just as bad as, maybe even
wor se than, Sam Hartline."
Ben | ooked at the sergeant.
" Nobody
is that rotten, sergeant.”
"Beggi n' your pardon, sir, but this one is.
He's cut a path of terror wherever he goes.
According to the intelligence we received fromthe Russian
col onel, Rebet, and from Maj or Danjou, this
Monte is working hand-in-glove with the Night P."
"How can that be?"
"Here's what we have on him general
He was twenty years ol d when the Canadi ans put
himin prison-life sentence-for multiple
nmurders, rape, torture, the whole dirty bal
of wax. A year later, the bonbs cane. He and a
bunch of others busted out during the panic; they linked
up with a bunch of cons fromthe States. They've been
growi ng | arger ever since."
They waited until a plane had | anded and taxi ed
away.
"This Monte, so it seenms, has struck some
sort of deal with the Night P. He supplies them
wi th humans, for food, in exchange for the best-1ooking
worren t hey capture, and he's al so agreed
to protect them against any |arge-scale attack
He's just a real nice fellow general."
"Certainly seens that way. G ve ne the rest
of it, sergeant.”
"He's al so reported to have worked out some sort of
non- aggr essi on pact wth Khanmsin. That was done
only a few days before the people up here called for our
hel p. And," the sergeant sighed, "rumor has it that
he's got one hell of a detachnent somewhere around the
New York City area."
"Has | ke been notified?"
"No, sir. W can't get through to him
The frequencies are being jamed."
"Goddami t! Now you're going to tell ne this
Monte's arny is a hell of a lot bigger than
we were first inforned.” Not a question
"Yes, sir. By about several thousand."
Hol Iy and Patrice were standing cl ose by,
listening. Patrice said, "I never heard of anyone
called Monte, general. \Were has this person been
all the time?"



"A damm good question, captain." He | ooked at
t he sergeant.

The man shrugged his shoul ders. "W can only
guess, sir. Wirking somewhere between Toronto and
Montreal, intelligence thinks. Just begi nning his push
west. It's said that Detroit is crawing with these
creepy bastards.”

"I should have destroyed the shells of cities,"
Ben muttered. "I had a plan to do just that and.
didn't put it into effect. This is what | get for
it."

"You can't be expected to think of everything,
general ," Patrice told him "W'Il just have
to take it one problemat a tine."

Ben smled, picking up on the "we." He
gl anced at her. "Yes, captain, we'll
have to do that. James!"”

"Yes, sir," the big sergeant nmmjor call ed.

"Start noving the people out, head them north."

"Yes, sir."

Ben | ooked toward the east. "Hang tough
| ke. Hang tough."

"It's no use, general," conmunications informed
him "1've heightened the antenna to where | should be
able to talk to Mars. | can't break through. | think
we' re being jamed."

"Jammed! Who's doin' it?"

"I don't know, sir. Sonmebody wi th equiprent
that's just as sophisticated as ours."

"Well, now ... that's just lovely." Ilke
notioned his XO over. "Tom | think we're in
for a fight. Have Ham stop wel di ng those doors
cl osed. W& might need some of that equipnent in there.
Have the people start |aying out perineters; but don't nake
them so broad we can't defend them | want
nortars right here!" He pointed to the ground, then
poi nted out other enplacements. "I don't think there
is anyplace for us to run. | think we boxed
ourselves in. | did. Tell Sid to stop whatever
he's doi ng and get his people working on bringing up those
Br adl ey

tanks we found. Just get them running sonmehow.

Get your 40mm cannons up and pl aced
Fifties ringing the area. O aynores out. Myve,
Tom ™

He turned to Tina. "Get sonme of your Scouts
out, Tina. But don't range too far off the post.

Tell themquiet is the word and to keep their heads
down. "

"Il take a team out now, |ke."

"No, you won't." He stopped her cold. "I
need you here. W've got about three hundred and
fifty people, Tina. And | got a hunch we're
going to be heavily outnunbered. Take the south end.
Movel "

She was off at a run, shouting orders.

| ke gl anced at the sky. "Two, maybe three
hours of good light left,"” he nuttered. "Then
all hell is gonna break |oose." He grabbed
a runni ng Rebel and spun her around. "Lou, get



me sone boys to tote those flanme throwers up here.
| wanna start juicin' themup. CGo, girl!"

| ke grabbed another Rebel. "Get severa
si x-bys and tow t hose goddamed tanks into position
Lutty. Al | need is the electrica
system working so we can swing the turrets.
Co, boy!"

| ke's wal ki e-tal kie crackled. "How many
of these goddamed ol d bastard brutes do you want,
general ?" Sid asked.

"How many do you have down there, Sid?"

"Ten."

"Al'l of them Are the port-firing 5.56's stil
i ntact?"

"They're inside. | can nmount "em™"

"Cet on it. W'll stagger the tank positions
to give the gunners something to shoot at.”

"Ten-four. Rolling."

The twenty-ton behenoths were dragged into place
while Sid' s crews were still working on the giants,
struggling to replace batteries and get the
500- hor sepower Cumm ns VTA-903'S
runni ng. The firepower of the tank was enornous;

i nside the tank were: 900 rounds of 25nm
cannon shells, 3150 rounds of 7.62 amo,
6720 rounds of 5.56 anmp, 7 TOW DRAGON

m ssiles, and 3 LAW

"You, Haml" lke yelled. "Get sone
trucks and round up all the fifty-five gallon
drums you can find. W'll fill themwth dirt and
sand and gasoline; use themfor |ight tonight.

W can make Foo-gas bonbs out of the others!”

"Yes, sir." And Ham was off and runni ng.

"Sid!l Check those turrets. They're
supposed to traverse three hundred sixty
degrees conti nuous. "

Sid | ooked at himin disgust. "Yeah, | know,
general . "

I ke grinned at him "Sorry, Sid."

Sid grinned and gave | ke the thunbs-up
signal, then disappeared into the tank

| ke | ooked around him things were beginning to take
shape very quickly. If he set this up right-and he
fully intended to do just that-his three hundred
fifty-odd force would stand off a force five tines
greater.

And he had a hunch just about that nany woul d be comi ng at
themat full dark.

He began wal ki ng the egg-shaped perineters.
Bunkers were being quickly built, dug deep and
fortified with anything the Rebels could find that woul d stop
a round. Mrtar pits were dug and were bei ng bagged.
Then he heard the sounds of tanks

bei ng snorted and farted into life. But they were not
Bradl eys. The tanks rounded a bend and |ke
began smling. Ad Dusters.

M 42's. He hadn't seen one in a long tine.
The Dusters runbled to a halt.

"Where the hell did you find these?" |ke shouted

over the runble.



"Over yonder," Ham said, waving a hand. "W
were | ooking for fifty-five gallon druns. There's
ei ght nore Dusters where these came from | figure about
hal f of themw Il run. | got an idea, general."

"Lay it on ne."

Ham cl i mbed down. He and | ke wal ked away
fromthe runbling. "W pull these Dusters well
outside the perinmeter area. God knows, there's enough
amo in the tunnels to refight the war. W tuck
"emin close to buildings, and if we're |ucky,
we can catch the eneny in a crossfire.”

"Al'l right, but strip some gun shiel ds and nount
some .60's up there. Good idea, Ham Get
nmoving on it."

| ke stopped a Rebel. "Pass the word, son
any ammo taken out of the tunnels be sure and check
for corrosion. W can't afford any janmed- up
weapons tonight."

"Yes, sir."

"Sir!"™ A runner from conmmuni cations panted up
"The Scouts have advanced as far as the
Interstate.”

"What the fuck are they doin" rangin' that far
out ? Goddammit, you tell themto get the fuck
back here on this fuckin' reservation and to stay here!"
| ke roared. "And you can quote nme on that!"

"Yes, sirl!"

The runner turned and | ke grabbed himby the

seat of his field pants, turning him around.

"Did you have any nessage for nme other than that?"

"No, sir!"

"Fine. You tell the Scouts that the attack is
probably not going to cone fromthat direction, anyway.
You tell the | ookouts in the airport towers to start
using Starlites at dusk and to keep an eye on the
Garden State Parkway." He pointed. "That's
over yonder, son."

"Yes, sir!"

"Move. "

| ke grinned as the young Rebel sprinted toward the
communi cations van. He had a hunch the attack-if
one was coning, and he felt it was-would be coming at them
through the old Naval Air Station. And there was no
point in trying to lay O aynores anywhere ot her
than in proximty to their perinmeters. The post was just
t oo damed big.

And | ke did not expect much in the way of
artillery, with the exception of perhaps nortars; too mnuch
equi prent was rusting around the post. The eneny-as yet,
unknown- ei ther did not know how to operate it, or felt
it useless. Either way, that nade them | ess form dable,
and probably nmeant a ground attack ... human
waves.

He continued his wal king of the garrison's
perimeters, correcting this, okaying that, |ending a hand
here and there.

"I want every post to have plenty of flares," he
ordered. "You people sure you know how to operate those
flame-tossers? All right. Good. Looks like it's
goin' to be a great night for a cookout."



He wal ked on, inspecting the machi ne-gun posts
and the nmortar pits. "Lots of Wllie Peter
boys and girls." Wite Phosphorous. "One
of the greatest nortar rounds ever invented. Gve the
Ni ght Crawl ers sonething to think about."

| ke knew he should eat, but he hadn't gotten
his appetite back after that crack Tina had nmade
about the sandw ches.

He rinsed his nmouth out with water fromhis canteen. And
that rem nded himof fresh water. He | ooked around and
spotted Tina, and wal ked over to her.

She noticed the canteen in his hand and said,
"We're bringing up water now fromthe base supply.

It tested all right. But we're still running it through
purifiers just to be on the safe side. Heard ny
Scouts got a little carried away."
"I told themto carry their asses back here."
He | ooked around him "Light is going to be a
pr obl em t oni ght . "

"I got an idea, lke."

"Let's have it."

"If Sid s bunch could get that road-scraping
equi prent running, we could cut trenches in the earth
around our perineters. Wile that's being done, have sone
peopl e start gathering up scrap wood and fill the
trenches, then douse it with gasoline. It would serve
two purposes.”

"Right. Gve us sone light plus burn the shit
out of the creepies. I'll get onit." He
checked the sky. "Have the people start eating in shifts,
Tina."

"Right." She smiled. "I'mkinda hungry
nmysel f." She dug in the pockets of her field
pants and handed

| ke sonet hing wrapped in a paper napkin.

"I"ll share with you."

"Ch, gee, thanks, Tina. | guess | could
eat. What is it?"

"A ham sandwi ch fromdown the road." Then she
whirled and took off, running as fast as she coul d.

She still couldn't escape |ke's cussing.

Chapter Twenty-nine

"Traffic on the parkway," the | ookouts
reported fromthe airport towers. "And a hell of a
lot of it, too."

"CGet out of there and get the hell back here!"
| ke ordered.

"Yes, sir! Wth pleasure.™

" Harp"

"Here."

"You got your Dusters in position?"

"Ten-four."

"Do not. Repeat: Do not fire until | give
the order. You copy that?"

"Yes, sir."

"I don't want you people giving away your
positions until you absolutely have to. Understand?"

"Yes, sir."

"Al'l Dusters outside the perineters
test-crank your engines."



One fail ed.

"Sid"

"I"'mgoing, |'mgoing!"

"And don't run into a goddammed C aynore,
either!" |ke ordered.

"I will absolutely, positively do ny dead
| evel best to conply with your orders, general, sir.

The probl em sol ved, Sid and his crew raced
back inside the conmpound and took up their positions.

| ke glanced at his watch: eight-thirty.

"It's going to be a nother-fucker, people,’
speaking into his wal kie-talkie. "No one gets
an itchy finger; no one fires until | give the
order. Al posts acknow edge that."

Al'l posts ten-foured the order. The garrison
lay still and quiet. Now the sounds of the nany vehicles
could be heard. Then the engines were cut off. The night
lay silent as death around the Rebels.

"There will be a mighty big bang any second
now," lke nuttered. "Just a little closer, you
creepy cannibals. ™"

Cl aynores began sending out their deadly cargo of
bal | - bearings, shredding the life out of any in its
KZ. Hi deous screaning echoed in the night.

"Hold your fire," Ike whispered into his
wal ki e-tal kie. "Hold your fire.

Let them cone on."

The point people of the still-unseen eneny ran
into Caynores all around the little garrison's
perimeters. The night rocked first with blasts and then
with the howing and shrieking of the nmaul ed and dyi ng.

"They' ve reached the first of the ditches we scraped
out, general," Ike was infornmed by a Rebel standing
close to him a headset covering her ears.

"Do not ignite the gasoline. Negative on
firing the gasoline, Jersey. Pass it down."

She whi spered the orders down the line and they were
acknowl edged.

The advanci ng eneny were so nany, so thickly crowded
toget her, the Rebels could now snell the stink of their
unwashed bodi es as they advanced cl oser.

"Yuck!" 1ke whispered.

Jersey turned to | ke. "Major Broadhurst
says they're so close he can see the snot
dripping fromtheir noses, general."

"Well, let's wipe their noses with sone | ead,

Jersey. Qutside tanks do not fire. Qutside
Dusters, Do Not Fire. Al others ..
firel™

The ground literally shook as the Rebels opened
up with rifles, machine guns, rocket
| aunchers, nortars, and 40nm cannon. The
night was illum nated as Rebels rel eased the
t hi ckened gas in the tanks of the flamethrowers, the
fuel setting clothing on fire and sendi ng robed nen
and worren running into the night, noving, shrieking
balls of fire, until they fell, their brains
cooking, eyeballs turned to liquid, running down
charred faces. Burning dots littered the
battl eground, allow ng the Rebels to see the

he said,



hundreds of nen and wonmen who faced them outside the
snoky perineters.

"Not yet, Ham" lke said into his
wal ki e-talkie. "W'l|l save you people unti
| ast. Acknow edge. "

"Ten-four," Ham whi spered. "Sonme crews are
reporting N ght People crawing all over their
Dusters. They're unaware anyone is inside."

"Ten-four. Stand tough, Duster crews."

Beside him Little Jersey, all four feet, ten
i nches of her, stood steady as a rock, relaying
orders and receiving acknow edgnents, passing them on
to Ike.

| ke grinned down at her. "Hangin' in,

Jersey?" he shouted over the din of battle.

"It's better than a kick in the ass,
sir!" she returned the shout, grinning.

| ke | aughed, the sound | ost amid the barrage.

Jersey listened for a moment, then turned to Ike,
shouting in his ear, "Hamreports a |larger force
nmovi ng up, sir. Not N ght P. Hamreckons
battalion size."

"What type of weapons, Jersey?"

She asked. | ke bent down so she could reach his
ear. "Light weapons and machi ne guns, sir.

None of the Duster crews report any sign of
nortars or artillery."

"Tell Hamto crank up and fire when he's
ready, Jersey. See if they can drive themtoward
us."

"Yes, sir."

The rattle of twi n-nmounted .60's joined the
head-splitting din. Twin 40nm guns added their
crashing to the night battle.

"Heads down in the conpound until the Dusters
turn the eneny toward us, Jersey."

She nodded and rel ayed the orders.

The retreating Night People ran into the advanci ng
forces, creating havoc in the night.

"Flares up!" Ike ordered.

The night turned surreal with starbursts.

"Conmpound sni pers pick your targets."

Jersey rel ayed the orders.

"Mortar crews adjust. Free-fire past the
Dusters. "

Those who were com ng up behind the Dusters |I felt the
sting and lash of Wllie Peter rounds as they
expl oded in a shower of flesh-searing shards.

"Bradl eys pick up the gap between the Dusters,"

| ke ordered. "Keep the sky bright, flare
crews. "

Jersey relayed the orders and the night was
white-bright as the flares expl oded, 25mm
cannon fire and 7.62 machine gun fire roaring
and hamering and disintegrating the now confused and
di sori ented eneny, who found they had no pl ace
to run.

Wth the 25nm cannon ten feet off the ground, the
Bradl ey' s gunners were able to pinpoint fire over
t he heads of those in the conpound and literally blow the eneny



to bl oody rags of once-human bei ngs.
Qut si de the conmpound, in the darker areas of the inmediate
post, but well outside of the free-fire zone, the
crews of the Dusters wheel ed and cl anked and crushed
to death any eneny who happened to be unl ucky enough
to come into viewin the flare-filled night.
The massive steel treads mangl ed and naul ed
human fl esh, |eaving bl oody indentations in the
ground, splattered with bits of human flesh and
bone.

"They' re running, general!" Ham radi oed
to Jersey. "Do we pursue?"

"Only for a short distance," |ke ordered.
"They' ||l be back as soon as they regroup and nap

out a plan. Finish off what you can and then get back
i nside the trenches.”

"Ten-four."

"Cease firing!" lke yelled. "Cease
firing!"

The firing gradually waned into silence.

"Machi ne gunners, rake those piles of wounded.
Scraper operators, stand by to push the bodies into the
trenches and douse with gasoline; they' |l give us a
few nore mnutes of |ight when we need it."

"Disarmthe C aynores at conpound point,

Jersey. Remi ne outside the trenches. Leave the
Dusters roomto get back."

"Yes, sir."

"Check for wounded, Jersey."

Ten hit, none seriously.

| ke patted a Rebel on the shoul der
"Start here. Every other Rebel stand down for fifteen
m nutes. |If you want to snmoke, nove back fromthe
main perimeter. Pass it along. Let's go,

Jersey."

The little Rebel with the backpack radi o wal ked with
| ke as he made his way through the
shel | -casing-littered compound.

| ke stopped by Major Tom Broadhurst's
position. "Did you wi pe their noses, Ton®"

"Damm sure did, |ke!"

| ke patted himon the shoul der and wal ked on
coming to Tina's position. He | ooked at the
body-littered field in front of her position
Stinking bodies were piled up |like scattered
firewod. "You a nmean notor-scooter, kid."

"I don't like these people, Uncle lke."

"No kidding! I never would have guessed."

| ke and Jersey circled the canp, stopping every
few neters to chat with his people. Ham and his Dusters were
cl anki ng back into the outer conpound, wheeling around,
guns facing the darkness.

The treads were dark and slick with blood.

The scrapers were shoving the bodies into the trenches
around the outer edges, touching the dark unknown.
Fol | owi ng the earth-novi ng equi prrent were
Rebel s with containers of gasoline, dousing the
bodi es that were piled up on the scrap wood in the
trenches.

ke turned to Jersey and the little Rebel held



up a small hand, signaling for silence as she
listened intently through her earphones. She | ooked up
at |ke.

"What's up, Jersey?"

"The janm ng has stopped, Ike. | think we can
get through now "

"How many casualties did you sustain, |ke?"
Ben asked.

"Ten. None serious. W |ucked out, Ben
caught them by surprise and really creamed them Hit
them hard. |1'd guess we of fed between six hundred
and seven hundred fifty. | think they're through for this
ni ght."

"I think | wasted ny tine comng up here, Ike.
Scouts report this Monte person's troops are
pul ling out as quickly as they can slip through. 1I'm
thi nking, lke, that this was a diversion action to suck us
i up here so we wouldn't be able to conme to your rescue.
And 1'Il be willing to bet you a bag of tobacco that
this Joe MacKi ntosh does not exist. It was just
reported to ne that the area where they were
supposed to be is deserted. How about them appl es,
buddy! "

"Yeah, it looks like you' ve been had. Wat's
next, Ben?"

"Can you hold, |ke?"

"For how | ong, Ben?"

"Until | can get some people on a plane and get
| over there. Howlong will it take you to clear a
runway ?"

"G ve us a couple of days at |east, Ben. The
runways | ooked pretty bad to me. But we really
haven't had the time to check themout."

"Ten-four to that, lke. 1've got to get
Chase up here, anyway. | promised the old
goat we'd enter New York City together."

"Ben? | think we'd better save
Manhattan for last. W' d be defeating our
purpose to go in there first. W'd better secure the
areas surrounding it first."

"Al'l right, Ike. Tighten up your hold at
D x tonorrow and then get on the runways."

"That's ten-four, Ben. You want a suggestion?"

"Have at it."

"W're gonna need a | ot of equipnent,

Ben. And | nean a
| ot
of equi pnent."
"I see what you're getting at, lke. Al

right. I'Il start the trucks rolling ASAP. M
peopl e report lots of vehicles in pretty good
shape around here. So we'll start getting themin good

order and drive over to the Big Apple. | think
this operation up here is nothing nore than a fart in the
wind."
"Maybe your reputation scared them off, Ben.
"Sure, lke, sure.”
"And everything is settled with H ramand his
rednecks?"
"Hramis dead."



"I figured it was comng to that. You should have done i

twenty years ago."

"I't wouldn't have been |l egal then. Mral,
probably, but not legal. Hang on, here's a
runner."”

When Ben cane back on, his voice was filled
with disgust. "It's over up here, lke. Dan and the
Canadi an

troops report the area is clear. Mnte's
peopl e bugged out."

"Whi ch direction, Ben?"

"They slipped across at Sault Ste. Marie and
were reported headi ng east, staying in Canada."

"You know where they're heading."

"Sure. New York. Hang tough, Ike.

W're on the way."

"Shark out."

Ben turned to Holly. "Get some sleep.

W' ve got a long haul, starting in the norning."

"Where to and how?"

"We're driving. 1'mgoing to see if we can
pul I anything out of the ashes of New York City."
Chapter Thirty

There was no contai ni ng Ben when he had the itch
to travel, as Holly found out several hours before
dawn t he next norning.

He rudely shook her awake.

She | ooked at him "Wiat's the matter?"

"Nothing. We'll be pulling out in half an
hour. Mowve it."

"What tine is it?"

"Three."

"I'n the
nmor ni ng! "

"Yes. Quit your bitching. You wanted to cone
al ong, renenber?"

"It's cold, Ben!"

"So get up and nove around and you won't be so
cold. Shake a leg, lady-tine's a-wasting!"

Qutside, Ben started hollering for his team A
group of nechani cs-who, fortunately for them were not
going with Ben's team east-had worked all night [ong
getting Jeeps and trucks ready to roll. They were
still fine-tuning engi nes when Ben started hollering,
rousi ng the canp.

"CGet them up and noving, Janmes! We pull out
in half an hour. Let's go, let's go, let's
go!"

"The person is a madman!" Holly bitched,
| aci ng up her boots.

Cecil came running out of his tent, his M16
at the ready. He rel axed when he saw Ben
"Cood Cod, Ben!" he called. "Wen is the [|ast
time you voluntarily slept past dawn?"

"I can't remenber, Cec. Pmtaking nmy team
and hal f of Dan's group, including Dan. You and
Col onel West wrap things up here and cone on behind
us."

Dan came staggering up, rubbing his eyes. "MW
word. What a perfectly ghastly hour for a human



to arise fromsleep."
Ben grinned at him "W pull out in half an
hour. So get your tea in your belly and the | ead out of
your ass, Dan."
"I shall be functioning as smoothly as a
wel | -oil ed nachine in ten mnutes, general!"
"I knew | could count on you, Dan." He
st epped back and eyebal |l ed the Englishman. "My,
but you do cut a dashing figure in your |ong handles."
Dan drew hinmself up and with as nuch dignity as he
could nuster, did an about-face and nmarched off toward his
tent.
"Your backflap's open, Dan!" Ceci
cal | ed.
Dan reached around, jerked up the flap, and
qui ck-stepped to his tent.
Riding in a Jeep, crossing the Straits of
Macki nac, with Lake Huron to the east and Lake
M chigan to the west, Holly really started bitching
about the cold.
"I"'mcold! I'"mhungry! | want sone
coffee! And why in the
hel
can't you drive a pickup truck like a normal
human bei ng, Ben Rai nes?"
"Are you unconfortable, M. Alardt?
Is that what you're trying to tell nme?"
She ki cked sonmething that was rattling around on the
fl oorboards. "What is that?"
"That's a thernos of coffee, Holly. | thought
you mght like sonme. And pour ne a cup, too, wll you?"
A hundred and fifty mles after pulling out fromthe
old airport, Ben ordered the convoy pulled over
at an old National Cuard base, outside of
G ayling.
"Breakfast tinme, boys and girls!" he called.
"Those wonderful MRE' S. Janes, first bunch
to finish eating, send theminto that old Guard canp;
see if they can find anything worth sal vagi ng."
"Yes, sir."
He sat down beside Holly and grinned at her
"Al'l confy now?"
"Rai nes, you are possessed, you know that? Can you
ever just sit still and rel ax?"
"Too much to do, Holly. And not nearly enough tine
to get it all done.™
"And when it's all done, Ben? ..."
"It never will be finished. Not in my lifetime. In
case you haven't noticed, dear, while |I am not
yet in the twilight of my years, | ain't no
spring chicken."
"You're still a few years away from a wheel chair,
Rai nes," she said drily, stirring sone glop in a
cup and eating it. "And | hesitate to ask
exactly what this is I'meating."
Ben picked up the enpty wapper. "Well, it
was packaged in 1985."
"This stuff is seventeen years old, Ben!"
"Rel ax. They'll keep practically forever
|'ve eaten rations that were packed back during the



Korean War. They were OK, except for those green

eggs. "

She put down her cup and stared at him "G een
eggs!"”

"They weren't bad as | ong as you kept your eyes
cl osed. "

Tina wal ked up to Ike, her hands in her
pockets. "If you cone out with another ham sandw ch, "
| ke warned, "I swear |'m gonna belt you!"

She | aughed at himand pull ed her hands out,
enpty. "Qur teans have gone in all directions,
I ke. No sign of any Night P. They're ten
m | es outside the post now, in all directions.
How far do you want themto range out?"

"That's far enough. | think they've pulled back
into the suburbs and the city. By the way, your
dad pul | ed out of upper M chigan at
oh-three-thirty today."

"How far is it fromthere to here, |ke?"

was "Bout a thousand miles, give or take a
hundred Knowi n" Ben, he'll be pushin' it hard."

"Dr. Chase and his people?"

"They'l|l be up in about a week, Lanmar said.
Your brother is doing fine, by the way."

She nodded and jerked her thunb. "Those bodies
are beginning to stink, lke."

"Burn "em Let's shift positions to the
airfield."

"Desol ate,"” Holly nurnured. "Ben, where
are the peopl e?"

They were headi ng south on Interstate 75, just north

of Bay City. "I don't know, Holly. It's
bot hering ne, too. There should have been survivors in
this area. |'mguessing this Mnte person-and

probably the Ni ght Peopl e-picked this area clean."

She shudder ed.

"For food."

"I get the picture, Ben!"

"Probably hold them prisoner and fatten them
up like hogs."

"Al'l right, aweady!"

"Point to Eagle," Ben's radio crackled.

"Eagl e. Go ahead."

"Snoke fromfires in Bay City, Eagle.

You want us to check it out?"

"Ten-fifty. Wait for us, Point."

The peopl e ran when they spotted Ben and his Rebel s,
and no amount of hollering and calling out that they were friendly
woul d sl ow t hem down.

"Scared," Ben said. "Spooky of any
strangers. | suppose it's understandable."

"You
suppose?"

Hol | y asked.

"Holly, in every other home you can see, stretching
either way fromhere to both coasts, there is at |east one
gun of some sort. The military bases are
littered with weapons. They're rusting, nmany of them
These peopl e coul d have becone organi zed and arned. Wy they
didn't, or wouldn't, remains one of the great



nmysteries to nme."

"Well ... we have to help them Ben."

Ben picked up his mc and ordered the Scouts out.
He put the Jeep into gear and rolled on, heading
back to Interstate 75.

"Where are you goi ng, Ben?"

"I help those who hel p thenselves, Holly. If
they' Il just help thenselves a little bit, I'Il help
thema lot. But these people are just standing around, waiting for
sonmebody to do it all for them waiting to die at the
hands of warlords or outlaws, or what-have-you. If you
tried to give one of theman order that you felt m ght
save their lives, they'd stiff their necks and
proclaim 'l ain't takin" no orders from
nobody." To hell with them Holly. There are
too many fine, decent people out there in the ashes who
want help for ne to screw around with a bunch of
| osers. ™"

She didn't say another word to himuntil they were
on the outskirts of Sagi naw.

"Are we stopping here, Ben?"

"You have to go to the bathroon®?"

She did her best to wither himwith a glance. It had
no effect on Ben. "You know what | nean,
Ben. "

"No, Holly. W are not stopping.”

She nuttered sonething that sounded extrenely
vul gar.

The snell emanating fromFlint told themall that
to enter the city woul d be useless. The snell told them
the place was crawling with Night P

An hour passed in silence, the rush of the w nd
flapping the canvas top and sides of the Jeep the
only noise. As they drew closer to Detroit,
the | and becane nore desol ate; one could practically
feel the human void; the enptiness of human
life.

"W're going to have two choices." Ben broke
the silence. "We're either going to have to go into the

cities and kill them during the day, while they
sl eep, or we're going to have to napalmthe cities
and drive them out and shoot them" Wthout waiting for
Holly to reply, Ben picked up the mc. "Stay
on the Interstate headi ng dead south. No one | eaves
the convoy. Let's just get the hell out of this state."

About an hour before dark, Ben ordered the convoy
to pull over and nake canp. They were about twenty
mles fromthe Chio line. Dan wal ked up to Ben

and Hol ly.
"Ceneral, they have to have left the cities and set
up in the country. | sinply refuse to believe that

all the survivors are dead."”

"It is ny fervent hope that you are correct
Dan. If you're not, we're facing tota
anni hilation. There is no way a force as small as
ours could ever hope to cope with what appears
to be hundreds of thousands of these people. It's
m nd- boggl i ng. "

"Ben," Holly said, |ooking first at Dan and
then at Ben. "As a doctor |'ve got to say that



| find it inpossible to believe that chemicals or
radi ation-what little there was of it-could have killed thousand of

t hese people. | just do not accept it."
“"Nor do I, Holly."
"Then? ..."

"There is no doubt they have good comunications. As
good as ours. That means the ability to conmmuni cate
around the world, right, Dan?"

"I't would seemthat way."

"So why didn't our conmunications people pick up
any of their traffic?"

"Hard directional ?"

"Maybe. But in what direction?"

Dan was thoughtful for a nmonent. "East, to the
Eur opean countries."

"Exactly. We know for a fact that there is a
smal | radiation belt circling high above us that
tears up radi o conmmuni cations, right?"

"That is correct."

"And it doesn't always stay in the sane place,
ri ght?"

"At nmospheric conditions affect it. | think the
belt remains pretty nmuch stationary. Yes. |
see what you're getting at. But, general, that would
suggest a very high level of intelligence on the part
of these ... cannibals."”

"Yes. But why shouldn't sone of them have been
engi neers, scientists, whatever, before the war?"

"Yes." The Englishman spoke softly.

"I ndeed. Wiy not ?"

"And what part of the world took the hardest hits of
radi ati on?"

"Europe, of course." Dan stroked his
penci |l -thin noustache. "General, are you suggesting that
there m ght have been some sort of flotilla from
Eur ope?"

“I't's one answer."

Dan | eaned agai nst a fender of a truck, sipping
at his late afternoon tea. "It's certainly sonething
to think about. And we nust not overl ook the possibility
of recruits, too."

"Yes."

Holly was horrified. "You mean ... you're
suggesting that
nor nal
peopl e woul d voluntarily join sonething this ... this
hi deous?"

"We weren't that far renoved from barbarism
Holly," Ben told her. "Besides, tota
despair and no

hope for the future will drive many into doing things that
inacivilized, ordered world woul d be unt hi nkabl e
to them"

"That's nonstrous!"”

"Yes. But I'mafraid it's also reality.
Dan, double the guards. Keep fires burning al
night. Tell the sentries to call out only once
for recognition, then open fire."

"Yes, sir."

"It's going to be a long night," Holly said,



| ooki ng around her at the gathering pockets of darkness
dotting the |and.

"You're safe. Are you beginning to understand why I
preach organi zation and unity and strength?"

"Of course. | always have, Ben. But there are many
peopl e who don't like that type of society. And that is
their right. O do you disagree with that, too?"

"Certainly not. But do you know where many of those
types are?"

"I"'msure you'll tell me; not that | really
want to know. "

"Being eaten alive because of their stubbornness.” He
hel d out a can. "Care for sonme beef stew,

Hol | y?"
Chapter Thirty-one

The Ni ght Peopl e nade their presence known during the
gl oom but they were cautious not to get too close
to the Rebel encanprent; not after a group of them
stepped in front of a Caynmore and were spread al
over the area, in dripping chunks and pi eces of raw
nmeat. After that, the N ght People pulled back and stayed
far fromthe canp. Later, sentries would report that
several hours before the first fingers of dawn began
spreading silver over the Iand, the N ght Peopl e began
wi t hdrawi ng, slipping away, back to their dens of
dar kness to sleep away the dreaded |ight.

The Rebels ate a quick breakfast and mounted up
Al wanted to be away fromthat place.

They skirted Tol edo and Ben pul |l ed the convoy
over at a junction, waving Dan up to him

"We're going to avoid the cities, Dan
W' ve got to find out where the people have gone; besides into the
stomachs of the Night P."

"You do turn an el oquent phrase, general."

"Thank you. It's going to be a meandering route.

But we're going to check out the small
towns. We'll take Highway Twenty over
to Norwal k, there we'll pick up E ghteen
take it to the Interstate. Pick up the
Turnpi ke; follow that to Youngstown. Fromthere, if
all goes right, we'll pick up Ei ghty and take
it all the way across. Advise your Scouts and have
them nove out. Stay ten niles ahead of the main
col ums and keep in radio contact."

"Yes, sir."

They checked the towns out as they canme to them
Not hi ng. Not hi ng. Not hing. Nothing. It becane a
gane to the Rebels: who would spot the first living
bei ng.

But none were found.

Qut si de of Norwal k, Ben pulled the convoy
over and wal ked back to Dan.

"Let's add it up, Dan; see what we can
cone up with. What have you noticed?"

"Brass. Lots of enpty brass. The
citizens aren't taking it quietly. They're
fighting back and doing a pretty good job of it."

"That's what | think. | think they' ve noved
south; away fromthe | ake, away fromthe cities.

Down in the central part of the state. Conmunications



reports sone radio traffic, in code
coming fromthat area."”
"Have they broken the code?"
"Ch, yes. They're wondering who we are;
whet her we're part of Mnte's bunch. W'l
noon here and try to nake contact with them Tell the
people to stand down and relax. Guards out."
"Yes, sir."
But the people refused to respond to the Rebels"
calls. Finally, exasperated, Ben took the
m c.
"This is General Ben Raines. I'mwith a
contingent of Rebels near Norwal k. | am not
asking you to give away your position; just advising you
who we are and if you are in need of anything. WII you
pl ease respond to this?"
Ben waited; tried again. This time he got a

reply.

"Ben Raines is dead."

"Ben Raines is not dead. | assure you
amalive and well. WIIl you give me sone travel

i nstructi ons?"
"What do you want ?"
"I's the Interstate between C evel and and Akron
safe for travel ?"
"Negative. Skirt south of
Akron. And take the | oop around Massillon and
Canton. Are you really Ben Rai nes?"
"Yes. Do you peopl e need anythi ng?"
There was a | ong pause. "Yes. Some help."
"I n what fornP"
"We've got to have soneone help us with security;
we're farners and busi nessnen, not soldiers.”
"Gve nme your twenty and I'll send a team
down to assist you."
"Negative. We'll neet you in Ashl and.
That's sout heast of your position.”
Ben | ooked at Dan. "We're going to have
to change routes anyway. Munt them up, Dan."
They were a haggard-| ooking group of people, but they were
wel | armed and the weapons were well cared for
The | eader of the group stared hard at Ben
"By God! You're really Ben Raines!"
"Alive and well." Ben shook his hand. "Now
bring
me up to date on what's been happeni ng around
here.”
Using the scrapers, lke's Rebels soon had
a runway cleared at the old mlitary base.
Then the Rebels set about crushing stone to fill in the
pot hol es that had devel oped over the |ong
years of disuse
| ke had been sending teans out, five to a team
to start cleaning out the i mediate area around the old reservation
cleaning it out of whatever creepies m ght be
hol ed up during the day waiting to prow at night.
Surprisingly, the teanms had found very few of the
Ni ght P. Upon questioning them Ike learned they |ived
inthe cities, mainly, comng out several tinmes a week
to hunt for food. The ones who had been captured



had not been careful of the time, the daylight trapping
them forcing themto seek whatever dark shelter they could
find.

"What's the nunmber in the city?" |ke had
asked.

But the Night People would only smle, the evil
shi ning through their eyes.

| ke had ordered them shot.

"I nspect their bodies," he ordered.

No traces of radiation could be found anywhere on
the two nmen. Their eyes were normal. Dr. Ling and
his people did autopsies on the bodies. No
abnormalities could be found.

"Son of a bitch!" Ike cussed, heading for the
conmuni cat i ons bui | di ng.
"Yes, | had reached that concl usion

I ke," Ben said. "There were just too damm many of them
for all of themto have been affected by the blasts. Now
what ?"
"W wait for you, Ben. Then we hit the
suburbs and start cleaning themout."
"CGoing to be autum in New York soon
ol d buddy," Ben said with a snmle
"No play on words intended, though." lke's
voi ce crackl ed through the speaker
Hol Iy, standing nearby, did not have the foggi est
i dea what the men were tal king about.
"An ol d song, doctor." Dan brought her up
to date.
"What's your | ocation, Ben."
"Just preparing to pull out of Ashland, GChio.
I've left a squad of Rebels with a |oca
resi stance group. They're headi ng down
to Mansfield and will begin establishment of an
out post . "
"Ten-four, Ben. Tal ked with Chase; Buddy
is getting stronger by the hour. But he's going to take
a while recovering.”
"Ten-four, lke. See you in a couple of
days. Eagle out."
Ben and his people rolled eastward, making
canp that night just to the west of the Pennsylvania |ine
and a few niles south of the Pennsylvani a
Tur npi ke. At dawn, they began a gradua
swing to the north and Iinked up with Interstate 80.
They woul d take that all the way into I ke's position.
Ben used a series of country roads, nost of
themin depl orabl e shape, which slowed the convoy down to a
mere crawl. Finally, after a series of frustrating
detours, Ben linked up with the Interstate just west
of the All egheny River and the convoy began to nove out.
Smartly, as Dan woul d say. They had gone only
a few mles when the forward Scouts reported a
r oadbl ock.
Ben, with Holly by his side, pulled up to the
roadbl ock within mnutes after receiving the nmessage.
"Scouts back," he call ed.
"What is it, Ben?" Holly asked.
"I don't know. | don't like it. | just don't
like it."



"You have anyt hing of substance to base that on, Ben?"

"A gut hunch."

"General!" a Scout called. "That sucker is
made out of
st eel

carefully fitted and wel ded together, too.
It'd take a hell of a bang to nove that."

"Are you going to blowit, Ben?"

"No. It isn't worth the risk involved. The
thing mght be wired to blowif tanpered with." He
pi cked up his mc and gave the orders for the convoy
to turn around, head back to the first exit.

"North or south, general?" Dan asked.

Ben hesitated. A strange smile flitted
over his lips. He checked his maps. "North,"
he radi oed. "And head's up, people. | think I know
why t he bl ockade."

"Why?" Holly asked

"It's atrap. And we're going to just bust the
hell out of it."

Ben picked up his mc. "All units
to scranmble frequency." He waited until they had
time to change frequencies. "I have a hunch we're
about to hit sone outlaws or warlords, people. | think
that's why the

barri cade. Scouts, you should be conming up on the
town now. \What do you see?"

"Be there in about two mnutes, general. But
you're right, | think," the | ead Scout reported
back. "Seeing | ots of vehicles on both
sides of the road. OK, general, we've
got the town in sight; some pretty hairy-I ooking
people lining the streets. Oders?" . "Stop right there.
Let us catch up."

Ben passed the convoy and took the | ead, despite
Dan's frantic callings to stay back and | et
others handle it.

Dan and Janes and several Jeeps with
rear-mounted .50's and twi n-nmounted .60's raced
to catch up with Ben. Holly was hol ding on for dear
life; she was still holding on as Ben slid to a stop
in front of what used to be sone sort of genera
store. He | ooked at a character |ounging on the porch
of the building. A brute of a man, wearing a bl ack
| eat her jacket with the sleeves cut off, dirty
j eans, and heavy boots. H s nmassive arns were
covered with tattoos.

Ben and the brute sat and stared at each other. The
brute was not too happy to see all the Rebels
com ng up fast behind Ben. Hi s piggy eyes noted the
prof essi onal nmanner in which the Rebels swung their
vehicl es, covering all sides of the street.

Ben stepped out of the Jeep, his Thompson in his
hand, off safety, on full auto. He stood by the
Jeep.

"Whut you wont, sol dier-boy?"

Brute asked. There was an M 16 lying on the
porch floor, right side.

"Abit of civility would be nice, don't you
t hi nk?"



" Haw?"
"Good norning to you. Now you say good norning
to ne."
"You crazy, boy!"
Ben lifted his Thonpson, the nuzzl e pointed
squarely at the brute's chest. "Say good
nmorning, sir."
"Ah ..." Brute runmbled. "Good nornin',
sir."
Ben | owered the nuzzle. "That's better. Did you
put that barricade on the Interstate bridge?"
"Shore did."
" \Npy ?"
The question seened to confuse the human ani mal. was
"Cause | wanted to, that's why."
"Not good enough." Ben was approached by a Rebel
He whi spered in Ben's ear. "Thank you. Take a
team and free the prisoners.”
"Yes, sir."
"Hey, now" Brute hollered. "Wut you people
gonna do?"
"Free all the nmen and wonen you're hol ding for
what ever reason. And while we're doing that, you may
send some people out to clear the Interstate.™
"I ain't doin" jack-shit!" Brute
bluntly inforned Ben. H s hand dropped carel essly
down, closer to the M16. was "Em people is ourn
Slaves is | egal now. "
"By whose orders?"
"There ain't no one givin" no orders no nore,
M st er - Whoever-in-the-Hell you is."
Ben smled thinly. "I do so hate to resort
to violence, lard-ass. Ruins ny entire day."
"Sure it does," Holly muttered. She had
gotten out of the Jeep and had the vehicle between her and
Ben and the brute. She was ready to drop to the
street the instant the shooting started.
"Who you callin' lard-ass?"
"You, whale-butt. Now send sone people out to clear the
Interstate.”
Brute's face darkened with hate and rage as
streans of people began noving up the street. They were
ragged and dirty and all showed signs of having been
physi cal | y abused.
"Question them Dan," Ben said. He cut his eyes
back to Brute. The man wasn't sure
exactly what he should do next. He knew only
that he wasn't gonna sit still and let this
sol di er-boy free his slaves.
"Mster, you ain't got no right to cone in here and
t hrow your wei ght around. | "
"Shut up!" Ben told him "W can do this
easy or hard. It's up to you."
Dan stepped up to Ben's side. "The wonmen have
all been raped repeatedly and sodom zed. So have the
men prisoners," he added, disgust in his voice.
"Stand ready, Dan," Ben returned the whisper
"See the outlaws on the second story of the
bui I di ngs?"
"Ch, yes. I've alerted ny people.™



"Whut you two a-whisperin' about?" Brute
hol I ered, his hand noving closer to the M16 on the
porch fl oor.

"W were discussing the Emanci pation Procl amation
asshole,” Ben told him his eyes studying the
man. About forty, Ben guessed. A d enough to have
conpleted all types of schools. And no reason
to be what he had becone. "Wat have you had the
pri soners doi ng?"

Brute grinned. "W fuck the wonen-and sonetines

the nen-and use themin the fields, to grow
our food, wash our vehicles and clothes, and take
care of the houses ... if "at's any of your
goddamm busi ness. "

"And if they refuse to becone your slaves?

" Ben asked.

Again, Brute grinned. "W strip 'em naked
and drop 'emin the hog pens. '"At 'ere's good
fun."

"You are one sorry excuse for a human being. As
a matter of fact, |I'm offended by having to share the
same air with you."

"Waut's 'at nean!”

"It nmeans I'mgoing to kill you.'
voi ce was | ow pitched

"Whut's your nane, sucker?" Brute asked, his
right hand only inches fromthe MI6

"Ben Raines."

Scream ng, Brute jerked up the M 16.

Ben's Thonpson chugged and spat a death song, the

big .45 caliber slugs knocking Brute out of

his chair, a bloody line of holes working |eft

toright, fromhis hip to his jaw, the slugs tearing away
the I ower part of the man's face; teeth bounced and
rolled on the porch floor.

Brute lay on his back and pissed his
jeans as he died, his final breath the greatest act
he had ever done for society.

Over the hammering of heavy machi ne guns fromthe
Rebel s, Ben muttered, "You and Hi ram have a good
tinme, Brute. You two deserve each other."

The machi ne guns nounted on the Rebe
vehi cl es made qui ck work of the outlaws who thought they
had gone undetected on the second floors of the

town's business district. Teanms of Rebels
went building to building, using grenades to cl ean out
what was left of the outlaw gang. Sone forty-odd
surrendered, nost of themin shock at the swiftness of
what had gone down.

Ben lined them up and ordered them under heavy guard.

Holly had crawl ed under the Jeep. It took
Ben a few minutes to find her. He squatted
down and peered under the vehicle, smling at the
doctor. "Did you decide to take a short nap
Hol | y?"

"Raines, | w sh you would warn nme before you
decide to start a dammed war!" Her face was
greasy and her hair dishevel ed.

Laughi ng, Ben hel ped her out and brushed her off.
"You haven't seen a war yet, Holly. This was just

Ben' s



alittle exercise, that's all."

She gl ared at him and | ooked at the rows of
outl aws, their hands on the tops of their heads, fingers
interlaced. 'Wat are you going to do with them Ben."

"One good deed deserves another, Holly.
You' |l see. You and the nedics set up a
hospital; check out the forner prisoners. |'m
going to prow around some." He wal ked of f, hunmm ng
an old song. Holly didn't believe she'd ever
heard it.

"The Good, The Bad, The Ugly."
Chapter Thirty-two

Ben wal ked the town, a squad of Rebels
split up, sonme in front of him some behind him He
paid themno attention; he was used to it. Holly and the
Rebel nedics had set up shop in an old drug
store. At her insistence, she was patching up the
wounded outl aws. Ben had shrugged; her option, if
she wanted to waste her tinme on trash

Ben and his bodyguards had found no nore outl aws,
al t hough all had heard the sounds of racing notors as
some carried their asses out of there when the shooting started
and it was soon evident the outlaws woul d | ose.

Typi cal trash-action. In a nob, surrounded

by their buddies, they're all bluster and toughness; put
them by thensel ves and their true colors are soon
flying. Yell ow

Back on the main street, Ben told Dan
"Well spend the night here. Wat about the
prisoners you' ve tal ked with?"

"They're a pretty spunky bunch, general
| approached t hem about an outpost system and they
junped at it. It would be ny suggestion that we nove
themup the road to the town of Carion."

"Bi gger town than this?"

"Much bigger. Some of those who were held prisoner
told me that there is a group there who are pretty
dammed tough. Edgar...."

"Who?"

Dan smled. "The fat warlord you offed."

"Oh.

"Edgar's bunch has never been able to whip them
They' ve got a good organi zation of solid, steady
men and wonen. Wth schools, general."

"My kind of people, Dan."

"How about the outlaws we captured, general ?"

Ben | ooked at hi mand wal ked of f.

Dan smled. "Right-oh, general."

The Rebels buried the outlaws in a nmass
grave, and with what had once been county earth-noving
equi pment, scooped dirt over them Ben
had sent Holly and a detachnent on to C arion before
the I ast of the outlaws joined Edgar and the others. He
would tell her ... if she ever asked him But he
doubt ed she ever woul d.

Ben had net the people of darion. Even before
nmeeting them he knew he had found a group of people
whose i deas matched his own. Conming into the town, he noted
the streets were all clean, with no shacks of
bur ned- out buil dings. The | awms were well-tended and



everyone had a | arge garden, not all the people growi ng the
same thing. Shops were open, and the barter system was
back in play.
Ben asked for volunteers fromhis ranks, and a
full squad stepped out. They would stay with the
townspeople for a tine, hel ping themrearmand set
up defenses. And | earn the Rebel way of meting
out justice.
Ben and his Rebels pulled out the next norning,
headi ng east on Interstate 80. Ben had asked the
| eader of the several hundred nmen and wonen and ki ds where
the next |arge gathering of people was. The nan had
smled sadly.
"No where near here, general. | heard there was one
over around WIliansport, but | can't be sure of
that. And it's a long, dangerous trip over
there."”
"We' || check it out and report back to you. Good
luck."
The Rebel s found several hundred people in
Wl liansport, but they were nothing |like the bunch back
in Clarion. What they found was a bunch of |osers,
wi th no organi zation, no signs of progress, and
| eaderl ess. They were a sullen, dirty bunch, with no
t hought for the future, living hand to nouth, day to day.
Ben ordered the kids under thirteen rounded up; he
had heard that south of there, around MIlton, a group
had settled in and were doi ng wonders. They woul d take
the kids and see if they could find a home for them
there.
"W glad to be rid of the little squallin”
fuckers,” a wonman told Ben
Ben resisted an urge to shoot her
M1lton was al nbst a carbon copy of Carion
and the men and wonen said they woul d be happy to take the
ki ds and rai se them decently. And they were, to a
person, after a town neeting, very receptive to the
suggestion of beconming a part of the
out post system Once nore, a small team of
Rebel s, all volunteers, all single, were |eft
behi nd when Ben and his people pulled out the next
nor ni ng.
They were slightly less than two hundred
mles fromlke's position when Ben called a
halt and ordered canp set up for the night.
Ben radi oed | ke that evening. "Gve ne a
safe route to your position, lke."
"Come in east of Trenton, Ben. You're going
to have to wind around sone. Planes have begun | andi ng here.
And Chase is waiting for you. So is Cecil; they
flewin last evening. I'll brief you when you get
here.”
"See you about noon tonorrow, |ke."
Bef ore dusk, Ben wal ked the canp, stopping to chat
with many of his Rebels. They were a tired bunch, and
badly needed rest. He made up his mind they woul d
push on to lke's position the next day, and then
rest and re-equip before beginning the bl oody sweeps
of the area
Even though that much tine had not |apsed, it would be good



to get together with the gang again.
Ben's teamrolled onto the old mlitary post
am d cheers and shouted greetings the next day. Even
t hough Ben could not see it, he was very nuch aware of the
massi ve presence of New York City, to the
nort heast, sone forty niles away as the
crow flies.
Ben cut the engine to his Jeep and called for
Janes River son
"Stand them down, James. Rest them for a couple
of days. No details during that tine. Just sleep
and eat and gossip."
"Yes, sir," James grinned.
Ben ki ssed his daughter and shook hands with | ke and
Cecil and Chase; Holly had gone with her nedics
over to the base hospital.
"Cecil, before we sit down to jaw, radio
Base Canp One. | want a battalion
left down there. Al others start pulling out for here.
| spotted some tanks; good-we won't have to truck

ours up here. lke, I want a conplete |ist of
all parts needed to get the tanks all ready;
we' |l have those trucked up. How about the fue

situation up here?"

"Al'l kinds of underground tanks untapped,
Ben. Al over the area. It |ooks pretty
good. "

"It's going to be fall before we're fully ready
to make our push into the city." Ben | ooked around him
"We're going to need winter gear." He | ooked at
| ke. "How about the base rel oading
equi pnent ?"

"In pretty good shape. | got it cranked
up and producing."

Ben nodded. "The base hospital ?"

"Not bad," Chase said. "lke's people did a
god job of cleaning it up."

"We' || use this hospital for the npbst serious
cases; get themaway fromthe conmbat zone. W'l
need a field hospital for the | ess seriously
wounded. "

"I have one picked out, Ben," lke told him
"It's small but still in good shape."

"Good." Ben | ooked around him sighing. "It's
going to be a bitch, people. A scream ng, bloody
bitch. And we're going to | ose sone people. But we've
got to find those people called the Judges and

destroy them W' ve got to find the radio
equi prent and knock it out. So nuch to do."

"Ben?" Chase asked. "Wat in the hell are
we going to
do
with New York City once we do clean it out?"

Ben | aughed I ong and hard. "Dammed if | know,
Lamar!"

"One thing about it, Ben," lke said

drily. "Once we do clean it out, it'll be the first
time true justice has prevailed here for fifty
years!"

Chapter Thirty-three



"Let's go home now, Carol Ann," her
husband said, taking her by the arm

"You better turn me | oose, boy," she warned
hi m

"Carol Ann, | found us a nice little place
down clost to hone. You fetch the kids and cone on
now. The house needs cleanin' up."

"Clean it up your own damm sel f!"

"Grl, don't talk to nme lak "at. Took
me three days to find you. What happened to yore
hair!"

"Me and the others had it cut sone and done up. You
don't like it, that's tough!"

The others were having the same problens with their
wi ves. They just couldn't get used to the change in
them The girls seemed different; kind of
tough-actin". And they wasn't takin' no orders
worth a damn.

"Msty," B.m pleaded. "Wt the hale's
cone over you? | ain't never seen you act |lak this here
"fore."

"You got us a new hone all picked out,

B.m?"

"Shore. Nice one. Just a-waitin" for you to cone
clean it up."

"Your armns broke, boy?"

" Haw?"

"You ain't ... don't have a damm thing to do,
B.m Now you want me to conme back to you, you
en-roll in school. You join up. W'll take
the tra*' together and the housework we'll divvy up

fiftystfifty."
"Ht ain't fittin' for a man to do a wonan's

work, Msty."
"Then carry your ass, boy!"
"Msty, you cain't mean "at! | done said

was gonna do rat. Right. Wwut nore do you want from
ne?"
"Respect, B.m The two of us pullin”
toget her, not apart. The kids goin' to school and |earnin'
right fromwong and how to get along with other people. That and a
whole ot nore, B.m Now, me and Jenny Sue
and Carol Ann and Laura June and Billie
Jo talked it over. That's the way it's gonna
be, B.m This place here, B.m, why it's a
whol e new way of life that | didn't
even know was there. There ain't no hate here, B.m
| never seen, saw, anything like it. Everybody has
a job, and they do it. Nobody steals, lies,
breaks the aw. Nobody is all off to thensel ves,

thinking they're better than other folks. | like it,
Bm I'mstayin'. If you wanna stay ..
well, 1'd like that. But if you don't think you can

cut it, then you best haul ass, boy. "Cause

the first time you spout off some crack about sonebody of
anot her race or color or whatever, sone of these

ol " boys around here is gonna kill you, B.m

And 1'd grieve if that'd happen. But | got

to think that you' re a grown man, and what happens,

wel |, you brung, brought it on



yourself. Now I'mthrough talkin'. You gonna stay,
or go?"

He | ooked at her for a long tine, then slowy
smled. "You |learned howto wite your name yet,
M sty?"

"Want to see ne?"

"Yeah!"

Wth a stub of a pencil and a scrap of paper, she
printed: M STY. Then she printed: LOVES
B.m

"What do it say, Msty?"

She told him

"Well, | think "Il give it a whirl,
M sty. Think you can wite something,
sonet hi ng
el se?"

"What ?"

He told her.

She printed: B.m LOVES M STY
Chapter Thirty-four

Ben, lke, Tina, and Cecil, accomnpanied
by a conpany of Rebels, heavily armed, drove up
H ghway 9 to Perth Amboy and crossed over
to Staten Island. They drove to the far north end of the
i sl and. They saw no one.

"Used to be able to take a ferry fromthis point,"
Ben said, showi ng themthe half-subnerged ferry.

It was just breaking dawn, the mist still clinging to the
bay.

"I can't see it!" Tina said inpatiently.

Al'l turned at the sound of vehicles. Dan
and a platoon of Scouts had been |aggi ng behind,
keepi ng a cl ose wat ch.

Dan shook his head. "Nothing. And not a sign of
anyone's ever having lived on the island."

Chase had ridden out with Dan. "Let's
check out Sea View Hospital today," he
suggested. "It would be closer and this is as good a
j unpi ng-of f place as any. You agree, Ben?"

"CGood as any, Lanar."

The nmist was gradually lifting.

The silence was vast around thenm only a few
seabirds soared and call ed.

"I wonder why that is?" Lamar said, his eyes
wat chi ng the birds.

"Survivors probably hunted them and ate
them" |ke said.

Lamar muttered something terribly vul gar under his
breath. "Wy didn't the city people | eave and head out
into country?"

"Perhaps they couldn't,” Ben told themall.

"Besi des, they don't know any other life. The m st
islifting."

Everybody was straining their eyes, to be the first
to catch a glinpse of the Lady with the torch of
wel cone.

Then the sun burst free, burning off the mst, and
there she stood in the harbor

Everyone was touched. Mst of the Rebels had tears
stream ng down their face. Lamar Chase garunped a



couple of tines and cleared his throat. Dan
honked his nose into a handkerchief. Cecil was
openly, unashanedly, weeping. Tina was crying so
hard she could hardly see the lady in the harbor

| ke said, was "G ve ne your tired, your
poor, Your huddl ed nasses yearning to breathe
free...." You know the rest of it, Ben?"

was "The wetched refuse of your teening shore,
Send these, the honel ess, tenpest-tossed, to ne: |
lift ny |anp beside the gol den door.""

Little Jersey was standing on the cab of a truck, so
she coul d see over the heads of the Rebels crowding the
dock. "That's beautiful, general; did you wite
t hat ?"

"No, Jersey," Ben sniled. "Emma
Lazarus wote

that. It's fromthe "New Col ossus." That's the
inscription for the Statue of Liberty."

"You ever been up close to it, general?" a
Rebel called out.

"Ch, yes. Just before the Geat Wr. It's quite a
sight to see.”

"I don't think Emma had the Ni ght People in
m nd when those words were witten," |ke said.

"No." Ben shifted his Thonmpson. "I don't
either. So let's go make sure that the next
ship of people seeking freedomreally finds that
freedom'

The Rebel s mounted up. Behind them the sounds of
many Rebels' vehicles, including the rattle of
tanks coul d be heard.

Ben stood up in his Jeep and waved hi s hand.
"Scouts out! Let's go!"






